8-25-2036
1 hour later
Somewhere beneath northwestern Canada

Chapter 6

Grant Chandling was tired of waiting. Given the present circumstances and what he had been told, he understood that there was a certain order in which things needed to be done but all the same, he had been here for 3 months with little or nothing to do. Grant got up out of his bed and began putting on the workout clothes he kept in the locker on the far wall. His room was a simple affair, functional and small. It consisted of bed inset into the wall on one end, a simple desk, rolling chair and a set of wall lockers against the far wall that held his clothing. Upon his arrival he had requested that his aquarium be brought to him from his home and officers in charge of the operation had allowed him that small comfort. He had set the aquarium up on the desk and that small piece of home brought him comfort in this strange and foreign place.

He walked over and checked to make sure his fish were well fed. Assuring that, he leaned down and looked in. One of them, a small goldfish he had names Sampson, was floating on his side of the glass, looking at him. He looked at his friend, “You don’t like it here? Yeah, neither do I. Nothing we can do about it though. What life picks for you and what you pick for yourself seem to often be completely different things.” Sampson floated for a moment and jetted off the other side of the tank to mingle with the other fish there. Grant, straightened up and walked to the door. It parted in the middle and retracted into the wall with a whisking sound. He rolled his eyes,

“I swear that whoever designed this damn place must have been a fan of that old Star Trek show.”

Walking out into the corridor, he almost bumped into a woman holding a clipboard. She was wearing a lab coat and Grant presumed that she was one of the hundreds of scientists that had been running around the place since he had gotten here. He excused himself and she walked on, apparently in a hurry to get to her final destination. He muttered under his breath, “All these people are in a hurry everywhere they go. Maybe if they slowed down and breathed every once in a while, they might get more work done.” He began walking again, sticking to the side of the expansive corridor to avoid bumping into anyone else. The domestic wing of the Kodiak base was by far the nicest of all of the sections at the expansive military base. Despite the small size of the rooms, everything here was carpeted and in many ways, it reminded Grant of a large hotel. The floor was carpeted wherever you went and it was illuminated by gentle LCD’s that ran the length of the ceiling where it met the wall. 

He passed many more people on his way to the gym but that did not surprise him in the least. Despite the fact that it was almost 9:00 at night, things never stopped at Kodiak. Among the 14,000 people that worked at the facility, the work was split into three shifts. As such, when one shift was midway through their work day, another was sleeping and the other trying to wind down from their shifts. This meant that there was a never ending parade of foot traffic all over Kodiak. Also, due to the fact that the base was almost a mile underground, it meant that the only kind of time regulation they had was the clocks and the three shifts. 

He arrived at the gym, grabbed a clean towel from the locker room and made his way towards the weights. Grant had always enjoyed working out and had been doing a lot of it since he had arrived at Kodiak. He had been told that until the thirtieth candidate arrived, they should pass the time as best they could and working out was the best way he knew how. Setting the weights to his preferred level, he began his workout. Grant was in pretty good shape, a fact that he took pride in. He had graduated from college with a bachelors degree in physical education at the age of 23 and had intended to teach physical education at the high school level. Athletics and sports were his passion, a fact that threw his father into fits. He could remember some of the argument they use to have.

“Your far too intelligent to be teaching 16 year olds how to throw a football!” His dad was a highly educated man and placed academics on a pedestal. Grant had no problem with his studies and was far from unintelligent. He had been tested at an early age to be in the low genius I.Q level and had always excelled at school. As such, it had been expected of him to become a doctor, lawyer, professor or engineer of some kind but that was not where his interests lied. Grant enjoyed being outside, running, throwing a football, sweating and getting dirty. He wanted to share that experience with people and knew that teaching P.E was the best option for him.

“Hey..Grant!”

The accent heavy greeting made Grant turn and look at the entrance to the weights area. Rene’ Beridon was another one of the “30” and one of Grant’s few friends. Rene’ was from France and had seemed fairly lonely when Grant had first arrived at Kodiak. Grant would see him walking around with his hands in his pockets, staring blankly in front of himself, lost in though as he walked. He had figured that he wanted to be left alone until one day in the cafeteria. He had been eating breakfast with several of the other candidates when Rene’ had walked in, gotten his breakfast from the nearest kitchen and had gone to sit by himself in the corner. Grant had asked David Sanchez, a tall man of Hispanic descent and the only other American of what had been, at that point 19 candidates, what was wrong with Rene’. 

