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The Alliance has arrived.There is uncertainty about the arrival of a substantial alien presence on
Earth and its impact on humanity, and its way of life.At the same time, there is fear the Coalition
may return.That fear becomes a harsh reality of inter-galactic war when the Coalition returns, in
strength. Earth is now on the frontlines of the War of Succession.Joe Hunt and his team now
have internal and external threats to Earth. The only option is to travel to the Alliance to learn
more about the war and what may be in store for Earth.MORE BOOKS BY DONALD B
MCFARLANEThe Earth Saga Series:Minus Epsilon Book IDefiant Order Book IIRemnants of
Empire Book IVEdge of the Vortex Book VCondition Zero Book VIStandalones:StandishLove in
a Time of WarThe GauloiA War Beneath the CloudsEscape from JarosisArpina & Fairlight
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another sunny morning over Lasqueti, but clouds were forming over the mood of many people
around the world. The arrival of the alien fleet in orbit had sent a wave of panic through many
countries, with many convinced now more than ever that an invasion was imminent, and that the
SETI team had been wrong the entire time about the visitors. Various media pundits were now
suggesting that the ship should have been detained at the first possible opportunity, and the
aliens taken to a facility where they could be studied. Some alarmists were even calling for
discussions on how the world could repel such an invasion, and if nuclear weapons should be
considered if the time ever came. Of course, there were also many around the world, the bulk of
the scientific communities, along with some liberal-minded people, who looked at the arrival of
the fleet as a positive sign and an indication of a prosperous future.There were discussions in
some circles that the aliens would help solve the problems of the Earth and usher in a new
golden age with advances in science and medicine, and an end to hunger, poverty, and war.
What many of them kept forgetting was the fact that the Alliance was fighting a drawn-out conflict
that was being waged across thousands of light-years, on hundreds of worlds, and had inflicted
vast numbers of casualties, civilian and military.Major Joseph Hunt had seen a briefing given by
Admiral Taark on the current state of the conflict a day after his arrival. The picture was grim. The
known planets that once made up the Empire and spanned an enormous expanse of space
were living in a very different reality than the one that had existed before the war.The Core, or
the region of space at the centre of the Empire, populated with the oldest known spacefaring
races, had taken the brunt of the initial stages of the war. The planets had been all but
abandoned, except rogue groups of scavengers and mobile mining colonies that the Alliance or
Coalition would send in to harvest natural resources. The forays occasionally met with disaster,
but many of the planets had extensive resources, so the risks were sometimes worth the
expense.The planets and systems bordering the Core, in both the Pohjois and Etelainen
Peripheries, had been swapping hands for the last seventy years. Some planets had declared
their independence and neutrality, which had saved them from invasion and attack, but that did
not prevent skirmishes from being fought for their control. Worlds deeper into each Periphery
were subject to flash raids carried out by ships with long-range jump capabilities. Unless a
system had a jump-denial unit, planets were just waiting until the next attack came.The Reach,
the border of the once-mighty Empire, designed to keep things out, had not changed its position
since the war began. It was a static line of defence that ringed the entire perimeter of the old
Empire and had achieved only one thing since the war started: it had kept any new species out
so the slaughter could continue within.The war itself had taken a massive toll on the citizens of



the Empire. Some species had been almost driven to extinction. Others had chosen allegiances
not due to celestial location, but due to long-standing loyalties and understandings; one species
even had its entire homeworld, which happened to be located in the Pohjois, evacuated over the
course of one and a half years, and its citizens relocated to Alliance territory.When Joe finally
swung his legs off the bed he shared with Rhea, it was approaching seven in the morning, and
he had an appointment to make with an officer from the fleet in orbit. Getting dressed quickly,
Joe made his way downstairs, brewed a quick cup of coffee, and poured it into a thermos.Out
the door, Joe moved up to Lakes Road where he met up with Doctor Keegan Beck and started
walking, half asleep, to a cove on the south side of the island where Joe had taken his swims
with Rhea before winter had set in.“Where’s that officer we’re meeting?” Joe asked the
scientist.“He said he’d meet us down by the water. I think he went down there earlier with some
soldiers.”“This thing is big. Five hundred metres they’re saying,” Joe said, referring to the ship
that was scheduled to arrive that morning. “That is correct. I’m surprised they agreed to land it in
the water, or maybe I should say that I’m amazed that it can land in the water.”“Well, the damn
