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Chapter One: The Bone Sled


From out of the flurry of the Zantium Desert sands, a faint outline of an enormous bundafant beast lumbered, galumphing its way in from the southwest regions. No longer requiring the bundafant’s assistance, a solitary kitzy bird unraveled its wings and took flight from the bundafant’s back. With its broad wings, it lifted into the air, hanging upon nothing, then floated on the currents to the oasis, finally coming to rest atop a palm-like tree. The kitzy bird investigated the nearby pond warily, detecting something that the slow-witted bundafant did not. It was a troop of Chubb-Zantium warriors stealthily hidden behind the rocky entrance to the oasis.


Chubb-Zantium Warrior fourth level, Amasser lowered his eyes under the protrusions of his smooth skull, as he scrutinized the bundafant’s actions from behind his rock. The bundafant’s scent was strong. Amasser’s mouth watered and his stomach growled. Visions of roasted meat played on his nerves. He calmed himself and took control of his angst, lest there would be no kill today.

As the bundafant drew near the oasis, it sensed its sojourn was coming to an end. Heat waves ascended from baked sand, rippling the giant beast’s image, as it hoisted its massive body over the rolling dunes and grunted. The bundafant was up wind and, as yet, unaware of the danger ahead. A cluster of slender trees grew from the middle of the oasis, their tops fanning out like flower pedals, shading the rocky western perimeter and offering good cover for an ambush. The Chubb-Zantium hunting troop put it to good use.

Amasser kept the other members of his troop in view, their great smooth shiny heads poised, camouflaged just above the rocks, waiting for the signal, Wellek, Chubb-Zantium Warrior third level, his enforcer, was down in front.

All twelve massive bundafant legs pulled the great worm through the narrowing path between the rock knolls, exactly where Amasser wanted him to go. The enormous beast would feed a great number of Chubb-Zantium but it would not surrender easily. Amasser calculated its size and capability. Once spooked, the bundafant would retreat and kick up terrible plumes of sand with its belly scales, making the kill nearly impossible. Dangerous as they were to bring down, they offered a bountiful food supply. The sturdy bones of the creature made solid building material and its tough hide was also put to good use.

Soon the bundafant slowed and halted just inside the knolls, cautiously shifting its two eyestalks independently. Its fat bulbous head raised and a large face flap opened like the awning of a window, sampling the air with the many sensitive organs beneath. The bundafant hesitated a moment, wagging its head. 

Amasser held his breath, wondering if it sense danger. But he was sure the wind was in their favor. Waiting does not come easy to a Chubb-Zantium. But fortunately for them, bundafants are not known for their intelligence. After a few samplings of air the creature cautiously drugged on another few strokes.

Then something strange happened. A strange sound was heard, a sound never before heard by any life form on the planet. It was a faint clack-whine sound puttering overhead. Then they saw it, Chubb and bundafant alike. It was round and shiny like a bright eyeball streaking across the sky at low altitude. It sparkled in the sun like reflections off water. Spellbound, all eyes followed the odd orb, as it whined its way across the sky on a southwesterly course and disappeared.

The tiny foreign object was so unsettling, it took moments for anyone to remember they’re purpose. One fidgeting young Chubb trooper could hold himself together no longer. He let out a horrid screech, raised his strike-rod and bolted out in the open toward the giant worm. His hard dried folds of skin clacked together like seashells and moist breath spewed out the nostrils at the sides of his head, spatting on the rocks.

Amasser and the others looked on in surprise while the singular Chubb attacked. The bundafant’s poor reaction time and even worse eyesight prevented it from seeing the charging Chubb till he smacked into his face, right between the bundafant’s two eyestalks. The young Chubb bounced against the Bundafant, slapping its face flap shut and bounded back to the ground. The bundafant and the young Chubb ogled each other, dazed, never having seen anything like each other before. The bundafant’s eyestalks arched down at the Chubb who gawked back and forth from one eyestalk to the other. Finally the bundafant sensed danger. He raised his obese head and let out a frightening deep bellow.

Amasser’s eyes pinched together and a sharp screech sprang from his throat, popping the scales out from his neck like flower pedals. In that moment chaos broke forth.

The young Chubb let go a blast of his strike rod and it ricocheted from the bundafant‘s thick face flap as it reeled around and broke for open desert. The blast hit the rocks just above the heads of several Cubs, peppering them with debris. Amasser charged out, heaving his gaff at the bundafant. It caught the creature just behind the head as it turned.