David looked over at Rene’ and shrugged as he turned back to his oatmeal. “I don’t know. He got here after I did and I never really met him. I know he hangs out with one of the Japanese candidates occasionally, that Akira guy, other than that I know nothing about him. He’s pretty quiet. Why do you ask?”

Grant shrugged, “No real reason, I was just curious.” Grant had returned to his breakfast and had put Rene’ out of his mind. It wasn’t until several weeks later, when he was entering the gym one evening to begin his workout, that he saw Rene’ again. The skinny young man was on the far end of the gym, playing table tennis against himself. Grant watched him for a moment and became instantly impressed at his ability. The ball was bouncing between the upright end of the table and the paddle quicker than Grant could track it and Rene’ didn’t even look like he was trying. That besides, he was doing trick shots as well, hitting the ball from behind his back and spinning after he hit it. Most importantly, he was smiling. It was the first time Grant had seen the man smile. Grant stood there and watched him while he was practicing. When Rene’ paused between a set to rest, Grant walked over to greet him. As soon as Rene’ saw Grant walking over, he set the paddle and ball down on the table and began walking towards the door.

“Hey!” Grant caught up with him and stood in front of him. “Hey, that was pretty good, how long have you been playing ping-pong?” 

Rene’s looked confused for a moment and hesitated before he answered. “What is this….ping-pong?” Grant slapped himself on the head when he remembered that the rest of the world called it table tennis. Sometimes being an American got annoying. “I mean table tennis. How long have you been playing?”

Rene’ looked up at Grant, his eyes suspiciously scanning Grant’s face, as if he was looking for something. He was much shorter than Grant and it had become apparent when Grant had stood in front of him. At 6’2” Grant was above average as far as height was concerned but Rene’ could not have been any taller than 5’4”. He had short, spiky brown hair that he wore spiked. Dark brown eyes and the remnants of acne adorned his face. He was pale, as is he had never tanned in his life and skinny to boot. Grant easily outweighed him by 100 pounds. He finished looking at Grant and walked back over to the table.

“I started playing when I was 4. My father was on the French table tennis nationals team. He won 1st at the 2018 Pan-Global games.”

Grant whistled, “That is pretty impressive. By the way, what’s your name?” 

Rene’ looked taken aback, as if he never expected anyone to bother asking his name. “Rene Beridon……and you are?”

Grant walked up to him and extended his hand, “I’m Grant. It’s nice to meet you Rene’”
Rene’ took Grant’s hand and they shook. The smaller man spoke, “I have seen you in here before, lifting weights. You are in impressive physical shape.”

Grant waved away the compliment, “I’m not that strong. Just a hard worker.”

Rene’ looked at him like he had lost his mind. “A hard worker? A baker is a hard worker Grant. Any man that can bench-press 415lbs is more that just a hard worker.”

Grant smiled despite himself, happy for the compliment, “Maybe but you definitely have me beat for speed. Your hand-eye coordination is far above par.”
Rene’ blushed and walked back to the table. Picking the paddle and ball back up, he began to play again, slowly this time, hitting the ball with slow, lazy strokes. Grant walked back over the table with him.

“You know, I have seen other people in here playing table tennis, perhaps you should introduce yourself to some of them. It would give you someone else to play with.”

Rene’ kept hitting the ball at the same slow pace. “Yes…perhaps it would. I am not very good at making friends however.”

“Yeah, I kind of noticed that. I really do not want to pry into you life but why do you walk around all alone?”

A shadow of something very painful seemed to pass through Rene’s eyes but Grant let it go. “I…..have my reasons. Let us just say that I do not think that people would accept me.”

Grant frowned. “Why do you think that? Surely it’s not because of your nationality.”

Rene’ smiled sadly. “No, I do not think it is because I am French. We are not so stupid as to think that we are not made fun of. In fact, after a point, being called a “frog” became humorous to me. We are a proud country with a long and noble history. We do not need the approval of the world to be happy. My fear is not that.”