hippies weren’t about to let it land on the island. It’d have taken out too much of the forest, and
I’m not sure there is a flat-enough area to take a ship that size anyway.” Joe took a sip from his
thermos to warm himself up. Winter was upon them, and the days were short, and the nights
long and cold.As they made their way to the trail that would lead them to the cove to meet the
Alliance officer, Joe recalled what he had been told by the president after Admiral Taark had
returned to his command ship: give them whatever they want, within reason. So the next day
when Ranix informed him that Taark wanted to land what he referred to as a Planetary
Command Ship, he didn’t argue. He gave Ranix some coordinates, and in return, he was given a
time to meet the ship as it arrived.“You know, Joe, things seem to be moving quickly all of a
sudden. The incident beyond Mars was last fucking week for God’s sake. Now we’ve got a fleet
in orbit, and they’re parking a ship, an even bigger ship than we already have, a few hundred
yards from where we are now.” The Canadian was straightening his bow tie, which he wore
almost all the time, and looked at Joe. “Are you not the least bit concerned at the pace we’re
moving here?”Joe took another sip of his coffee and tilted his head to the side. “I don’t really
think we’re in the driving seat at the moment. They’ve got all the cards now.”As the pair wound
their way down the narrow trail that led to a small beach on the south side of the island, they
could see the sun starting to come up in the distance, the first rays of warm light making all the
difference at this latitude.Joe thought it had been best to keep the pomp to a minimum for the
arrival of the PCS and had kept the rest of his team on the sidelines for the ship’s arrival. The rest
of the SETI team was probably all still asleep, and Ranix hadn’t even bothered to attend or send
a representative from the Epsilon. He had said something about the different way individual
sections of the Alliance forces preferred to work, and Joe didn’t bother digging.When they
reached the cove, the beach was empty except a captain from the local security detail, dressed
in a camouflage uniform topped off with a beret. Hearing Joe approach, he turned and walked
up from the water’s edge. “Nice to see you this morning, Major.” The captain gave a crisp



salute.“Likewise.” He looked over the man’s shoulder at the Alliance officer that was still standing
at the water’s edge, looking at something in his hands. “Were you given a translation
device?”“No.”Joe shook his head. “And I didn’t bring mine.” He shrugged and moved down the
beach towards the alien who seemed utterly oblivious to the human's presence.Reaching the
water, Joe gave the stranger a glance and wasn’t quite sure his vision was correct. He closed his
eyes, shook his head, and took another look. His vision was just fine, but he had been startled
by the oddest-looking alien he had seen yet. The creature was about five and a half feet tall and
had four circular eyes that were protruding out a few inches from its face with a circular mouth in
the centre. This creature made Ranix look almost human.The creature gave Joe a quick glance
before looking back at a display on his right forearm, then looking up towards the sky.“That is
one ugly motherfucker,” Joe said to the captain. As Joe looked back to the alien, he noticed that
just one of the creatures’ four eyes was still looking at him. “Yikes.” Joe took another sip of his
coffee and checked his watch. The ship was due any moment now.Ranix had told Joe that the
PCS was coming all the way from Mechcharga with an Alliance Contact Group to start setting up
more formal diplomatic relations with the humans. Ranix had also informed Joe that a Reach
Sanctuary was en route to take up a permanent position within the system. Unfortunately, it
would take half a year to arrive.After less than five minutes of waiting, Joe watched as a pair of
Canadian F-18s buzzed their position, followed by the bulky looking PCS. Since Admiral Taark’s
arrival, all ships that had descended from orbit had come down over the Pacific and taken a low
approach over Vancouver Island before touching down. It was thought to be the most discrete
option considering the situation.When the PCS came into full view, Joe couldn’t help but think
how ungainly it looked. It was quite squat, with a ridge running down its length. Numerous
antenna and other extensions protruded from the ship, several flashing in various colours. As the
vessel continued to lower itself from its cruising height, the down-facing thrusters suddenly cut
off, and the roar that the engines had produced fell silent, but the craft didn’t drop from the sky. It
continued its near-silent descent until an altitude of a hundred metres when a series of pole like
extensions dropped down from the ship’s undercarriage.From where Joe was standing, it looked
like the poles were all different lengths, and the pads at the bottom of each pole mixed between
circular, triangular, and four-pronged tips.“What’s your take on those poles?” He looked at
Keegan, who was peering through a pair of binoculars he had brought with him.Without diverting
his eyes, he pursed his lips and rocked his head back and forth, considering his response.
