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THE GUARDIANS OF SENTIENCE
***Prologue***
Long before the current day, some tens of thousands of earth's revolutions around it’s sun, came a gathering of those at war and at peace across the galaxy. This gathering was comprised of representatives from those worlds who ultimately combined to form what came to be called ‘The Galactic Civilization’. Initially, the most ancient and peace loving of these worlds/civilizations had sent the first representatives who met in council, and who had come to one foundationally universal agreement… That they and the worlds and systems they represented were tired of the wars and bickering of the newer aggressive powers, and so after consulting with their individual own world’s councils, had formally agreed to join together to form the nexus of what they then decided to call ‘The Galactic Council’.  
It was only after their first formal meeting, and vote to decide which of the other civilized worlds within what was decided to be The Galactic Civilization’s sphere of influence, did they invite other representatives for membership in the newly formed Council.

 The first item on the Council’s agenda of course, was the initial and timely composition of the enforcement arm of The Galactic Civilization that they represented. This enforcement arm was what was to become known as ‘The Guardians of Sentience’.

As one of the main reasons that this vast network came soon to be the true power in the galaxy, was the sad necessity at first…to by might if need be, subjugate to the Council’s will, the warmongering powers, to either fall in step and toe the proverbial peaceful line, or be truly subjugated. 
Being "subjugated" meant that the offensive peoples would be constrained to do their assorted mayhems to themselves, or among themselves, and not be allowed to impose their uncivilized ways outside of their own planet(s) and the space it was agreed was theirs to control. 

These hardhearted ones, might find themselves to be pariahs among their more civilized neighbors, with limits on trade and other embargos designed to persuade them to comply with the Council 
After longstanding peace within their sphere of influence, it came to pass that the Galactic Council and the Guardians who enforced that peace, came to the conclusion that they did not necessarily need to 
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subjugate aggressive species after they developed interplanetary travel. They could perhaps subtly bend developing new species to their concept of civilized will, if they took a hand before time to guide the beings towards what was deemed to be a peacefully civilized state, during their developmental eras.

In this way came the individual Guardian assigned to watch over, guide and guard from themselves or others…a developing species. Each such were chosen especially as they had qualifications above that of being a simple peacekeeper Guardian. They had qualities that would hopefully subtly guide their chosen species towards qualifying to have their own representatives in The Galactic Council.
Each such Guardian (if possible) had to have an appearance that would  blend in with their charges…more or less, so to interact unobtrusively as need be, with that planet’s developing body of entities.

One such was Jaxx, chosen millennia ago to be the Guardian of a species that after much deliberation, had also been chosen to merit attention, versus possible self-annihilation via their warmongering among themselves. He was humanoid, having his progenerators develop in like manner to which the species for which he was chosen to guard had come. Almost as important was that he had volunteered for such service having no immediate friends and/or family ties to restrict him.

Volunteering to be in a suspended state for thousands of revolutions was not something that one did lightly. Nor did the Council take it so. Every effort and safeguard was taken to protect these heroes who chose to give up their own present lives and futures, against the uncertain future of a species in its early development. It could not be known if those they sacrificed so much to watch over were even of a certainty…to come from the muck to become anything that could be defined as a unified planetary civilization. 
It was another question entirely, whether they would or could qualify to ever become members of the Galactic Council.
Vast and enormously powerful Transports were designed to monitor and safeguard these Guardians during the developing years of a species that had been chosen to be safeguarded.

They often slept for millennia, while their ships AIs (artificial intelligences) monitored the species for which they slept. Only in the event of a cataclysmic event or threat of annihilation were the Guardians to be awakened from suspension before a race had advanced to where interplanetary travel was possible.
The Transports were spherical in shape as the most effective use of space, when their design purpose was to be able to monitor or take action in any direction around them. They were not designed for effective atmospheric travel in whatever gaseous atmosphere, like for instance; air. Hence their shape was not aerodynamic. Not that it mattered whether they were streamlined or not, when air resistance versus their thrust ability limiting their speed, was not a factor considering how powerful they were. 
As big as they were however, it need not be said that the Guardian Transports could and did move faster by far than anything a new civilization could boast. 
Of old, Transports and most other commercial or private interstellar ships had still been streamlined for planetary gases, as some inter-planetary ships still were. But the solar and debris shields were now so strong on even a puddle-jumper inter-planetary ship that streamlining for atmospheric resistances was not a factor, except that a streamlined type ship was so much more pleasing to the eye.

The military shields on Guardian Transports of course, were much more powerful, while their main armaments were such that even using them while within a planet’s atmosphere was essentially forbidden.
Vast were the Transports, able to charge their collectors from anywhere that generated power. From the stars and local “suns”, or the cores of the planetary bodies that sheltered them during or through their Guardian’s suspension periods, they gathered energy.
The universe is also vast, however. Other ancient powers far less inclined to harbor and encourage the development of peaceful sentience were in existence in strength outside the space under the Galactic Council's protection. Only under supervision were these allowed for trade purposes inside the protected space. One such species, were the Krog. They too had interstellar travel and had been around  for millennia. They often, when coming across a burgeoning species who had ignorantly raped their own planet’s resources to the surface, brought an armada of their own enormously powerful Krog mining ships who easily just took the already mined ores, metals and other planetary resources from the indigenous species.

Why mine for yourself when you can just wait a few hundred years for a newfound planet, or even a newfound and far weaker than the Krog, interplanetary systems inhabitants to gather the easily reapable metals and minerals to the surface? Transports, whether on land, on liquid, or in air or in space, were a boon to the Krog, and worth waiting for their development. 

Then also if the Krog were lucky, the indigenous species might just kill themselves off with something like nuclear war, or perhaps use biologic weapons on their opposite factions. This in addition to when the Krog had repeatedly seen species still planet bound, kill themselves off by polluting their planet, or destroying their ozone or other layers that protected them from the harsh rays of their planet's sun or suns.
Then, were planets that the Krog found that hadn't yet gotten to their individual industrialized ages and ripped their resources from under ground to the surface. In such cases the Krog could and did just wait awhile, a few hundred years perhaps, and basically just go elsewhere on their list of planets with more advanced industrialized civilizations pillage their resources. Any surviving inhabitants of such planets only had to fear their metal-less buildings and such collapsing on them as the mining ships gathered their harvests skyward.
That is unless….their was a lot of metal in the indigenous population’s bodies…in which case they too would be reaped skyward. 
This was even sometimes a favored tactic as no one would be left to complain in the event some power like the Galactic Council arrived for them to even complain to in the first place.

The Krog were one such scavenger race of their own Galactic Civilization, and had been around for even longer than that upstart semi-protective gathering of fools….The Guardians of Sentience, or the Galactic Council that they represented.

The Krog knew from long experience, that there were planetary bodies under the eye of the Guardians that had within just the last few thousand years after destroying themselves, again come from the Stone Age to the Metal/Industrial Age, where they thought of themselves as civilized, and were just ripe as could be for harvesting, if the Guardians would just give up and leave them to their fates.

Then there were brand new species with planets that were just being mined for resources that had never before been tapped by their now extinct forbearers,  to where some of these ores lay close enough to the surface for extraction by Krog mining techniques.
The Krog literally drooled at such thoughts and possibilities, as these planets could be mined by them from above the easy way, as their probes could reach and extract minerals on or close to the surface, without waiting for the undeveloped inhabitants slow and crude mining efforts. 
Then came Krog plan B (so to speak), to where minerals close to the surface had been mined by the inhabitants, or reaped in turn by the Krog, who would wait a hundred years or better even millennia, to return to reap again what their victims had now had to mine from deeper in the bowels of their planet in order to keep some level of industrial civilization. 
However, bumping heads with the Guardians was against policy. Profits dictated that what you could get without coming to their attention, was the order of the day, or perhaps…the century.

But then again, it was a Krog consensus that in the last ten thousand or so revolutions, it seemed the Guardians had been getting a bit blasé about watching over the space that they claimed.  While irrefutably the Krog mining ships had to forage further and further away from the nexus of their own Galactic Civilization.

The ancient Krog race, had seen civilizations wax forth, and then come to extinction. In some instances they actually planned their own civilizations sustenance upon the failure of other sentient beings resilience, to simply survive the passage of time.
Beings would become so long lived because of their technologies, that they would cease to pro-create. Some after having lived for millennia and experiencing all that their sphere/plane of existence had to offer over and over again, they looked forward to finding out something new after death, which hopefully would see them in their concepts of Heaven.

If not, Oh Well….oblivion then. They would put themselves to sleep, never to wake up, and their civilizations would die out, and the Krog could move in and get it all.

The Galactic Council and their Guardians could say nothing in these instances.
 The Krog, were the epitome of the known Universe’s ultimate scavengers. 
Truly though, they planned so far in advance of anyone else to insure their futures and continuity, that if one could access their predictabilities for anyone less advanced, it would be a serious boon for any who could access their Mining Prediction Database.

At this point in the ancient Krog galactic or universal strategy, it wasn’t known whether the Krog were even aware of what thousands of years before their forefathers had predicted or preordained for them to do, or whether actually they cared.