That reassured Grant to a point. An American by birth, he had traveled all over the world with his father during his youth and he had experienced international racism first hand. In a world that had long since become globally bound by instant communication and information sharing, there were people that lingered to old hatreds and stigmas. He had been given every dirty look a person could imagine in some parts of the world and he returned the looks in kind. He loved his country, the same as Rene’ loved his and there was nothing wrong with that. Still though, it left Grant puzzled as to Rene’s diminutive disposition.

“Do you have friends back in France?”

Rene’s smiled again, this time more brightly. “Yes, indeed I do. I have many friends all over France and the rest of the European Union.” He stopped talking for a moment, as if he was contemplating what he was going to say next. His face turned a shade of red before he responded. “I also have…..someone waiting for me whenever I get back.”

By the way he said “someone” Grant guessed that it was Rene’s significant other. He smiled and patted Rene’ on the back, “Oh really, what’s her name?”

Rene’ turned the darkest shade of red Grant had ever seen and muttered something underneath his breath. Grant leaned in closer, “I couldn’t hear you Rene’. What did you just say?”

Rene’ took a deep breath and repeated what he said, this time loud enough for Grant to hear. “He.”

Grant was confused. “He? He what?”

Rene’ looked extremely uncomfortable for a second. “Not her…..he..and his name is Claude.” Rene’ stopped hitting the ball and stood there for a moment, looking at Grant, waiting for the response.

Grant was silent for a moment, his brain working through it all. “I see.”

Rene’ ducked his head and started walking towards the door, apparently too embarrassed to stay. When Grant saw him turn, he grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back easily. Rene looked back at him with fear on his face, as if he was expecting Grant to punch him.

Grant looked at him for a moment and then looked at his watch. “Hey, it’s almost dinner time for this shift, you want to meet me for dinner in say….30 minutes?”

The surprise on Rene’s face was clearly evident. He looked at Grant suspiciously. “You do understand correct? I am…”

Grant finished it for him, “Gay…yeah I got that. Ok…what am I supposed to be…impressed?”

Rene seemed more confused by the moment, “No..but I did not think that you would want to know me.”

Grant slugged him on the arm and knocked Rene’ back about 5 feet. Picking him up off the wall, Grant made a mental note to himself that Rene’ was VERY light. “Not want to know you? Dude, I could care less. Your gay and I’m not. Following that line of reasoning I could hate you because you are short and I’m not. I don’t care one bit.”

Rene’ had smiled so big that Grant had thought his face was going to break in half. They had gone to dinner together and Grant had introduced him to several of the other candidates. Rene’ had been shy at first but he had warmed up quickly. It turned out that among the 5 or 6 other candidates that Grant hung out with, none of them cared the least bit. He and Rene’ would meet regularly to play table-tennis, a woefully bad idea as far as Grant was concerned. Rene’ made Grant look like he was standing still. He always got his back though. Rene’ had decided that he needed to start lifting weights and had asked Grant to help him. The first time they had tried to get Rene’ to bench press, he had almost choked himself with the bar until Grant pulled it off of him.
Standing up from the weight set, Grant walked over to Rene’ wiping sweat off his face. The smaller man ran over to him, nearly bouncing with excitement.

“Grant….it’s on it’s way!!”

Grant grabbed Rene’s shoulders and forced the smaller man hold still. “What is almost here Rene’?”

He smiled and jumped again, “The thirtieth candidate Grant…she’s almost here!”

Instantly, Grant’s mood lifted and he found himself jumping up and down the same as Rene’. Finally, this long and boring wait would be over. “YES…YES….WHAT ARE WE DOING RENE’? WERE ALMOST 23..WE NEED TO STOP JUMPING! WE LOOK LIKE SCHOOLGIRLS!!”

They stopped jumping up and down and straightened themselves out. Still, Grant’s mood was still soaring. “When does the Beagle arrive?” The Beagle was the small airship that had transported all 30 candidates to the Kodiak base.

Rene’s looked at his watch, “The last I heard, it’s E.T.A was about an hour and a half from now.”

“Good, that gives me enough time to catch a quick shower and grab something to eat. I want to be there when this thirtieth candidate gets here. Meet me at the junction between the hangar and landing pad in 45 minutes or so.”

