Chaos in Intora

“Welcome to spaceport Atlantis, part of the commercial centre of Intora!”

Fetzel didn’t pay any attention to the big letters. Not because he had seen them for a thousand times in his life, for he had a job inside the never-sleeping spaceport. But the day before, he had returned from a two-week holiday with his family. Two weeks of absolute relaxation. No angry director, no annoying customers. He sighed. It was hard for him to realize that he had to start working again....

After he had passed the glass doors, he crossed the entrance hall and turned into a long corridor with souvenir shops and restaurants on both sides. Normally he would have entered “Sarina’s bakery”, because Sarina made the best Venorian cakes in the universe. There he would have taken a second breakfast, but today he was late so he couldn’t afford this luxury. He walked past the shopping area, towards the security zone. The policeman on duty recognized him and let him pass the barrier. The big windows in the hall he now entered offered a gigantic view over a part of the spaceport. Spaceships took off and landed, taxi-shuttles flew around waiting for their customers, androids repaired faulty vessels and freshly arrived people (Terrans, Lonai, Venorians, Centauri and many more species) looked for their luggage. 

Sometimes he used to lean at one of the windows and to watch the scenario. But not today. 

With a silent hiss the door of the communication control room opened and Tarr Belim Fetzel stepped in. Behind him, the door closed. 

“Good morning everyone”, he said. 

“Hey Fetzel”, Jannita answered, “Did you enjoy your holidays?”

“Oh, it was marvellous”, Fetzel grumbled. “Where’s the Sajji?”

Someone came and poured him the hot, coffee-like Centaurian liquor which he emptied in one go. 

“We got your electronic postcard last Fronda
. So you liked the Hannagian beach?”

Fetzel yawned. “I told you it was marvellous, just the time difference is killing me, so please give me time to wake up... and Sajji!”

He shook his empty cup until he got another portion of the sweet-tasting drink. Then he sat down in front of one of the consoles with a hundred blinking lights, put on the headphones and pressed a button. 

Oh, how wonderful the planet Hannagy had been! Endless beaches, pink water and an always shining sun, delicious food and beautiful girls who gave him massages all day long if he wished so... and then this great drink, Soochi, that tasted a bit like...

WARNING!

Disconnected

Fetzel stifled a curse. While dreaming of his holidays on Hannagy he had pressed the wrong button. Fortunately he had noticed this in time. Quickly he corrected his mistake and sighed. Nobody had perceived anything. And finally, he said to himself, nothing serious had happened. 

HAD IT?

What Fetzel didn’t know: by pressing the wrong button he had disconnected the communication line for 0.25 seconds. During this period, three important messages had been sent off: 

One came in that said that there had been a starship crash near Pallaxia Prime, which is why the transporter “Ulysses” from Terra would not arrive at the spaceport. 

The second one had been sent off by the security officer of Intora to the ammunition factory  on Talaman, in which he ordered additional photon torpedoes and laser batteries. 

And the third message came in from the Lonai home planet, saying that Ambassador Maub’s arrival at Atlantis would delay until next week.

Those three important notices were sent off within this quarter of a second in which Fetzel had cut the connection, so none of them arrived at its destination but for reasons unknown they all were mixed up when the connection was rebuilt and were sent into open space. (A couple of seconds later the communication chief on Treeda shook his head about a strange incoming transmission, all mixed up in Lonai, Pradex (the language spoken on Talaman) and English (a rather strange but compact language spoken on most of Terra and all districts of Intora). He did his best to decode the message. Not much later the Prime Minister of Treeda was surprised to be told that the Lonai Ambassador had been killed when the “Ulysses” had been shot by Talaman photon torpedoes.)

Two days later. Nervously the President of Intora, Quonnadan Miges, went up and down in his office in the district Zalatto. Neither had the Lonai ambassador arrived the day before, as he had announced, nor had Talaman sent him the ordered ammunition. And a few minutes ago he had received the message that the spaceship “Ulysses” had not arrived and did not answer their calls. What was going on? 

“This could be the firrst signs of a beginning attack at Intorra”, the security chief Tanaharab claimed. “I rrecommend you to take prrecautions!”