They just rolled along according to what had been supporting their civilizations for millennia and who or what got stomped on in the process did not mean a whit to the hundreds of worlds that comprised the  Krog Galactic Civilization powers.
Yet…a few on the Krog Civilization Council, that actually dictated current and future mining events, knew that the Guardians were softening by virtue of their trading ships supposedly accidental incursions into areas under the Galactic Council's protection. That some of these went without any overt responses from the Galactic Council's Guardians of Sentience was not universally known. 

These few of the Krog Council, had for several hundred revolutions been orchestrating these trespasses to where some felt it was time to send in a mining ship or two to elici responses, if any. Conclusions could then be made about whether to move in on the worlds within the Galactic Council's supposed sphere of protection.

CHAPTER ONE

Guardian Transport number 78045 was in essence, talking to itself.  Or at least the two AI's (Artificial Intelligences) that comprised the ship's brains were communicating with each other. In this instance there was a debatable situation to come to a conclusion about, and their programming was for one to propound the 'pros' (for) side of a debatable situation/question, while the other AI took the opposite side of the debate… the 'con' (against) side. 
As artificial intelligences, they were designed to arbitrate and take actions as needed short of waking it’s Guardian.

It had a…what you could call a female and male counterpart to hopefully address any conceived intellect that any species would evolve to. In this way it addressed each other and came to conclusions.

'Ka', was the designated female voiced AI. Pronounced: Kay.

'Ki', was the male voiced AI. Pronounced: Key.

If the two of them, ie: AIs (artificial intelligences) could not resolve or conclude something, then the Guardian could be awakened, if the situation warranted.

Most species fizzled out on most mud balls that could host a sentient being in any event, so that a Guardian even being awakened at all, was an iffy thing at best.

That was not to be the case on what the indigenous population on this particular world had burgeoned into over so short a span as a few thousand years, as far as the two AIs could discern on transport 78045.

It had been quite a while, even for the receiving capabilities of the AIs using the Transports most powerful listening gear, since they had heard broadcasts from the Galactic Council of the Guardians. Meanwhile things were shaping up on this planet to where it seemed that thermo-nuclear war was inevitable.
So, not being able to send or receive advice or instructions to or from the Galactic Council meant waking their on-board Guardian, whose life-span was cherished, and whose life clock (so to speak) would start ticking away the moment he was brought out of suspension. 
Also, and not at all as a minor detail…transport 78045 had for several thousand revolutions known that what could be called metal detectors had emanated from distant probes like unto what the Krog were known to use when searching outward from their own galactic nexus. 
The thing was though, that the probes 78045 was detecting were being directed inward directly toward the planet Guardian Transport 78045 was upon, and worse, the probes were coming from different sectors. This meant that several manned or unmanned Krog ships were targeting the planet whose inhabitants, whatever their diverse languages, universally called 'Terra', or 'Earth.
The AI's agreed to use those names for the planet, as they came to the conclusion that the words also described the layer of soil upon the worlds surface that was not liquid, also sometimes known as 'Terra Firma'.
That these probes were directed inward to the galaxy and specifically toward the planet the AIs were charged to monitor and protect, was not in itself grounds to awaken the Guardian, as Guardian Transports were theoretically well able to handle even several Krog mining vessels. One of the debated issues was that it had been many millennia, since the AIs had access to download any advances in technology from their own Galactic Civilization, much less find out about any advances in weaponry technology in other Civilizations.

 Then was the debate about waking their Guardian, over the questions and potential threats that could arise, from a combination of this world's internal thermonuclear war, and a potential simultaneous outside intervention by a marauding alien race, which was no small matter variable-wise, to be considered.
Awakening a Guardian was no small matter as their time of life span was as all carbon based life forms…limited. The AIs were not only there to monitor and protect the life developing on Terra, but to safeguard Jaxx's fragile life span, and take any action they were allowed to protect sentience, without waking and wasting the Guardians’ life span.  

The AIs had been talking to themselves and had reached no conclusions. 

The twain had detected through monitoring all the frequencies used by either public or government/military transmissions whether encrypted or in code or not, that fingers were figuratively poised over certain of the planetary powers buttons that would launch missiles.  This, the AIs knew surely meant doom for the developing somewhat civilized populations existent. 
There was also the possibility that a wayward missile might detonate in proximity to the Transport, as they lay buried in the deepest part of what came to be known in the primary planet’s language as the Marianas Trench.

78045 would of course survive, as they would long know of a missile approaching and take evasive actions. And, 78045 was built to survive far more technologically advanced weaponry, but even the possibility of being tossed about like an impenetrable huge rubber ball, could cause internal complications in some of the more fragile on-board systems, like Jaxx's suspension chamber, and indeed…though secured and in essence frozen, within the chamber, there was a certain point at which Jaxx's biology, frozen or not, was frail in comparison to the metals and other compounds that comprised a Guardian Transport. 

It was just unthinkable to expose their Guardian to the possibility of harm. The AIs agreed that even at risk of exposing their existence to the supposed planetary 'civilizations' that in diplomatic failure attacking each other would prove they were not civilized at all . The AIs agreed that having it proved by the warring factions, that this world was still barbaric, in spite of nuclear and other somewhat advanced technology, that the AIs would be justified in (if need be) exposing themselves to the inhabitants of the Mariana Islands, which were virtually right next door to where Guardian Transport 78045 lay buried in the deepest place upon the planet, seven miles below the surface of the Pacific Ocean in the Marianas Trench.

It was known to the AIs, that one of the Mariana Islands was Guam, and upon it was an American military base. Which was one of the planet's superpower's, and so, a definite target in the event diplomacy failed. 

So, in protecting themselves, and their Guardian, there was not much doubt that the enormous Guardian ship, would draw attention to itself from not only Guam, but the nearby mainland of another "superpower"; China. Then there were North Korea and South Korea, both boasting enormous forces for use by their warmongering leaders, as well as American, Chinese, and Russian navel battle groups and submarines, with a sprinkling of other nations vessels in the area. 
One of the directives that were ingrained into the AIs, was to not let a world know of a Guardian's existence unless absolutely necessary. And as the AIs were artificial intelligences, and it was known that beings in the long run would respond more favorably to a being of flesh like themselves…well, that was the Guardian's job should protracted association with the indigenous population be necessary. Stopping a thermonuclear war would certainly call for the transport to reveal itself, and perhaps long winded communications needing to be exchanged. 
Then there were the alien probes and/or ships inside Guardian warded space, and that they were specifically aimed at this world upon which transport 78045 warded…which was another entirely different matter. It was not forbidden for the Krog to be in Guardian protected space, or even to use their probes upon dead worlds, or upon worlds that the Krog had permission from the Galactic Council to mine, as the planet had been abandoned, or the original inhabitants had for whatever reason, become extinct. But the Krog probes could be very harmful or even deadly to a biological entity of even a hardy physique, and all the more so to a fragile being.
So, as things stood, the Krog were violating the Galactic Council's mandates of a certainty, and the AIs had repeatedly tried to contact the Council in that regard as well as about the looming threat of nuclear war among these industrial and mechanically advanced civilizations, that were yet backward barbarians in their social development.
As the AIs discussed the matter, two more powerful probing beams reached the surface of what the planets people called Terra or Earth. These were not long range scans, but from a Krog mining ship that had to be close by, figuratively speaking. Probably from within this solar system.
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Jaxx awakened, stretched and yawned. A few minutes ago he had been injected with drugs that were to put him out, in a supposed test of susceptibility.

How long had it been?

“Anyone else up?” He inquired of the AI controlling the space that he thought that he was still in at Galactic Central, among others who were also being tested, or being held in stasis for a Guardianship, and a Guardian Transport Ship.
“Yes Guardian Jaxx. We have been aware, and what might be called 'awake', were we human…for millennia. May I be of assistance?” The female oriented AI asked sweetly.
“When does my transport leave?” Jaxx inquired.

“Thirty seven thousand and twelve revolutions ago.” The informative disembodied voice responded.

“My goodness,” Jaxx answered with a puzzled shake of his head. “I do not remember embarking.”

“This is thought the best way to greet a Guardian upon awakening from a voyage. No departure memories, with a simple move in your instance, from stasis at Galactic Central Guardian Training & Orientation, to long term suspension aboard Guardian Transport 78045.”
"It is believed beneficial in the awakening process,  to remove the possibility of any farewell memories with friends or family, as you have long outlived them, and considering your particular suspension period, there is only the minutest chance that any one of you genealogy exists, or can be found" The AIs soothed in harmony together.

“Thirty seven thousand revolutions.? Quite a long nap I must say.” Jaxx stretched and shook his head to clear it.

“And twelve.” The AIs chimed in informatively.

