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Prologue

Thirty thousand years ago, Atlantis was settled.  The god, Neptune, created Atlantis for his mortal

bride Cleito. She, bore him five sets of sons, that became the princes of Atlantis. For long their

reign was just and peaceful.

They were taught the secrets of power and how to bend it to their will. Lovers of beauty,

they built wondrous temples to the gods and made tools of power to make easier their lives. The

Atlanteans sailed the seas and befriended all they met.

For long the princes and their lines ruled Atlantis well and the people prospered. Great

traders and teachers to many of the other peoples of the world, they were loved by many as gods

would be. 

Alas, the praise and love of the world for Atlanteans grew so much that many of them

believed they were gods. Slowly the offerings to the gods diminished until many ignored them.

This  occurred as  other  peoples  of  the  world grew in stature and wisdom. They treated  the

Atlanteans as equals not as their gods and this angered many of Atlantis. 

Slowly the Atlanteans turned their gifts to war and expansion. Those drunk with power

came together and created the Shigar party to bend the strength of Atlantis to mastery of the

world. They started to colonize the world and subjugate the natives of those areas. Their masters

turned the power to the art of war and created weapons of power and flying machines to extend

their reach beyond the shores of the world. 

Eventually, there arose a challenge to this onslaught of corruption both from within and

without. There came those in the halls of power of Atlantis that sought peace with the world and

a return of the gods, they called their party, Nalos. From without, the Raman Empire grew in

power to challenge the Atlanteans. 



What brought down this world was what has brought down civilizations throughout the

ages: war, greed, hubris and corruption.



Chapter I

Modern Day

The helicopter landed on the flight deck with a thud. The visitors were quickly led into the

superstructure to avoid the heat of the Louisiana Gulf coast mid-summer afternoon. The Navy

ensign who was escorting the visitors ushered the specialists into a briefing room where they

were met by a few senior officers and Doctor Vallence.  Doctor Vallence was an archaeologist not

highly regarded by many in his field. He had a promising career as a field researcher but dabbled

too much into the alternative history realm that many considered false science.

“What is he doing here?” demanded Doctor Saufly, one of the experts on early American

civilizations.

“He was the one that made the initial  discoveries, Doctor Saufly,  and is here for the

Navy.” declared Admiral Jenson.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, you have all signed your disclosure statements and been provided

the initial brief.  If you will be seated, we will begin the main brief.” Another officer at the

podium quickly said before an argument about Doctor Vallence could erupt.

After everyone was settled, the briefing started.  The officer explained how three months

ago, Doctor Vallence was diving in this area to explore for early American remains. Using a new

technique, his team would  build a water tight structure around an area on the seafloor then

pump out the water so there is an underwater dry area.  Once the water was pumped out and the

inside dried out, his team could enter to start basic archaeological work.

What they had seen on their scans and thought was some type of structure turned out to

be something else. The slide changed to a submarine looking craft with small wings on each side.



The craft was sitting inside a large hangar like space that the specialists thought was on this ship.

“What is it?” one of the specialists asked.

Doctor Vallence turned to the lady, “It is some type of craft that we believe can fly.  We

have not yet figured out how to turn it on.”

“So how do you know it can fly?” someone called out.

Doctor Vallence was still  staring at the slide. “Some of the Navy engineers made that

assumption on its aerodynamic form and what we can make out from inside.”

“You have been inside?” Doctor Saufly said in an amazed voice.

“Yes Doctor.  We have recently figured out how to open it but we still do not know what

is what inside it. There are very few controls, in fact there are almost no controls.  It does not

seem to run on power in any conventional sense of the word.”

“Who knows about this discovery?”  Again Doctor Saufly.

Admiral Jenson broke in, “Only a handful of people, Doctor.  We will keep it that way

while we study this. No sense getting everyone excited and digging up all the oceans.”

“So you will hide this from the world, admiral? Something that could change the world

and our history?” asked one of the junior scientist.

“Yes we will. Until we know more of what we have, we will keep this to a very limited

group of people. People let me remind you, we have no idea what this is capable of or how

many others are out there around the world. Until we know exactly what we are dealing with we

will keep this quiet.  Is that understood?”