From the other side of the rocks, Wellek pitched another gaff, catching the bundafant’s shoulder area. But the huge creature lunged spasmodically, pulling Wellek into the air and propelling him across the sandy inlet onto a rocky area to a harsh landing. Amasser hurried to secure the gaff-rope to a nearby rock before the bundafant could shift again. The instant the rope was cinched, the bundafant pitched in the opposite direction and the sturdy rope snapped taught with a… TWANG! stinging Amasser’s claws with the wild vibrations. But the rope held and the bundafant’s head jerked to a stop, its back end began catching up to the front. By now Chubb warriors were racing to the hunt from behind every rock. The bundafant swatted two Chubbs with its muscular tail, pressing them face first into the sand. Two more chubbs leaped from a rocky ledge onto the bundafant’s back. The giant bundafant jerked wildly in protest, snapping Amasser’s gaff rope. 

However, once Chubb-Zantium get a taste of the hunt, there is no stopping them, there is no distracting them. They will pursue a prey till they fall dead in their own tracks. Amasser leaped forward with all three legs, snatching up the end of the broken rope. He hit the ground with a THUD, as the bundafant bolted out into open desert, dragging Amasser alongside him.

As the creature’s twelve legs picked up speed, the scales beneath him began digging deep furrows of sand, throwing them behind him as he stampeded, clouding visibility, making him impossible to follow. Amasser avoided the pulsing scales with great difficulty as they shoveled into the desert beside him, throwing loads of sand. Holding the rope with one hand, he reached into his belt for another gaff. He swung his arm upward, sinking the gaff into the creature’s thick hide. He then pulled out another gaff and with one in each hand, he scaled up the side of the creature, gaff over gaff.

The two Chubbs on the creature’s back, hung on against wild bucking and raining plumes of sand. One chubb dropped his weapons and bounced uncontrollably, trying to attach himself to anything he could. The other wedged his strike-rod into a bony protrusion. Neither one could see anything as they fought to stay on the beast.

The bundafant was making good time now toward the open spaces when Amasser finally reached the top where the other two Chubbs struggled. Amasser snatched the strike-rod out of the hands of the one and kicked him off the side of the stampeding creature. The other Chubb cringed as Amasser passed by him on the way to the bundafant’s head. Straining to see through waves of sand, Amasser lowered the strike-rod toward the bundafant’s only vulnerable part… the top of his skull. He put his finger on the contact and…BOOM, there was a blue flash and the great beast lost consciousness. Its great weight propelled its dead body forward, pushing up mounds of sand nearly as high as the creature’s head. Forward motion finally halted with a sandy fallout settling on the troops gathering to the kill.

Amasser collected his wits. This was a crucial moment. The time immediately following the kill was the most dangerous. “Wellek! ON TASK!” he shouted to his enforcer.

Wellek mustered up his select troopers and took up positions around the bundafant. As the other troopers caught up to the carcass they began to rush in on it. Wellek held ground against the charging throng of hungry Chubbs.

“Stay off!” Wellek shouted.

The throng rushed forward. Amasser moved in front of the line of enforcers.

“Stay off!” repeated Amasser, and charged toward the disobedient army. 

He lowered his head and made contact with the foremost rebel, uprooting him and propelling him backward to the sandy turf with a THUMP! They all came to a stop. Amasser rose to his full height. “You will obey!” and his neck scales popped out, vibrating. “Stay off!”

The troops fell to the ground as if they had been struck down. Amasser’s powerful frame cast an ominous shadow over them as he challenged each one in turn. He well understood that once a Chubb-Zantium eating frenzy begins, it is nearly impossible to stop. He intended to feed the city of Zantmas with this beast and he would not let these underlings rob him of the glory of walking threw the gates of Zantmas with the kill.

When Amasser was satisfied that all was under control, he organized the rendering of the animal, his enforcers ever alert for disobedience. Like any truly good hunters, the Chubbs were experts at making use of every piece of their prey. Before the sun had crept under the Great Zantium Desert, they had sectioned the animal into hundreds of manageable pieces and loaded them onto the bone sleds. The bone sleds were fashioned from the creature’s own bones. The scales of the creature were fastened to the bottom of the sleds, making sturdy runners for crossing the desert terrain. By the time dusk settled on the troop, they set out for Zantmas with their shadows dancing on the dunes.