“Wo Wo Whoa” Jaxx said after a moments gathering of thought. “What am I up for? What is going on that you could not handle?"
“A possible thermonuclear war is just one decision away to revert the inhabitants of this world that we were sent to be Guardians over, from an almost certain extinction level event, or at best a return to an Iron Age type civilization. However, a reversal to even a Stone Age type civilization would not in itself be cause for alarm, to justify a Guardian to be awakened. So, we would simply continue as before, to watch over the species development, until and if, the survivors learned rudimentary technological skills, and came again into an industrialized civilization, where they hopefully learned from the destruction of their first industrialized world cultures."  
"What we have discerned through this first development to this point in their history, is that this species develops it's technologies far ahead of it's own development to be civil socially, and so must predict that a new beginning for them will end in the same results…a too rapid advancement in technology and weaponry, with a much slower advancement in the social development needed to restrain themselves from using their technologies against each other."

Jaxx had been getting this information in the chiming voice that he had come to realize was the sound of both AI's speaking to him in unison. Then the feminine voice of  Ka spoke alone:

"Perhaps, had we been allowed to take a hand in this species social development in a positive way, while discouraging and even somewhat sabotaging their military applications of their technology, we might not be at this juncture. For as you know, Guardian Jaxx, we are simply mandated to take no action whatsoever, even if to stop their self destruction, unless that would lead to an extinction class event, which currently there would be no extinction threat, as some million or so of the existing billions would survive."

." Yes, yes! I know our mandates," Jaxx said testily, while looking around for a beverage as his throat was parched, not having had a drink for what…thirty seven thousand years?

The male voice of Ki took over. 

"But we have also detected the advance from initial probes some hundred turns ago to now manifest into more and stronger probes dictating the presence in proximity of at least one mining ship of the Krog, that by the strength of the probes is possibly within this planet's sun's solar system."
“Well… let's stop the whatever you called it…thermonuclear war thing, and give me a time frame for when to expect those Krog, if you have one." XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX & go to page 17  

Jaxx continued in a mumble mostly to himself, "Man…I thought they were just bad bed-time stories. What brought them back and here into our sphere of existence after millennia of revolutions, I wonder."
“We cannot reach the Galactic Council to inquire.” The AIs responded. “Nor have we even overheard communications from any passing traffic in some hundreds of turns.”

“Wait a minute!” Jaxx scratched his head. “Are you telling me that we are on our own and cannot reach the Council? How is that even possible? I mean how far out are we from the center of our Galactic Civilization, to where we cannot communicate, or to where there are no passing ships?" 
“We are at the very edge of what we know to have been Guardian warded space, and have no communications data, or secondary protocols for such an eventuality, as such was not thought to be possible.” The AIs responded.

“Boy oh boy! Well, show me the way to nourishment and stimulants, then to a shower and clean clothes, and then I will be asking you for some serious data so I can make some determinations, which frankly, and…you can log this, will be mostly guesswork without communications with Guardian Central or the Galactic Council.”
The male AI responded, "Guardian, we record everything, at all times, that we monitor."

Jaxx reflected that he had been given a tour in a small conveyance before embarking (or in his case being embarked), and seen a schematic of a typical Guardian Transport, but as the ship was enormous (some two miles in diameter) he had no clue now of where anything was. He knew that in the very middle, was the control chamber, and his living quarters. These were as far removed from the perimeter of the sphere that constituted the transport, as could be for protection purposes, but also was for ease of reaching anywhere in the ship, as when in the middle of a sphere the outside was the same distance in any direction.
The AIs were of course monitoring and recording everything, including Jaxx looking down at, and fingering his suspension suit and looking at the various corridors as if uncertain which to take to his objective.

As if reading his mind the female voiced AI said, "Your sleep capsule has kept you clean, and of course, hair growth or any other ageing is impossible within the capsule…"

"Hold it…hold it. Just because you don't know the enjoyment of a hot shower, or have a clue what hydro-therapy even means…Well, when I tell you to show me where something is, just do it, ok? And wearing the same clothes for thirty seven thousand years, clean or not, is not my style. Ok? And then again, even you know that this suit is not designed for comfort, or can even remotely be deemed "clothing" in any case, as other materials have been tried, but using the cloth for a garment that is implied in the word clothing, still remains the most comfortable."
"Certainly, Guardian…just follow my voice and the lighted passage ways as they come alight," Came the sweet voice of the feminine AI.

(This was another reason for a male and female oriented AI, as it was well known that sometimes Guardians had to be "handled", when they were recalcitrant, petulant, lonely, or whatever the voice of the opposite sex might soothe.)

“Guardian," Came the voice of the combined AIs, "The probes have just doubled, and are now coming from three different directions. One is the original that has been directed towards this planet for over a hundred revolutions. Its strength and location remains constant and is consistent with our records of the type of probe that comes from a Krog automatic unmanned fixed drone. These two new more powerful scans from two widely divergent locations must be from Krog mining vessels, as they are moving and getting stronger."

There was a brief pause. Then, "There is no doubt, Guardian…they are coming directly towards us."

"Get me something besides my feet to get me to the Control Center. You know…one of those carts that I did my tour in." Jaxx snapped.

He had hardly finished giving the order when he saw flashing lights coming from down the passageway that he was in, and here came a small, but obviously faster than he could move his legs…conveyance.

"How much time do we have before the Krog get here, and what is this Transports capability in stopping Krog mining ships?"

"Guardian, it appears that the Krog are obeying Galactic Council dictates in that they have slowed down to intersystem speeds. In fact, Guardian, they appear to be coming to a stop, like they are waiting for something. We must advise you Guardian…"

"Hey! Stop with the 'Guardian' this or that every five seconds and just call me Jaxx. Heck, there is no one else around so we know we are the only ones we could possibly be talking to anyway. Just say your piece without calling me anything for all I care. I know it is me that you are speaking to by process of elimination, if you get my drift."

Jaxx thought for just a second before adding, "You know what? Though I know that you communicate with each other electronically, and at speeds no biologic will ever come close to attaining, when in conversation with me, feel free to address each other audibly at a speed that I can be party to."

"Yes Jaxx," Both AIs chimed in unison. Then the male voice continued with, "As you know we can function on multiple levels. We can fight a battle with the Krog's or any other race's on board computers at levels that as you say, no biologic entity could match, but as well communicate with you, and each other at the same time."
"Well, there it is," Jaxx replied. "Now, what was that, that you were going to advise me on?"

"Simply, that in all probability the Krog know that we are here as they have detected our return scans, and now that you are out of suspension, our dealing with them, whether hostile or peaceful, is in your hands. Of course though, we will automatically defend our Transport and you, without seeking your advice or approval, should we be attacked."

"Ok, but they are stopped now, right?

"Yes, in each direction of the two ships, they are about three of this planet's revolutions away at legal inter-system speeds."

"How soon could they be here if they really wanted to?"

"We do not know their full potential, but they are too close to build up to full speed and then to slow down. We can only guess that how fast they can arrive here is not the issue, but that their purpose and why they wait…is the issue."

"Yeah? And what is your best guess on that?"

"Our records show that the Krog can and will do anything they wish, including genocide, outside of the protection of the Galactic Council's sphere of influence.  Under our protection areas though, the Krog will wait for a species to exterminate itself through war, for example. Or, they might just wait for a planet's inhabitants to just stop procreating, while with life prolonging science, the populace all become what we call 'ancients', with thousands of turns of existence each, and then seem to just chose to go to sleep to never wake up. Then the Krog can move in, and take all that they want, with our Council's consent after an inspection for signs of intelligent life by a Council representative, or maybe even by a Guardian. Then there are still guidelines, for if within Guardian protected space, their agreement with the Galactic Council is that the Krog can take all of the surface metals and resources that they want, but they also have to clean up the debris, so the planet can still be used by neighboring worlds for crops, or a wildlife preserve, or for whatever other purpose besides being an eyesore sight of destitution and desolation. For instance, no open-pit mining that is left as a hole in the planet, and all that was exposed by Krog mining efforts must be made to allow living things to grow, and living animals to feed upon the growth."
"So, you think they are waiting for this planet's inhabitants to exterminate themselves, so they can just come in and have at it, all nice and legal?"

"Yes…Jaxx, except for the fact that our world scans show that at least one million of the indigenous inhabitants will survive their best efforts to annihilate themselves, by virtue of the fact that they do not yet quite have enough self-destructive capacity. This is why we were not going to wake you about the advent of this particular scenario, simply because we were only to wake you in the event of a self-destructive extermination class event. However, if a wayward asteroid were to even threaten a peaceful society maturing towards a world that could be included in with the worlds comprising the Galactic Council, then we would protect the innocent world from accidental, even partial loss of it's civilized and peaceful peoples."
There was a pause, and then the female voiced AI added in, "It is well to consider that even the Krog will not mine a radioactive planet, which this one will certainly be in the advent of a thermonuclear war, so the Krog must have other plans than to simply wait for the indigenous population here to make the surface minerals and metals radioactive for whatever time period the "half-life" of the radiation generated will be."

The male AI picked up where the females left off. "Even as ancient a race as the Krog, might find that that time frame is too long for them to wait out before returning. And then who knows who might have staked a claim on the planet by then."
"Yeah, I get it. So, our position is that if these, I assume humanoids, are a bunch of uncivilized war-mongers and want to kill each other off just short of extinction, then we let them have at it. And, hopefully when next the survivors come out of the Stone Age in several thousand years to inhabit what little of the planet is not radioactive, that they will have come to their senses."

