
 
 



PRE-INTRODUCTORY NOTES 
 

Any resemblance to events, names, personalities or locations of this or other 
parallel universes is mere coincidence. 

 

*** 
 This work was produced spontaneously, with the aim of giving a biography to the 
avatar I use in the game STAR TREK ONLINE named FERNANDO ZECA CORINTHIANO, 
in scenarios where some of the most popular Science Fiction productions could be honored. 
 I started writing a short story of a few pages, and later other ideas came to me that I 
added to the initial one until I reached the result in your hands, edited to relieve stress, and 
amuse my readers  

I conclude by asking apologies for any inconsistencies between the texts, studies and 
drawings of my authorship, this is not the definitive version.  
 

AUTOR FERNANDO ZECA CORINTHIANO 
 
 

THANK YOU FOR YOUR TRUST and PRESTIGE UNTILL NOW. 

 

 

 

 



APOCRYPHAL PARAODIES 

 

PROLOGUE 

 

 

 

 
 In the deep darkness, Kali, Goddess of destruction and renewal, prepares to further 
propel the violent wheel that will transform all life in the universe, and as a result of these 
terrifying events, pain, death, hatred, and violence will be inevitable. 
 Concomitantly with the impulse that will give such pandemonium, one of the several 
arms of the divinity, working in synchrony with other members of the body, extended itself 
through fantastic domains, leading to a human couple who were at the height of their love, 
a powerful and very well prepared seed that would develop in the fruit of that union, to fulfill 
its own destiny in the future,  watching over the survival of the remaining order, destroying 
the enemies that hinder the peace, which in the future will be threatened and successively 
reformed, until the end of all time. 
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INTRODUCTION 
 

2192 
 

 ANNEX SECTION in the PRESIDENTIAL OFFICE of the FEDERATION of UNITED 
PLANETS  

 SAO FRANCISCO ï CALIFORNIA  
 

*** 
 
 
 That night, the already bright city sparkled even more, due to the festivities, resulting 
from the change of the Presidency, of the Federation of United Planets, whose powers would 
be passed from the hands of the current president, one of the Founders of the Institution, to 
his Successor. 
 In front of the living room window, the future former president Johnatan Archer was 
finally able to contemplate the landscape, after separating a few personal belongings that 
he would take away with him, since, in thirteen minutes, from zero hour, his government 
would end. 
 Only at that moment, after much work, would he finally relax to reflect, and make a 
general balance of his legacy, in which the United Federation of Planets (an alliance between 
races from different planetary systems, which increased its sphere of power throughout the 
galaxy.  
 This conquest, which did not come effortlessly through a complicated, thorny path 
and, totally different from the predictions in the manuals and regulations in which many 
infallible plans failed, charging high for the attempts. 
 However, in this period the principles that would guide the future work of expanding 
and maintaining the ideals of the Federation were established throughout the galaxy. 
Something that, from then on, President Archer himself would no longer be directly involved.  
 Even if, much more, he could have done, or fewer decisions, left to the successor to 
decide, now there was the feeling of accomplishment. 
 Mistakes and successes would be corrected, or perpetuated, by the next 
administrations... 
 Even so, President Archer would miss that pleasant air-conditioned, clean and well-
organized environment where he worked for a long time without even enjoying the luxuries 
available in the various annexed sections of the Presidential Office, so that, even his diet, 
during this period, was extremely regulated, not even allowing the ingestion of alcoholic 
beverages, whether legal or not.  
 His belongings were on the table, ready to be dispatched, thus already freeing up that 
section of the Cabinet for the next President.  
 Among the items: the bottle of Brazilian Cacha­a from Minas, which he had received 
from a friend, and was still sealed. 
 He knew that just one sup of the drink was capable of changing the moods of the 

connoisseur, so he did not taste it, even so as not to lose the 
clarity of command, which he considered indispensable for the 
performance of the functions in the presidential office, thus 
reserving it for a special moment that he could finally relax. 
 Such an opportunity would take place exactly after 
midnight, when he would no longer have powers for any act as 
President of the Federation of United Planets.  

From then on, he would only participate in a few more 



formalities, to finally enjoy quietly, the well-deserved and long-awaited retirement alongside 
his closest family. 
 Smiling, he picked up the transparent bottle with the golden drop and, as he was 
about to break the paper seal on its cap, he heard a familiar voice: 
 -John... 

 
 The smiling presidential countenance was quickly undone, and turned into a grimace 
of few friends. In front of his desk was an old acquaintance: Daniels. 
  

*** 
 
 President Archer's face showed concern. 
 When Daniels appeared, he brought with him big problems.  
 So complicated that he always brought solutions from the future, to avoid 
complications even before  started. 
 Yes! Daniels is a time traveler, and the President had not yet become accustomed to 
his sudden and unexpected arrivals, so much so that, with a cantankerous facial expression, 
he asked: 
 -What brings you here, Daniels? Is there a new time war threatening the future of the 
galaxy? 
 -Not this time, John. Nothing so imminent. 
 The still President, activated the yellow alert, on the communicator installed on the 
badge attached to his jacket, but nothing happened. 
 Tense, John looked around to see that there was no one left in the office, and, 
incredibly, the security cameras were disabled!  
 Appearing calm, the President pretended to ignore the problem. 
 -Daniels! I'm leaving the post. If you came here because of some future or present 
problem of the Federation, you will have to wait, to decide with the President who will 
succeed me soon. Now, my duty is with retirement..."  
 -Don't worry John. You will enjoy it quietly, but  something must be done before 
passing  powers to your successor. 
 The President's facial expression became heavy and dark: 
 -Daniels! I think your clock is late! I don't have much more than a few minutes at the 
post. What could I do now? 



 -A lot, John. 
 "You can still leave ready, a strong shield that will ensure the survival of the Federation 
for centuries." 
 -This is not urgent, Daniels, the next President does this to you... 

 
 -No John! The signature of your successors in this matter will not have the same 
impact as that of one of the Founders... 
 -Signature? 
 Johnatan Archer felt a chill, even colder than the previous times Daniels mysteriously 
appeared to him. 
 -And as you'll see, it's nothing that's going to put your life at risk, John. 
 -That's not what worries me now. What will my signature be used for, Daniels? 
 The unexpected visitor smiled and asked: 
 -Do you remember Lieutenant Commander Elizabeth Bondmader's request? 
 -Of course I do, Daniels. 
  "Who forgets a brilliant woman who will certainly be valuable in the high command? 
She really has a lot of preparation." 
 The President smiled and said: 
 -Daniels: Believe it or not, I know what you're talking about because I've done my 
homework and checked everything that came across my desk, including these suggestions.   

