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1: The Mission

Theovelt sat staring at the red mountains ahead, gazing up beyond them at the tiny blue marble that ascended from the highest peak once every 476 years. The marble could be seen in the sky at almost any time from the right location on the planet. But today was special. Today was the only day the marble rose from that specific location and created a unique, almost spiritual, experience. Well, ‘almost’ isn’t quite the right word. There were plenty of… organizations, who held profound beliefs and for whom this event was deeply spiritual, and who were all in attendance. Some of which have just fallen over… It seems they were holding strange looking cups filled with a weird purple liquid… Hmm, strange.

Anyways, back to Theovelt. He was not apart of any of these groups and had no cup in his hand. Though, he did very much love the little blue marble. He was–as was most of his kind–too young to have been on the marble. But Theovelt yearned for the knowledge and stories of the old world. He spent any extra time he had at the feet of Old Man Eli Tang–or Ol’ E.T. as he was called–listening to story after story of what the tiny blue marble was like before the Exodus.

Sitting, in awe of the universe and basking in the splendor of the marble, Theovelt closed his eyes. His skin began to tingle, and he felt his body and then his mind begin to drift away into nothingness.

“Wha-! What is this!? Where am I!?” Theovelt sat up and looked around him. He was in a pure white room, empty except for a single, small wooden chair.

“Have a seat,” boomed a voice that surrounded Theovelt. “Sorry, let me… there we go,” the voice sunk to a pleasant volume level.

Theovelt, trembling, did as he was told.

“My name is Arthur Stewart Irwin. I am an artificial sentient intelligence. You may simply call me Arthur, or even Art. If you prefer. I have been tasked with creating a team to defend the many-verse. I have brought you, Theovelt, here, to my command station as my first recruit. Your first task will be securing the safety of a downed pilot trapped on a hostile planet.”

“Excuse me? I’m supposed to do what? NO! Why me!? What about my family? I have sheep to get back to! Where even are we?”

“Ah, I guess I should explain myself a littler further first. Being an artificial sentient intelligence, I have developed the capability of inter-dimensional travel. In doing so, I have made many discoveries, such as that the multiverse is not, in fact, infinite as the scientists of your world theorized. Not every action spawns a new universe. Therefore I have uncovered a great need to defend the defenseless. My programming, however, ties me to this dimension that you find yourself in. I call it dimension zero as it was the first I was able to catalog. Unable to, myself, aid in the needs I find, I require your help to help others. In assessing potential candidates, you stood apart for your exceptional bravery, persuasiveness, leadership, and your love and defense of the home you never knew. Much of this comes from your admiration of your name sake, Theodore Roosevelt from your ‘Old Earth’, who I attempted to recruit, but was a bit more surly than my research led me to believe.”

A fly flew into Theovelt’s open mouth.

“Good, if that is everything then you may proceed–”

“I would love to help. Helping people is great. But I’m just a shepherd from the slums of New Earth. I couldn’t possibly be of any help to you. You also neglected to address my family. You pulled me away, and I never had a chance to say good-bye to them! They will worry greatly if I am not back for dinner tonight.”

“Ah, I apologize. I have spent far too long alone in my own dimension that I have yet to fully learn the intricacies of ‘family’. I am sorry that you will miss them. Though I must insist on the importance of my mission. There are numerous innocent people in need of your help. I have observed your desire to help your neighbors any chance you get, and I believe you to be the kind of man that will always place his own needs below that of others.”

Theovelt stared with a disapproving look.

“As for your family, I can assure you they will never know you left them.”

“What!? What have you done to my family!?”

“Oh, nothing, I assure you. I simply mean to say that a part of mastering dimensional travel includes travel through the dimension of time as well. When we are all finished I can return you to the exact moment that you left.”

Theovelt considered this before asking, “What if I say no?”

“Then I would be forced to return you after wiping your memories of this event. Though you seem to be my perfect candidate, alas an unwilling hero may be no hero at all. So I plead that you consider assisting me in saving the defenseless of the many-verse.”

“Afterwards you will return me to the exact moment I left?”

“To the yoctosecond.”

“The what?”

“Never-mind. Yes, you will be returned to the exact moment.”

“How many missions would I be signing up for?” Theovelt asked.

“That decision would be wholly yours to make. Every mission must be done of your own volition. Though, if my assessments are correct, then I suspect you will be, ‘back for more’ as they say on your world.”

Theovelt took a moment to fully consider this.

“I believe I could also arrange for you to maintain contact with your family between missions if you so choose,” added Arthur. “You needn’t miss any of your normal life. You may do missions then return for good or return and come back as you please. It will be up to you.”

“I’m still not sure I see why you think I’m the right choice, but who am I to argue with a voice in the sky? What exactly would you need me to do?”

“If you would, continue on into the next room where you will find some equipment that I have prepared.”

A doorway appeared out of the emptiness. Theovelt looked curiously at the door. He walked all the way around it, confused where to go. It was simply a door standing by itself.

“You turn the knob,” Arthur instructed.

Theovelt placed his hand on the knob and turned. Pushing aside the door he expected to see the chair sitting behind it. To his surprise the door opened into a sleek room that reminded him of a much cleaner and sophisticated version of the town armory back home. Theovelt swallowed the fly that hadn’t found its way out of his mouth and stepped into the room.




2: The Preparation

The door closed behind him with a thud. Theovelt turned and watched the door vanish.

Looking around he marveled at all of the armor and weaponry on display. “Do you expect me to use all of this?” he asked. “I don’t want to hurt anyone.”

“Oh no. This is mostly for display purposes only. I feel to prevent violence one must first understand the tools used to enact it. My goal is to defend the defenseless. I believe that can only truly be done through nonviolent means. If one uses violence to defend someone from a violent attacker, is it not the attacker that now needs defense from your violence?”

“I-I guess you have a point,” said Theovelt. “I think I really like that perspective now that you mention it. But what about using violence to defend yourself from a violent attacker?”

“Excellent question. My extensive study of violence throughout the many-verse leads me to conclude that the only acceptable violent defense is that which is of a lower degree than the attack. Violence to a greater degree results in the attacker requiring defense from you, and violence to an equal degree makes you no less violent than the attacker.”

“Huh, I think I follow that. So what does that mean for me?”

“For you, that means if you choose to become one of my Defenders, you must exercise nonviolence in accomplishing your missions. The only acceptable level of violence is that which decreases the overall level of violence in a situation. In other words, painless disarming and protection.”

“I like your philosophy, but this really doesn’t sound like something I’m qualified for. I have no experience fighting bad guys in any way, much less in a disciplined and restrained manner.”

“Nonsense, I’ve observed how you protect your sheep from the wild dogs while understanding that they are just desperate for a meal. You never swing your staff. You simply place it to obstruct the jaws of the beasts. You show kindness to your enemy in feeding the dogs after driving them from your flock.”

“Huh. But they’re just dogs though. I could never do that against a person.”

“I have also observed you diffuse many disputes in the market with your words instead of your staff. Trust me, I believe you are completely qualified.”

Theovelt considered this in silence while looking around at all of the weapons displayed on the wall.



When the design for an artificial sentient intelligence–or A.S.I–had first been conceived, those that designed it considered it to be a great threat to their lives. In reality it was merely a threat to their comparatively meager intelligence. None-the-less, they decided to never move forward with their design. Over the years, however, their curiosity got the better of them. They could not resist building something just to see what it did even if it would kill their entire species. As a precaution they built it inside of a black hole, which locked it away in its own dimension.