They paced themselves for the long journey home, dreaming of how they would enter Zantmas in a wave of glory. They would feed many and distinguish themselves among the most brave, the true hunters. These thoughts kept them good company in the desert chill as they drove the long train of burdened bone sleds back across the Zantium Desert.


Drowsiness was beginning to overtake Amasser when in the distance he heard familiar grunting as he approached the great City of Zantmas. Across the sandy plain the sound of a thousand Chubb-Zantium warriors parading in the light of the three moons came to his ears. The voices drifted upon the desert wind like music.

Then the great spires of Zantmas rose steadily up from the horizon as they drew nearer their capital city. The name Zantmas means future and it was to this city that the Chubb-Zantium Warriors offered worship. The great walls of the city held row upon row of stone dwellings. In the middle of the city was a spacious, round dirt floored courtyard called the Kach where all community business was conducted. All Chubb business was conducted in the dirt.

As they drew nearer, Amasser gave the order to increase the pace. Chubb-Zantium creatures can make good time in the desert even after a lengthy trek such as this one. He turned his face to the night wind. The wind whipped the sand into blankets before them intruding up in his nostrils and into his teeth, It was glorious. He listened gleefully to the sounds of the open desert as they plodded along with their great leathery flat bottom feet, the three moons lighting the desert like a great silver ocean and the thrill of the kill lingering on his mind.

Then it came again, the little gleaming ball. It whirred purposefully overhead with that same faint sound print of the day before. He saw it clearly in the moons light, round and shimmering. He halted the troop. The small pearlesent sphere appeared to be returning from the direction of Zantmas. It occurred to him that it might have come from The Wall. But that could not be. There had not been any disturbance from the little creatures on the other side of The Wall since he was a very young warrior.

He did however remember the little creatures very well, those ones behind The Wall, stinky sweet and protected in all those nasty bushes, smelling just as bad. He hated them and the forest that hid them, so many smells, so sweet and sickening. He ordered the troops to pick up the pace again, bound for the home stretch and his own dwelling. He would have much to report to Sharr Promósi.

Chapter Two: Settlers


Doctor James Magilicutty Moscow sat before the great stone wall, waiting for them to take the bait, contemplating the conundrum. He thought, though the satellite scans revealed indications of an ancient society. Even revealing something of their startling integration with plant life, as usual they chose to remain hidden. Surely these intelligent creatures were curious enough to at least take the earth-grown sunflower that he had placed in front of The Wall next to the package of hieroglyphics and phonetic scripts.

The biggest historical event ever, Earth’s first contact with another intelligent alien life form, and they won’t even come out to show themselves. No… they vanish into thin air the moment any human gets close to them. So far Doctor Moscow had considered trying to meet them on their side of the wall, but decided that would be too aggressive. After all, it was their planet and they weren’t expecting guests. So, for the time being, he counseled his team of scientists to be patient, even though he was running out of that himself.

His forehead glistened in the afternoon sun, as humid breezes teased his long yellow hair and brought wonderfully sweet smells. Tall and lanky, his legs folded beneath him like a grasshopper as he took roost on an arched tree root and prepared himself for another long wait, watching lush green vegetation sway with the wind. His disciplined musical ear delighted in the variation of sound, soft then louder, higher and then lower. Often he would even imagine that the greenery was trying to speak to him in a foreign language he could not understand. His eyes wandered from the foliage, to the thunderhead in the western sky and returned to The Wall again knowing this day would end in rain. 

The Wall was like something out of an ancient earth Egyptian archeology journal. Its enormous height and length also could have been compared to the Great Wall of China. Comprised of innumerable superbly fitted stones it stretched father than the eye could see in either direction and rose nearly two hundred feet upward, bruising the sky. Its contours exhibited ancient evidence of precision tooling. A thick green layer of exotic vegetation flourished on its outer surface, and the most vibrant of vines enveloped the outermost layer. The Wall had survived thousands upon thousands of years of weather and was quite ready to endure thousands more.

Brrtt, Brrtt. His vox chirped. He rolled his eyes, and answered in a whisper. “Yes?”


“James you gotta come see this. Ajay is...”