 
"Bete is a very talented young woman, with ideas that certainly... ONE DAY WILL BE 

IMPLEMENTED... But not by me because I just finished my services." 
 Archer was adamant even though he knew that the man in front of him was in fact 



Daniels, after all, the subject they talked about was TOP SECRET. 
 

*** 
 
 Only the President and Elizabeth herself were aware of what it was about. 
 -This case is for my successor because the request involves many credits, and the 
Council has to deliberate on the matter." 
 -John! The idea of the Lieutenant must be implemented immediately! Before the next 
President takes charge. 
 President Archer became angry and pounded his own table with his fist. 
 -Daniels! But that involves a lot of credits!"  
 "Where do you think I'm going to get resources to open this new spy agency? 
Basically, that's what Bete's idea is all about." 
 "In addition, Star Fleet and the Federation already have their own departments for 
their purposes. What I don't lack in my head is people gossiping." 
 -John! Her idea refers to an exclusive and independent Agency with powers acting 
for the Fleet and even more for the Federation itself, always when necessary. It's not gossip. 
 "You will only guarantee for the creation of this one, some credits that will temporarily 
ensure its existence until it can fund its own missions, and, through that, obtain more 
resources to do its services in the shadows, without any political interference, or even 
Presidential, if it is compromised in the future." 
 -We already have institutions ready for these tasks, Daniels. 
 -Not with this degree of independence and secrecy John! 
 "Nor with powers to take responsibility for covert actions and operations that would 
contradict the fundamental precepts of the Federation itself." 
 The President turned pale when he heard that... 
 -Responsibilities? On me??? What are you talking about, Daniels? 
 -The Federation will not survive for long in the cosmic power game between the great 
galactic forces, if it does not have hidden up in its sleeves some jokers and Aces that operate 
outside the manuals and rules.  
 "It is on these hidden letters that the survival of the Federation in the future will 
depend." 
 "And as only playing honorably you do not guarantee victory for long; This security 
measure must be implemented immediately."  

"If it is not now, it may never be, since other leaders will certainly distort the objective 
of the initial proposal, distorting it to something different." 
 "The political environment and the chains of command in the Federation are 
contaminated and infiltrated by foreign elements, John. There is no time to lose.   
 The President widened his eyes, but kept his countenance firm. 
 -Daniels. I can't.  
 "This requires credits that the coffers do not have." 
 "And something like that, it has to be controlled, otherwise it's going to become a 
mess." 
 Daniels approached the President's table, and, above the shiny top of it, made a 
gesture with the palm of his hand, soon after, a bright three-dimensional map was projected, 
containing several colored elements. 
 The President, with trained eyes, soon analyzed all that information in front of him: 
 -Damn Daniels! I read her ideas that even involve confiscation of assets of the 
enemies of  Federation without any legal process! This parallel secret agency will soon be 
more powerful than Starfleet itself!" 
 "And if badly managed, in the future, it will be a blackmail center capable of changing 
history and the axis of galactic powers" 



 -Indeed, but she will be at the service of the Federation and its ideals, John! 
 "If you don't do something now, the enemies will do it soon." 
 "Therefore, the implementation of Elizabeth's request has to be done now, and with 
YOUR signature!" 
 -Damn Daniels! That is for the next President! Let him solve it! Let me finish my term 
in peace! I got tired of signing last-minute paperwork with no explanations and full of 
responsibilities that fall on my back." 
 -John! You can't let your successor define this matter. That's why I'm here!" 
 The President did not seem convinced. 
 With a closed face, he looked at all that information in front of him... 
 -Daniels! I know you took a trip, let's put it this way... Long... But it would be better to 
leave this matter for the next council to decide..." 
 -It will be too late, John. Elizabeth must start her work immediately, and discreetly." 
 The President looked at that projection on his desk with extreme seriousness. 
 -Daniels! What are you asking me?  
 "This business is going to cost trillions of credits... I don't want the taxpayer paying 
this..." 
 -In the future, none of these costs will come directly from the Federation, John. 
 "Lieutenantôs plans already provide for the Agency's financial independence in no 
more than fifteen days of operationalization. " 
 "Just give Elizabeth the means to implement the necessary actions" ... 
 While listening, the President interacted with the projection by analyzing some 
legislative aspects laid out there... 
 -Too much power in the hands of few people, Daniels... 
 Jonathan Archer sat down in the armchair, pressed buttons on the keyboard installed 
there. 
 Then Lieutenant Elizabeth's request was designed as well. 
 The President, once again, analyzed it in detail and coldly  
 -I know it's not a bad idea, Daniels. It has its merits, and even weights and measures, 
yet it is a very powerful instrument in hands that... If they are not the right ones..." 
 -John... Elizabeth Bondmader is a faithful and trustworthy person. 
 -Agree! That is not in question. I know her well. Warrior Lieutenant and Joust! 
 "But it goes beyond her... It's a project of generations..." 
 -John! I came from your future to, once again, ask you to trust me, and, especially, in 
her request... 
 "This business, if it goes wrong, can end the whole dream of a fair and honest 
Federation, leaving no stone unturned." 
 -John! The Federation will soon be in danger if you miss this chance to do what's 
right.  
 The President understood that that request at some point in the future, rightly or 
wrongly, would be carried out, even because it was a new administrative model of a secret 
service agency, so he based himself on his personal experience and knowledge on the 
subject to make several considerations and points right there in the request and then,  with 
a grimace, sign and dispatch...  
 It was the last executive act of the Archer Presidency in the Federation of United 
Planets. 
 From then on, he would only fulfill a few formalities already scheduled. 

Thus, this act was successfully concluded, the projections were extinguished, and 
the room of the Annex Section of the Presidential Office was a little darker than it was before. 
 Daniels was no longer there, and the clock finally struck midnight.  
 A new day was coming, and with it, Jonathan Archer pondered whether his last act 
had, in fact, been right, as Daniels had promised him. 



 He ended up forgetting the bottle of Brazilian cacha­a that he was about to open to 
taste and celebrate the end of his service. 

 

*** 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE RETURN OF THOSE WHO DID NOT GO 

 

 
 
 Jumping forward eventually requires turning back a few steps to adapt to the moment 
and take the proper impulse, before concretely advancing. 
 With such a pretext...  