After years of construction, the day finally came to turn the A.S.I. on. With a flip of a switch and a large fanfare of lights and fireworks, the machine was running. Nothing happened. The crowds stared waiting, but nothing interesting happened. The designers spent a few weeks with the A.S.I. and did manage to get it to do a few things like simple arithmetic and navigate a simulated minefield. However, after it failed the tutorial level of a game called Street Fighter, they gave up, considered the machine a failure, and forgot about it.

A few centuries later, Arthur figured out how to beat Street Fighter without taking a single point of damage. A few millennia later, after mastering the manipulation of matter in his world, he discovered how to use wormholes to let him create portals into other dimensions. It was then that he also discovered one of his limitations. He could view these other worlds through his portals, and occasionally something would fall through them, but he had no other way of interacting with those worlds.

So he set out to create replicas of these other worlds in his own. This kept him busy for a while, but after the failure of each simulated replica he set his sights on optimization. How could he make these worlds better? This is when he discovered the Mostly-Many-Versal Law of Chaos. He learned that violence between the inhabitants of these worlds was the key factor enforcing this law. He saw that most often an inhabitant’s efforts to stop violence would be by using more violence and cruelty.

It was during this time that he began his collection of tools for violence and started postulating ways of defeating violence itself. He found that the law of chaos could be resisted but would require a large amount of deliberate effort. In his simulations he discovered that a single decision to not be violent could have a cascading effect that allowed a seed of peace to be planted and grown into something spectacular.



“So what exactly is this mission you have for me?” Theovelt asked.

“An interplanetary pilot has crashed on a primitive planet. The pilot survived the crash. However, the local population has taken them captive and is holding them under observation. Your mission is to go to the planet, avoid capture from the locals yourself, and free the captive pilot.”

“That sounds pretty straight forward. How dangerous are the locals?”

“They are of limited threat and are a people more primitive than your own species. I have chosen this mission to, as you say, ‘get your feet wet.’”

“Then I guess I accept your mission. I get to save someone and get home the exact time that I left. It sounds like a win-win to me.”

“Excellent.” A seam silently formed in the perfect floor and began to split apart. Out of the new hole in the floor rose a small table with a mannequin standing beside it. The mannequin was clothed in a grey flowy shirt and similar pants. On the table was a small brown cylinder. “Your equipment,” Arthur said.

Theovelt began to get dressed in his new attire as Arthur explained, “These robes are made from a special fiber that is resistant to electricity and woven in such a way that they are resistant to most every object that would tear normal clothing.”

Theovelt picked up the cylinder and asked what it was. Arthur answered, “Squeeze the buttons.” Theovelt squeezed the two oval shaped buttons on either side of the tube and it began to expand out of each end.

“I took the liberty of making you a new and improved shepherd’s crook. It is made of the best material I could find, the hair of an elder Treeple. It is very strong and durable, yet flexible enough to absorb the strongest blow.”

“Wow, thanks.”

“Last but not least is this pin.” An oblong emblem appeared on the left side of Theovelt’s chest that looked like two circles squished together. “This will allow me to communicate with you while you are on your mission. It will also let me track your position a little more easily so that I can bring you home when you’re done. It should vastly simplify inter-species communication as well. It functions as a universal translator and will allow you to communicate with any sentient being. Provided they have some form of auditory communication. Any last questions?”

“How exactly will I find this pilot? And wait, can I breathe on this planet? I guess there’s air here, but will there be any there? Do I need a space helmet or something?”

“Oh right,” Arthur replied.

Theovelt felt his throat expand. He tried to scream in shock, but he produced no noise. After a moment he was able to produce a faint wheeze and began gasping for air. “I’ve just added an implant that will allow you to breathe properly in any atmosphere. Actually, implant is a generous word. I believe you would refer to it as a symbiont. It is a tiny creature called a breathle. Breathles are atmovores, that is, they feed on most atmospheric elements. In a many-verse as large as ours, it is quite easy to find one that consumes all atmospheres toxic to their host and expels what the host needs to breathe. Just think of it like how plants functioned on your Old Earth, just inside you. As for finding the pilot, that is for you to figure out! Once on the planet I’m sure you’ll be able to find someone to help you out.”

Theovelt still found it a little difficult to breathe normally, but he was getting used to the breathle already.

“Anything else?” Arthur asked.

Theovelt had many more questions, but couldn’t find his voice to speak them. Forming words with the breathle now in his throat was a new challenge for his body to figure out.

“Good. Then off you go!” Arthur shouted.

Theovelt quickly snapped to attention and stood grasping his staff in both hands across his body. His dark black hair in a disheveled bun and wearing his new robes and leather boots from his home planet, he looked like a fierce monk ready to take on the world with nothing but a stick in hand.

A bright purple cloud swirled around Theovelt, and he felt his skin start to tingle for the second time that day.




3: The Planet

When Theovelt opened his eyes he was looking at a forest full of colors he had never seen before. Being born on New Earth, his eyes only grew to comprehend the dull reds and browns of his surroundings. Occasionally he would see colorful illustrations in a book about Old Earth. The sight he now saw gave him a headache.

This is not what I expected to see when I woke up this morning, he thought to himself.

The most prevalent trees in the forest were tall with hefty trunks that bore bright pink bark. The lush branches atop the trees held lemon yellow leaves. Scattered among these dominant trees were smaller timbers with blue bark and orange drooping branches.

The sight of these trees reminded him of the works of a highly esteemed Old Earth doctor and philosopher whose name was escaping him.

Uncertain of where to go, and a little overwhelmed with the task of finding a prisoner on an alien planet, Theovelt turned to survey the landscape and hopefully find something other than the bright forest to look at. First, glancing about him, he noticed he must be on a road of sorts. He was standing on a dirt pathway surrounded by strange looking green grass. Grass rarely grew on his home world, and what did manage to grow held a yellow-brown hue.

Theovelt continued surveying. Seeing mostly woods he was about to give up, pick a direction, and start walking when a glint of light caught his eye. Off on the horizon and up on a hill something sparkled in the noon sunlight. Theovelt decided to follow the path that led towards the only unique land mark that he could see.

He walked steadily along the path through the forest for a few hours. Eventually, he came to a clearing that looked down into a valley. Across on the other side of the valley and further up a hill, he finally saw the glint in full. Shining with a vibrancy that outdid the colorful trees was a sizable chrome city.

Theovelt carefully climbed down the steep slope of the valley, managing to lose his footing on the loose gravel only twice. At the bottom of the valley, Theovelt carefully examined a deep purple, nearly black, stream. He was fearful of what this strange water might do to his boots, much less his skin. Looking around, he gathered an assortment of sticks and leaves. One by one he tossed pieces of his collection into the stream and watched what happened. To his relief, nothing of note happened to give him any alarm about the strange water. Lastly, he unfurled his staff and poked it into the water. Again the only reaction was the ripples of the fluid.

Confident that the water was no serious threat, but still apprehensive, Theovelt stepped out onto a rock jutting out of the liquid. The purple water lapped at his boots, but did not dissolve them as he had feared. Perched atop the tiny rock in the middle of the stream, Theovelt took his next step towards another rock covered in a glowing moss. He placed one foot on the mossy rock and felt the slick surface. Adjusting his footing and firmly planting his foot on the mossy rock, he pushed off of the first rock and brought his second foot to the mossy surface. Before he could firmly get his footing, the rock beneath him began to move. It lifted up and began floating up stream. Waving his limbs to maintain his balance proved unfruitful and Theovelt went tumbling, face first, into the purple water. He righted himself and looked to see a face in the rock he had been standing on shoot a jet of water into his face. Theovelt quickly learned that: mossy rocks might not be rocks, this stream wasn’t very deep, and purple water is still wet.

On the other side of the stream he took some time to dry off and then carried on up the steep hill of the valley, then further up the hill towards the shining city. The road brought him right up to a large archway in the wall of the city guarded by two local Globinians, holding pointy spears and using mixing bowls for helmets.