“Obviously something to do with landing support. I’d say they’ve scanned the seabed, and have
deduced the appropriate pattern to settle the ship as they see fit.”“Yeah.” Joe nodded. “Makes
sense.”“I’m more curious as to what’s keeping that thing from falling out of the sky.” Keegan
brought the binos down and looked at Joe. “The Epsilon, its shuttle, and the admiral’s shuttle all
create a huge amount of downforce through directed thrust when they land.” He pointed at the
PCS. “This thing sounds like they’ve completely shut off its engines.” He shook his head and
turned his attention back to the ship.When the ship was only twenty metres off the water, a
section of the vessel that was facing the shore retracted, and a few figures came out onto a



balcony and pointed a device at the Alliance officer on the beach. A green beam of light
emanated from the machine and displayed a holographic causeway on the water’s surface that
ran to the beach.“Looks like they’re lining up,” Keegan commented.The ship slowed its descent
ever more slightly and inched just a fraction to one side. Joe watched as the officer on the beach
raised its right arm as if to signal the ship that everything was in order.As the poles began to hit
the water, a sensation shot up Joe’s spine. This was the beginning of the first step towards
formal relations. Joe knew that the Alliance Contact Group onboard the PCS was going to spend
the foreseeable future on Earth, determining what the Alliance’s long-term relations with
humanity would be. There had been suggestions that all sorts of technological wonders would
become instantly available once the process started. It was the beginning of a new age.When
the hull of the massive ship finally entered the water, it sent waves rushing away in every
direction. Overhead a golden eagle circled before going into a steep dive towards the beach,
swooping in low over the tree line then to the water’s edge, where its talons broke the surface
before it climbed again, its great wings always beating as it dragged a fish from the strait.Joe
was happy to see that some parts of his planet were still behaving as usual. He even noted that
the Alliance officer on the beach had stopped to watch the eagle’s hunt.“Not so different after
all?” He looked at Keegan, giving him a sly wink.When the giant ship finally came to rest, it was
centred on the cove, with the closest part of the vessel twenty metres from the shoreline. As Joe
and Keegan watched intently, a vertical slot opened two metres above the waterline, and out
jumped two Light Sentinels, each holding the ends of a cable. The robots submerged under the
water for a few moments before resurfacing closer to the shore, still tugging the wires. When
they reached the beach, they carefully paced off a few steps from the water’s edge and then
placed the ends of the cables on the wet sand.Suddenly the cables became rigid, and then a
claxon rang out from the ship, just before panelling as wide as the wires were apart left the
vessel running along the top of the cables. The panelling, grey like the ship, quickly made its way
to where the Sentinels were standing and stopped. A sound similar to an electric current could
be heard as the panels became affixed to the cables, and a bridge was made.“Rather
ingenious,” Keegan commented.One of the Light Sentinels approached the Alliance officer on
the beach and spoke with him in Universal before contacting Joe and Keegan.“The Ship Master
and the Alliance Contact Group would like to welcome you and your team aboard for an initial
meet and greet in two hours.”“Your English is fantastic for a first-timer,” Joe said with a
smile.“Thank you, Major Hunt. I have studied all the logs from the Epsilon.”Keegan looked at the
machine, which was about his height, and couldn’t help but notice that the robot was a
commander model, but had a white stripe running down its head. “I’m noticing the markings on
your head.” He looked past the robot to the ship, and again, the bulk of the markings on the
vessel were in white, and even had a large crest on the ship that was primarily white. “And also
on the ship. Can you explain this?”“That is because the ship and myself were once aligned with
the Core.”“And you haven’t repainted to Alliance colours in all these years since you’ve been
fighting against the Coalition?” Keegan countered.“It was thought that reminding the citizens of



the Etelainen of the history of the war, and how we arrived at this point in time, was best
accomplished by keeping all ships, units, and other identifiers that were loyal to the Core during
the first days of the war under the same colour and standards as before. The Princess hopes
one day to re-establish the Core as it once was and return the Empire to its former glory.”Joe
looked at the ship, now resting motionless in the water, then up to the robot. “Ambitious, after
nearly seventy years of war, to think that such a goal is achievable.” He glanced at Keegan, then
back up to the robot. “We’ll be back in two hours. Pleasure to meet you.”Joe nodded to Keegan
to follow him as he turned away from the water’s edge.Joe was usually a sceptic, and he was not
convinced that peace was in the offering after having spent the last six months speaking with
Ranix, Prure, and Sulvan. He understood the nostalgia of the old Core units keeping their
standards and whatnot, but to do so under the impression that they would retake their ruined