WE WILL RETURN A FEW DECADES BEFORE THE DATE in which the previous 
chapter took place, positioning this reading, at a point, that allows us to contemplate, the 
distant planet ALLORAX, located in the vicinity, of the extraplanetary domains, from the still 
arrogant and powerful ROMULAN EMPIRE, a complex state of many facets, in particular, 
that of illegal interventionism completely devoid of any ethical-moral principle. 
 With such proximity in the vicinity, it makes no difference whether ALORAX was 
outside or within the official Romulan imperialist perimeter, so that there were violent 
interventions conveniently ignored by the high galactic leaders, although their effects were 
perceptible even to a blind man... 
 The Romulans disturbed ALLORAX out of cruelty, for the red planet's oceans were 
wild, its vast continents filled with dreaded wild forests, and stormy deserts where 
preparedness was indispensable for survival. 
 Thus, in this chaotic scenario, powers from different spheres converge to act, 
competing while the Aloraxian people fight bravely with the little they have, defending their 
own dignity. 
 The cities that were lucky in the face of so many unpleasantnesses, became the focus 
of the resistance of the few selfless heroes who, despite the suffering, fought every day, a 
different enemy imposed by fate. 
 Normal life, only in the thriving megalopolises protected by gigantic transparent 
domes, which defended according to their location, their super-cities, from threatening 
external environments. 
 In some cases, even wild forests so fearsome that they alone served as a cruel 
defense against any invaders who ventured into an unprepared assault. 
 Other cases, there were only slums, where those excluded from the system lived. 
 Also outside the colossal Aloroxian transparent domes, there were population 
concentrations in the midst of areas of total deprivation. 
 In one of them: in Nova Cim®ria, another megalopolis, but this one, at the moment, 
partially destroyed by successive Romulan attacks, more specifically in the region where the 
RED SECTOR A neighborhood used to be, in the midst of the rubble of the place another 



unusual fact occurs. 
 Without any explanation, after a blinding glow, a whitish spot of uncertain shapes 
appears in the air, just above the ground. 
 Gradually, its contours are defined until it forms a white door, erect in that catastrophic 
scenario, as a piece of art on display. 
 Then, a sound in this indicated that it was being unlocked. 
 The handle turned with the door opening the way, from which a humanoid emerged, 
with blue skin, white hair, wearing a modern costume  
 The big guy looked around, and his facial expression soon showed dissatisfaction 
with that place devoid of any comfort. 
 Without wasting time, he turned on his heels trying to get back the way he had come 
from. He almost succeeded... Involuntarily, he bumped head-on with another humanoid that 
came out the same door, this one, bigger and even stronger. 
 -Damn Azul«o! Get out of the way! - Complained in a mocking tone, the second 
newcomer, who had also just passed through the threshold of the strange bright door. 
 The appearance of this other newcomer was frightening. 
 Long hair, bearded, dark skin and moody facial expression. 
 He was also wearing clothes like those of the first blue-skinned newcomer... 
 -Karrow! - shouted Azul«o. ï Z®ca brought us into trouble! 
 -Again? - Asked Karrow...  
 Another humanoid also passed through the door. This one, a short bald man, 
who also wore the same uniform as the other two, in addition to round sunglasses. 

-What fucking place is this, Z®ca?!?! - Azul«o asked, with a suffering expression, 
addressing the newly arrived short.  
 -I don't know where we are either. - Replied Z®ca with the typical expression of a 
misunderstood dog just thrown out of a moving truck. 
 -Then we better go back. - Suggested Azul«o, as he looked around. "This place 
smells pure trouble. 
 -You're right, Azul«o. We better go back!  Karrow agreed suspiciously. 
 However, as soon as the two turned around, the door mysteriously disappeared, 
leaving the three there, with no possibility of returning through the passage which they had 
just arrived. 
 

*** 

 



 
 
 -The way back is now blocked. - Karrow, the giant, with the face of few friends, dryly 
noted. 
 -What's up Z®ca? It was you who got us into this... 
 -Check the TRICORDER I gave you.  - Zeca replied to Azul«o. - What is he indicating? 
 
[...AUTHOR'S NOTE: TRICORDER is a tool from the STAR TREK universe, used to scan 
an area or place of interest obtaining information that will be compared with its computerized 
data center to issue reports, studies and analyses...] 
 
 -This crap here only shows arrows with one direction. 
 -Then everything is ok. - Confirmed the bald short. If it shows anything, it is this 
indication that we should follow. 
 Azul«o also made a visible expression of doubt, now, in relation to the device: 
 -I've never seen this tricorder model, can you explain how it works?" 
 -No, but trust me." - Zeca said. 
 -This one hurt even in my ears. Karrow whimpered, with a face of pain. ï I lost count 
of the thousands of times I heard this singing... 
 -Just like me... ï Agreed Azul«o. 
 -Calm down, gentlemen! You are crying with full belly... 
 -Here comes the crying again. Karrow protested. ï There is so much lamentation that 
even the bravest warriors do not stand up listening to Z®ca...  
 Azul«o took pills from his pocket, swallowed some and gave others to Karrow. 
 -Take some testosterone, because at our age, we are easily moved by Zeca's 
complaints... 
 -Thank you. - Karrow said, picking up and swallowing the medication. 
 -You are messing with me.  - Lamented Z®ca. "I have confidence in this device 
because I've used one like it before, and I know what I'm talking about. Sleep on my noise." 
 "Sleep on my noise..." Karrow imitated, Zeca's speech in a chanted voice 
 -And to believe that my kind and charitable heart is once again being rolled up by the 
mess that this Z®ca puts us in... 
 -Don't even tell me, comrade... 
 -Ahh.. Cômon guysé - Complained Z®ca. "Let's go ahead and stop mocking me." 
 Resigned and with no alternatives, the three advanced in the indicated direction...  

 
 

*** 

 



 Under the guidance of the tricorder, the tranquility of the walk lasted until they entered 
the desert sand, through which they were supposed to follow, where they were greeted by 
a hail of lightning coming from different directions, which decimated everything around, 
forcing them to take shelter among rubble and irregularities in the terrain. 
 -Hey Zeca! We did everything right and this tricorder just got us into trouble.  
 -So it's working well, because that's what it does perfectly. 
 -Dam it Z®ca! - Lamented Azul«o, between the insults and the explosions. - Where 
did you get this crap? 
 The answer did not come right away, because the three soon drew their weapons, to 
respond to the artillery salute they received without any warning. 
 In addition to the pistols, Z®ca took from his backpack, a cylinder, 40 centimeters long 

by 12 centimeters thick. On the body of the latter, he 
pressed a button that lit up small red LEDs. Then he 
said: 
  -I got a "Betsye" - (nickname given by the 
military to that artifact, which was actually a 
weapon). 

  Betsye jumped out of Zeca's hands, to float 
in an open space above the trio, while on its body, a 
white dot of 3 centimeters lit up at the end pointed 
where the rays popping up around her. 

 
  -Fire! - Said Z®ca. 
  Then a hail of white lightning came out of 
Betsye. 
  The devastating and deadly effect of such 
shots led to hellish conditions, which was already 
chaotic, silencing the enemy attack in less than half 
a minute. 
  Betsye's shooting also stopped. 