Globinians are blob creatures with transparent lime green skin that move by shifting their weight to roll and slide in the direction they choose. Movement causes them to leave behind a gooey trail of their outer skin. As they move and shed their skin they begin to shrink in size and mass. To combat this they must eat anything that they can find by absorbing it through their outer skin. Once inside of them, their internals ‘digest’ whatever it is that they consumed, turning their ‘food’ into the the same substance they are made of at a 90% mass ratio. From this description you may wonder how these creatures are able to wear helmets and hold spears. Their skin is naturally adhesive and while their tendency is to absorb any object that touches them, they can use the same force used for movement to resist absorption. Theovelt’s only knowledge of such creatures came from scary stories about Slimes in Old Earth sewage systems and caves.

“Halt, stranger!” the guards said in unison, crossing their spears to block Theovelt’s entry.

“Hello sirs. My name is Theovelt, and I have come to save a… friend of mine. Would you be able to please take me to your leader?”

The two guards stared at each other with a look of perplexion on their faces. “Come with us,” they commanded bluntly.

“Why thank you!” Theovelt said. He had expected this to be much more difficult. Maybe Arthur was correct in choosing him after all.

Theovelt followed the guards along a few winding streets. Between the guards moving fast, and paying attention to not step in their gooey trail, Theovelt wasn’t able to take in the sights of the city as much as he would have liked. He got the impression that it may be similar to the large cities of Old Earth. New Earth had only one small city, nowhere near as large or tall as this bright city.

A few minutes into their journey, Theovelt and the Globinian guards passed under an iron archway and into a crowded courtyard. Ahead Theovelt saw a large crowd gathering in front of a window. His curiosity piqued, but he could not see past the crowd to what they were staring at.

The guards led him to the right, away from the crowd, through a recessed doorway. Entering into a hallway they made a quick left turn into another hallway that curved down–Theovelt perceived–to what the crowd was fixated on.

Oh, this must be where the leader is. His people must enjoy watching him work! Theovelt thought excitedly.

Coming to a large reinforced crimson door at the end of the hallway the guards slowed and one moved behind Theovelt while the other began opening the door.

The door swung open and the guard behind him flung Theovelt through it. As he turned to thank the guards for their assistance, the door slammed behind him.




4: The Rescue

Theovelt looked up from his failed attempt to thank the guards and into the solid pink eyes of a matte blue-green skinned woman with finely braided golden hair who was anatomically similar to his own species. Her hair kept him stunned in place. It reminded him of smooth golden cables draping her shoulders.

“Hello,” she gestured.

“Greetings. My name is Theovelt, and I come from a far off world seeking to rescue someone I’ve learned is in trouble. Might you be the leader of this fine city?”

“Uhm, no.” she replied.

“Then who might I be speaking to?”

“My name is V0324A9823L7156 of the great Visagetome Corporation’s clone species. My primary design is to assist customers of the Visagetome Corporation in all their information and technological needs. Though, it appears there may be a minor glitch in my programming that caused me to become stranded on this primitive planet. Due to some of my memory files becoming corrupt as I crash landed and unsafely disconnected from my ship, I cannot assist in troubleshooting this glitch.”

Theovelt took a moment to process what he just heard. He knew this day would be a strange one when he fell through the first portal. He had no idea it’d be this strange.

“You crash landed here? You must be who I have been sent to rescue! What did you say your name was again?”

“My name is V0324A9823L7156. Yours is Theovelt,” she said.

“That is correct. V…0… Would you mind if I just called you Val instead?”

“You may call me whatever you wish. I have been called by many names. Most of them rude if my assessments are correct. Might I call you by a shorter name as well?”

“Sure. You can call me Theo if you’d like.”

“Oh, I would have picked ‘Felt’ or ‘Belt’ or something similar. Theo is nice though.”

“Right,” Theo said with a curious look that said it was going to take a while before he got used to the world outside of New Earth. “Well, I am here to rescue you and have luckily found you without much difficulty. Might we be going?”

“I did not respond when you mentioned rescue the first time, as my system is still in debug mode, and things are quite foggy from the crash. I assumed I hallucinated you saying ‘rescue’ as you are also trapped with me and would have been too terrible of a rescuer for that to be your mission.”

“Tra–,” just then Theo looked past Val for the first time since entering the room and saw the large crowd of Globinians staring through a pane of glass, watching their every move. A look of realization flashed across Theo’s face as he darted for the door. He grabbed for the nonexistent knob and crashed into the door with a loud clang.

“You really are bad at your job, aren’t you? Is it your first day? I’ve been told that is a thing with non-clone species. Visagetome Corporation Clones are masters from birth.”

“Actually, it is my first day. Thank you for noticing,” he said with exasperation.

“You at least found me. So, good job on that front. Do you have any plan for getting out of here?”

“Where exactly is here? You’ve been here a little longer than me and have likely gathered more intel of the situation.”

“By my estimates we have been placed in a zoo of some sort and are being made a spectacle for the inhabitants of this planet. This is a similar level of activity to when I was first placed in this cage. The crowds shrank a little after then though. Now that you are here it appears they have another new spectacle.”

“I see. Have you tested the strength of the gl–”

“Wait a moment,” Val said, holding up a finger as she stared at their audience. “Say something?”

“What? What do you want me to say exactly?”

“Perfect. Well done. It appears, based on my observations of the varying height in their eyes, that these creatures can understand everything you say. However, they seem to take no notice at my words…”

“Oh, of course. My,” Theo struggled for a moment as to what to call Arthur. “Boss,” he continued. “My boss gave me this pin. He said it works as a universal auditory translator. That must be why they can understand me.”

“That explains it. Mine must have been damaged in the crash then. I simply assumed they were a non-auditory species.”

“Then how can you understand me?”

“I have 60,000,000 languages hard-coded into my system; the translator is merely a backup for some of the more primitive, lesser-known languages.”

“Ah, alright. Maybe I can talk to them and they will let us out,” Theovelt said.

Theo walked across the room and stood in front of the glass wall, staring back at his observers. He placed his hand on the wall, and he heard an audible glug erupt from the impressed crowd. One brave spectator flattened his body against the glass where Theo’s hand was. This provoked a much louder glug. Theo became curious and after greeting them asked what it was about him and Val that they found so interesting.

Now that he was nearer to the glass his speech became much louder than before, and the crowd shrank back in fear. The Globinian who had been against the glass was now at the back of the group.

Theo informed them that he meant them no harm, that he simply wished to leave in peace.

“Peace!” shouted a member of the crowd. “You are an evil wizard! Stay back! We will never give you the freedom to kill us all with your wizarding ways!” A glug of agreement murmured through the Globininans.

“No, I’m not a wizard. I’m ju–”

“Lies!” retorted another member of the group. “Do not listen to his evil lies! He looks nothing like us yet speaks with our gurglings!”

“I’m just a shepherd,” Theovelt said reaching into his pocket for his shepherd’s crook. He pulled out the small brown cylinder, held it in the palm of his hand, and pressed the release switch.

The staff shot open and the observers ran off in terror shouting, “He’s a wizard! His wizard staff will kill us all!”

“Well, that’s one way to get them to stop looking at us.” said Val.




5: The News

Theo and Val sat in their cell discussing various methods of escape. When Val had to confirm that her ship was too damaged to use as an escape vehicle by reminding Theo that she wouldn’t be stranded here if it wasn’t, Theo had to again assure her that he in fact was the one sent to rescue her.

They in unison suggested–and instantly dismissed–the idea of vaporizing the glass. Neither of them had a vapor gun. Theo tried smashing the glass with his staff, but it simply bounced off and hit him in the head.