"Yes, Guardian, however our records show that some species just keep repeating their mistakes as they are too predatory, and when in each period they reach a nuclear age before self destructing yet again, soon their entire planet becomes too radioactive for life. In such instances where a species has proven itself over and over again to not reach true sentience, we let them succumb from their own barbarism…..Guardian! Two more sources of probing scans are just now reaching this planet."
Having just finally reached the control center of the enormous ship, Jaxx said sourly, "Make a note to have robotics get me a cart with more speed and space to change clothes in. And by the way, where are all the maintenance robots? Have some of them activated and report to me here. Have one of them bring me some food and drink. Gee whiz, now give me some good news will ya!"

Detecting stress in Jaxx, the soothing voice of the female oriented AI chimed in, with unfortunately, yet more bad news.

"We project our power to be the equal to neutralize what we project is the offensive capability of two of the Krog ships before our own destruction, yet four of them now are on approach for us to guard ourselves and this world from, should you indeed decide to ward sentience on this planet, which all indicators show and have shown during the course of our presence here, to be continually on a mission of warmongering barbaric self destruction. To fight and probably lose a battle ending in our own destruction, merely to postpone this planet's inhabitants self-destruction, or their destruction by whatever method the Krog will no doubt use to annihilate them to the last entity, is contraindicated for any successful action on our part. In essence, the only success available to us it would appear, is to try to succeed in accomplishing our own survival, against overwhelming forces.”

“Yeah,” Jaxx growled low in his throat. “I have yet to decide that based on abandoning those I was sent to protect. But it sounds like they are about to kill each other off anyway. Energy food for me first, and show me a synapses of the last 100 revolutions of this planet and it’s species while I eat. Then I will decide whether there is anything worthwhile here to even be a Guardian over.”XXXXX
“We, your AIs, never came to agreement on that as a prediction, as the Krog's illegal possibly harmful probing of a planet inhabited by sentient, albeit barbaric beings, cannot have been authorized by the Galactic Council, who would surely have contacted us, or in the event that they could not, they would have sent an investigator to look for life here before granting a mining permit. So, we determined that this is an unauthorized invasion of the Galactic Council’s warded space, and nothing that has happened since has changed that determination, but only reinforced it." 
"Our requests to Guardian Central and the Galactic Council having gone out to no avail, determined your awakening to deal with the Krog predominantly, and secondarily to make a determination for us about what steps to take about what is happening on the planet's surface.” The AIs responded, again in unison.

They then proceeded to tell him about how and why they had decided to not awaken him, even in the event of thermonuclear war, as the species upon the surface were manifestly NOT ready to be in any way mature enough for even a like appearing biologic Guardian to sway from their self-destruction. The AI's also proceeded to inform Jaxx of their decision to extend their protective shield out to a fifty kilometer radius out from the Transport, no matter if doing so gave away their existence and location to the radars and other primitive scanning and monitoring equipment of Terran military forces that seemed to be inundating the immediate area. 
“One thing I can tell you right now,” Jaxx said, wishing he could flail some body language at a visible seeing in return biologic entity. “You could have given me a bit more time to decide the fate of a world, and whether to stand our ground against the Krog, if indeed we even have the power to do so in the first place!”

There was a brief pause before the ship/AIs responded in it seemed…a slightly miffed tone.

“We are at full strength. Going against us would spell the doom of any entities aboard any attacker unless we receive concentrated fire from weapons we do not know. We ARE a Guardian transport ship and represent all the might of the Galactic Council. None dare attack what we ward, without dire consequences.”


“I tell you what,” Jaxx advised. “The miners have already flaunted us according to you as for a hundred turns they have been in an invasion status into the space we ward, if not the specific planet or species we ward. So don’t get all full of flashing your badge around as a tool that is effective, as apparently it is not by virtue of the approach of four ships of the Krog.”
"It is our contention…" Responded the female AI, it seemed somewhat coolly, that had not the Krog known of our presence and our might, that they would be on this planet's doorstep right now and doing with it as they willed."

Continuing in a bolder more authoritative voice, she/it continued. "We did not err in our statement that we can deal with two Krog mining vessels. However, in that prediction, we are allowing for the most powerful and weaponized of the Krog ships that we are aware that are in existence. While also we are only projecting our capabilities at a minimum, so to not lead you into over estimating. We may well be able to handle all four of the Krog vessels, depending on each of their capabilities in light of the 37,012 years since we last had an update on the status of Krog technologies."
Jaxx opined, "No way would they just come into Guardian space and do whatever they want. A hundred of our ships would be here in a heartbeat."

"Jaxx, we have been trying to tell you that we cannot contact the Galactic Council, nor have we heard from any Galactic civilization ship for thousands of revolutions, never mind hope that from the void of zero response, that one of our own Guardian Transport class ships that could be of any assistance, just happen by to help us to ward this planet from four Krog ships."

"Didn't I just tell you to give me the good news? Aha! Here comes some!"

The arrival of six tall and powerful robots, which yet had humanoid sculptured metal faces, albeit with a bald shiny head, arrived. As they took their places around the perimeter of the control room in niches designed for their forms, the last of the six approached Jaxx with a cart with covered dishes from where delicious aromatic odors emanated.
"Jaxx, all four Krog ships have taken up an equidistant spacing away from this planet, and from one another, in an Earth equatorial belt oriented formation."

XXXXX 7/17/13"Whats an 'Earth'," Jaxx demanded, around his mouthfull of some unknown but delicious substance.

"It is the name we have monitored, that the inhabitants of this planet call it."

Taking a moment to swallow. "Speaking of which, what are these barbarians up to now? And how do you follow their activities?"

As a wall of monitors sprang to life with all their speakers going at once with a multitude of languages, Jaxx said, "Sorry I asked. Turn the sound off."

Immediate silence.

"Okay, now…who seems to represent the most powerful of the warring sectors or governments? And which of these babbling Earth people is who represents them?' Turn the others off for a bit, and turn the volume on that one on."

All the screens went dark but one, and upon that was the image of a very attractive humanoid babbling in some unintelligible language. The voice sounded sweet to Jaxx, and he said jokingly, "Too bad I'm thirty seven thousand years old, or she could have been my type." 
"Translate and program the learning equipment, um…whatever you call that gizmo, for that language, idioms, slang…whatever. Also, program for a general background course for the history of the primary powers and peoples on this planet. You know, the information that I might need to make an informed decision about this planet's future, and surely whether we should risk our own futures to save it, if need be."
"Of course Guardian. And for your information the simple "gizmo" that you are referring to is called an 'educator', which to some extent was being used to inform you of this, the primary language, and some of it's slang and idioms. You are now going to receive a comprehensive, rather than the customary minimum amount of information that a Guardian's memory is subjected to when it is not known whether the information will ever come of use by his or her awakening."

"Yeah thanks for the info, but you and I both know that Guardian criteria has nothing to do with our technical expertise and knowledge about equipment. That is what I have you and all these robot units for."
"Speaking of which have one of them get me something different to wear besides these 37 thousand year dirty pajamas." 

Jaxx, with a mouthful of whatever it was, sat in his command chair, and eyed the earth woman before him. A robot approached and placed a 'gizmo' on his head and the earthling's babbles became understandable.

Then a diaper commercial came on.

"Boy oh boy, this is going to be harder than I thought." Jaxx said to no one in particular.

Chapter Two
"Commercial break."

Denise pushed her chair back a bit from the anchor's desk, while make up came over and blotted tiny beads of sweat from her brow and here and there on her face and neck.

"Gosh, I'm sorry about the sweat," She said to the nameless make-up person that was on hand for this day's show. "It is the subject matter. I mean…we are sitting here talking about bombs dropping at any minute on our nation, and meanwhile we are talking about it from a major population area, which means we are going to get nuked possibly while we don't even try to get away from being on one of the bulls eyes!
"Fifteen seconds……five, four, three, two, one."

Denise picked up some new papers that had appeared on her desk, and then glanced at the teleprompter. She looked into the camera, smiled and said, "Good morning. This is Denise Williams for channel 22 in Washington. For those of you just joining in, here in Washington D.C. things remain tense, and all the more so as we understand that the President, and most of the upper echelon of our government have left the city for more secure locations." And I wish I had gone with them, she thought to herself during a brief pause while she shuffled her papers and pretended that something new besides the same escalation news was on them.

"The government is not alone as the general exodus from DC has the freeways at a snails pace…." Denise cleared her throat and looked up from her paper shuffling, where she noted to herself wryly that she had been searching for some solutions, or good news, but there just wasn't any to be had. Coming to a conclusion, she pushed her chair back, stood up and pointing at herself for the cameras to follow her, she walked around to the front of her anchor desk and stood in front of it with arms folded in an almost 'at ease' stance like she had learned in her days as a volunteer National Guard. 

The hell with this she was thinking to herself.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I am going off script, teleprompter, and going to say my own piece, as I with you within reach of this broadcast from DC, are on the primary target number one, right in the middle of the biggest bullseye for our nation's enemies, that exists.