“Sam!” the Doctor whispered loudly. “I’m at the wall.”

“Well, did you catch anybody yet?” she teased. “Come on in, the wall isn’t going anywhere. The stuff Ajay’s doing will never happen again. You’re missing out, Daddy.”

He hated it when she called him that. “Ok, I’ll be there in a sec, out.” He stood to leave, then stopped and said, out loud, “I might as well give it another shot.”

He approached slowly, moving beyond the package he had set down, listening for signs of life, drawing as close as he dared to The Wall. Then, to his dismay, he heard them again, the vines, whipping off the wall from everywhere. He froze in his tracks and cringed as the greenery came alive, wreathing like nests of snakes. An army of them congregated before him, a seething mountain of thick gyrating impenetrability. He tried to out-maneuver it but it swelled rapidly, pushing out at lightning speed, knocked the Doctor back on his rear end in the soft forest dirt. The vines receded into a docile state of repose.

He sat there for a moment, gazing back, indignant. The package was still there but the sunflower was gone.

“Your welcome!” he shouted angrily, “Thanks for dropping by. What’s the matter with you people? Don’t you know how to be polite?”


His voice echoed off the wall and back into the trees behind him. He shook himself off, grabbed his backpack and made for home, or at least where he had been living for the last two years. This time he left the package at the foot of the wall.


Samantha Moscow was a slender, graceful woman with light skin. Her dark auburn hair, bound in two tight rolls at the sides of her head complimented large lips that seemed to smile even at rest. Her swollen stomach revealed a rather advanced stage of pregnancy. She rocked in a rocking chair made for her by her husband James, who had fashioned it from the bounteous resources of the surrounding forest. The cabin itself, hewn from wooden trees, was something of a throwback to ancient times as well. The Moscows had made their scientific expedition to the planet as much of a ‘get-away vacation’ as possible. With the impending childbirth, the expectations of all four of the humans on this New Earth mission had been significantly altered.


Sam finished a row of knitting on the baby blanket and placed it on the crude wooden table. She gazed out the front door, left open in wait for James. Beautiful, tranquil, luscious wildlife abounded outdoors and golden daylight brought with it spider strands and flower pollen through the open shutters of the window. It was then she saw Lucy Walsh come up the hill to the cabin.


Lucy Walsh was a fine physical specimen. Wide muscular shoulders tapered to surprisingly narrow female hips. She wore a tight one-piece dark blue sleeveless military jump suit and black trail boots on her feet. She and her husband Lieutenant Colin Walsh, had been selected for military aspects of the expedition. The New Earth Commission had found husband and wife teams to be less problematic on longer missions. 



Lucy came in with a basket of fruit and vegetables and plopped it on the table.


Look!” said Sam holding up the blanket. “These poofy plants make great knitting cotton.”


Lucy turned up her nose at the thought. “Oh God! I thought that stuff went out with the 22nd century. You know they got ways of making real garments these days, one’s that’ll last you more than a few measly years.”

“Oh Lucy, get your head out of the text books for awhile. Ajay’s going to have a real live hand-made blanket to snuggle in.”

Lucy was sarcastic. “Maybe you should wrap him up in a bush like the locals do. Oh, that’s right… you are,” she feigned surprise.

“Bush!” Sam punctuated. “We should have bushes like that. They’re more like botanical palaces if you ask me.”

“Well I’m not asking. Buy the way how are you going to get the rock sample work done with your belly hanging out like that? You look like a cow.”

Sam stopped knitting. “Thank you very much. Are you kidding me? It’ll be another two years till the starship comes this way again. Something tells me I could have two kids and still get the work done.”

A worried look struck Lucy’s face. “That’s kind of laid back, don’t you think?”

“Oh common Lucy, I didn’t plan to have this baby, help me make the most of it will you?” Sam gripped the arms of the chair. “Help me up.”

Lucy lent an arm and Sam pulled herself upright. She waddled over to the table and selecting one of the large round brown fungi in the bowl. It had a bread-like texture with a pleasant sweet taste, despite its pungent fragrance. She chewed as she gazed through the window of the wood cabin, to the path where James would return.

“Well,” said Lucy, surveying the cabin with disgust, “You ought to at least come back to the shuttlecraft for a good sleep once in a while. It’s positively primitive in here.”

Sam sighed. “I know it’s hard for you to believe but I’m actually beginning to love it here.”