Rene’ nodded, “Ok, that’s good. I’ll see you then. I’m going to go and inform the others.” He ran out of the gym, excitement pouring off of him in waves. I can’t blame him. Grant was excited too. Finally, after 4 months of waiting, they would begin the operation. Finally, he would get to find out what his role in all of this was. Sprinting towards the showers, he stripped and took a quick, hot shower. He toweled off and went to his locker to grab his clothes, when it hit him. He had forgotten to bring a change of clothes. He smacked himself on the head and thought for a moment about what to do. He could always put his sweaty gym clothes back on but then he would need to shower again and he was running out of time. He was not going to miss the Beagles arrival. Suddenly, it occurred to him.

Wrapping his towel as tightly around his waist as he could, Grant walked to the door in the locker room that connected it with the rest of the gym. Given that the new candidate was getting ready to arrive, most of the active people at Kodiak would be making their way to the hangar bay to see her. As such, the hallways would be clearing out. That was his hope anyway.

He snuck out the door of the gym, looking both ways. He kept low to the ground and kept one hand on the towel, keeping it secured around his waist. He came to a corner and when he saw no on in the hallway either way, he turned right and made his way down the hall. He was halfway to the next turn when a door slid open to his right and several people in various countries military uniforms made their way out the door. When they saw Grant, they stopped and looked at him, their eyes wide. He smiled, waved at them and started sprinting down the hallway. He rounded the corner to the hallway that his room was on and though he was home free. When he rounded the corner though, he slammed head on into someone. 

Grant was able to keep his balance but the woman he ran into wasn’t. She fell down hard and landed with a resounding thump. The clipboard she had been carrying landed beside here and she made to rub her behind. Instinctively, Grant reached down to help her up. “I am so sorry maam. Are you ok?” Unfortunately for him, when he reached down to help her up, he let go of his towel and it fell to the floor, landing around his feet. 

The woman looked up at his bared manhood and smiled maliciously, “I am now.” He turned a dark red and wrenched her up. It was only then that he realized that it was the same woman he had bumped into earlier. Her long red hair and green eyes were pretty and for a second, he felt something stir in him. There eyes met and he was about to ask her name, then his other brain kicked in and reminded him that he was standing naked in the middle of the hallway. He pulled his towel back up quickly, nodded to the woman and ran the rest of the way to his room.

He made his way into his room and fell back onto the door. His hand groped beside him and pushed the button that locked the door. For a moment, he stood there, naked and breathing hard, remembering the way she had looked at him. The hunger in her eyes excited him. Shaking his head, he let the towel go and threw it on his bed. He dressed, combed his hair and brushed his teeth quickly before leaving his room and making his way to the cafeteria. There, he grabbed a turkey sandwich from the cold bar and made his way towards the elevator, shoving the food down his throat as he walked.

He made it to the massive cylindrical room that was the elevator area. You could get to any of the 23 floors of the Kodiak base and due to the heavy traffic load, Kodiak had over 200 elevators that lined the walls of the massive room. It was very impressive from an aesthetic standpoint as well. A huge fountain dominated the center of the room and plants wound their way around it. Grant would often come here and watch the fountain. Something about the rising and falling of rushing water relaxed him. Also, the entire room was transparent. The walls had been made out of a plastic of some kind as had the floors above them, so you could see all the elevators in their shafts. The elevators themselves were transparent as well and it could be very unnerving to go up 22 floors in a clear box.

Grant picked the closest elevator and hit the call button on the side. He looked up and saw it was just several floors above him, delivering people to one of the office floors. The elevator began its descent shortly and when it got to his floor, he got in and slapped the button to take him to the 3rd floor. The floors at Kodiak were labeled backwards, with the top floor being the first and the bottom floor being the 23rd. The habitat was on the bottom floor and it always felt weird to watch the floor fall away from him the further he went up. The elevator began ascending and he arrived at the 3rd floor shortly. Making his way out of the elevator room on that floor, he headed for the doors. 

Making his way out, he headed down several hallways and came across the massive steel door that blocked the way to the landing and hangar deck observation area. The entire hangar bay and landing deck were kept under strict security and control, not surprising considering the equipment that came and went. Grant had seen every kind of plane and helicopter known to man out here. Aging C-17 Globemasters, once the United States workhorse plane came and went on a daily basis. He had seen thousand of Chinooks and other kind of transport helicopters come and go. Given the massive logistical scope of running an installation the size of Kodiak, the air traffic did not surprise him.