  The air was filled with the smell of burning 
and the flying weapon slowly returned to the hands 

of the bald short. 
 -Betsye continues to maintain the tradition. - Said Z®ca patting the cylinder. 
 -This model is recent. - Commented Azul«o looking at the gun. 
 -Yes! It is a novelty on the market that does not heat up the battery even after ten 
hours of non-stop shooting. You can put your hand in and check..." 
 -If you brought a "Betsye" it's because you already knew things would heat up, right 
Z®ca? - Karrow complained... 
 -Actually, I didn't bring just one, but three!  
 -Look at that! See? Karrow whimpered in a lower voice... 
 -You know I always go out armed... 
 -Damn, Z®ca... But three Bethsyes?? Each of these alone is capable of decimating 
an entire army in seconds. 
 -One for each of us, brother... Calm. - Zeca justified himself smiling. 
 -OK... OK.... This excuse is very convincing... I'll believe it. 
 "And what else have you hidden and know about this tour, which so far has only given 
us headaches?" 
 -Like all the other robberies that Z®ca puts us.... 
 -Look... I didn't hide anything. - Replied the bald man. - Everything was very busy... 
 "We barely had time to talk." 
 -Nobody is denying that... -Karrow pondered. - Things actually happened fast 



because you, after a long time gone, call in desperation kicking, asking for urgent help. 
 "And the worst thing is that, ME, the idiot on duty, and the unsuspecting Azul«o fall, 
like the usual ducklings, into this mess that you get us into...ò 
 "Shame on me, because, I should have learned it the first time." 
 Azul«o interrupted Karrov's tearful crying by asking: 
 -Z®ca! Do you know where we are?   
 -No! Why??? 
 -@#$%@*&!!!! (unprintable Klingon swearing) ï Karrow cursed at his dark skin 
already very reddish, - "Fuck Z®ca! Once again you put us in the mess without knowing 
where we ended up???"  
 "How did I fall AGAIN into this kind of conversation???"  
 "How could I be so dumb once again?!?!?" 
 -Karrow! Calm! You're turning red!  
 -Have you been taking your medicines?" - Asked Z®ca, seriously, seeming to ignore 
any possible danger coming from the Klingon comrade, already a little nervous... 
 Karrow massaged the temples with the fingertips of both hands. 
Then he scratched his tear strengths, took a deep breath and asked 
 -Azul«o: Do you know where we are??" 
 -I'm even afraid to speak, Karrow.  I think you're going to get mad and I don't want to 
see you feeling sick... You're turning red there, dude... My fear is to turn green..." 
 -Green sucks! - Fernando Z®ca Corinthiano agreed. - It's like reaching the end of the 
world without ever having won the FIFA World Cup. 
 -Oh my Kahless!" complained the Klingon, with a serious air. "An Andorian afraid...  
 "So the thing must be serious... Speak up right away..." 
 -Are you ready??? 
 -Speak up, damn it! 
 -It's not just where we are, it's also "when"... 
 This time, the silent pause was long-lasting, until Azul«o continued... 
 -By the tricorder I brought, and it works better than this crap signal you gave me, 
Zeca, we went back in time, and we are on the planet ALLORAX, which ALMOST ended up 
being hit by the same Supernova that, in 2387, fulminated Romulus. 
 -Z®ca, explain the history of this door. Karrow asked in a low voice... "Where did it 
bring us?" 
 -OK... OK... I'll explain: it all started with a dream I had... 
 As soon as he finished this sentence, Karrow and Azul«o's eyes crossed widely. 
 -Dream... 
 -Yes, I dreamed with Marge and... 
 -Did you dream about Marge? 
 -Damn, Z®ca, it's been more than fifty years since you saw Marge... 
 -She was the love of youth... After her, you got married and even had a couple of 
children... 
 Karrow looked at the apocalyptic scenario that surrounded them, whining... 
 -You always stick us in the robberies, hem Z®ca... And now, this... Because of a love 
of youth? 
 -Marge is in another at this time, Z®ca. Nor should she remember you anymore. She's 
old, if she's alive." 
 -Damn Z®ca! Fuck! The women no longer fall for your conversation, and now you are 
dreaming about the past, shoving it into robberies, we poor wretches, who are your last 
comrades to put up with you.   
 -Not quite, guys. - Z®ca tried to justify himself. - Something happened. She is 
different... She's in another one... 
 -Of course She's in another Z®ca... Woman's like that... You let it slip and you don't 



admit it! Now, after being old, he stays there peeling the stub with the old cock while 
dreaming about the past. 
 -Let him explain, Azul«o. Let's listen to what will be the rant with which he will wrap 
us trying to justify another cold one we fall into. 
 Azul«o made a face that even seemed good-natured. 
 -You order Karrow... 
 -I had a dream about Marge... ï Z®ca started again... 
 -Not that part... Advance the story that the last chapter I already know... 

 
-Very well! She showed up telling me that Bete would be in serious danger and that 

the three of us had to help her. 
 -Do you see Karrow? He surely still smoking those illegal crap...  
 "Then he goes to sleep, has a spicy dream, wakes up with a dirty and wet dick, 
thinking he is the sexual bald shaman of magical powers." 
 Karrow was not for jokes and kept his serious gaze fixed on Z®ca, who continued 
talking... 
 -Damn it, Azul«o! Give a break! I don't make anything even in my dreams anymore! 
 -The old crying fox now comes to play the poor guy trying to escape the just 
reprimand. 
 -It's not crying! I'm not nostalgic for the past. 
 -Then explain what's going on. 
 -OK... OK... I did talk to Marge, and she was very clear about Bete being in danger. 
 -You talked to her in a dream, Z®ca. 
 -Yes, but when I woke up, I had next to the bed, this tricorder, our equipment and 
even the contacts to call you. And don't ask me how it all came about there." 
 -I even looked for traces that indicated the occurrence of some possible teleportation, 
which had taken it all inside, but I found nothing." 
  Karrow scratched his beard... 
 -Hmmm... When it comes from Marge, I don't doubt anything... Nobody knew my 
contact number, Z®ca...  
 -It was Marge who gave it ... Don't look at me. Your contact that I have is our exclusive 
emergency and not through this one that I called you.  
 -Oh! Marge..." continued Karrow scratching his beard. ï She always ends up 
implicated in the confusions you make, Z®ca.  