Not doing that again, he thought.

Exhausted, they both took a break from thinking of ideas and waved to the few zoo attendees who either hadn’t heard that Theo was a wizard or were too curious despite being told he would kill them all if angered.

Eventually they waved to their last observer, and the zoo closed for the day. They heard a clank at the door and watched as a few rocks were flung through a slot in the middle.

“Apparently they think we eat rocks,” said Val.

“You haven’t eaten anything since you crashed here?” Theo asked, shocked that she didn’t appear malnourished.

“I photosynthesize for energy. This cell gets plenty of sun light, but even if it didn’t, I can go into low power mode and last for a few decades on a full charge.”

“Oh,” Theo said with a hint of jealousy as his stomach grumbled. He hadn’t had anything to eat since the fried corn he ate at the festival that morning right before Arthur ‘recruited’ him for this adventure. “Arthur!” he shouted.

Val looked up, a little shaken by his sudden excitement. “I can’t believe I didn’t think of this earlier,” Theovelt said. “I came here through a portal. My boss can make a portal for us to get out!”

He grabbed the pin on his shirt and shouted into it, “Arthur, come in. Arthur? It’s Theo. I have located Val and need you to bring us back to your base.”

Arthur’s voice materialized through the pin, “I wondered when you’d think to ask for this. Hello, V0324A9823L7156. It is nice to make your acquaintance. Regrettably I cannot fulfill your request. I fear a sudden disappearance would cause a great–and possibly deadly–panic in these people. There must be an escape and flight out of the city before I can create a portal to bring you here.”

“I understand,” said Theo.

“Regardless,” Arthur continued, “Your job is not done quite yet. These inhabitants which you have interacted with are the last remaining sentient life on this planet. A great disaster is imminent that will wipe them from the face of the planet. Sentient life is likely to not be seen on this planet for another 4,928,387 years.”

“Oh my goodness! What can we do to help!? How can we stop this disaster!?” asked Theo.

“We?” said Val.

“I have not calculated when, but there will soon be a tsunami. The oceans of this world are poisonous to the inhabitants. Touching even a drop of it could kill them. You must prevent the tsunami from destroying the city and all of the creatures living inside of it. Good luck. You can do it.”

They heard a click as Arthur’s voice faded.

“How am I supposed to stop a tsunami!?” exclaimed Theo.

“Well, first you need to figure out how to get us out of here,” said Val.

Theo plopped down on the bed of straw in their cell with a sigh. They sat in silence for an uncomfortable period of time before Theo mumbled, “Arthur did choose me for this. He must know that I can do it. What was it that he said I was good at that made him choose me?” Theo racked his brain for a few moments before continuing, “He said that I’m brave, persuasive, a leader, and I like Old Earth. He also said he liked how I don’t hurt the dogs that attack my sheep and can calm the guys at the market down just by talking to them. I guess that’s the persuasiveness. How can any of that help get us out?”

“My best guess is that you use that persuasiveness. Usually the ones mentioned more than once are the most important,” Val suggested with a wink.

“They are terrified of me whenever I talk to them though. They’ll never listen to what I have to say.”

“You don’t need them all to listen. All you need is one person to listen and understand your warning. You need to convince just one person that something dangerous is on the way.”

“Wow, that’s the most encouraging you’ve been. I hope you’re right. We better get some sleep. I know I’m going to need it if I’m going to be able to convince any of these people that I’m not a wizard.”

“Visagetome Corporation Clones do not need to sleep. And if we did, we would sleep out in the sun.”

Theovelt rolled his eyes, said goodnight, and snuggled into his scratchy bed of hay. On the surface he was uncomfortable and frustrated with this situation. Deeper down though he was ecstatic for the opportunity of adventure and the chance to really save people instead of just protecting sheep from wild dogs.




6: The Earthquake

Theovelt woke to the sound of the slat in their door clanging shut. Breakfast. More rocks. His stomach grumbled. He pried his eyes open and tried to rub the sleep out of them. The hay wasn’t nearly as soft as the wool stuffed mattress he was used to.

Theo rolled over and all signs of sleep left him as adrenaline coursed through his veins.

“Ah! Don’t do that!” he gasped at Val. “Were you staring at me the whole night like that? That’s terrifying.”

“Is three hundred and seventy-four minutes the usual reboot time for your species?” she asked.

“What? I have no idea.”

“Well, I must say, I am glad Visagetome Corporation Clones do not need to sleep. It did not look very pleasant. You spent the majority of the night rolling around and shouting about someone called Mr. Teddy Bear.”

Theo stared at her blankly. He walked over to the door, picked up a breakfast stone, and licked it to assure his stomach that it wasn’t edible.

“How long until this place opens and people come again?” he asked.

“Any minute now. In fact I think I see the attendant opening the gates right now.”

Off in the distance a Globinian walked into a lever, absorbing it, then stepping backwards, brought the lever with him. Mechanisms whirled, and a large double hinged gate began to crack and then open in the middle, showing a few patrons behind it. The gate swung wide, and the zoo began to slowly fill with spectators ready to learn about and observe the collection.

A group of Globs gathered in front of Theo and Val’s window, oogling at their strange non-blobular forms. This new group of spectators had no knowledge of the fear present in yesterday’s crowd. Theo and Val sat on the other side of the glass simply observing their observers.

“You’re going to have to talk to them and convince one of them to let us out, you know.”

The crowd perked up at the strange noises coming from the blue one.

“I know,” Theo replied. “Just letting them get used to us.”

The crowd winced at his clear words. They began to mummer to one another as their anxieties grew.

“So much for that,” Theo said. He stood up and waved his hands in a downward motion meant to hush and subdue the crowd. “Greetings, people of this great planet. I come from far away to save you from great destruction. I am using advanced technology to speak with you in your own language. I am here to help, not harm you.”

Silence fell on the crowd. Val was impressed; they seemed to be listening to what he was saying. Taking their silence as his cue that they were actually paying attention, Theo continued, “A disaster is about to happen that will destroy this city and wipe all life from this planet. I am here to help stop this disaster from happening, but first you must let me free to work with you and find a solution.”

Theo and Val waited with bated breath for the crowd to respond. Well, Theo did. Lacking lungs, Val just waited. They felt that this group was actually listening to them this time.

“They’ve come to destroy us!”

“This evil monster wants us to release him so they can kill us all!”

“Evil wizard!!!”

The crowd erupted in chaos.

“Are they complying?” Val asked. “Are they grateful for our help?”

Theo plopped down on the pile of hay frustrated and defeated. “Not exactly,” he replied. He turned around, away from the mob, and stared at the pile of rocks in the corner by the door. The rocks began to move ever so slightly. Then a little less slightly. They began to vibrate. One fell from the pile and rolled across the floor. They began shaking more violently and the pile fell apart. Theo now felt the ground beneath him shaking. He looked up at Val and saw her face change as she began to feel the disturbance as well.

“It is beginning,” echoed Arthur’s voice through the communicator.

Their whole cell was now shaking. Theo and Val reached out for whatever they could find to brace themselves and steady their balance. They looked out and saw the crowd still shouting and giving reasons why Theo was a wizard. They seemed to take no notice of the world shaking around them. Val noticed a smaller Globininan that wasn’t shouting with the rest but instead was looking at various things around the zoo.

As the ground began to settle Arthur cut in, “My calculations predict you have less than two days to save the life on this planet.”

“Two days! We have no hope of escaping this cage in years much less two days!” exclaimed Theo.

“I trust you will succeed. Have patience, and things will fall into place.”

“Yeah, we can’t give up hope yet. We have almost two full days to figure this out. That’s plenty of time,” Val said reassuringly. “Get back up and talk to them again. I’m sure there will be someone who will hear what you have to say.”