He got to the door and placed his finger on the pad next to the door. It scanned his finger and the massive metal door slid aside and allowed him entrance. The security did not stop there however. He came to another security checkpoint, this one manned. Grant walked up to the desk stationed in front of the next set of doors and smiled at the guard sitting there.

“Hey Mike, what’s up?”

The lazy eyed guard smiled up at him sheepishly and shook his head. “Not much Grant, just the usual. Making sure the bad guys don’t make it through here.” He pushed a button in front of him and a small device that resembled a telescope rose out of the desk in front of him. Grant leaned down and placed his eye on the device. It scanned his retina and confirmed his identity. Leaning back up, he waited for the next door to part. 

“So who exactly are the bad guys that you are protecting the dock from?”

The guard shrugged and hit another button on his desk after the computer had confirmed Grant’s identity. The door began to open, “You know Grant, I’ve been asking myself that question since I was assigned to this post. All I know is that if I am having to protect the dock from the inside, we have BIG problems.” Grant laughed and walked through the doors. He walked down one more hallway and took a left and came to the observation area for the landing dock. 

The landing dock was one of the more unique parts of the Kodiak base. Instead of a traditional runway and hangars, the dock was actually a massive column, inset into the ground with a set of colossal metal doors at the top that parted to allow aircraft to enter. The dock was big enough in circumference that several large carrier aircraft could ascend and descend simultaneously and not touch each other. Large platforms and landing pads stuck out of the wall at various areas and gave access to the dozens of loading and unloading bays that lined the walls. The ground floor was the largest and at any given time, there was dozens of aircraft, large and small making it’s way through the dock. With the implementation of VTOL technology in all aircraft, from CESNA private aircraft to the massive C-22A18’s that were the current workhorse of the United Stated air force, the need for a traditional runway had been negated. 

The observation deck itself was nothing more than a simple room that rested one floor above the bottom floor of the dock. The wall that faced the dock itself was made entirely out of glass that allowed the people looking out to see but appeared opaque from the outside. The room was large, with chairs and tables inside to allow officials to sit and watch the comings and goings of the dock. Grant could not figure out the purpose of the room, as he had never seen anyone in here. He had waved it away as another reason for the governments of the world to spend money. When he arrived, he had about 10 minutes until the Beagle was scheduled to arrive and from the looks of things, he was the last one to arrive.

The other 28 candidates that were already at Kodiak were in the room. Some were sitting in the chairs, waiting patiently for the ship to arrive, others were leaning against the glass and watching the aircraft come and go. Some were talking amongst themselves and others were pacing restlessly, waiting for the 30th candidate to arrive. Grant scanned the crowd and found Rene’ standing with a few of the other candidates that they normally hung out with and Grant made his way over to greet them. They turned and looked at him as he approached.

Sylvia Richter, a petite brunette from western Germany was the first to greet Grant.

“Guten nacht Grant. Wie gehts?” She smiled mischievously as she greeted him, knowing full well that the only language he spoke was English. He rolled his eyes, “Hello Sylvia.” He took stock of who else Rene’ was waiting with. Sylvia was standing immediately to Rene’s right and to her right, stood Sydney Brackton, a tall tan Australian man whom Grant had come to know as quite the prankster. Sydney had thought it would be funny to smear Ben-Gay all over Grant’s underwear one evening as Grant was working out. When the cream hit Grant’s private areas, the fire that shot through them had hurt more than most of the injections he had ever received. Grant had gotten him back though and as he could recall, the head lock he had places Sydney in had turned the smaller mans face purple before Grant had let go. They had been good friends since and often had lunch together.

To his right and next to Grant stood Calvin Chang, a short and lithe man from China. Calvin was easily the quietest of the group, often not speaking for many minutes at a time. When he did speak however, he had proven himself to be highly intelligent and fairly wise for a person of 21 years. Grant had also seen him in the gym practicing what he had found out was Shaolin Kung-Fu and Grant had been very impressed. Grant had taken self-defense courses in his life and thanks to his sheer size, he could defend himself well enough but it could not compare to the perfect fluidity and precision that graced Calvin’s movements when he practiced. The dark haired man spoke, “Welcome Grant.”