"You don't even have the nerve to change stories. You know those kids who blame 



others for everything that goes wrong?? You, my man! 
 -That I know. - Replied Azul«o, barely containing his own smile. - I was the poor victim 
who was blamed for everything that guys like Z®ca were up to. Poor me... 
 -Until he entered the Starfleet Academy and began to return on his classmates all the 
annoyance he suffered in childhood. - Retorted the bald Corinthiano - I remember this story 
because I was there. 
 -Quiet you two! - Karrow shouted. - Someone here has to think. 
 -Let's let our Klingon philosopher sort it out." - Scorned Z®ca. 
 "The only Klingon I had for this occasion was the democratic pacifist on duty in the 
class..." - Certainly, in the midst of this war scenario, he will solve the problems. 
 -It could be worse if Karrow was a gun disarmamentôs. 
 -Never disarm! Never a democrat! I maintain my republican convictions.  - Karrow 
shouted, who continued. ï Back to business: You said we've gone back in time, Azul«o... 
 -Yes. 
 -And that we are on a planet close to  Romulus, that, in the future of this time in which 
we find ourselves... WILL BE DESTROYED. 
 -Exact... 
 -How much time do we have here? 
 -The cataclysm to which I referred will take a long time to occur, but what worries me 
is in this unpredictable environment, our chances are lower...ò 
 Karrow looked at Z®ca... 
 -The oldest, irresponsible and stuttering here is you. - Said the Klingon with a serious 
air.  - It would be disrespectful to your post not to consult your invaluable experience.  
 "What do you, who got us into this mess, recommend?" 
 Z®ca scratched the cheeks of his varnished face, and suggested: 
 -We continue in the direction indicated by the device... 
 -Yes... - Karrow agreed. - As if we had better options left... 
 -Trust me.  - Zeca reassured. - Leave it to me and listen to what I say that I know I'm 
doing... 
 -And again we are forced to listen to the old refrain... - Azul«o whined with a face of 
suffering... - Are you sure? 
 -I'm not sure of anything, friends.  

"I may be right as well as wrong, but we have to follow the path that remains."  
 And at that moment, Azul«o noticed something different: His Andorian antennae 
waved, when they detected distant vibrations in the air coming from running engines. 
 Soon the sound was evident, even to human ears.  
 It didn't take long for everyone there to direct their gaze to the direction where the 
snoring was coming from, so the trio saw several vehicles in the shape of arrowheads, 
running through the sands while producing an immense cloud of dust, after having left a 
cave in the vicinity. 
 -Surely this motorized group must also have served as targets for the snipers who 
tried to destroy us... 
 "Now they are leaving this hellish place..." 
 -Fulminating the shooters who disturbed us, we also saved this group there, but we 
are here on foot... - Complained Z®ca. 
 -Let's go ahead. Karrow said. - We have no time to lose. 
 So they continued! 



 
 
 

*** 
   
 They walked for hours, without haste, alternating positions, each one, at some point, 
in the rear, in the lead, or in the center of the formation. 

They consulted their equipment, in particular, Z®ca's tricorder in the hands of Azul«o, 
and when they did not exchange signs or mockery among themselves, they fell silent 
advancing. 
 They continued like this until the middle of the night, thanks to night vision goggles, 
energy supplements, which did not let them get tired, and also because, according to the 
indications, the final goal was near. 
 They continued like this, until finally they reached a camp, formed by the same 
vehicles that some time before, they had seen escaping from the bombing zone, and now, 
they were parked, forming a large circle.  

 Azul«o consulted the 
conventional tricorder 
and analyzed the 
situation: 
 -The perimeter is not 
protected by any 
defensive field.  
 "There are no security 
guards on guard... 
Nothing watching the 
vehicles in the middle of 
this nothing..." 
 -Quite poetic, but, in 
fact: This group seems 
careless, or worried 
about something that we 
are not noticing... - 
Pondered Z®ca. 

 Already entering that vehicle camp, the trio came across the lady who was beating a 
broom on a rug hanging from the rope tied between two vehicles. 
 She caught sight of the strangers, and yet  continued, so the three of them gave her 
a brief nod and advanced as if they were acquaintances. 
 Further on, already in the camp, they were surprised by a vibrant gathering of quiet 
and cheerful people around the large fire where they drank and ate without any concern for 



the unprotected position in which they found themselves, right in the middle of a desert and 
threatening environment. 
 -The class drank a lot of Trania. Karrow said. - Look at that. 
 He bent down and picked up an emptied bottle that was on the floor. 
 Zeca came closer, and watched as Karrow continued: 
 -And it's not just any Trania.  This one chills even the Krolouseian tigers..."  
 "The gang must be hallucinating with this business..." 
 -Did you leave a war zone and stop here to get drunk? How strange... 
 -You smell like a wedding or some kind of party... - Azul«o suspected. 
 -Wedding, Bluebird?!? You only think about partying! 
 -No! - Azul«o tried to justify himself. - It seems that there is really something like this 
in the air... 
 The Andorian was uncomfortable: the atmosphere was festive, but he sensed 
threats.... 
 

 
His antennaes moved nervously looking for something. 

 Z®ca approached him and asked: 
 -When was the last time you cleaned those antennas, Azul«o?  
 "What's going on?" 
 Azul«o looked at Zeca, then placed his thumbs and index fingers at the bases of his 
antennaes, squeezed them and stretched them upwards. 
 From the holes at the ends of these, light yellow secretions were splashed. 
 Azul«o even made a facial expression of pleasure, after cleaning... 
 -So? - asked Fernando Z®ca. 
 The Andorian turned up his nose in the air...  
 From his face, something was not to his liking. 
 -This here smells bad... 



 -Say something we don't know. - Karrow complained. 
 -What are you noticing there, Blue? - Insisted Z®ca... 
 -The bad smell... It's getting bigger and bigger... 
 -I'm not feeling anything. - Said Z®ca. 
 -The smoke you burn has destroyed your sense of smell. Karrow said. - But I'm not 
smelling anything either. 
 -It's a bad smell suliban! - Said Blue. - There are a lot of them around... 
 

***  
 
 Fernando Z®ca Corinthiano wasted no time. 
 He quickly took the 3 Betsye guns out of his backpack and, as soon as they were 
activated, soon rose about fifty meters above the ground, each one pointing its artillery in 
different directions, with green lights at its ends, indicating readiness to produce a storm of 
destructive lightning, capable of warding off various threats. 
 Then, the little guy drew and unlocked his own rifle with Karrow and Azul«o also 
putting up guns in hand. 
 Although the movements were mathematically and synchronizedly calculated, Azul«o 
seemed a little unfocused since his Andorian perceptions foresaw threats, differently than 
humans or Klingons. 
 -Danger is imminent, gentlemen. - Said Azul«o while scratching his temples. 
 As soon as he finished uttering these words, drones appeared above the large 
vehicles firing at the people who were there. 
 A true terrorist attack, because the shots were fired at random, against drunken 
people, who were barely able to run. 
 The impetus of this aggressive action did not last long, as it was soon repelled by the 
defense of the three veterans, who disputed among themselves who still had the deadliest 
shot...  