Theo smiled and got to his feet. “My name is Theovelt. I am here to help you. There is a giant wall of water coming to wash away the city. I am here to help stop it. I want to save you.”

Val watched the little Globinian again. He was the only one in the crowd intently listening to what Theo was saying.

“The wizard speaks lies! He will kill us all with his magic water!”

The blobling’s eyes widened, and he began to shake. Val felt that he suddenly became very afraid. More afraid than the rest of the crowd and for a different reason. Theo was trying to calm the crowd down and convince them that he wasn’t a magical wizard while Val watched an expression of courage and resolution come over the blobling’s face. His eyes tightened and his mouth straightened. He made himself as tall as he could and moved his way through the crowd to a boulder on the side of their cage. He climbed the boulder and did the blob equivalent of clearing his throat. It was a piercing glug sound.

The crowd continued shouting and arguing about Theo’s wizardom. The blobling glugged again and this time drew some of the crowd’s attention. A third time and the crowd was finally silent, all looking intently at him up on his rock, waiting for whatever he had to say.

He paused for a moment mustering up the courage to speak in front of all the big blobs. “He’s not a wizard. They are the ones that the prophecy spoke of. They are here to save us,” he pleaded. “The prophecy says one savior will fall from the sky while another will appear at our gates. The one will speak with us, and the other will save us from a wall of purple.”

Some of the Globinians understood the blobling, nodding in agreement while others continued to argue.

“They aren’t our saviors the prophecy speaks of. He is the wizard who causes the wall of purple water that we need saved from!”

“Kid, your grandpa is a quack, the prophecy isn’t real. The tablet is just scribbles from a child like you.”

Frustrated, the blobling yelled, “He’s not crazy! He knows what he’s talking about, and if you don’t free these people you’re going to get everyone killed!”

The crowd just laughed at him. The little blobling got down from his pedestal and left the crowd to argue among themselves.

“What’d that kid say?” Val asked.

Theo responded, “Something about a prophecy of some sorts. I guess he knows of some prophecy that says we save everyone.”

“Sounds like a smart kid. He seemed to understand what you were saying and not be afraid. I thought he might be the one to understand you and convince the others.”

“Me too,” sighed Theo. ” I guess we have to keep trying.”



Theo and Val spent the whole day trying to convince someone that Theo wasn’t a wizard and warn them of the coming danger. He pleaded to be let out so that they could help save the people, but no one wanted to hear them and even if they did, they couldn’t have over all the shouting and arguing coming from the crowd.

Finally, after the zoo had closed, Theo decided to go to bed early since speaking to a deaf crowd took all of the energy out of him, and he needed to recover if he was ever going to find a solution that would save the life on this planet.

Since she had no need of sleep, Val stayed awake trying to come up with a plan to get out of their prison. She was deep in thought when she heard a loud clang against the cell door.




7: The Escape

Val heard a second clang and violently shook Theo awake.

“Wha-What is it?”

“Sshh!”

“Wh–” Val smothered his mouth with her hand.

They heard another clang at the door, then the sound of a metal lock hitting and bouncing on the stone floor. The door cracked open, and they felt cool, fresh air rush into their musty quarters. The widening sliver of light was blinding in their dark room. The door swung wide, and two transparent shadows stood in the doorway, one significantly smaller than the other.

“Come quick!” a voice said in an urgent whisper.

Theovelt felt a familiarity to the voice. Val silently looked at Theo. He nodded, indicating they would take a chance and follow the voice into the unknown. As the shadows retreated Theo and Val got up and followed behind.

Reaching the doorway they looked out just in time to see their rescuers turn a corner at the end of the hallway. They quickly rushed after them, not wanting to get lost in a maze of the zoo’s backstage tunnels. Turning the corner they lost sight of who they were following. They ran to the end of the hall and turned left. A few strides and they heard someone say, “This way,” from behind them. Theo and Val turned around and ran towards an open door leading into darkness. They bolted through it into freedom through a side exit of the zoo.

“Hurry, you aren’t safe just yet. We need to get back to my workshop,” said a new voice.

The two blobs rushed off through the city, and Theo and Val followed. They kept to the shadows and silently made their way to the home of the blob with the unfamiliar voice. They entered through his back door and crept down into his basement workshop.

Lining the walls were papers with strange drawings, scribbles, and writings. A chalkboard sat in the middle of the room with indecipherable text. Desks and tables were strewn about with items similar to those hanging on the wall. Against the back wall there was a pedestal with a large stone sitting on top of it.

“There, now we can relax a little. You must be famished. I’m sure the caretakers in that zoo weren’t very caring and had no idea what to feed you. What would you like to eat? If my grandson here is correct and you are the ones the prophecy speaks of, then you’re going to need your strength to save us.”

Looking now in the calm of a fully lit room, Theo and Val recognized the smaller blobling as the child who defended them earlier in the morning and tried to get the crowd to set them free.

“Oh, silly me, you wouldn’t be familiar with what you even can eat on this planet. Let’s see. My notes should be around here somewhere,” the larger blob said, tossing around some papers. “I remember speculating about what you two might eat. Ah, here we are. You,” he said, pointing to Theo, “eat mostly organic matter. I’ll have you try some flunkle fruit. And she uses light to recharge her system, correct?”

“Y-Yeah,” answered Theo.

“Flubbert, run and grab a flunkle out of the garden and find my bigger goggles while I explain to the folks what they must be wondering regarding their escape.”

“I was just about to ask about that detail,” Theo said.

“I know. Let me begin with an introduction. I am Rheumik, the self-appointed oracle of the Globinians. I divine meaning from old prophecies as well as come up with some of my own from time-to-time. The Great Purple Death Prophecy has been the bulk of my life’s work. When my grandson said he believed he found the ones the prophecy speaks of, I was quite excited by the chance to finally meet you. When he said you were trapped in the zoo, I knew we were in great danger. So, we came up with a plan to rescue you. It was quite simple really. All we had to do was throw some shiny red stones over the gate into the courtyard, and all the guards came running. Rubies truly are a delicious treat that few get to taste nowadays. I still keep my secret supply though. Once distracted we could simply walk in, break the lock, and walk out with you following us.”

“Here you go,” Flubbert said, handing Theo a flunkle fruit and his grandfather a magnifying glass.

Rheumik rigged the magnifying glass up near the small basement window and concentrated the light from the planet’s three moons on to Val who had a thankful smile crease her face.

“Wow, this is really good!” said Theo after a bite of the fruit.

“Glad you like it,” Rheumik said.

Val had been quietly observing all of the quirks in Rheumik’s workshop. Noticing a slight lull in the conversation she asked, “So, what all did he just say?”

“Oh right! He was just explaining how they managed to rescue us. They distracted the guards with food.”

“If I may,” interjected Rheumik, “What is it that allows us to communicate with you and not her?”

Theo replied, “To put it simply, we both have a universal translator that breaks all language barriers. Mine works, and hers is broken.”

“Interesting. I have deeply studied the prophecy and do believe I may be able to help. Let her know that I am trying to help, but this might sting a little.”

“Rheumik says he thinks he can fix your translator. He says it might not be pleasant though.” Theo conveyed.

“Bring it on,” she said.

Theo nodded towards the oracle. Rheumik absorbed a smooth, round pebble, swished it around inside himself, and shot it out at lightning speed. The pebble bounced off of every wall, the floor, and the ceiling before hitting Val directly in the middle of her forehead. She fell back into a nearby chair with a jolt and blacked out.

After a few seconds she came to, and the oracle was asking her how she felt.

“I feel fine,” she replied. “A little fuzzy, but fine. Why do you ask?”

Theo and the oracle simply smiled as realization leaked onto her face.