Grant nodded at him, “Hello Calvin.” Looking to his left, he saw the last two individuals that were waiting with them. Immediately to his left stood Kei Urashima, a Japanese candidate and good friend to Rene’ and Grant. Kei was a medium sized young man with short black hair that he wore messed up. He wore glasses and before he had been taken to Kodiak, he had been trying to gain entrance in Tokyo University, a dream that he was apparently having some problems with. The 4th child of a couple that ran a hot springs resort somewhere in Japan, Kei was one of the nicest people at Kodiak, if not a bit of a klutz. Kei had a bad habit of wandering into the girls locker room when he spaced out and had been slapped by Sylvia and several of the other girls more times than Grant cared to count. Grant had found a good friend in him though and he, Kei and Rene’ would often while away the evenings playing video games in the recreational rooms.

To his left stood Juan Perez, the one of 2 Hispanic candidates among the 30 and the last member of their group of friends. Juan was a brown skinned man with a goatee, dark eyes and short curly hair. He was slightly overweight and tended to wear baggy clothing to hide his size. His extra girth probably had something to do with his cooking ability. When the six friends had first started hanging out together, Juan had volunteered to make dinner for them one day, commandeering the use of one of the stoves in the south kitchen and making them dinner. Grant had never eaten so food so delicious. Everything that Juan brought out to them was beyond good. Grant had no idea what most of it was but he knew that it was all good and he had eaten way too much that night.

They all greeted him in turn and he turned and looked at the dock, where there was still no sign of the Beagle. “So what have you all heard about this new candidate. All I’ve heard thus far is that it’s a girl.” 

Sylvia looked out the window as well, “That’s about it. I heard a rumor that she was an American, which if it’s true will make 5 of you, the largest chunk of any one country. I suppose that will give you one more person to talk to.”

Grant shrugged, “Not necessarily. There are plenty of Americans out there that are jerks. Nicholas Standford is a perfect example of that.” Nicholas was another American here at Kodiak but nobody in Grant’s coterie cared for him. Nicholas was a tall blond man with piercing blue eyes and perfect, white teeth. He wore his hair long and was always messing with it. The man was an ass and was always talking about how wealthy his family was. Apparently, Nicholas came from a long line of oil barons and ha several huge mansions all over the US. It wasn’t even his arrogance that grated on Grant, the man was a bigot. He never talked to anyone from any other country. He had come to Grant early on to try and make friends with him and after he made a comment about the “barbarians” from Europe, Grant had not talked to him since. 

“Well, we can assume at least one thing, whoever it is will most likely be under 25 years old.” Calvin spoke up and everybody looked at him and nodded. It was strange but all of the candidates were young people, the oldest being 24. None of them had been able to figure out why this was but they had accepted the fact and assumed that they would find out why later on.
Juan looked at his watch, “5 minutes to go. I heard that the newest girl was some kind of genius. I also heard she was from the US, somewhere in the middle. Texas or Oklahoma I think.”

That took Grant by surprise. He had gone to school at Teiu Academy, a prestigious private academy in the southwestern corner of Oklahoma. It was also the university that his father taught at. If this girl was young and from that part of the world, there was a decent chance that she was a student at Teiu. The though excited Grant, as it would give him someone to share experiences with.

Kei parted from them and walked over the window, his arms crossed, looking up. “I wonder if she is cute?” The other members rolled their eyes. Kei had notoriously bad luck with woman and had never even kissed a girl. That surprised Grant, as Kei had made mention before that he had grown up around woman.

Sylvia walked over to him and popped him in the back of the head playfully, “Let’s just see if it is in fact a girl before you start making plans to trip and fall in her breasts.” Kei reddened and turned to look at Sylvia. “I told you, I tripped. I apologized for that already!” Apparently, from what Grant had heard, Kei had wandered into the girls locker room one day and was accosted by Sylvia. When she confronted him, he slipped on a bar of soap and landed head first in the middle of her cleavage. Grant could remember that the handprint had lingered for a while after that incident. 

Sylvia winked at him and looked out the window. Maybe 10 seconds later, the sirens in the dock began to go off indicating the approach of a large aircraft. Everybody in the observation room plastered themselves to glass too see if the Beagle had arrived. They waited with bated breath and sure enough, about 20 seconds later, they saw the ship.