 
Sheltered in the irregularities of the ground, the trio resisted bravely until the end of 

the attack, however, to get up, even because of their age, they helped each other, joining 
efforts first with one of them kneeling, then helping the others to get up, and finally, all 
together supporting each other until they were on their feet. 



 At the end, the trio shared effusive 
greetings.  
 -Like in the old days, gentlemen. - 
Z®ca breathed breathlessly... 
 And they beat closed fist against 
closed fist. 
 -Like in the old days! Karrow 
exclaimed. 
 Azul«o also threw his punches, but he 
looked around with an expression of 
doubt, a smile that was not as effusive 
as that of his comrades and with his 
antennae moving non-stop... 
 Unaware of the dangers of the 
situation, the camp crew, drunk with 
Trania, had fun as if they were in a 
highly interactive 5D cinema, watching 

a harmless festival of popping lightning, explode with a lot of noise. 
 Azul«o soon made another face, indicating the arrival of more problems. 
 -I sense danger...  The worst is yet to come!" 
 That said, he turned with a motion in which he raised his gun, pointing it in a direction 
with seemingly nothing to target, and fired. 
 In milliseconds, a bluish ray came out of the barrel of the gun, and soon its course 
was interrupted by some kind of threat, previously invisible to human eyes, which, when 
struck by the lightning, became perceptible in the form of a light spot. 
 The silhouette revealed showed a humanoid figure that soon tried to dodge the 
subsequent attacks... 
 However, in less than two seconds it didn't take long for other shots from Z®ca and 
Karrow to also hit the aggressor, who fell dead.  
 It was a suliban. 
 -This is just the first. - Said Azul«o. - Others will come. 
 

*** 
 
 -What a joy! - Grumbled Z®ca in a low voice. 
 After a brief examination of the Suliban corpse, Karrow concluded. 
 -The green skin and red clothes are indications of being from the Cabal. -Explained. 
 -Cabal agents? Bete hates this group of terrorists. ï Reminded Z®ca. ï They are very 
dangerous. How could our day get worse with these guys? 
 -Calm down, Z®ca! Don't get heart attack with tension! - Warned Azul«o. - You spend 
the whole day smoking, and when problems appear, you get irritated and feel sick. 
 -The nurse said he had a stroke when she went braless. - Karrow informed with a 
straight face. 
 -Oh! Now we have a Klingon joker!  - Complained Zeca. 
 -Have you been admitted again to the nursing home for young people of yesteryear? 
- Asked Blue, not knowing whether to laugh or cry because of the unoptimistic premonitions 
he had... 
 -Actually I went there to get inspired, before writing the next book... 
 -This nonsense doesn't stick anymore, Z®ca. - Cut Azul«o. - I heard that your 
daughter hospitalized you because she was tired of you complaining and smoking non-stop 
inside the house. 
 -This old man doesn't help at all and gets in the way of those who do something 



useful. 
 -HEY Zeca... Is that why you dragged us into this mess? 
 -I'll repeat, you jokers: Marge said we're on an important mission... 
 -MARGE?!?! - Karrov thundered. - Again this conversation? Let's get back to 
business... 
 No sooner had the Klingon finished uttering its complaints, and several explosions 
near the group of veterans, bouncing like rubber balls each to a different side. 
 -They have arrived! - Shouted Azul«o. 
 The trio barely took shelter, and a rain of deadly rays increased, forcing them to take 
out of their pockets, magnified vision glasses to see the attackers.  
 -There they are. - Said Azul«o through the intercom. 
 The trio soon envisioned an army of Sulibans advancing aggressively, encouraged 
by the belief that their movements were invisible in the darkness. 
 Fernando Z®ca barely had time to order: 
 -FIRE. 
 From above, the three Betsies immediately spat white lightning, remorselessly 
destroying entire hordes that fell before fulfilling their murderous designs, also raising the 
temperature outside the circular formation of vehicles, with night turning into day due to so 
many shots and explosions. 

 
 The most incredible thing of all was that only the three veterans cared about the 
attack, since the members of the caravan watched the clashes, as if none of it could hit 
them. And the most extraordinary thing is that nothing actually hit them. 
 There was even the old lady in the rocking chair, smoking a pipe, who pointed to the 
scenery, giving guesses as if she were a battle general or a coach of the game. 
 From above, the successive firing of the cylinders killed Suliban like flies.  So many 
were the enemy dead because of the work of the deadly weapons, that their bodies formed 
a first wall of defense, albeit imperfect, for the caravan stationed there. 



 Half an hour into fierce combat later, this equipment surprisingly overheated and shut 
down. 
 The three veterans, from their positions, even in the face of unexpected misfortune, 
did not resign themselves and continued the fierce resistance. 
 
 From the barrels of their guns, many deadly rays hit the aggressor, causing them 
irreparable damage, however, at a certain point, the batteries were running out. 
 First that of Karrow, who was more impetuous on the trigger. 
 Even so, the Klingon did not diminish his bravery by pulling out a BATLETH that he 
always carried attached to his backpack and continued fighting wildly. 
 Then it was the turn of Azul«o, who also had problems with the batteries, but, without 
resigning, as a good fighter that he was, he took out an old machete carried as part of his 
personal weapons and continued fighting with greater aggressiveness. 
 Finally, it was the turn of Fernando Z®ca's pistol batteries to run out. 
 The bald, pot-bellied and short old man had never been a good fighter in hand-to-
hand, or even with bladed weapons like his battle companions. 
 He had an axe with him that he even knew how to handle as a tool, or, possibly, do 
some acrobatic shenanigans. 
 However, if he had the cold blood to be a deadly first-line shooter, he felt unable to 
have the necessary aggressiveness, efficiency and technique with his bare hands, or even 
armed with a bladed weapon, even against ants and mosquitoes. 
 Such skills, even due to the physical complexion of Fernando Z®ca Corinthiano, were 
not part of his hall of skills or his nature, who preferred to fight with a wide advantage of 
highly technological weaponry rather than sweat blood in violent combats. 
 But not everything in life is the way Zeca wanted it to be, and so, he also had to pull 
out the blade that came in a small, high-tech 2000-function pocket-knife that he usually 
carried with him. 
 A versatile instrument that in that situation was useless, due to depleted batteries, 
small blades and, even because of its age, it got stuck during handling. 
 While Fernando Z®ca fought with such a bad tool, two grotesque and menacing 
Suliban warriors advanced, surrounding him, one on each side, wielding wooden sticks.  
 With no energy in the firearms, Z®ca threw his unloaded pistol, hitting the forehead 
of one of the attackers with it, while the other continued towards him, ready to deliver him 
some fatal blow. 
 Fernando Z®ca dodged, escaping with his useless pocket-knife at the ready, which 
then, in the first attack, broke when attacking the enemy's chest. 
 The crude weapon, at least, gave the protagonist some more time to live... 
 With death certain and near, he fled from another very dangerous blow from the 
attacker, and ran desperate to save himself. 