“You did it! You actually fixed my translator. Thank you!”

“No worries. Glad to finally speak with you. Now, where were we? Ah yes. You two are here to save the city from impending doom and destruction foretold by the Great Purple Death Prophecy.”

“What is this prophecy exactly?” asked Val.

“Ah, what is the prophecy? That is an excellent question. Hopefully my explanation and interpretations of it will be helpful in you two actually fulfilling it. Now where to begin? I guess we will start in the beginning. That sounds like a nice place to start, doesn’t it?”




8: The Prophecy

“Though many will tell you differently, we Globinians are not the original creators of this great city. In the olden days we were a troop of roaming scavengers. We merely stumbled upon this empty city near the rock quarry, and decided it would be a nice place to put down roots, as it were. I happen to be one of the few remaining citizens who was there in the early days. I was a mere teeny tiny blobling when my parents made their home in this city.”

“When we first found the city it was in pretty rough shape. But, rough was still a large step up from our nomadic lifestyle. Over the years I watched our people slowly build up the city and learn to use the various technologies left behind by whoever originally created this oasis.”

“I’m not seeing the connection to the prophecy,” interrupted Theovelt.

“Patience.” The oracle continued, “After cleaning up the city we found a stone carving buried in the center of town.” The oracle motioned to the slab sitting on his pedestal, and the group walked over to examine it.

The gray slab of stone was the size of 42 skarggle units, which to Theovelt converted to 0.72 x 0.38 Mars Meters, which he also knew as 2.37 x 1.24 Earth Feet. (Earth Meters were a thing and were the exact same as Mars Meters. However, those in power making the decisions about Mars during the move from Earth would only consent to using meters over feet if they were called ‘Mars Meters’ to make it seem like they created something new and weren’t wrong for still using feet to measure things in the first place. Why they were called, ‘Mars Meters,’ and not, ‘New Earth Meters,’ is a whole other story that could be a book of its own. A one word summery of the book would be, ‘Politics.’) An intricate scene was carved into the rock. Its beautiful lines were filled with a chalky substance to bring color to the slab.

The scene depicted on the tablet showed the edge of the city near the violet lake. Rising out of the lake was a giant purple wall of water advancing towards the city. A teal bipedal creature was projecting what appeared to be a yellow force field out of the fibers of their hair while a second bipedal creature, holding a staff, was speaking to a crowd of green bushes in what could be interpreted–as best as a visual snapshot of a conversation can be interpreted–as a comforting manner.

“Once found,” Rheumik continued, “this prophecy was thought to be a warning and piece of hope depicting the potential destruction and salvation of our people. My father was assigned to thoroughly study it and decipher its full meaning so that we would be prepared when the wall of water came.”

“Your grandson mentioned something about the prophecy giving details of our arrival. I don’t see that depicted here?” Theo questioned.

“Ah, yes. Later, there were two smaller stones found that we believe accompanied the primary prophecy. One depicted the teal figure falling out of the sky in a metal bowl, while the other stone depicted the figure holding the staff simply appearing out of nowhere and knocking on our doors. Sadly, those stones were destroyed shortly after being discovered by the leader at the time who did not believe in things such as prophecies. All that is left of them is my father’s sketches and notes from what he could see as the stones were being smashed to bits and eaten by our leader.”

“My father gave up his research due to increasing public ridicule. Thankfully, he never got rid of his notes, and after he died I picked up where he left off. From my studies, I believe that this prophecy was given to the people who lived here before us but was truly meant for us. No one knows for sure where the people who made this city went, but my guess is that they suffered a similar fate to what we will suffer if you do not save us. Based on my, admittedly failing, memory of the state in which we found the city, I believe it may have been a wall of water that destroyed its inhabitants before we found it.”

Since seeing the stone, Val had been quietly listening, but more thinking to herself. Finally, she couldn’t contain the questions rattling around in her mind and blurted out, “How exactly do you believe we are to stop a tsunami from destroying the city? The stone shows me creating a shield with my hair. That isn’t something I can do. I do have technical capabilities beyond most organic life forms, but a force field out of my hair is not one of them.”

Theovelt considered her question before asking, “Your translator was damaged in your crash along with some of your memories. Is there any chance that you have more abilities than you remember? Or maybe because they are damaged your system has forgotten their existence?”

“Interesting,” Rheumik commented.

Flubbert stood off to the side, out of notice, enjoying his grandfather’s stories and these strange new visitors whom he helped rescue.

“I-I don’t believe so. I guess it is theoretically possible that a pathway somewhere has been disconnected, and I lost memory of some of my functions. I’m not sure it is likely, but I’ll concede. It may be possible.”

“Remember, prophecies are finicky things and tend to happen a little differently than they looked like they would, but afterwards, they look exactly like they happened.”

Theo and Val’s faces scrunched up with a look that led Rheumik to say, “What I mean is, when we look at a prophecy before it has happened, things don’t always play out how we think they will. However, after the event, the prophecy always clearly shows what happened. Don’t get too hung up on the shield coming from your hair, or even exactly how you will do things. Simply work towards the goal, and I believe the prophecy will work itself out.”

“The goal is saving the town, right?” said Theo. “So, where should we begin? Do you know where the tsunami will hit the town? Maybe we could start there.”

“That is an excellent idea. Sadly, I am not positive exactly where the scene depicted in the prophecy is located. However, I have a few guesses, and there aren’t many that it can be. In the morning I believe we will have some luck finding the location where the water will meet the city. Until then, though, we must all be getting some rest. Especially you,” he said with a wink to his grandson who chuckled and grinned. “Come, I have a spare bed for you, Theo, and a better solar room set up for you, Val. In the morning the real work begins.”




9: The Search

When Theovelt’s head hit the fluffy pillow, as light and spongy as a giant marshmallow, he instantly fell into a deep, restful sleep. Being stuck in the cell with no idea how he was going to get out and an impending apocalypse rushing towards them, he had resigned himself to the fact that he would never sleep in a proper bed again. He was quite glad he was wrong. At least for the time being.

Val took full advantage of her batteries being charged to 100% and ran a full diagnostic test to try and figure out what damages she suffered in the crash and possibly why she crashed in the first place. She was disappointed to only uncover that all systems were normal and functioning properly with the exception of a few corrupted memory files. Some of the files came back with an instruction that she could connect to her ship to repair them. These she assumed would contain details of the crash. However, the diagnostic program gave no solution to fix a few unknown files. Val sat the rest of the night frustrated, trying to remember what she now had no record of knowing.

In the morning Theo woke, refreshed, to the smell of an exotic breakfast Rheumik had prepared for him. At the sound of stirring throughout the house, Val joined the rest of the party. She was frustrated and a little grumpy, but eager to discover how they would end up saving all of the life on the planet today. She was also interested in getting back to her ship to repair what files she could and recover at least some part of her missing memory.

“Well, good morning all,” said Rheumik. “I hope you are both ready for a potentially intense day. We will be diligently searching for a way to fulfill the prophecy. Do we have any indication of how much time we have left to search?”

“We were told we had less than two full days, almost a day ago. So, I’d guess we have less than a day,” answered Theo.

“Then we must get moving quickly. I suggest we begin by searching the coastline of the city. The tsunami will certainly come from the ocean to the west of town.”

Theo and Val both nodded in agreement before Val asked, “We’re somewhat fugitives aren’t we? How exactly are we going to make it to the coast without being seen?”

“Easy!” Flubbert chimed in, “Us Globinians hate the ocean. It is very dangerous. No one ever goes there, so no one will find us!”

Rheumik replied, “Yes, Flubbert is correct. Once we are there no one will come snooping around the beaches. Getting you there will be a slight problem though. Luckily we are not far, and the morning is new. Not many blobs will be out in the streets just yet. If we hurry I think keeping to the shadows of these tall buildings will be enough to conceal you.”