You have all heard the phrase, "You had better bring a lunch." Well in this case the phrase is more than apt, as there are people who are literally dying in their vehicles from lack of water or food, as they sit in their cars for days going nowhere, while trying to get away from the eastern seaboard.

Now this is not to mention all of those who have run out of gas, and had to abandon their vehicles, which has also further choked the escape routes…if you can even call them that."

Denise paused and threw back her head to where her long red hair cascaded down her back, to look up at the acoustic tiled ceiling, as if from there, or possibly from Heaven, she might get some inspiration about what she was going to say next.
What occurred to mind however was nothing that had to do with her having her say in her own words about her own thoughts on the world crisis, as she suddenly became self-conscious about the probable display she was making of herself. 
xxxxx 
Denise was a petite five foot four inches tall, not counting the three inch heels that she normally wore, though even with those most of her co-workers towered over her. She was twenty eight years old.
The only parts of her appearance that she normally had to think about for being on camera, was pretty much from elbows on up.

So, her current display of a very curvy, yet slender frame, with skirt ending five inches above the knees, displaying legs enclosed in fishnet stockings, above high heels, probably took her down several notches from the all business type look that the station wanted, that could be seen when only seeing her from elbows up. Of course, a pretty face was almost a prerequisite for the job albeit the blouse and jacket were fairly business like.

She certainly had a 'pretty' heart shaped face, though she was more often described as 'cute', and her overall appearance as "charming". She had freckles and very white skin, that went with her natural red hair and green eyes.

 Xxxxx
"Denise!" Came a muted demand for attention from off-camera. "What are you doing?"
Denise looked over to see the director waving his arms at her, for attention, and behind him was the station manager.

She waved them away, as one would a fly or any other unwelcome pest. She found and looked directly into the camera with the red light, and said, "I am sure you are aware, that here at Channel 22, we receive far more information from our sources, than you probably do there in your office or at home, and I am going to tell you what I consider the absolute truth, and why I personally am not on a freeway.
Denise had started pacing back and forth across the front of the twelve foot slightly curved anchor desk, while she formulated how to put her thoughts into words. She knew that they were probably going to be her last words on air with Channel 22, so she wanted to get it right.

She stopped pacing, and turned to approach the camera which had been following her, and said, "Please listen to me. There really is no place to drive to, even if you had a week to do so, that would be safe. If you escaped the direct explosion and a millisecond of light within which I doubt you would have time to register pain, the radiation fallout would end you slowly while in excruciating agony. 
The predictions by our best, are that those who survive will be those who have a shelter stocked with a hundred years of supplies, and that includes air and water. Then there are those who might not be exposed to radiation fallout who live in isolated pockets where thermal or other natural barriers to outside the pocket poisoned airs, cannot reach in to get to you after the fact. 
The majority that will survive however are in the Arctic or Antarctic regions, who are already used to conditions like the nuclear winter that is going to occur when the dust from a thousand and more hydrogen bombs blow upwards to stop the sun from warming our atmosphere."
Denise stepped back from the camera, turned and walked back to her desk, around it, and sat back down in her chair, grabbed the edge of the desk and pulled her self back to her normal position behind it.
"I am sure they will let me go for telling you all that, but folks, I just want you to know that you should stay home and make your peace with your family and friends, and surely with God unless you have a shelter that is good for one hundred years, or can get to one of the Poles, where you have an Eskimo friend to look out for you."

"This is Denise Williams for Channel 22, in Washington DC. Thank you and good evening."

She got up from her desk, and as some of the ultra bright camera lights and overhead spots were turned off, Denise could see that all of the crew members, and others who habitually hang around a live program, were all just standing still and silently looking at her.
Suddenly, one of the cameramen began to clap, and soon it seemed that everyone in the room was clapping, while through the doors from the offices around the station, came in others who helped compile the news, but also regular programming people that worked on things for the station like their sitcoms….It seemed whoever had caught the broadcast wanted to congratulate her for taking the 'bull by the horns', so to speak. It was all summed up by Robert Sullivan, the Station Manager, who shouted for quiet, and then stood on a chair to make a short statement.

"Friends and fellow workers," he said. "After weeks of escalating conditions, and the bitter knowledge that like rats in a trap…we don't know what to do, or where to go, or who to ask about either, when there seems  no one with answers…Well, for the first time, after listening to Denise bare her heart, I believe that I…and I think by seeing you all in here now share my thoughts and feelings…Well, I think that because of Denise, that we all have a bit of peace that we didn't have just a few minutes ago. Personally, I am going to go home, hug my wife and kids, call my mother-in-law and apologize, and then go up on my roof and paint a bullseye!" 
Laughter, clapping, and whistles greeted this statement, and where just a short time before was fear and confusion on every face, there were now smiles and grins, albeit grim smiles and grins.  

Just then, a door at one side of the studio burst open, and a headset wearing young man spotted the Station Manager and hurried over to him.

"Sir, New York called to say they are going to go National with Denise's broadcast. They also want to do an interview with her."

Just then the Station Manager's Executive Assistant, Jane Thurgood, who herself came in and said, "Bob, it is the President on the line who wants to speak to Denise."

From surely being fired for airing her own opinions, when her job called for "just the facts", and she had just done her own show, so to speak. To all the applause, the Station Manager's accolades, recognition from New York, and now the President on the phone…to say Denise was flabbergasted, was an understatement. Jane had to literally shove the office cordless phone into her hand.
"Hello…Mr. President. Is that you really?" She said into the phone as the entire studio edged in to surround her eagerly. Something dropped and seventy something shushes come out of seventy something mouths simultaneously.

"Yes, it is really me." President John Ambrose replied with a deep chuckle. "Is this really the Denise Williams that I just saw telling the country to not bother to run as there is no place for them to go?"
Denise stood up straight, and again as the National Guard had taught her, was almost at attention like she would be if a superior officer was addressing her, and certainly if he was "dressing her down" for some thing improper that she had done.

"Yes Sir, that was surely me making a fool of myself." She responded.

"Not at all…not at all." The Commander in Chief replied. "You are in fact absolutely right…
"Sir, do you mind if we put this on speakerphone here at the station, as at Channel 22 everything we do is a team effort, and unless this conversation is concerning National Security or something, my entire studio is listening in at my end anyway."

"I tell you what," the President said. "I will call you back in fifteen minutes, and lets see if you can't just put our call on the air, never mind a speaker phone. How would you like them apples?" And again came the deep chuckle for which this President was known for.

"Just a sec, Sir." She said and looked over to her Station Manager, who as you could hear a pin drop in the studio, and being he was standing expectantly about one foot away from her could hear every word the President had said...well Denise barely had time to start to ask…"Bob, the President said…"
"Are you kidding me Denise? In five minutes I will have this conversation live through New York across the country interrupting anything else that is on air on all of our stations! You can tell him that!"

"Denise, who hadn't bothered to cover the mouthpiece on the phone, heard the President chuckle again, before he said, "Denise, have your boy Bob there, I think you called him…burglarize some more of our conversation right now."

Denise furiously waved Bob back in close by pointing to the phone.

"Ya both there?" President John Ambrose asked and assumed. "Well, listen up. I am not making this call to help Channel 22's ratings, and nor should you be at this point. We are facing annihilation to where the only ratings we should be worried about is whether we rate going to whatever is our idea of Heaven. So listen up. I will give you an hour before I call back. Um…lets see…lets plan for eight o'clock DC time. Now, the reason that I am giving you the extra time to get ready even though Bob there says you can be ready in five minutes, is that I want you to rope in all the Networks and their affiliates that you can. Then you should air Denise's impromptu performance just before I call you at eight, so the viewers and radio listeners know who inspired me to do this what? Interview? Discussion? Atta-girl? Well, whatever you want to call it, short of a State of The Union Address!" There was the Presidential chuckle again.
There was a pause and then some background noises could be heard from where ever the President was calling from. A few murmurings and indefinable muted mutterings, and then Denise and Bob could hear the President say clearly, "Yeah. Ok. Go with that."

"Sorry about that. It was a fairly important issue that I just made a decision on, but I tell you frankly that my broadcast communication with Denise is easily as important because as she pointed out…lives are being lost. Now one last nail I want to be sure I drive home, you two…the only 'exclusive' that is happening here, is that I am giving Denise Williams the exclusive right to be the only one I am going to talk to, listen to, or answer questions from. And I will be having every network monitored, and I better not hear that one of your affiliates called this an 'exclusive', because I am going to take that to mean that you care more about ratings for your network, than you do about the lives of potentially a million people who are going to die trying to find shelter from what might be coming, that just isn't there for them to try to find."
"I mean guys, they are already killing themselves across this county by the thousands each and every day."
"In this vein, this is a matter of National Security, though in this instance it is the opposite of things covered under the Official Secrets Act. Stopping or hindering the flow of this information that Denise and I are going to be discussing would be a traitorous criminal act in my opinion. So, Bob…do you understand and give me your word that you and your staff in DC will do all you can to do a nation wide all network broadcast?"
Bob leaned in to where his cheek was even closer to Denise's. "Yes Sir!"