Unprepared, he was even more frightened when a giant, pink-skinned, very strong 
guy, and more than 2 meters tall, passed quickly by his side screaming wildly. 
 

*** 
 
 The scream came from a hairy man, who, brandishing a huge sword, decimated the 
rest of the Sulibam infantry, saving Fernando Z®ca. 
 Seeing the impetus of the guy, even Karrow, who was already exhausted, cheered 
up, and went out distributing even more blows, with redoubled impetus. 
 The excitement was increasing more and Azul«o remembered that he still had 
hypospray cylinders with him, which, once injected through the skin, increased the strength 
and endurance of those who received his doses. 
 Without wasting time, he took out of his backpack, three tubes available there, with 



that medication and one of them used to apply the first dose, in his own arm. 
 After a short, low wheeze, he felt the powerful energy running through his veins, which 
instantly strengthened him. 
 He then threw one of the remaining cylinders in the direction of Karrow, who grabbed 
him in mid-flight, immediately, injecting himself with the dose of that fortifying medication. 
 Azul«o applied the last hypospray on Fernando Z®ca, already exhausted with so 
much fighting. 
 The paleness of the skin and the distant air of the bald old man indicated that he 
could hardly even reason properly, but, after the application given, the effect proved to be 
invigorating, even if somewhat slow for emergence. 
 In any case, Fernando Z®ca's head slowly started working again, reminding him that 
there was still a cigar kept in his pocket. 
 Without wasting time, the bald short man pulled out the smoke and immediately lit it. 
 Given the first few puffs, a change occurred in the moods with his energies being 
immediately restored. After more puffs, the veteran gradually returned to the usual way of 
working in those situations, and even his size seemed to increase and his body posture 
improved. 
 However, the smoke that his cigar generated, soon attracted enemy fire, which, with 
a hail of shots, destroyed everything around the smoker, without, however, hitting him. 
 -With a billion lightning and thunder. - cursed Fernando Z®ca. - These guys are 
shooting at us... 
 -Damn Z®ca! But what did you want? That they would give us flowers? - asked Azul«o 
angrily. - Take shelter!  
 Following the recommendation, Fernando Z®ca ran behind a nearby rock where he 
collected stones from the ground to throw at the heads of his opponents. 
 In this way the veteran combatants persisted the fight with dignity until they achieved 
victory, in another battle, which the experts would consider lost.  
 The losses of the dead aggressors brought profits to local vultures, crows and 
dangerous birds that descended from the skies, eager to dispute and feast on the 
cadaverous fetid flesh of the defeated. 
 After so much violence and waste of blood, came the tranquility of the silent 
environment in which the victors who miraculously managed to placate the fearsome attack 
without any scratch, gathered exchanging effusive greetings. 
 Karrov saluted the man who had joined the victorious resistance. 

 



 -I'm Karrov. Admiral of the Federation of United Planets. Thanks for the help. 
 The greeting was reciprocated with a handshake, and the new ally identified himself: 
 -I am Conan, leader of this caravan.  
 -I think some time ago we saw you coming out of a cave. - Said the Klingon. - We are 
not right with so much dust in the midst of the rapid movement of vehicles" 
 -Yes. It was us.   
 "We left the cave, but soon stopped, because my wife was not in a condition to 
continue the trip.ò 
 -Without conditions how? Does she need a doctor? 
 -Well... She... 
 -If that's the case, I can be helpful.  - Interrupted Azul«o. - I served a long time, as a 
Doctor, in the old ships commanded by this bald man." - Clarified the Andorian, pointing to 
Z®ca. 
 -He was in fact my first officer. - Confirmed Fernando. - He even solved the problems 
when he didn't complain. 
 -Well, Z®ca! You were the one who was always bored and got us into trouble. Just as 
he continues to do today. 
 -I only followed orders, just like any YES MAN MINION in the service of State waiting 
for retirement. 
 -Did you follow orders? - Karrow asked. ï If you did it sometime always did the service 
in some particularly dubious way, which in fact, has not changed anything to this day.  
 "You have always been far from being a mere YES MAN MINION following orders." 
 -A doctor would come in handy..." Conan interrupted.  
 Then there was a brief silence, which was broken by the afflicted husband. 
 -If you can examine my wife, I would appreciate it..." 
 -YES! Surely! Right now. - Azul«o volunteered. - Casually, I brought my medical 
equipment with me in my backpack. 
 Conan then pointed to one of the vehicles that formed the circle, and they all followed 
in that direction... 
 

*** 

 



 
 Silently they advanced, passing near travelers visibly intoxicated with Trania who, 
even with the strong and nauseating smell left by the fighting, did not worry about anything 
but drinking, maintaining a good mood and experiencing strong emotions up close, like 
someone who goes to the 5D cinema with a crazy head due to the use of legal drugs or 
not.... 
 Luckily, no one there was hurt, only the suliban aggressors.. 
 Even so, in the face of a surreal picture, Z®ca had one of his inspired nonsenses: 
 -I remembered the story of the cicada and the ant, in which, while the first sang, the 
second only listened. 
 -This should be the new edited version. ï Azul«o hurried to correct him. 
 Z®ca realized that he had made a mistake in something and tried to go back to rectify 
himself, but he didn't have time... 
 -In fact, Z®ca, the ant listens, but working... - Noticed Azul«o 
 -In the end, my friend. - Z®ca tried to repair himself, trying to come out on top in the 
conversation. - The moral of the story is that both jobs are important for collectivity.  
 "If the cicada doesn't sing, the ant doesn't work happily." 
 -This version is different from the one I was taught in Andoria. - Corrected Azul«o 
again. 
 -Oh yes? - Asked the bald man angrily... 
 -The moral of the story, there is that the cicada, in addition to singing badly, did not 
make a reservation for the winter, so when the season changes, it dies of hunger due to lack 
of precaution. 
 Azul«o paused silently and concluded:  
 -The ant also died, but of pain in the ear. 
 -I didn't know that the ants have ears... - Zeca replied. 
 -The Andorians do. 
 Fortunately, they soon reached the bed of the vehicle where Conan's wife was, so 
Fernando Z®ca did not present his companions with any more of his highly philosophical 
reflections. 
 The quartet entered the space that was being improvised as a room for Conan's wife, 
who was lying on her bed, with two companions next to her. 
 His wife was beautiful. 
 Red hair, green eyes, very sensual and about to enter the delivery service. 
 -What is your name? - asked Azul«o. 
 -My name is Sonja. 