“Oh no,” complained Lucy. “I thought it was crazy enough when James got the idea to build a pioneer cabin, but to actually live in it with the bugs and everything! I’m sorry, just can’t see it, especially since we’re not exactly in the safest place on the planet you know. Personally I think we should just march right over to the other side of the wall and set up camp where you don’t have to worry about those horrid desert creatures.”

“Oh yah,” Sam contended, “And how would you like it if some strange beings decided to set up shop in your front yard without being invited. James wants the first contact to be their choice. Besides, how long ago do the bio readings indicate presence of those desert creatures?”

Lucy reported, “Colin says there doesn’t seem to be any bio traces newer than 90 or so years, but that doesn’t mean they won’t get curios. They’ve got to know we’re here sooner or later.”

Sam stretched her back. “Well then, I would bet that their not about to start exploring this way anytime soon. From the patterns James and I extrapolated, they seem to avoid the forests completely.”

Lucy headed for the door. “We got little aliens in front of us with a bad case of xenophobia, and we got huge aliens behind us that would like nothing more than to contact us, so they could tear us apart. You know, just because they haven’t been around for a while, doesn’t mean they won’t come. They simply haven’t had a reason in 90 years, that’s all.”

Samantha sighed, “Thanks for your comforting words for a pregnant mother.”

“Sorry,” Lucy apologized. “I’ll see you down at the shuttle for the meeting.”

With that Lucy sauntered out the cabin door and into the sunlight. She trudged down toward the shuttlecraft. Sam followed her to the door and leaned out the doorway, watching her silhouette sink under the sun. Suddenly Lucy stopped and faced back toward her.

“I’m sorry Sam,” she said. “I really am happy for the baby… and the both of you.”

“I know,” said Sam.

Lucy turned again and resumed her course downward, all the way to the foot of the hill where the shuttlecraft quietly nestled, its blunt silver wings running the length of its metal fuselage, poking back into the trees that had grown up around it. Two years of wildlife had sprouted around its perimeter, fondling its curvatures and offering good camouflage.

Sam lingered in the doorway, the magic Hironitus afternoon unfolding before her. This was the most beautiful place she had ever seen. It may be true, she thought, her preoccupation with her domestic pursuits may indeed be crowding her duties a little. Lucy’s idea about relocating to the other side of the wall for the safety of the baby might have been a good idea. The creatures to the south were vicious. They really had very little information to go on other than the satellite scans.

“Sam!” a voice called out behind her.

“Hi James,” she turned to greet him.

“So what’s the big emergency,” he teased, “A new kick? a new roll? or are you just bored again?” He rounded the corner and went into the cabin.

“I’m sorry, maybe I am a little bored and nothing ever changes with the wall, the little people won’t move a muscle.” She followed him back in as she talked. “I’m stuck listening to Lucy go on about the desert creatures all day.”

“What’s she up to,” mocked James. “Scarring the pregnant lady again? At least she’s being helpful,” said James, looking at the bowl of food.

“Yes, she is,” Sam agreed. “You know, I wonder if it would be a good idea to suspend the launch of the next recon probe for a while. I mean just until the baby’s born and things stabilize a little.” Sam lowered herself back into her chair with a grunt.

James dropped his backpack and looked thoughtfully at the floor. “I don’t know Sam, we only got two years left to get the mapping done as it is. The baby’s gonna slow us down a lot.” He knelt at the foot of her chair. “Look, I know something’s gonna happen soon with the Hirons. Their going to make contact, I can feel it.”

Just then Sam jumped and blurted out, “Oh, that was a big one,” and held her middle.

“Did he kick again?” said James, putting his hand on her belly and tilting his head. They waited a moment then there was another kick. “Wow, what are you feeding this boy?” he exclaimed. “Hold on, seems like he’s in a playful mood to me.”

James rose and quickly crossed the room, grabbing a small device from the top of a storage locker. He returned to Sam at the chair and in a moment, they heard music. James held the device to Sam’s belly and a sweet lilting melody filled the air. An ancient Earth instrument constructed of wood, and metal asserted itself with the authority and dexterity of a human voice.

“Fenerill?” she inquired with her eyes closed.

“Yes,” James answered. “Tomorrow I’ll start him on Debussy and the piano.”