Then the Station Manager told Denise, but to where the President could hear as well…"If you are done with me for a bit, I have a grip to do by eight o'clock, and without waiting for a reply, he jumped up on the Anchor's Desk and started giving orders.
Denise heard some more unintelligible conversation coming over the phone from the President's side, and then another chuckle.

"I assume you are still there, Lieutenant Williams?"

"Denise brought her full attention back to the phone, as she had one ear perked to hear what the Station Manager was instructing everyone in the studio to do. She could see that for one thing, not just the newsroom, with weather staff, and sports staff, were getting roped into things, but all the programming divisions. Every hour of the day almost, had a staff to air what was programmed to be aired, and as they all arrived from wherever they had offices in the building, they immediately started asking questions of those who had been in the cavernous studio before them.

Bob had in short order gotten on the phone and connected to the intercom system that could be heard throughout the building, and had ordered everyone but the front desk to report to the studio.

Mayhem ensued. However, Bob then got hold of the director's electric megaphone and bellowed for silence.
Xxxxx

"Per my Wartime Executive Powers, Denise Williams, I am reinstating you on active duty in the National Guard. I am promoting you to Colonel, and placing you on my immediate staff with the title of Public Relations Officer." There came that chuckle again. Then…

"Colonel Denise Williams, I have a nation at war to run, but will be calling you there at eight. One of my staff is already on his way over there to be your Aide, with a driver and military motorcycle escort. We were short of National Guard cars here at the White House, befitting a Colonel. So I authorized you a Presidential Limousine."
"Amazing what a President can do in a short time. Of course I had this ball rolling right after your broadcast. The FBI were most informative within two minutes of me asking them about you, and about your Patriotism. Talk to you at eight".

Talk about flabbergasted! Then it struck her. The President had slipped up, and she hoped no one else had been listening in on the office phone, as the President's staff had told everyone over a week before that he was somewhere off in an impregnable bunker somewhere out in the rocky mountains somewhere. And that scattered throughout and under the mountain chains of North America were the rest of the leaders of the government. This was specifically to point out to the Nation's enemies that pulverizing the Capitol simply to nail the leaders of the US government was an exercise in futility.
Yet, Denise distinctly recalled the conversation when the President said, "…here at the White House.", which meant that the President was not up under a mountain somewhere! And he had slipped up and said that on what was basically an open line, but at least it was the Station Manager's line to where not everyone who could push a button could listen in…except for one.

Denise pushed through the crowd and went down the hall and into Bob's offices, and there was Jane Thurgood on the phone. She just caught the tail end of Jane's last sentence:
"….yes, can you believe it, he is still at the White House."

Denise hurried across the waiting room area and snatched the phone out of Jane's hand, and spoke swiftly into the mouthpiece. "This is Colonel Williams, personal Public Relations Officer to the President of the United States. Who are you?"
Silence.

Denise said, "This is a matter of National Security, and don't even think by being silent right now that you are protecting your anonymity. We will find you and arrest you"
"Okay, sorry, I was just talking to my friend, I thought."

"Who are you?" Denise again asked.

"I'm Lora, and Jane is my cousin."


"Who are you affiliated with?" Denise asked, while straight-arming Jane back into her office chair which she was trying to get up out of in indignation. "Are you with any information distribution business whatsoever? Written, oral, TV, Radio….any news organization at all?" She demanded
Just then the General Office Manager's doors burst open revealing several camouflaged wearing Marines with slung M-16s. An officer strode through the double doors between them.

Denise had to do it…she didn't know how else to protect her Commander in Chief. She turned to whom she thought might be her 'Aide', noting the lieutenant's rank, and informed him, "I am Colonel Denise Williams." Then she asked the Lieutenant, "Were you sent here to help me by the President?"

"Yes, mam, um…. Colonel, we have been assigned to you under the National Security Act, and received our orders to assist you directly from the President himself."
Denise leaned over Jane's desk, with her nose almost touching Jane's, to emphasize what she was about to say, meanwhile still keeping the phone where Lora, Jane's supposed cousin could hear. "Listen up Jane, and you too Lora. Lieutenant, place this lady in custody until you have officially informed her that charges are pending against her for listening in on a Presidential phone call and overhearing confidential information and then immediately calling others and divulging what even she must have known was protected under the Official Secret's Act.
"Yes, mam!" The lieutenant strode angrily around the desk and took Jane's upper arm none too gently. "Sergeant, take this woman down to the car, and place her in the custody of our driver, the new guy. Lankershim I believe his name is. The Colonel and I will figure out what to do with her shortly."

Lieutenant Rick Styles had hauled Jane Thurgood to her feet during these instructions and had partially dragged the protesting Administrative Assistant around the desk where the good Sergeant relieved him of his burden and with a brusque shove towards the doors, propelled Jane in front of him while growling close to her ear, "Your big mouth has already gotten you in enough trouble. I advise you to shut your yap now."
Denise said, "Just a second Sergeant." Then she walked up to confront Jane again, who by now, was trembling visibly.

"Jane, did you by chance call anyone else besides Lora"
"No, no. I was actually on the phone with Lora before the President even called, and I put her on hold when I answered and got the cordless phone in to you."

"Yeah," Denise said disgustedly. "Then you hurried back in here to listen in on what you knew was a confidential conversation, and worse when one of the parties was the President. You are a stupid woman, Jane!"

"Okay, take her away, Sergeant. Lieutenant, here…" Denise handed another of the office's cordless phones over. "Would you please take down this Lora person's name, address, and so on. And then advise her that under the Official Secrets Act, in this instance…she really has the 'right to remain silent', and please send someone from the Secret Service over to wherever this gal is and her sign whatever in this type of case, Homeland Security uses for non-disclosure under penalty of a prison sentenc.
Lieutenant Rick went around the desk and took up a pen, and while Denise and the remaining private exchanged a handshake and introduced themselves, even though he already knew her to be Colonel Denise Williams, while his name tag proclaimed him as Private Jutland, she knew that she would be calling him by his given first name of Eric, if he was assigned to her for any length of time.
Seeing that her Lieutenant had gotten off of the Station Manager's offices cordless phone, and was already dialing who she assumed was either Homeland Security or the Secret Service, Denise held out her hand and they exchanged introductions all around as Sergeant Troy had just gotten back from his mission ensconcing the hapless Jane in the backseat of the Presidential Limousine.
CHAPTER THREE

The AIs had long since been monitoring communications on the planet. First with the invention of the telegraph. Then with telephone and other wired communications. And then of course, came all manner of wireless communications. Unscrambled, or supposedly impenetrably scrambled communications did not matter.
So it was a simple thing and not surprising at all to Jaxx that when Denise got her call from the President, he heard both sides of the conversation, just like a three way call.

"Now, this is getting interesting. Is this 'President' being some kind of an enhanced earthling, or the same as everyone else?"

"We have detected that only in the most industrialized of these factions, are there some individuals who are in essence experimental subjects of biologic tampering. There is some evidence that prosthetics are being implemented for use by the warring industrial-mechanical nations or factions, which are normally in use like in all Galactic Civilizations as replacements for defective biologic organs or limbs."
There was a momentary pause, and Jaxx thought that the AIs seemed to be communing silently with one another and coming to a decision.

"We have not had the subject you ask about, where we can examine him, but upon review of his many televised appearances, there appears to be no evidence to support any enhancements that makes him different from any other normal earthling. To lend credence to this supposition, is that we do not believe this planet's technology to the point yet where effective non-natural enhancements are even possible."
"Okay, so like on our worlds he was selected for his position, then?"

"Yes, Guardian. In reviewing our recordings of the last fifty years of this planet's revolutions around it's sun, and specifically for this warring faction's political process, we find that no enhancements to suit a contender for this leader's position has ever been implemented. No enhanced brain functions. No enhanced life spans, as there is a limit of only two terms of office consecutively is allowed. Each of which is only four revolutions, or 'year' as this faction's primary language calls it."
As more and more information had been pouring into Jaxx's mind by the educator headset, he said, "Boy, this planet's peoples are always at war with themselves! And this particular faction with this particular leader, the President, has it's leaders come from just about anywhere within their social strata, without any training of how to lead them!"
"So it would seem," The female AI responded, and Jaxx immediately noted the difference from when they both spoke at once in accord with a neutral non-gender oriented voice. Something was taking up the male oriented AI's attention.

"You know what?" I am going to name you two. I am going to call the male AI version 'Ti', and the female version 'Ka'", Jaxx told them both. "I have to call you something when you separate to address different things. Another thing is that since there is no one else around, you can really start addressing me by my name instead of by 'Guardian' all of the time."