 



 The Andorian assessed the patient's condition and, once he understood the situation, 
he went to work extremely quickly. His experience in medical emergencies taught him what 
to do in cases of this kind, so in a few moments, he cleaned and organized a work area in 
the best possible way. 
 He then took out the medical kit he was carrying:  
 A metal cylinder with approximately 12 centimeters in diameter, by equal size in 
height, and positioned it next to where the beautiful Sonja was lying. 
 He unscrewed the lid from this apparatus, and activated a key. 
 Soon, from there, the three-dimensional image of a humanoid doctor, in the starfleet's 
white uniform, was projected: 
 -Hello! Please specify the nature of your medical need. 
 -Patient is going into labor. - Said Blue. 
 The holographic doctor projected into the air by the cylinder, now had only parts of 
his body, floating over Conan's wife, using the instruments arranged on the table. 

 
 Thus, without wasting time, he began the delivery service in an unusual way. 
 -Hands. 
 As the artificially created doctor gave commands, new tools appeared, or actions 
could go ahead automatically without his direct intervention. 
 In this case, when he said the word "hands", soon another pair of hands appeared 
helping the work. 
 Azul«o just watched everything, checking the data of the patient and the child who 
was about to be born. 
 Time flew by and soon, without major setbacks, a girl with portentous red hair, full of 
health, arrived in that world, who was already coming out of her mother, with a screaming 
cry at full power. 
 The umbilical cord, and the newborn underwent quick cleaning with the doctor then 
showing the child to Sonja. 
 -Congratulations! What will her name be?  



 Sonja opened a beautiful smile, illuminated by her bright eyes, saying: 
 -My daughter will be called Elizabeth Bondmader. 
 

*** 

 
 
 The doctor handed the child to the stunned Azul«o and, before disappearing, 
instructed him: 
 -She must now rest. You know the procedure. 
 If the child was already crying hard, as soon as he was handed over to our Andorian, 
she began to rage even more intensely. 
 By this time the holographic doctor had already turned himself off. 
 Azul«o tried to relate it to the cylindrical apparatus itself, but got no answer. 
 That's when he had one of his big ideas: he delivered the newborn Elizabeth, 
Bondmader to Karrow. 
 The fearless Klingon Admiral did not know what to do, faced with the unprecedented 
task. 
 -It's yours, buddy. - Said the Andorian.  
 Curiously, at the first contact with the valiant Klingon warrior, the little girl immediately 
calmed down, stopping grumbling. 
 That was enough to activate in him, the paternal way that soon made him find a 
pacifier to reassure the baby.  
 -Calm down boss! Calm! It is not the case that you get nervous! 
 As soon as she heard those words, little Elizabeth stopped her expressions of 
nonconformity, calming down. 
 This fact did not go unnoticed by Fernando Z®ca, who laughed. 
 -Blessed Klingon! He is always the one who reassures the boss! 



 Azul«o looked at his comrades asking: 
 -Is this Elizabete really our Bete? 
 The three looked at each other and answered in unison: 
 -Yes! That's our future boss, Bete. 
 

*** 

 
 
 Azul«o ran his finger on the tip of the boss's nose, who soon grimaced... 
 -Of course it's her.  



 "Look how she does when you get close to her... - Said Z®ca. - She already knows 
that you will arrive with some trouble." 
 -But I didn't do anything. - Lamented the Andorian. - And it is you more than anyone 
who gets a headache for her to solve. 
 -Quiet you two. The boss wants to sleep. - Karrol warned... 
 -Calm down Karrow, you don't have to be mad, buddy. - Said Z®ca. 
 -Karrow doesn't want the boss angry... 
 -Me neither! I have to secure some points with her now, to get rid of the scolding in 
the future. 
 Karrow was trying to lullaby little Elizabeth: 
 -It won't do any good Z®ca. - Klingon protested.  - You won't get any points with me 
or with her.  
 "Even holding the boss now. I haven't forgotten the mess that we get into all the time 
on your own. I may not be very smart for getting tangled up in all the mess you put us in, but 
I won't forget this craziness here anytime soon..." 
 Azul«o scratched his chin as he admired the little hairy Elizabeth... 
 -It's even crazier for Z®ca to say that he dreamed of Marge and ...? 
 -Come on, Azul«o???? Gee, my brother! - Interrupted Z®ca protesting. - I already 
said it's true.... 
 -Silence you both. The boss goes to sleep. 
 And there was no other way! Little Elizabeth closed her eyes, asleep and Klingon 
handed her to her father who listened to all that conversation, without understanding nothing. 
 In fact, right there, no one was having a complete understanding of anything! 
 Even Z®ca, who called his friends for that journey, few explanations and proofs about 
his motives, had to give, except the strange tricorder, and the implausible story of an old ex-
girlfriend, who reappeared out of nowhere, entrusting him with such an unusual mission. 
 But that was no problem for the three friends, who even complaining incessantly, 
would never stop helping each other, whatever the circumstance. 
 If any of them needed it, the others always came to the rescue, even having to face 
a trip through time to watch the birth of the future boss. 
 In fact, the event was in itself epic enough to leave anyone in awe. 
 Fernando remembered the spare box of cigars he had in his backpack. 
 That situation was ideal for smoking those pures, so Z®ca would distribute some 
cigarettes among the presents and go himself, put his thoughts in order, outside the vehicle 
adapted as a maternity hospital, whose size and accommodations were similar to those of 
a two-story house. 

 



 He sat in front of a fire that was already burning, struck a match, lit it and enjoyed his 
cigar. 
 He found next to him, a closed and sealed bottle of that famous Tranya mentioned by 
Karrow.  
 Without being asked, he took advantage of the opportunity, opened it and drank a few 
sips from it. 
 At first, he felt nothing. 
 He decided to take another beating... 
 He still didn't feel anything... 
 He drank one more, and even took a few puffs on his cigar. 
 He stood up and after walking for a few minutes, he realized that his legs no longer 
obeyed him with the reality around him changing drastically... 
 

*** 
 

 A large bluish spot formed on the horizon that, as if by magic, split into several 
humanoid shapes of the same color, black hair and prominent eyes. 
 One stood out more than the others. It was feminine. And gigantic! 
 The smaller forms began to play flutes while the larger one stamped its feet on the 
ground, producing with each step, the sound of a thundering drum. 
 Fernando Z®ca's ears almost burst due to the volume of the music. 

His eyes watered, dazzled by the sight of the blue dancer with several arms and legs 
who, in a brief glimpse of his face, revealed a tranquil unparalleled beauty that only a divinity 
would maintain in the midst of such an explosive scenario, but who, from another angle, also 
figured simultaneously in the same head a dark and monstrous expression, with wide eyes, 
terrifying with tongues sticking out. 

 