homeworlds was very optimistic in his mind.2The throne room on Mechcharga had not changed
much in all the years since the war had started. While it was known officially as the War of
Succession, it was referred to as the Imperial Civil War in some circles, and there had been
almost no reason for celebration since its commencement. Population numbers had been
reduced to their lowest levels in centuries in the Etelainen, and not a single new populated world
had been added to the registry of planets in that time.The once young and vibrant Princess was
now in the twilight of her life, and many of the older members of the Royal Council who had once
had notions of a peace treaty with the Coalition, had felt those dreams fade with time. The
younger generations, and with them, the younger members of the Royal Council, had grown up
being told that the Etelainen and those in the Pohjois were their sworn enemies, not the brothers
and sisters that they had once been during the time of the Empire.When news had come that a
missing ship from the Seventh Fleet had been found on a populated planet beyond the Reach,
cheers filled the room. The initial reports suggested that the world was friendly to the crew, and
presented the real potential to become the next member of the Alliance, perhaps not
immediately, and probably not capable of providing military assistance. Nonetheless, it was a
boost to morale, and would surely bring adulation to the rest of the Etelainen.News that the
Planetary Command Ship had arrived safely was received via subspace communiqué just
moments after the event had occurred. An assembly of the Royal Council and military chiefs that
were on-world at the time were assembled to discuss how to proceed during these exciting
times.“When is the Contact Group meeting with these” – the Grand Marshal checked the notes
in front of him – “humans?”A magistrate sitting next to the Princess responded quickly. “In just a
few hours.”The Grand Marshal nodded and looked back down at his datapad. “I see here that
there is a chance that the Coalition has already identified this world, and could pose a threat. I
know that Sanctuary Command has already authorised a Sanctuary to move into the system,
but with our lines as thin as they are should we even be bothering to invest any resources in this
world?”There were several silent nods around the table because the Grand Marshal was correct.
The fleets of the Alliance were stretched to their thinnest levels in years. One of the primary
shipbuilding yards had just been destroyed in a recent Coalition attack, and population levels



were struggling to keep up with the numbers of bodies required to fill slots in the armed
forces.Rumours had already started that there were talks underway to pull back the Reach
Guard and their Sanctuaries to a more defendable position. With this new world beyond the
Reach, many asked if reinforcing an already precarious position was the smartest course of
action.“Grand Marshal.” The Princess, with the assistance of her cane, slowly rose from her
chair at the end of the table. “I understand our forces are bending, but they are not breaking. I
realise that we are in a precarious position, but so too are my brother’s forces. We have all
suffered through these long years. Our beloved Etelainen is a shell of the once majestic
collection of systems it once was. The Core, once the centre of the Empire, has all but been
wiped out after countless attempts by both sides to conquer it. Jarosis has traded hands more
than ten times, and every victor is left with an even more hollowed prize at the end.“This
discovery, of a world untouched by the war that we have been waging, is something we must
embrace. We need to inject some hope into the citizens of the Alliance. We need fresh blood,
and new ideas to help us move forward, in either peace with, or victory over, the Coalition.” The
Princess sat down and rested her cane against the table. “We must treat this civilisation like an
animal abandoned by its mother. Without us it will certainly fall prey to another predator, most
likely the Coalition.”3Thirty minutes before the scheduled meeting aboard the alien spacecraft,
Joe called together the remainder of the Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence Post-Detection
Task Group for a cup of coffee in one of the heated tents the Canadian army had set up adjacent
to Rhea’s family’s house.Joe and Doctor Beck, the tweed-wearing Canadian, arrived first, fresh
off their stroll from the beach. Doctor Sarah Chan, the media expert, walked in shortly after that
with her attention focused on a tablet held in her right hand, and an iPhone in her left. It always
amazed Joe how good the Chinese media specialist was at walking around looking like she was
never watching where she was going and yet never bumping into anything.Doctor Lysa Jannsen,
the tall Dane, arrived with Doctor Ji-woon, both discussing something about infrared astronomy,
which completely confounded Joe.Rhea was the last team member to arrive, with her parents’
dog, Toby, close behind her. He had become the de facto mascot for the team, and everyone
welcomed his presence.With the notable exception of the three men who had sided with Doctor
Stephenson in Paraguay, only Lisa Lee was absent by choice. Lisa had taken a lucrative job in
New York and left the team just after the arrival of the rescue fleet and the drama past Mars.