“All nonsense”, answered Miges, “I am sure there will be a good explanation for all this. Don’t worry so much, Tan.” 

“I warrned you”, said the policeman. Then he went out of the President’s office. 

Quonnadan Miges sighed and took another pill against his headache. This pain in his head had been haunting him since he had got up in the morning. ‘Maybe a short walk will do me good’, he thought and left his rooms.

At the same time, an octopus-like being tried desperately to repair a broken robot. But whatever he did, the “sissha” (=the worst swear word in his language) would not start working again. Sometimes it beeped when Kafpa (that was his name) turned it on, and he thought he had finally succeeded, but then it fell again into its mysterious sleep. 

“Paha sissha”, the octopus shouted and kicked the machine with three of his legs. The  android flew three metres and crashed against a wall. One second later it began to beep, its eyes began to shine and it got up to its wheels. Kafpa gave a noise of satisfaction, when the revived robot suddenly rolled away. The mechanic told it to stop but it wouldn’t obey. Unfortunately octopuses aren’t very fast runners, so the android drove unstopped towards the streets of Intora...

The district park of Zalatto was tiny but perfectly arranged. A small brook flew into a sweet little lake, surrounded by flowers and trees from all over the known universe. 

Quonnadan sat down on a small bench and looked into the flowing water, hoping that it would wash away his sorrow. It didn’t. After a while he gave it up and prepared to leave. When he reached the exit, a robot drove in his direction. He didn’t care about it but walked straight on. Robots were programmed to make way for organic life-forms. But this one had evidently forgot this fact, so that it ran directly into the President’s arms where it gave a last “beep” and then started to self-destruct. Only by an almost acrobatic jump made possible by the low gravitation Miges was able to save himself of the exploding machine. 

When the dust had vanished, a heavily breathing Zyphon arrived. The octopus looked at the pieces that were spread all over the street and said “sissha”. One second later he got captured by members of the Police of Intora. 

“I warrned you”, repeated Tanaharab. “This was an attempt on yourr life. We must take prrecautions!”

“Take yor ‘prrecautions’”, Miges aped. “Mirrha!”

Commander Mirrha of the United Army of Intora stepped forward. “Sir?”

“It is possible that we’re being attacked soon”, he said. “Mobilize the army, prepare our weapons,...”

“But, Sir”, the Commander interrupted, “there has never been a war on Intora. Our weaponry is old-fashioned, our laser batteries are rusting...”

“Do your best”, the President ordered. “We have no choice.” 

Tarr Belim Fetzel was surprised to hear that the army was collecting and mobilizing all of the defensive weaponry of Intora. Was there a war expected? Fetzel didn’t like war. They always disturbed the communication line and he became unemployed. However, he had to do his job. Yet. 

The following night, Quonnadan Miges couldn’t sleep. He worried about what was going on. Why should anyone attack Intora? The city that filled a whole moon was a commercial centre, open for all species and merchandise from Terran cherries to Alestrian chatterbirds. Who in the universe could be interested in destroying this peaceful community?

After a while he got so exhausted from worrying that he fell asleep. One minute later the telephone rang. 

“Nijutari?!?” The President couldn’t believe it. 

“Nijutari”, Mirrha confirmed. “The scanners show that six Nijutari battle cruisers are on their way to us. Estimated arrival in twelve hours, thirteen minutes and... well, a couple of seconds.” 

“Activate the laser batteries”, ordered Miges. “Try and fix those deflectors. Do we have any working torpedoes left?”

“Two, Sir.”

“Well, prepare them too. We will not surrender without a fight!” He yawned and took another gulp of Sajji. It was freshly made and thus very hot so he burned his lips, but he didn’t care much. He felt like a zombie. Quonnadan couldn’t remember to ever have noticed how comfortable the chairs in the conference room were. The Sajji tasted sweet on his tongue, the monotone voice of Mirrha made him sleepy...

“Mister President?”

Miges jerked up. “Err... what did you say, Mirrha?”

The commander took a deep breath. “I said that Nijutari battlebirds produce a  very effective forcefield around themselves which we can only break through by... Mister President, do you hear me?”