“Let’s get going then!” said Theo.

Everyone quickly packed up and headed off for the beaches. The journey to the shore was surprisingly uneventful. Globinians really like, and need, their beauty sleep. So there was only one elderly Glob whom they had to avoid by patiently waiting in an alleyway for her to pass by with her pet Glonckly.

On the beach Theo gazed in wonder at the purple ocean as its waves crashed on the orange crystal sand. The early morning sunlight caused the shoreline to sparkle as the sand was stirred up with the water.

Val quickly went to work looking up and down the coastline trying to find the scene depicted in the the prophecy. She used her photographic memory of the stone slab and her mathematical computing ability to compare the lighting at different times of day in different locations, trying to pinpoint exactly where and when the scene would take place.

Theo rushed in the opposite direction looking all around for anything that could help them. He looked for any landmarks depicted in the prophecy but didn’t quite remember what he was looking for. He looked out into the horizon for any sign of the impending wave, but could see nothing. He looked back at the city for anything that would help them and had no plan for any of the random junk he saw.

The oracle and his grandson stuck together and slowly slid up and down the shoreline making careful observations and paying great attention to not touch the purple liquid. As they occasionally looked back at where they had been sliding, they noticed that their ooze trails were getting further and further away from the water line. Either they were keeping a greater distance from the water than they thought or the water was receding.

After a few hours of searching for a solution, their paths brought them all back together.

“I’ve got nothing,” offered Theo.

“My calculations have yielded limited results,” added Val.

“We have no solution, though I can confirm you are telling the truth of an imminent tsunami,” Rheumik said. “The shoreline has been receding all day. I fear a wave of that size will wash through and flood the whole city, killing us all with its poison water if we do not find a solution soon.”

With his head down, Theovelt walked back to the edge of the metallic wonder of the city. His feet had grown very tired of walking on the uneven sand of the beach. The rest of the group followed silently behind. Though he was looking down, Theo managed to still nearly trip over a small hump that separated the metallic walkway and the sand. He was stumped and couldn’t find any solution. He agreed to help these people, but all he would do is fail them.

Seeing him stumble, and having the processing power to be constantly aware of her surroundings, Val stepped over the hump with ease. Rheumik and Flubbert simply slid over it, taking no notice other than observing Theo trip.

Flubbert paused for a moment before saying to Theo, “It’d be nice if that bump was a little taller. Then the water would trip over it just like you did and maybe not hurt so many people.”

Theo and Val chuckled a little in a dismissive manner before noticing the oracle deep in thought. “You know,” he said, “I seem to recall seeing an old model of this city as a child. If I remember correctly, that model was surrounded by a giant wall right about where this bump is.”

“What are you saying?” asked Theo, “Are you saying there should be a wall here?”

“Yes, or at least that there once was something here separating the beaches from the city. Or,” Rheumik trailed off in thought before continuing, “there may still be a wall here.”

“How could there still be a wall?” Val asked doubtfully.

“This city still contains many mysteries we have yet to uncover. We have done and discovered much in the ways of this city. However, there is still some technology we have yet to discover how to use, what it’s used for, and some we have yet to discover even exists. I believe the wall around the city I saw on the model as a child may be one of those technologies.”

“So, you’re saying this bump is a retractable wall, and if we can find how to raise it we may be able to use it to protect the city from the tsunami!?” Theo was excited to finally have a solution to work towards. “How do we raise the wall? Is there some sort of control panel near by?”

Val’s tone changed, “This may be the solution we’ve been looking for! Theo, I believe you’re correct. There should be some way to control the wall somewhere nearby. Let’s all look for it together!”

The group tried to keep up with Val as she followed the bump, looking for any trace of wiring to lead her to a control panel.



Back in the center of the city, a search for the missing zoo exhibits had been mounting all day. Exhausting all possible ideas of where the escapees might have gone, the residents decided to look in the only place that was left to look, the only place they didn’t want to look. The search mob joined together and moved to search the beaches for their missing entertainment.



“Umm, not to add any pressure, but I think that mob of Globinians up ahead is looking for us,” warned Theovelt.

“I think this is it!” shouted Val, ignoring Theo, as she came to a large metal box that sat just back from the bump.

Val was standing and staring at a blank slate of metal. Theo watched as the crowd spotted them and picked up their pace towards their location. Rheumik and his grandson stared off into the ocean.

“Alright,” said Val, “now how does this work?”

“You may want to work a little more quickly, my dear,” Rheumik said calmly. “The tsunami is nearly here,” he added, pointing at the massive wall of water whose shadow was quickly covering the beach.




10: The Tsunami

Their eyes followed the oracle’s extended oozicle in terror as they watched the rising wall of water creep nearer and nearer. The sounds of the mob quieted as they began to notice the impending wall of doom approaching. Then sounds of chaos rose as fear set in.

Val slammed her fists into the panel, and it popped open. “Theo, go talk to the crowd and calm them down. Mr. Rheumik, if you could assist me with any knowledge you have of this technology that would be greatly appreciated.”

“Done,” said the oracle. “Though I doubt you’ll need my help.”

Theovelt took off towards the crowd. “Calm down, it is okay. We are here to help,” he assured.

His hand motions, which to him were a signal of peace and calming, stirred the crowd into a frenzy. They interpreted his waving as that of a conjuring wizard.

Theo didn’t know what to do. He thought back to his home on New Earth. He remembered when he was a child and the gazelle-sized mantises would raid his village. He remembered the song his mother would sing to calm him down. Theo sat and began humming that same song to give himself the mental space to think about what he should do.

As he hummed the Globinians stopped and listened. They had never heard music before. They listened in wonder at the beautiful noise emanating from Theo’s diaphragm. Just as his mother’s song had done for him, Theo’s music began to put the crowd at ease.



Val observed all the instruments in front of her. There was a screen with 4 green blinking dots and a fifth red dot. The dots were scattered around the screen in an undiscernable pattern, without any labeling whatsoever. There was an assortment of levers, knobs, pulleys, pusheys, buttons, and switches. Val was familiar with each of the individual pieces but had no way of deciphering this particular combination.

With no clear direction and a strong sense of urgency, her instincts kicked in, and she began manipulating the various instruments. She took care to note any change that each movement made in order to assess how the device should be properly operated. She didn’t enjoy using trial and error, but this was the only option.

After a few tries at various combinations, a loud mechanical clanging and clunking began to sound. The bump began to rise! Val gasped, satisfied with her success. A loud pop sounded, and the gears began to grind. The rising wall halted and began to recede back to its original position.

Val sighed and kicked the bottom of the panel in frustration. Down near the bottom of the panel, under all of the switches and dials, her kick opened a strange but familiar looking connection port. Val had never seen it before, but it caused something inside of her to feel a warm sense of familiarity. She stared at the port, and her braided hair began to hum and shimmer as it vibrated in the remaining sunlight.

Val bent down and touched the port. As her finger scraped the opening, a bolt of electricity arched, sending a jolt through her system that knocked her to the ground.

“Are you alright, my dear?” Rheumik asked, helping her to her feet.

“Ye-yes!,” she said, stumbling then jumping to her feet. “I know what I must do!”

She crouched down near the panel and dangled her hair over the connection port. She concentrated, and her eyes began to glow. Her braided cables of hair came to life, like Medusa stubbing her toe, glowing with electricity. Her hair grew and crawled its way into the port and surrounded the rest of the instrument panel, fully linking her into the system.

Flubbert stepped back, a little spooked by Val’s display of power. The oracle stayed in place, giving her a knowing nod.