“Does it have wires? Have you traced them yet?” Mr. Yeager blurted out.  Mr. Yeager was

one of the country's top mechanical engineers. His excitement was visible. “What about access

panels?” 

The  admiral  looked  slightly  annoyed  that  he  was  interrupted  before  he  got  his

confirmation but quickly nodded to Doctor Vallence. Putting hands up, Doctor Vallence said,

“Whoa Mr. Yeager, we will get to your questions and even let you look yourself but the answer is



so far, no.  We have not traced any wires or even opened any access panels.”

“Is it alien, doctor?” asked another specialist.

“We don't think so.  In fact,” pausing while he changes the slide to one that displays an

emblem of a golden trident with wings, claws and a star over top of the trident. “because we

found a drinking skin with what used to be wine and this pendant of a winged trident. We think

we might have found something from Atlantis.”



Chapter II

Back Home

The sun light danced off the waters, of what is now called the Mississippi River, in such a way

that Risor had a hard time listening to his sister, Rina. Peaceful, he thought.  Altai, his home, a

small city of around 8,000 Atlanteans and the local tribes that pay homage to the Atlanteans.

Located near the mouth of the great river,  this  city like many of the other colonies on this

landmass are spared the thoughts of war as the Raman Empire does not consider these outposts

of Atlantis worthy targets. 

  Far away from the battlegrounds, these quiet backwaters of the empire go about their daily

life with little worry of war.  Closing his eyes, Risor, takes in the sounds and smells of home as

he will leave the next day to go back to his base.  Back to his command, a squadron of the

Atlantean aerial fighting machines, known as the vailixi.  Concentrating on the sounds and smells,

like he will never again smell or hear them. He smiles while thoughts of the simple life he will

leave behind play over and over in his mind.

           “Are you listening to me, Risor!” said Rina, rising off the couch, starring intently at him

with a look that dares him to give the wrong answer.  She was beautiful, even when mad.  Long,

black hair, emerald green eyes and milky white skin with a cute button nose, common of the

native people of Atlantis. His little sister, many years his junior, had grown up a beautiful lady of

the house of Tarnor.  Yes, his friend, Tolen, was a lucky man, once he figures it out, that is.

      Quickly, placing his drink on the table and raising his hands in defense, Risor playfully

says, “Yes my lady, I hang on every word!”

“Ha, don't be mean” she quips, going back to a more relaxed posture,  “I know you don't

care about the stars as much as you do your silly war but they are important to me!”  



           “Yes, I know they are,” dropping his hands to a more conciliatory gesture, “but I

never really paid attention to our teachers about them and thus am lost when you talk about

them.” He gets off his couch, grabs his drink and walks to the balcony rail.  “It is you and Tolen

that liked the mysteries, not me.” 

Joining him, “You will see him tonight?” Risor nods and hides a smile, as a servant

comes in to the room and fills both of their drinks before departing.  Rina contemplates her drink

then looks at him.

Casually, “May I join you tonight?” saying before she turns to watch the sun go lower on

the horizon.  “It is your last night and even the boring talk of war would be bearable.” Turning

back to him with her most winning smile, “Besides I can see all of your friends again before they

also go back.”

Ah the game is on now, Risor merrily thought.  “Even boring talk of war?” he purred, as

she innocently nodded.  “Funny, you didn't seem to want to do it earlier this week.” Unable to

hide a grin.  “Could it be that Tolen will be there tonight?” 

It was worth all the pain she will inflict on him for cornering her like this, but the look of

absolute horror that came across her face as the realization dawned on her that he might have a

clue to what her reasons were was priceless.

To her credit she recovered quickly,  “Oh, Tolen will be there? How nice.”  It was a

forced performance but almost believable.  Risor decided to let her off the hook as it's getting

time to go soon.

“I see. Shall we get ready?”



Last Night...

The tavern was on a riverside bluff that overlooked a little island in the middle of the river. The

river was very wide, at least seven miles, at this point, with a strong flow.  On a clear day you

might be able to glimpse the opposite shore from the restaurant.  