Miges found back into reality again (at least partly) and yawned. “Do whatever you think will help”, he said, “I’m going back into my office and... uhm... think about our situation.”

Then he stood up, staggered towards the door and left the room. A very confused Commander Mirrha remained inside the conference room. 

Six hours later the President woke up again. He had slept surprisingly well, though he had dreamed about seeing the moon Intora explode through the bull-eye of a shuttle. 

Tanaharab entered the room. “Sirr”, he said, “the ambassadorrs arre rready to leave, the population got alarrmed and all landings forr the next hourrs werre cancelled. The chancellorr of Shiva Centaurri wishes to meet you and the king of Sawwa Minorr has prroclaimed that he will not leave without his trreasures, so his deparrturre is going to delay. By the way, the Zyphon still denies the attack at you. Commanderr Mirrha collected the police shuttles and will trry to build a barrier with them. We don’t seem to have good chances though...”

The door opened again and Mirrha rushed into the president’s office. “Mister President”, he said, “the Nijutari spaceships are approaching communication range. Would you join us in the communication control room?” 

“I’m coming”, said Miges and got up. 

When the three men entered the control room, Fetzel was absent and Jannita said: “Nijutari battle cruisers will reach communication range in five... four... three... two... one... Nijutari battle cruisers within communication range.”

“Call them”, ordered the President. 

“We don’t need to”, she answered. “They are calling us.”

“Turn the loudspeakers on”, said Miges. She did so. 

Crackle. Then a voice: “Nijutari battlecruiser ‘Landra’ calls spaceport Atlantis! Nijutari battlecruiser ‘Landra’ calls spaceport Atlantis!”
Quonnadan nodded towards Jannita and she answered: “Battlecruiser ‘Landra’! Here spaceport Atlantis!”

“Request permission to dock!”
The people in the control room exchanged helpless glances. 

“To dock???”, Mirrha doubted.

“To dock???”, Tanaharab asked.

“To dock...”, Miges said. 

”Atlantis? Atlantis, please answer!”
At this moment, Fetzel arrived.

“Good morning every...” Then he recognized the president and his staff. “Oh. Good morning, Mister President, Commander...”

Then he realized the amazed expression on their faces. 

“What’s up?”, he asked.

“Six Nijutari battle cruisers are on their way to us”, Mirrha told him. “They requested permission to dock...”

“Oh, they’re early”, said Fetzel. 

“What does this mean, ‘they’rre earrly’?”, Tanaharab asked. 

This time it was Fetzel who looked amazed. “They announced their arrival three weeks ago”, he said. “On their way to Moolop they want to stop here and buy antimatter for their ship engines...”

”Atlantis! Please come, Atlantis!”
“Tell them they are allowed to dock”, ordered Miges. “And afterwards I want to see all of you in my office!” 

Then he went out. 

“We stopped red alert”, Mirrha summarized. “All citizens returned to Intora and the Nijutari are docking on ports 6 to 11.”

“Good”, said the President. “Mister Fetzel, you knew about the Nijutari? Why didn’t you inform us they would arrive?”

“Why should I?”, Tarr Belim defended himself. “It is only my duty to remark announcements in my protocol and to reserve the ports. That’s exactly what I did.”

Quonnadan Miges nodded. “But why do they use battle cruisers to travel to Moolop?”

“On their way to Moolop they have to cross the Zephlon nebula”, said Mirrha. “It contains elements that disturb scanners, a good chance for pirates who lurk there. Only battle cruisers have a chance to pass it safely.”

“I see”, said the President. 

“By the way, the Zyphon has been set frree”, reported Tanaharab. “The analysis of the andrroid’s parrts prroved that therre’s been a virrus in its system, which now, by the way, infected ourr system too. Neverrtheless, it was no attempt on yourr life.”

“Now”, proclaimed Miges, “the only remaining question is: how could all this happen?”

Everyone shrugged.
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� In Intora, the 8 days of the week are named as follows: Linor, Fial, Terg, Jaar, Bento, Fron, Fronda, Nessik. 
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