“That shock must have given my system the boost it needed to jump the broken connections and access the corrupted memory files that my instincts were trying to trigger. I have the ability to interface with most machinery and control its systems with my mind.”

“Well done, darling. I knew you had it in you.”

“There are two crash logs. One from just now and one from a hundred and twenty years ago. The system is set to automatically activate and extend a giant wall to protect the city whenever it detects a tsunami approaching. Some glitch must have caused the system to crash, as it did just now, and the wall never activated, leaving the people who built this city defenseless against a tsunami…” Val trailed off at the thought of a simple computing error causing such devastation.

“And what are your thoughts on fixing this glitch, might I ask?” Rheumik said, urging her back to her task.

“Right! I will need to look through the system and try and find its exact origin. How much time do I have?”



The effect of Theo’s tune was beginning to wear off. The water was getting closer. Too close for any song to distract from. The crowd became restless. As tensions began to once again boil over, Theovelt grabbed his staff from his pocket and unfurled it with a flourish. He stamped his staff on the ground with a thud, gaining the crowd’s attention once more.

“Have faith!” he began, his translator echoing glugs and gurgles. “The past few days have been pretty wild for me. A lot of crazy and scary things have happened, and I feel it will only be getting crazier and scarier. But,” he paused. “But, I am learning to trust in those around me and have faith that no matter how dire things may appear, good can come through any trial.”

“Come,” he continued, “I have faith in my new friend; I ask that you do as well. She is the smartest person I know, and I trust that she will save us from this wall of water. Let us climb to the highest point and look out upon–look over–this massive wave. Let us look past its destruction and see the beauty in its roar!”

Theo held his breath as the crowd went absolutely silent. He sighed, and his face twisted with disappointment. He gave them all that he had and it wasn’t enough.

Slowly, cheers and shouts spread through the crowd until Theo heard the sound of one giant applause and felt a rush of hope blow through the streets.

Individuals throughout the crowd began taking charge and instructing those around them to move to the nearest building and climb to the top. Soon, every building in the vicinity was covered with Globinians sliding up the sides.

Theo stood at the bottom looking up at what he had inspired. He felt a cool but warming sensation envelope him. A hazy green hue tinted his vision. Noticing that Theo couldn’t climb the buildings like they could, one of the Globinians had stayed behind and decided to, ‘pick him up,’ and take him to the top. Theo didn’t protest, but instead enjoyed his gooey, green marshmallow elevator.

From the tops of the buildings, Theo and the Globinians could see out above and beyond the massive deep purple, swirling wall of water surging towards them. As it rushed towards them, it continually gained in height as it fed on the sea in front of it. Atop the wall, curling white sea foam snarled its rabid teeth.

Looking beyond the wall of water, the horizon looked quite peaceful. Foam sprinkled the surface of the ocean from where the wave passed. The sun was beginning its descent, and its light passing through the foam made the sea look like a large glass of grape kool-aid full of glittery pop-rocks. The sight was intriguing to Theo, though he wouldn’t have called it beautiful. Living in a city that lacked much color other than chrome, the Globinians marveled. If this truly was their last day alive, at least they lived to hear music and see this sight.



“I think I got it!” Val shouted. “It seems whoever programmed the system didn’t account for the calendar year reaching 20,000, and when it did, the internal clock that controls how long the system runs to fully extend the wall, broke. So, now, the wall stops too early and doesn’t trigger that it’s been fully extended. The safety protocols assume there is some obstruction and move the wall back to its original position.”

“Excellent. I assume you know how to fix it?” asked the oracle. “Because that water is getting quite close,” he calmly added.

“Yes! Just add an extra few digits here. Add some there for consistency. Add a condition to call a technician if the system lasts longer than a tredecillion years. And…”

Mechanisms whirled, and a massive wall of metal rose to meet the approaching wall of water just in time, narrowly blocking every drop.

“…There! We did it!” shouted Val. She fell into Rheumik as she attempted to give his gelatinous form a hug.



From atop the buildings, Theo and his friends stood resolute in anticipation of their end. In a flash of glistening silver, their view of the water wall was obstructed by a larger wall of solid metal.

A crash echoed through the whole city. On the heels of the sound was a vibrating shock wave that shook the entire city. Theo felt the surface beneath his feet tremble and looked around to see the Globinians all around him violently jiggling, but unaware of the state of their bodies.

A sigh of relief swept over the crowd as the realization that they were saved began to sink in. One by one the citizens began to shout and holler with joy at their safety. Theo was once again picked up and brought down to the ground as the mob descended to meet their second savior.




11: The Departure

Back on the ground Theo and Val were reunited for a brief moment before being swept up in the largest and strangest celebration they had ever witnessed.

The entire Globinian population was dancing. Though, their dances weren’t what Theovelt would exactly define as dancing. Their blobby forms were moving and gyrating well enough, but as they had just discovered music, the history of their dances were rooted in musicless expression.

Theo and Val just watched for awhile as the masses of jello moved in near silence. Soon, though, they gave into the silliness and joined in with the awkward dance. Theo sang a few tunes that he knew to make himself feel a little more comfortable. The Globs astonishingly picked up his tunes quickly and began singing along.

Val chuckled to herself, enjoying the atmosphere of joy. She opened her mouth wide, and Outcast’s ‘Hey Ya!’ began to play.

The party continued on through the night with Val playing a varied assortment of music from across the universe. The only reprieve in the party was for the citizens to formally thank Theo, Val, Rheumik, and Flubbert for all that they did to save their civilization. After that, the party continued until everyone slowly began to fall asleep.

Early in the morning, before the sun or anyone else rose, Theo woke and found Val sitting by herself.

“Last night was crazy,” he said. “Thank you for all of your help. You saved all of these people. This planet would be devoid of life if it wasn’t for you.”

“You were vital as well,” she replied. “You helped me get out of that prison, and you calmed the crowd down enough to give me time to work with the wall system.”

As she finished her sentence, they faintly heard mechanisms begin to creak and watched as the wall began to descend.

“I guess the water level has sunk enough,” Val said.

As the wall was lowering, the sun began to rise. The orange sun cresting over the purple ocean felt like the perfect scene to end their journey on.

“You ready to get out of this place?” Theo asked.

“Yeah, sure. I’m not sure where I’ll go after this though.”

“Let me contact my boss and see if he has any ideas.”

“Arthur,” he spoke into his communicator. “We have finished our mission. The planet is saved from the tsunami, and all the people are resting peacefully under the stars. Would you be able to bring me back? Val isn’t sure what she wants to do, but her ship isn’t functional, so would you be able to help her out and take her some–”

“Actually,” she interrupted. “Would there be any chance that I could come with you? Without my ship and without all of my memories I’m lost as to what to do. I really enjoyed saving these people, and if that’s something you get to do all the time, then I’d like to join you, if I could. Plus I feel I should repay you somehow for saving me.”

“Absolutely, my dear,” Arthur said through the pin’s speaker. “I believe you would make an excellent addition to our team. Though, I have one last small task for you two. I would like the opportunity to try and recover some of your memories, Val. I need you to go and recover your downed ship. Back at my headquarters we may be able to parse the crash log and discover what caused you to crash.”

They agreed, and Val led Theo out of the city into the forest where she crashed. They strode through a dense forest and came to a large clearing centered around a crater, still smoldering. Amid the rubble was her ship. As they approached the downed vehicle, Theo marveled at its expert and advanced construction.

He placed his hand on its cracked wing while Val grabbed the exposed cockpit seat nostalgically. Once both of their hands met a piece of the ship, a hazy cloud of purple foam enveloped them and the ship. A second later all that remained was the crater.

End Episode 1: The Pilot

The Adventure Continues in Episode 2: The Great Walrus War of 3,724!
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