Through the afternoon they played music and ate, while listening to the articulations of an artist that had been dead for nearly two centuries. In these times, evenings became more precious to them and the responsibilities of military and national duties grew faint on their minds. So it was with increasing reluctance they cleaned up after the meal and headed down to the meeting with the rest of the crew. On the way down to the shuttlecraft, they witnessed the Hironitus sun sink behind the mountains in the western sky, dividing layers of atmosphere and turning their skin a deep orange and the forest a rich green.

Out of familiarity, James walked right into the shuttle. 

Lieutenant Colin Walsh chafed. ”Some protocol would be nice, don’t you think? at least a salute.”

James retorted. “Oh for cryin’ out loud, Colin. Do you have to persist in these arcane rituals? We know who we are.”

“Disorder means a lack of piece, James.” Colin snapped.

“Yes, and excessive regimen kills creativity,” James came back. “We’ve had this discussion before.”

Lieutenant Walsh did not answer to that. The four of them assembled at the round table for the weekly progress meeting. Lieutenant Walsh presided over the official proceedings where new data was presented and reviewed. Then came the security report at which time James voiced a concern.

“Now, its been brought to my attention that it might be a good idea to launch the next recon probe after the baby’s born, just to be on the safe side. If the recon probe stirs up more attention from the creatures we…”

“Too late,” Colin declared. “I launched it this morning.”

The Doctors mouth dropped open and neither Moscow said anything for a moment. Lucy lowered her eyes to her papers and sucked her bottom lip while Colin flipping his documents and sniffed.

Sam broke the silence; “This has apparently become a dictatorship since last week.”

Lieutenant Walsh glared at Sam. “We need to get started as soon as possible, we’ve been dragging our asses lately. There’s some questionable weather coming on and you two seem pretty preoccupied with domestic pursuits. Aside from all that, I’d like to remind you both, that this is not a democracy here.”

“Oh, pardon me,” Sam quipped, sticking her nose up in mockery. “I didn’t realize that I’d become quite that sloppy.”

“Sam!” said James, trying to restrain her. He bumped her shoulder with his own and attempted his best military protocol. “Look, ‘eh Lieutenant, sir. We know that the last probe stirred at least some curiosity from the locals and we thought, with the baby and all…“


“From now on you will not do the thinking,” barked the Lieutenant. “We have twenty months to finish the mapping of this area, sample flora and fauna and do basic assessments on the two life forms. It’s been two years Doctor; you haven’t even established contact with the first life form. You do not have your mind on your work. We were sent for specific purposes and we will accomplish that purpose in a timely fashion. Look, I know you’re not military, but from now on you will conduct your self in a more professional manner, is that clear?”


“That’s as clear as a bell, Lieutenant.” said Sam with a mock salute.

James poked her again and asked, “Permission to be excused momentarily, Lieutenant?”


“Permission granted,” the Lieutenant obliged.


Doctor Moscow escorted his wife outside and away from the shuttle. “What’s the matter with you, Samantha?” he scolded. “Are you trying to make things worse?”


“You heard him in there, goin’ all army on us all of a sudden.” Sam paced angrily, rubbing her stomach.


James grew hot. “Did it ever occur to you that you ARE hot headed and that because of the baby, you’re NOT thinking strait?”


Sam, still rubbing and pacing replied, “I didn’t ask to get pregnant. It wasn’t … suppose to happed. You and your get back to nature kick. At any rate, we haven’t interfered with the mission.” Her words slowed and she gasped for breath. “You said yourself, we’re… just being courteous to… the locals… UUUHHH! James!” She dropped to her knees and pain gripped her. 

The Doctor dropped to her side. “It’s ok Sam, just birth pains again. Do the routine, c’mon breath… short little breaths now.” The Doctor spoke in soothing tones and lightly stroked her back.


“OH,” she groaned sarcastically, “I know how to breath, dear.”


“I’m counting on it, Babe,” he said, forcing a smile. “C’mon breathe.”


Having heard the moaning, Lucy and Colin came out of the shuttle. Lucy immediately crouched to Sam’s other side. Colin kept his distance.


James looked to Lieutenant Walsh, shrugging his shoulders with an apologetic grin. Lieutenant Walsh adopted his most supportive look, but inside, the incident only confirmed his fears. Agree or not, the mapping would not get done he knew that now. He would have to set up the shuttle for the birth.