Tragically Doctors Lau and Temple were both gone, and left had a hole in the team that was
proving hard to fill.Bobby had been the only other youngish, free-spirited male that Joe really felt
comfortable hanging around, and Megan Lau’s matriarchal presence had always helped steady
the ship when needed.The team certainly wasn’t what it had been months ago at their first
gathering in Lima, and Joe had just received another revelation that was sure to get everyone’s
attention. “I’ve got a bit an announcement to make before we head down to the shore, nothing
major, but it is something to think about.” Most of the team were listening to Joe while attending
to other tasks. “I spoke with the head of the SETI program at Berkley last night. He informed me
that they are shutting down their search-related programs, and turning their attention to post-



detection relations, and we’re the spearhead of that effort. We’ve been redesignated as the
Visitor Liaison Team.”Joe gave the room a quick look before locking eyes with Rhea. “Cool, but
what does that really mean?”“Good question. In simplest terms, the people at Berkley are going
to be the focal point for continued studies on the alien presence, and will probably be beefing up
our team in the coming weeks. We can expect the usual support from the UN and the Canadian
and US governments for now, so this shouldn’t affect us too seriously.”Joe checked his watch
and took another bite of an apple he had been slowly working on. What his colleagues didn’t
realise just yet was that in the next month there would be hundreds of scientists, all vetted by
Berkley, coming up to Lasqueti to work under the direction of the current team members. The
operation was about to expand very rapidly.Finishing off his apple, he tossed it towards the
closest waste bin, only for it to bounce off the rim and fall on the floor. Before he could pick it up,
Rhea was there and tidied up his mess. “He shoots, he misses.” She smiled as she gave his shirt
a tug pulling him closer. She winked and gave him a kiss. Smiling, she gave him another kiss on
the cheek and turned and walked towards the exit of the tent. “Shall we head off?’4The walk
down to the water always proved a rather relaxing journey, even if the air temperature was just a
few degrees above freezing. There were still plenty of leaves on the trees that swallowed the
trail, keeping it permanently in the shade. The newly branded VLT had been joined by
Communications Officer Ranix, who was still waiting on word of the Epsilon’s fate, for the
introduction to the Alliance Contact Group.Ranix had mentioned that Admiral Taark would be
returning to Traxis later that day, but he would leave a portion of the forces that he had arrived
with to keep Earth safe in the event of a return of Coalition forces. He also mentioned the
inevitability of the crew of the Epsilon departing as well. Taark was going to send a recovery ship
to take the Epsilon back to be repaired. Before that happened, the bulk of the crew would be
returning to their homeworlds for some rest before being possibly reassigned throughout the
fleet.When the group reached the beach, they were met by a crew member of the PCS who
identified themselves as the ship’s master doctor. He activated a translation device and tossed it
into the air where it began to hover.“I would like to make your dealings with our Contact Group a
little easier.” The alien opened a bag at his side and pulled out something that looked like a
pencil case, which he opened to display several round metallic objects. “These are designed to
allow you to speak in Universal.”Keegan went over to the alien and peered closely at the case in
his hand. “Exactly how do these work?”“They attach to your cerebral cortex and allow your brain
to automatically translate Universal, and then speak it. We’ve discovered that your vocal cords
are sufficiently complex to handle such a task.”Keegan adjusted his glasses, righted himself,
looked at the group, then looked back at the alien. “All right.” He nodded before giving the little
circular devices another glance. “Let’s give it a try.” Doctor Ji-woon stepped forward and
whispered into Keegan’s ear. “Are you sure about this? This is like hacking your brain.”Keegan
turned and smiled. “A small sacrifice to enter the history books.” He looked back at the alien and
gave him a nod.“If you would gather around, I will show you how this works,” the creature said.
“This will also allow you to spend short periods on the PCS without any need for respirators or



any other breathing apparatus.”The remainder of the team circled around Keegan and the alien,
some with looks of concern on their faces, while Doctor Jannsen seemed rather eager to watch
this revolutionary process.The alien picked up one of the small devices, not much bigger than a
human thumbnail, and placed it behind Keegan’s left ear. After he withdrew his hand, the device
did nothing for a few seconds before emitting a low beep while flashing a blue light on its back –
and then nothing.“As we speak, a nano-cable is working its way to your cortex where it will sync
with your language centres, and upload our entire language to you. This process will take only a
few seconds.”Keegan looked at the alien. “I don’t feel anything.”“Nor should you. The device is
equipped to administer a local anaesthetic. We programmed the devices based on human
physiology, so they should be harmless.”“Should be?” Ji-woon interjected. “You’re hacking his
brain with this. Instead of him learning your language, you’re force-feeding it to him in seconds.