The Beagle was the latest in stealth technology, a concordant project between the United States, Japan and Australia. The ship reminded Grant of the old F-117A stealth fighter deployed by the United Stats air force. It was longer though and thicker, with less of an angular look and more curvature. The Beagle was capable of entering space and reentering Earth’s atmosphere at will, so it was spaceship and not a place but what made it so remarkable was the technology employed on it. The United States had built the frame and the engines, employing the same 3rd generation hydrogen engine found the in the F-42. The plane was capable of making it from New York to Tokyo in 35 minutes if pushed to it’s limits and took the stress fine. The Australians had provided the plane with most advanced sensors array ever seen to man. The Beagle knew when a plane lifted off the ground several hundred miles away and as such, was well protected from any danger well in advance. 

By far the most impressive pieces of technology on the Beagle, at least visibly, were the Japanese contributions to the plane. The entire skin of the Beagle, upon command of the pilot, could take the appearance of whatever was around it. As such, the plane appeared to disappear right in front of your eyes. It was the perfect stealth technology and reminded Grant of the old cloaking technology he had seen in reran Star Trek episodes. The other piece of technology that had blown Grant away, was the transporter. Another recent invention, designed by all three countries but built by the Japanese, allowed the Beagle to transport up to 5 individuals at time into the plane from up to 4 miles away. 

The other strange part of the ship was the name, until Grant had remembered his history. The Beagle was the name of the ship that had taken Darwin around the world on his historic voyage when he had first theorize evolution. Since the ship was the latest in evolution technologically for the human race, it fit well. 

The doors at the top of the docking column split and opened and after a moment, they began closing. A moment later, there was a shimmer in the air and the Beagle began it’s descent to the floor, the loud screaming of the hydrogen-slush engine audible through the glass. The ship dropped and landed on the bottom floor of the dock with little ceremony. As soon as the engines wound down, techs and other engineers ran out and began the maintenance procedures necessary after each flight. After a few moments, a door on the side of the plane opened and a ramp dropped down from underneath the door.

The first to appear was Akira Shimada, the mysterious Japanese young man that Grant had seen wandering around Kodiak. Grant knew that he and Rene’ had talked before but other than that, everyone knew little about him. He started stepping down the ramp and then she appeared. She was Caucasian, that much was to be certain and Grant wondered if the rumor about being an American was on target. She was attractive, that much was to be certain. Petite, with long thick brown hair and ample curves in the right places, she was easily one of the prettiest among the 30. Grant heard Sylvia, who was quite attractive herself snort and he smiled to himself. She looked out the door of the Beagle with wide eyes full of wonderment and Grant’s heart went out to her.

He could remember when they had brought him here. He could remember the confusion and wonder at everything that was going on. He knew that right now, the new candidate had to be quite overwhelmed. Akira walked back up the ramp and said something to her. She nodded and they began walking down the ramp and toward the debriefing room that Grant knew was where she would get the strangest news of her life. As she entered a door underneath the observation area, all 29 of the candidates already there looked at each other and a singular though seemed to occur to all of them. They all tried to run out the door at the same time and promptly formed a human traffic jam at the door. After a moment of pushing and shoving, they were able to push through and the 28 person stampede began it’s way towards the hallway outside of the debriefing room. 

As people parted before them, they rounded a corner and started making their way again. Unfortunately, when they turned the corner, they did not see that the tile in that area had been recently mopped and they all promptly skidded on one foot into a wall. It was then, in that human pile that Grant noticed that all 28 of them were not running. Calvin had been calmly walking behind them and as they were groaning and untangling themselves from each other, he walked over to them. “You know, if you walk, it would probably make the journey much safer. The young woman is going to be in that room for at least 2 more hours.” With that said, he began his slow walk down the hallway and past them. Grant rolled his eyes and picked himself up. He rubbed his behind where it had smashed into the wall and saw Kei rubbing his face where Sylvia had slapped him. Apparently, he had ended up tangled up on top of her in a slightly compromising position. They all stood up, brushed themselves off and began the journey again. Grant could only wonder what this girl was like but he knew one thing, she was in for the wildest ride of her life.