With  evening  coming,  the  lights  of  Altai  could  be  seen  up  the  river  about  a  mile.

Occasionally, a vailixi would come or go, adding to the spectacular view of the night sky.

Risor and Rina joined his friends at  their  balcony table to enjoy a meal,  drinks and

company.  Rina was actually quite excited to be there but when they arrived she visibly deflated.

Tolen was not there yet and Risor had to consciously control a laugh.  

Joining them was Rogat, a tall mountain of a man standing at least a hand taller than

Risor.  As black as Risor and Rina's hair was, Rogat's skin was the same.  From the Aini colony,

which would one day be Egypt, his family came to Altai when he was just a child.  Rogat was in

the army and was fighting near the Great Inland Sea of Atlanta Nado, or what would become

known as eastern Europe.

After greetings, Rogat continued his story.

“So there we were, pinned down in a river bed by the Dolrinas, below their stronghold.

Our commander was already dead as well as a half the company. They had archers in the hills

above the riverbed that we came up. The last surviving sub-commander was a youngling from the

north lands, of Atlanta Nado, and really didn't have a clue of what to do next. Bah!”  Looking

around,  then moving in closer to the table with a quieter voice,  “He started to talk about

storming straight up the remaining riverbed to the stronghold.  As if we could do better with the

last few hundred yards being hit from three sides. I think he already pissed himself he was so

scared.”  

Sitting back up and folding his arms across his chest, “ Well I didn't feel like dying at that

time, so I decided to take matters into my own hands.  I got a few guys to cover me as I moved



to the other side of the riverbed and then I fired into the rocks above where those archers were.

Those Dolrinas don't really like our power spears and with all the falling rock they ran as fast as

they could.”

“The boys saw what I was about and started to do the same on the other side. Instead of

shooting the big boulders they were hiding behind with little effect we started to rain shrapnel

down on them from above. We were so full of ourselves that we charged up the riverbed, blazing

away with our power spears and roaring like demons.”  Starting a hearty laugh, “We scared them

archers so bad that they forgot they held the stronghold and outnumbered us.” His laugh was

infectious as others around the table started to imagine Rogat  running crazily up a riverbed

yelling at the top of his lungs.  

“They just dropped their weapons and ran as fast as they could.” Laughter around the

table slowly died down.

           Risor asked, “Did you take the hold?”

“Yeah, but our casualties were so high we had to go back to base, so another company

relieved us and those damn Dolrinas overran the place weeks later.”  Very quietly, “Not one of the

garrison survived.”

Rina chimed in, “Rogat if you had power spears how could these barbarians defeat you?”

“Not us Rina, our replacements.”  A solemn look, “They were local tribesmen loyal to us.

They dont have power spears.”

Risor, turning to Rina, “Only Atlantean citizens may use our weapons.  They are too

powerful to trust with others.”

         There  was  a  moment  of  silence  that  was  broken  when  Tolen  Dekarn,  entering  the

balcony, spoke up, “Hello everyone, did I miss something? Where is the laughter?”

While Rina brightened, Risor stood and embraced his friend “Rogat was just regaling us

with one of his stories.”

“Not the one about the stronghold again is it?”  Tolen said with an innocent smile.



“Why Tolen, you look like you could use a swim.” Rogat said with an amused smile.

Putting his hands up in a gesture of submission, Tolen said, “Peace Rogat, the waters are

too cold at this time of year.” As everyone started to laugh.

After eating their meal and enjoying a few drinks, Risor told his stories of how they

continue to battle it out with the Raman vimana over the skies of what will later be known as the

Indian sub-continent and Sundaland.

“Their vimana are usually much larger than our vailixi but not as maneuverable.” as he

took a drink.  “usually they come straight at us trying to blaze a path through our force.  We

normally scatter and hit them from all directions.”  

Tolen interrupted, “Risor, how effective is their main weapon against vailixi shields?” 