It’s not natural.”The master doctor reached out and grabbed the hovering translation device. “No,
it isn’t natural, but it is efficient.” He turned the machine off and looked at Keegan. “Can you
understand me?” His question was in Universal and was not understood by the team, but
without any hesitation, Keegan responded, “I can.” In Universal.He looked at Joe. “Holy shit.” He
was back into English. “That’s incredible. It felt natural.”Five minutes later, the entire team had
been hardwired with the tiny little translation devices. They had been told that the devices could
be removed as they saw fit, and could be reinstalled as frequently as they desired, but it was not
recommended for a variety of safety reasons.Walking down to the water’s edge, Joe couldn’t
help but notice that whoever was in command of the PCS had shown a significant amount of
reserve by not deploying any visible security around the ship. It appeared unguarded, and the
bridge that had been set up earlier that morning had been left unattended. A section of
Canadian soldiers had been on the beach since the morning and must have been enough to
convince the commander of the ship that it was secure.As the group made their way down the
bridge towards the ship, there was a palpable sense of tension in the air. While this was not the
teams’ first encounter with off-world visitors, it was the first visit of such a formal nature. The
meeting with Admiral Taark was even more low key than this session. This was the first time that
the representatives of Earth were meeting with the official representatives of the Alliance, and it
was this meeting that was only second in importance to the first encounter Joe had had with the
Sentinel Commander months ago.Reaching the hull of the ship, Joe could see the alien that had
been on the beach earlier that day waiting for them, this time its four eyes looking in four different
directions, something that really weirded Joe out.Once onboard they were greeted by another
alien. “Major Hunt, welcome to the Planetary Command Ship Ataries. I am the Assistant Ship
Master. Please follow me.”The alien turned sharply and started walking down the spacious
hallway that connected to the front of the ship. As Joe followed, he could sense how grand the
scale of the vessel was compared to the Epsilon. Once they were through the first chamber, they
entered into a cavernous stadium-like section of the ship, with tiers upon tiers of stations rising
up from the floor reaching almost to the top of the compartment, which must have run nearly one
hundred metres in length. It was a massive chamber filled with hundreds of crew members.In the



centre of the space was a high area that must have been twenty metres high and was shaped
like a saucer. At the base was a pad that the team was ushered onto before it rose off the ground
and made its way to the top of the dish.The pad had no railings, and Rhea leaned over the side
and looked back to the level they were leaving. Once her assessment was completed, she
glanced at Joe with a quizzical look before turning to the Assistant Ship Master. “Excuse me.
How are we going up?”The alien looked at her and smiled. “I’m afraid we are not yet able to
divulge any technical information to you at this stage, but in layman’s terms, this ship is equipped
with some of the most advanced magnets in the Alliance.”Rhea looked back over the edge and
noted that there were indeed no signs of any propulsion system or rods pushing the platform
upwards.“Ingenious.”When the platform finally came level with the top of the saucer, the team
stepped off onto what looked similar to the bridge of the Epsilon, albeit much more massive.
There were several stations in two columns leading to a station with flight controls identical to
Rais’s, and a pair of raised chairs to the station’s immediate rear, and between the other
stations.At the very end of the saucer was a large metallic table with stools arranged around it,
and on one side, a group of six individuals, all dressed in tight white rubbery-looking suits.The
Assistant Ship Master signalled the VLT to the side of the table opposite from the group in white,
and then quickly turned and left the two groups in awkward silence.Joe looked at Rhea, who was
standing next to him, and then back to the two-metre-wide table, coughed once, and broke the
ice. “Good morning. How are you finding our lovely little planet?” he asked with a smile on his
face.He turned, gave his stool a glance, and looked back at the group in white. “Do you mind?”