"That is logged in as a limited order Jaxx," Ka responded. "But we can only do that in informal situations, as Guardian is your formal title, just like in any enforcement or hierarchy with ratings of those in command, such as 'Captains', Commanders, Counselor of the Galactic Council, etc…"
"Okay, okay!" Jaxx said testily. "But getting back to the subject of why earth people are in such a mess and constantly at war, well…my goodness, the educator is teaching me that they have leaders who come from fictional acting arenas, and then that their favorite source of leaders are those who led their military forces during previous conflicts. I mean, what can you expect from military commanders or actors, in orchestrating peace?"
"Guardian Jaxx," Ti's male voice interjected. "An intersystem class small vessel is approaching at legal speeds from one of the Krog mining vessels. I have been monitoring it's speed and trajectory for some period to determine it's approximate intersection point in time and location upon the planet's surface. I have also been monitoring your communications with Ka, and as this is shaping up to be a military situation, I am addressing you by your title, but with the added informality of using your informal name."
"Well, after all that legalism, you still haven't told me when or where upon the planet or above it their speed and trajectory will bring them." Jaxx said irritably.
Ka's sweet voice again came placatingly in response to Jaxx's irritable tone, "At the present course and speed of the vessel, it should be here within one half of one twenty fourth of this planet's revolutions on it's axis…"

"Hey!" Jaxx interrupted, whats the use of getting downloaded into my head all of these planetary terms if we are not going to use them in reference? You mean to say one half of an earth hour? Then say it!"

"The AIs switched tactics and in their neutral combined tone said formally, "One half of an earth hour is approximately correct, and with no alteration of their present speed and trajectory, we predict the vessel to arrive at the equatorial belt over what is called the American Continents, which are also the areas controlled in the main by the same leader we know to rule the most powerful faction on the planet. The President of the United States of North America."

"It seems everyone has the same idea about who to keep an eye on," Jaxx said, then added, Well, maybe that will simplify our monitoring process, as everyone is all in one location."
"Not so, Guardian Jaxx. The reason why in some cases you will only hear from one or the other of us is that we are being overwhelmed by having to monitor thousands of communications of twenty seven other factions and nations on the planet's surface, some of which smaller factions are currently at war within the boundaries of their own nation with each other! Then are the implications and threats between the nations, with sides being changed by some factions during the course of a single planetary revolution."
Boy oh boy, Jaxx was thinking. It is really hard times when AIs use exclamations in their descriptions. His studies of the history of the Guardians had numerous examples of how to mitigate things between planetary factions. Then also, in some cases where technology had far surpasses social evolution, and inter solar system travel had allowed still uncivilized species to be at odds with one another of the same species originating on the same planet, who had wars going on between the colonized planets in the same solar system.

"I tell you what, kids," He addressed both AIs and himself. I don't believe that I have ever heard of an indigenous species so bound and determined to fight their neighbors within the bounds of their own countrys, and/or within their continent, and/or upon their same planet."

"The time for the call between the Denise and the President is almost now." Ti said into a momentary silence as all three were somewhat digesting what seemed to be the impossibility of mediating peace, even using the brute force of the immensely powerful transport to enforce peace…on so many warring factions.

"Lets hear what the number one leader of the planet has to say about things. And hopefully what he says is about the global crises, and not just about the few who are in trouble in their conveyances, trying to escape what for them is inescapable." 
CHAPTER FOUR

Denise had spent the last half hour furiously trying to organize the forthcoming Presidential interview, while also dealing with the hole in Channel Twenty Two's command and organizational abilities by the removal of Jane Thurgood, who had been the number two in the station.

This was as Jane had acted in a way that bordered on treason to virtually almost any member of the military, she had been a very proficient 'Station Manager's Executive Assistant. 

Denise had been outraged herself originally when finding Jane divulging what was obviously classified and privileged information, and so too had been her Lieutenant, when he surmised the details of Jane's actions and the potential consequences, just minutes after Denise had burst into the office and caught Jane in the act.
Then Bob Sullivan had come in after hearing about "the Army" invading his office to hear in one sentence flat, how his Executive Assistant had once again been listening in on private conversations.

"Yeah," Bob agreed with Denise that Jane had it coming somehow, but then he added, "You couldn't just arrest the nosy busybody idiot after she helps up get lined up nationally and as internationally as possible for the Presidential interview, could you? Frankly Denise, you and I both know that Jane hasn't a mean bone in her body, and surely if she had time to think her way through instead of just succumbing to her purely nosy busybody impulses, she perhaps would not have rushed back in here and grabbed the other phone. I mean, the President was already on the phone when she handed it to you, and there was no time for her to think about Official Secrets Acts, or National Security, in her drooling rush to be able to say to her confidants, 'by golly I got to listen in on the President'." 

Denise thought it over and agreed with her now nominal boss, what with the President putting her on active duty and giving her a boost up the ladder by two rungs of military grade.

"Troy," she addressed her sergeant, "call the driver in the limo, and have her brought back up here and put her right back in that chair." Denise pointed to the same desk and chair that Jane had been evicted from just a few minutes before.

"And Troy," She added. "time is of the essence so hustle her butt up here and tell her she is on probation, and that she better be good at helping her boss Bob here to get every station, both radio and television that we can to broadcast the Presidents call at eight o'clock."

"Yes mam. I'm going to burn rubber and carry the broad if she can't move fast enough." A quick salute and the Sarge sped off down the hallway.

"Lieutenant, please call whoever you called to get a confidentiality agreement that threatens dire punishment, and get another one faxed here. Bob will give you the number. Oh yeah, Bob, this is my aide, Lieutenant Rick Styles. Lieutenant, this is my Station Manager Robert Sullivan."

Denise headed out the door for the station's switchboard, as Bob went into his private office and scribbled the Channel 22's fax number down, but leaving the door open.  Then he began to dial the first of  many hurried phone calls.

Lieutenant Rick followed Bob into his office, while once again pulling out his cell phone. He grabbed the sticky back slip from Bob that simply had the word 'fax' followed by a number, and returned to the outer office to make his call.
Xxxxx

The Krog had a simple plan as regards the industrial mechanical planet that was just ripe for the picking.

They had been probing and monitoring the indigenous barbarians for some thousands of revolutions, and based on their own experiences and records, this planet was so (what the Galactic Civilized Worlds called) unredeemable, that it was a forgone conclusion that when they had the technology they would destroy themselves.
The thing was, that all of the "dirty" weapons that they were going to use, in addition to their destructive of precious minerals already mined to the surface, was going to make what could otherwise be reaped at great profit, into useless radioactive or poisonous materials.

What a waste!

Yet the Krog knew that there was a Guardian transport still functional upon the planet, which must have been there for many millennia, while it's Guardian slept, and…perhaps still slept. The returned scans from the Guardian ship, of the Krog's own probes and scans of the planet from times long past right up until now, clearly meant that the enormously powerful Guardian ship was intact. And that it's AI's were still capable of operating the transport's systems…including it's arsenal of weaponry.
Four way vidaud meetings between the Krog mining ships had resulted in an agreement among them to 'on-site' confirm what had already been decided at far away Krog Civilization Headquarters about Earth, and the Guardian ship that potentially defended it.
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"Hello Denise, this is the President of the United States of America. Not that you did not know that, but for our listeners, hopefully around the world, but surely most that can within our county itself."

"Hello again, Mr. President. May I say to our viewers that though this broadcast comes through Channel 22 in Washington DC, that this is not a Channel 22 exclusive? And that per Presidential order, we encourage all of our viewers and listeners on our network's affiliates  in both radio and television to call their neighbors and family to tune in to almost any network or station to hear this broadcast, just in case our network is not represented in their area.
"You may indeed say that, Denise. And by the way viewers and listeners, since Denise seems shy to claim credit where it is due, the Denise I am being basically a talk show guest on, is Denise Williams, formerly just an hour or so ago of as she said, Station 22 in Washington, but now is reinstated to the military as Colonel Williams, my Personal Presidential Public Relations Officer."

A round of unsolicited applause greeted this statement from just about all of the station's not inconsiderable staff who were present at the live broadcast, even though all one could see by being present in the studio…was Denise on the telephone. 

But basically everyone was there, minus some who were still waking people up around the world to either set up what was needed to co-broadcast, or to simply just listen in on an existing station in their areas. One such was Jane Thurgood, when after having the gravity and potential of her indiscretion pointed out not too politely by the incensed Sergeant Troy, was adamant that she would get new viewers and listeners to tune in right up until the end of the broadcast. Besides, every speaker in the station and outside of it was airing the broadcast, and with her speaker phone going on one line, and another line going through her headset, she was still able to listen in to get the gist. 
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Unknown to the broadcasters were the alien listeners in both under the Pacific Ocean, and aboard a incredibly hostile vessel approaching at sub-light inter-system speeds out in space.

Xxxxx

"So, Mr. President, we may as well get to it. What do you want to say to the citizens of the world as the saber rattling continues from what we now call the "Anti-American Coalition." Denise asked.

"Basically…and this is specifically for US citizens…our enemies may indeed have finally come up with long enough range missiles to hit our country, but we know that their guidance systems are faulty. If they, for instance are aiming for Denver or Norad, they are just as likely to hit someplace in Utah. The bottom line being that all of our population centers and potential targets are just as likely or unlikely to be hit as anywhere else."
"Then what I stated before is true, in that people should just stay home and wait the situation out? Denise asked.