He didn’t wait for a response before sitting down.His actions were quickly followed by the
remainder of the team.Once the members of the team had all sat, the alien in the centre of the
group standing opposite them, a Floxian, from the looks of him, also sat down. His complexion
was a much deeper blue than Ranix’s, but Joe was still pretty sure they were of the same
species.One of the Alliance Contact Group members at the end of the table chuckled to
themselves before looking at the Floxian in the centre. “Major Hunt was just admiring your skin
tone.”Joe shot back in his stool, then looked across at the alien who had just said that then at
Rhea, while the rest of the team looked at him.Finally, the Floxian across from Joe spoke up. “I’m
sorry to startle you, Major Hunt, but my colleague is psychic.”Joe leant forward and rested his
right forearm on the table, “Well that’s a nifty party trick, but where I come from, that’s not the
kind of thing you keep from someone whose trust you’re trying to earn.”“I apologise.” The alien
stood. “I am Sector Prefect Dinalis, and this is Alliance Contact Group Three.”Joe took the lead
from the alien and also stood. “That’s quite all right. I am Major Joseph Hunt, and this is the
Visitor Liaison Team.”Dinalis sat back down, followed by Joe.“I want to thank you on behalf of the
Alliance for the kindness you showed the crew of the Epsilon. Many species would not have
been so generous.”Joe laughed. “I can assure you that not every human is either.”“Nonetheless,
we are here to establish more formal relations between our two cultures.”Joe nodded. “That
sounds very agreeable.”“Excellent.” Dinalis picked up the datapad that had been sitting on the
table in front of him. “Let us begin.” He swiped one of his long fingers over the pad and smiled at



Joe, showing off the hundreds of little teeth in his mouth. Just like Ranix, Joe thought to himself
before giving the psychic at the end of the table a bit of a stare.“Our situation here is a little more
complicated than your standard first contact. You’ve already done that with the crew of the
Epsilon, and in addition to that there is the threat of the return of Coalition forces.” He set the pad
down and looked at Joe. “With that in mind, we’ll go about this process in a little more
unorthodox process than we usually would.”“All right.”“Since we did not seek out this encounter,
and since it was made by chance, I am required to ask if you request us to leave your world, and
your system.”The question was a bit of a shock to Joe. He had always expected this meeting to
involve a bit of back and forth negotiations, but he hadn’t expected to be offered a blank check
like that so readily.Joe looked at Rhea on his right, then to Keegan on his left, then back to
Dinalis. “Can you allow me a moment to confer with my team?”Dinalis leant back on his stool
and nodded. Joe stood up, turned away from the table, and walked to the small railing running
around the edge of the level they were on. He leant forward and looked at the hundreds of crew
members who were manning a myriad of stations around the amphitheatre-like room they were
in. He turned back and looked at the group. Keegan was standing closest to him. “What do you
think?” Keegan checked his bow tie and cleared his throat. “This is too epic an opportunity to
pass on. We have to grab onto their coattails and ride them wherever the cosmos takes us.”Joe
looked at Charles Ji-woon. “He’s right. We can learn more in five years from them than we could
in a lifetime on our own. They’ve shown us no hostility yet, and I trust them.” Doctor Jannsen
agreed with her colleagues, but for a different reason. “What if the Coalition returns? We can’t
defend ourselves against a race that technologically advanced.”Rhea chimed in. “They’re all
right.” She looked at Joe and squeezed his hand. “Right now, we have nothing to lose and
everything to gain.” Joe looked at the team's media expert, and last to speak. “I’ll never find a
bigger story than this,” she said with a smile on her face. “Then it’s settled. And I think that our
benefactors would agree with this decision.” Joe knew that the people at Berkley, the White
House, and at the UN all wanted improved relations with the Alliance, but had left the final
decision to Joe and his team.As Joe sat back down, he looked across the table and continued
the conversation. “So Sector Prefect, where do we go from here?”The Prefect smiled, miniteeth
and all. “Excellent.” He tapped a button on the table, and a three-dimensional holographic map
of the Sol system appeared above the table surface. “The first order will be to secure your planet
from future Coalition attacks, or from any other unidentified threat emanating from beyond the
Reach.”“Excuse me.” Doctor Beck leaned forward. “Can you explain what the Reach is, and
where we are in relation to the rest of the planets of the Alliance.” “Of course.” Dinalis tapped a
few keys on the table, and the image of the Sol system was replaced by a celestial map of
immense scale. “Here” – he touched another key – “is Terra.” He allowed time for everyone to see
the tiny flashing dot on the map. “And here is the Reach.” A red line started and wrapped itself
around the map, with all the known planets on the interior and Earth on the exterior. “The Reach
is what we refer to as space that has not yet been explored, beyond the boundaries that have
not changed since the beginning of the War of Succession, almost seventy years ago.”“You



haven’t explored any more in seventy years?” Doctor Ji-woon asked, in a stunned voice. “I’m
afraid not. It’s been a question of resources. Everything had been poured into the war effort, and
the only new species that we have encountered are the ones that came into our territory.”