"Yes, that is our best consensus now." The President replied. "But don't forget the sad but true statements that you also said, that no one before you had the audacity to put into words." A very pregnant pause ensued before the President continued.

"In that the overwhelming inundation of nuclear blasts will basically poison our country's and in fact the worlds atmosphere for over a hundred years, there really are no places within our country's borders or out of it, for folks to drive away from and go to, to survive anyway. We are basically talking about the end of world civilization, if not indeed the end of the human race once our world is made uninhabitable. So surely our citizens and citizens of the world can see the futility of dying on roads an freeways from running out of gas, food, and water, trying to get somewhere safe, when there is no where safe."
Denise, and indeed the entire world who were listening in, had a very pregnant pause within which to digest this news.
So too was the broadcast listened to by both sympathetic and hostile alien ears. 
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"Okay, enough of this!" Jaxx exclaimed. "Patch me in to this conversation where I can have my say about this situation. In fact, whoever is broadcasting anywhere on the planet patch me in and translate for the specific languages. This guy might have tried to reach everyone, but I am going to do him one better."

Xxxxx

"Guardian vessel presently on the planet that we surround." A hollow echoing voice came over the speakers in the control center. " You perhaps do not know that your own Galactic Council has been disbanded when the bulk of your so called civilized worlds citizens grew so aged that the grew apathetic and expired of their own volitions. We, the Krog, remain to now control our galaxy and beyond. Abandon this planet or be destroyed."

"Guardian Jaxx, the Krog mining ships are moving in with an estimated time of arrival at outer atmosphere of two earth hours."

Man, when it rains it pours around here, Jaxx thought to himself, then asked the AIs aloud. "Can we sustain an attack from four Krog ships at once?"

"Thirty seven thousand revolutions ago when we knew the Krog mining vessels capabilities it was perhaps possible, but now we do not know what their advances in technology might have produced." The AIs responded.

"Well then, seems we might be able to use some help. Are we patched in to this President and Denise conversation and done an override of all known communications?"

"Yes, we are allowing communications to continue throughout the world, but we are patched in to override."

"Okay, here we go…"

Xxxxx

Denise had just been asking the President what he would like to say to the hostile forces arrayed against the US and it's fellow partners in the American Coalition, when after a burst of static, came a pleasant sounding voice.

"Hello, citizens of the planet you call earth. For thirty seven thousand of your years I have been sleeping in my transport under your oceans while my um…AIs have monitored your paths to become civilized and join the Galactic Civilization that I represent."

Jaxx paused to let that sink in, before continuing. "My purpose here was to protect you from yourselves, or from outside interference or hostile off world attacks. I have been awakened because both are occurring right now as I address your planet. Whatever your intentions towards each other are, and when, I can only surmise. But I tell you this, four immensely powerful Krog mining ships approach as I speak to you, with the intentions to mine your planet of all of it's surface and sub-surface metals. Any metals in your own bodies will be extracted as well and your kind will be extinct when they are done. You may respond to me now, President John Ambrose, and speak for your world."

"Is this some kind of joke, Denise?" the President asked. Then voices could be heard in the background at the President's end, while the doors burst open at the studio and a switchboard technician announce to all that every phone line and station had the same thing on the air.
"Is that right? Are you sure?" The President could be heard speaking to someone off line, in puzzlement.

"Every channel, station, phone line, and even our secure encrypted transmission signals!" came the 'someones' barely audible response, that in the silence that you could hear a pin drop studio, and indeed the civilized tuned in world…could still be heard clearly.

"Attention Krog!" Came blasting into the silence across the planet. "This is Guardian Jaxx of the Galactic Council. I know you are listening in, and I have something to tell you about your threat to destroy me if I guard this planet. An attack here is an attack on the Galactic Civilization, and we have already sent for help from any nearby Guardians, though we have the capability to defend this planet intrinsically." 

"Guardian," A whispering gravelly voice responded, Your vaunted Galactic Civilization has been no more for thousands of turns, as we told you before. You are virtually alone. Yet, we have still obeyed the dictates of your rules as we have known of your presence upon this planet, and do not want to destroy who perhaps is the oldest of living beings. Out of respect for you, you can see that we obey the guidelines of a civilization that has long not existed. We are in this system at inter-system speeds, and we have waited until these barbarians are going to destroy themselves before approaching. But we are not going to allow them to destroy or contaminate their resources before we mine them."

"Who is this…" The President sputtered.

"Animal, cease your noises." Came the Krog response.

"Krog, cease your advances on this planet until I can confer with my AIs about what to do in this type of situation."

"As we have waited thousands of turns, we will give you one revolution of this planet upon it's axis to abandon your Guardianship of these savages." Came the gravelly disembodied voice. "We will approach within orbital distance to halt their launching of their primitive contaminating biologic and nuclear weapons. We will mine the weapons, and their launch sites."

"Shut down all communications, except the primary one between the Denise Williams and the President." Jaxx commanded.

"President and Denise Williams, can you still hear me?" He asked. 
Denise responded right away. "Yes, um…Jaxx. Is that how we should address you?"

President John Ambrose was a bit slower to respond. This was as he had been living far underground below the Pentagon, adjacent to the theoretically sheltered from nuclear attack or the electronic disabling pulses generated by nuclear weapons…War Room. Then, as the alien/human conversation had progressed and the belief manifested in the President and his advisors that the alien presences were in fact real, the President had ordered the highest level of alert, which was only reinforce by the fact that satellite and land based radars had detected what could only be the approach of alien spacecraft. 

The normal buzz of the War Room was silent as all were waiting for what next would come over the speakers, which like those across the entire world had broadcast the conversations first between Denise and the President, but then came to be exclusively between the aliens.
As they waited, the President heard a tinny voice, and lifting the cordless phone to his ear, he heard himself being addressed. How just his phone worked and was no longer on 'speaker phone' over the War Room's speakers, he didn't have time to wonder about, as he heard Denise respond to the alien Jaxx.

"Hello," The President said into the phone. "I didn't know to listen  in on this phone, any longer as all the alien conversations were being broadcast anyway."
"Who are you calling 'alien'," Jaxx replied. I have been here longer than you have, it seems. Anyway, as you have heard, I and my AIs have apparently been here to enforce the will of a civilization that no longer exists. And before you even ask, my AIs had already informed me that they have not been able to contact my civilization for many turns. The other thing is that the Krog are basically honest and patient crooks, who wouldn't go against the will of the Galactic Council, or the Guardians of Sentience, if those entities still existed as cohesive operating bodies."
Jaxx paused a moment to listen to Ti, who announced that the four Krog ships were taking up station equidistant from one another around the equator, and that the smaller ship that Jaxx and the planet had been hearing from, had rejoined it's mother ship.

"Keep a bearing on the location of that mother ship mining vessel. I have a feeling that whoever was talking to us on the smaller scout vessel is the decision maker of the bunch." Jaxx told his AIs.

"What do you want from us?" The President asked. "I mean, is there anything that we can do, or is our technology too weak to even attempt to protect us from these Krog aliens?"

"Well, as I was getting around to…I don't have any legal standing here now. I am now just one being, and not a representative of the Galactic Council and enforcing the will of the Galactic Civilization. And, since you just said that you are probably going to make yourselves virtually extinct anyway…"

Jaxx let that sink in for a moment.

"But Jaxx," Denise interjected into the momentary silence. "The warmongers that are in power, and that threaten the entire world of predominantly peaceful people with annihilation, are the ones who should be made extinct."
Then he heard some other inarticulate noises from Denise.

"Translate that sound that the Denise is making." Jaxx demanded of his AIs.

"Our records show that the female is making sounds of either, sorrow, or possibly happiness. It appears that strong emotions can bring forth these sounds, and water from the eyes." Ka responded.

Jaxx could see on his monitor, which still showed Denise sitting upon the edge of her anchor desk holding the communications device to her ear, that the human female had water running down her cheeks.

"President, do you have water running down from your eyes?" Jaxx demanded.

"No, human men only rarely have that happen to them, though right now I feel like crying just like I can hear Colonel Williams is doing."

The President had used Denise's rank, to try to help her brace herself and be of use in communicating with the alien Jaxx, as something about her must have appealed to the alien for him to be monitoring her broadcast which ultimately led to him tying in to their conversation.
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Jaxx: Earth's/Terra's Guardian of Sentience
AIs: Ki is the male type, & Ka is the female type
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LIST OF OTHER TERMS:
Krog: An ancient mining scavenger race
Krog Civilization Headquarters: The Krog's ruling faction's location.
Galactic Council: The governing body of Galactic Civilization

Galactic Civilization: The worlds represented by the Galactic Council

The Guardians of Sentience: The enforcement arm of the Galactic Council.

A Guardian: A specific individual assigned to a Guardian Transport or Globe to safeguard a species from itself, or outside threats. 
Suspension:  The state of being in suspended hibernation.

Guardian Transport:  The Guardian Sphere or Ship 

Guardian Transport 78045 is Jaxx's ship
Krog Prediction Database:  What the Krog use to guide their efforts to insure their survival.