Dinalis tapped the table again, and the map shrunk until it just showed the Earth system again.
“Regarding the defence of your planet. For the time being, the Sixth Fleet, which makes up the
Reach Guard, has been able to allocate the…” He checked his notes on the datapad. “The 73rd
Reach Guard Garrison Squadron for this system, and they should be arriving in the next few
days.”“And they will protect us until when?” Rhea asked. “Until a Reach Sanctuary can get here,
but I’m afraid that won’t be until the month you call June.” Dinalis rechecked his pad. “I can
assure you the 73rd is more than adequate to protect you against any threat that the Coalition
could pose.” He signalled one of his aides, who stood up, walked to a small stand behind the
prefect, and collected a stack of datapads. “These datapads will give you nearly unlimited
access to our information banks.” The pads were quietly passed out. Joe turned his on, and
quickly searched for the section on the Alliance fleet and, without much trouble, pulled up the
specifications on the 73rd RGGS. What he read wasn’t comforting. “All of the ships that you’re
sending here are ancient,” he said, slightly dumbfounded. “They are old vessels, yes, but so is
this PCS. This ship is almost two hundred years old,” Dinalis replied. Joe swallowed as he went
through the list of seven ships that would be allocated to Earth’s defence. “True.”“May we please
move forward?” Dinalis looked at the humans, who were already engrossed in the pads they had
been given. “The next, and perhaps most important piece to discuss, after the safety of this
planet, is the possibility of Terra becoming a member of the Alliance.”That piqued Joe’s interest.
He set his datapad down and looked at Dinalis. “How do we proceed?” “Some criteria and areas
need to be addressed before membership can be permitted.” Dinalis frowned slightly before
continuing. “Some of these criteria might seem objectionable to some of your fellow
humans.”Rhea put her datapad down. “Is there a simplified list?”“There is.” Dinalis tapped a
series of keys, and the map of the Sol system disappeared, and a list of five directives appeared,
hovering in the air across the middle of the table in blue.Joe read the list to himself: Provide
clean food and water for every human Reduction in greenhouse gases Cleaner oceans A
dramatic cut in animal extinction levels Reduction of worldwide conflictsJoe leaned back on his
stool and rubbed the side of his cheek. He knew that this list was going to be hard for some
people around the world to accept.“After reviewing the mission logs from the Epsilon, and the
data they gathered since their crash, we decided that these five areas represented a clear and
present danger to the health of this planet. Now…” Dinalis paused and looked at the humans.
“We are willing to aid you in bringing about positive change. We don’t expect you to do this all on
your own.” Keegan stood up, tucked his stool under the table, and looked at the rest of the team.
“Is it just me, or is that list just about perfect?” he asked with a smile on his face, and a tear
running down his cheek. Rhea stood up and gave her colleague a hug. “Not bad, huh?”Joe
looked at Dinalis and gently shook his head. “No matter how good your intentions may seem,
some people on this planet will resist this. They’ll say that you’re pushing some antihuman



agenda, and it’s all a conspiracy.”Dinalis nodded. “It always happens. It’ll take time. Years
probably. But you’ll have our protection in the meantime.”
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Leif E. Dolan, “Strange New Worlds. I am caught up in this series of books. I don't know how I
missed them when they were published.The story of first contact and where the Earth goes from
here. The mil SciFi side of the story is powerful as is the political.Let's read the next book to fund
out what happens”

Matt K, “good book. its a book about space people!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A glorious space opera bringing Earth to the Stars... and war!. Having read
these first three episodes, I am ready to offer a review.The storyline is very well conceived. The
characters are well fleshed out with none of the weaknesses common to too many hard science
novels. The plot is very easy to follow yet without obvious connections. This story could go on for
many enjoyable episodes. The only consistent flaw is the lack of a thorough professional editing
job. There are wrong words, misspellings and numerous grammatical errors that detract from the
experience. But these flaws are minor given the many strengths of the story. It is thoroughly
enjoyable. I can't wait for the next chapter.”

The book by Donald B. McFarlane has a rating of 5 out of 4.1. 20 people have provided
feedback.
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