“Mostly we can handle a few blasts but anything sustained and it's doubtful. Shields are

only as strong as the shielder handling the shields.  Luckily my squadron has strong shielders.  I

learned that from father; that with a strong defense you can get out of any situation.” 

“How is your father” Niko asked.  Niko is a native of Atlanta Nado whose family earned

the right of citizenship after an ancestor's valor in the service of Atlantis.  His father worked for

Risor's father, Rosan, in Atlantis when Rosan has to be there. Rosan was the elder councilman of

Altai and represents Altai in the Council of Elders.  

“He is fine Niko” Rina declares, “He sends his regards to all of you and wishes you all

well when you go back.”

“Here, a toast to Altai!”  as they all finished their drinks.   While the staff refilled their

goblets, Rina asked Tolen.

“How is your research coming Tolen?  You are up north way too often.”  

“Yes, Tolen, how is that research coming?” Rogat asks.

“Actually the work goes well but it foretells a worrisome future.”

Rina interrupts, “Maybe bad news should wait for another day.”



“No, please continue.”   Risor  said.   “We all  have important  work and all  share our

stories.”

Tolen took another drink, then slowly, “As you might have guessed, it is getting warmer

and the ice sheets are melting more.” getting into his story.

“There is a large body of water trapped on the ice sheet that could present a danger

someday if the ice barrier in front of it fails.”

“What do you mean, Tolen, is there a river feeding onto the ice?”  Niko asked.

“No, consider this, when ice melts it melts in all directions where ever the warmest area is.

When the sun hits the ice sheet it melts on the top and this melted ice turns to water.” He pauses

to make sure everyone is with him. “Unless there is a path to drain, it will stay there.  Now the

ice sheet is not flat, there are lots of crevices, rises and valleys in the ice sheet.” Pausing for a

drink, Tolen looks around and sees he has the group's attention. “The water is warmer than the

ice around it and tends to melt more ice that continues to fill these ice lakes.  This continues until

the ice is almost hollowed out. When this happens it's a matter of time before one of the sides of

the ice lake bursts from the pressure of the water and thus spills forth.”

“This river is fed by the ice sheet's melt.”

Rogat looks alarmed, “So the ice sheet is breaking now?”

“Not in the manner I just described” Tolen says reassuringly. “There are rivers coming

from under the ice all the time.  These might be normal outlets for some of the ice lakes or melts

of the ice near the edge.”  Tolen says as if lecturing to his students at the local school.

Niko interjects, “How much water is there in these ice lakes Tolen?”

“I could not check everywhere because it is difficult to land on, but in some areas near the

southern barrier it is around 50 feet deep.”

“Difficult to land on?  It is solid ice, right?” Rogat asks.

“Yes, in places. In others, it has a jagged look to it.  Some of my colleagues have lost their

life falling into ice ravines.  We have even lost a few expeditions to the ice above the Great Inland



Sea.”

“Tolen, and how wide is it?” Risor was starting to see where Niko was taking this.

“It is a huge connected lake,” shaking his head, “I am not sure how deep the connections

go but if the barrier failed in this direction, it would send a wall of water that would destroy

Altai.”

Silence....

“Tolen, what has the council said about this?”  Risor asks getting down to business. 

“The council acknowledges the problem but since we do not know when this will occur

and the ice barrier is still pretty thick, they will do nothing.  We can only monitor it.”

Sitting up Risor exclaims, “But if all that water crashes down on Altai the city, our families

are doomed!”  Everyone pauses, “How can they justify this?”

Tolen gives a sardonic smile, “Why the Shigar party cant seem to find the money to

protect us with their war to prosecute first.”  a large sigh, “they don't realize this will not only

affect us but also all the colonies near the shore line.  If that amount of water is as large as I think

it is, it will raise the seas.”

“Raise the sea levels?” 

“Yes, Rina.  That water is not accounted for in the sea levels today.  The ice for the most

part  is  over  land and doesn't  count.   When it  is  released,  it  will  flow into the  oceans  and

depending on the volume, it will raise the oceans.”  As he selects a bowl, fills it with water to

near the rim and then puts his hand in the bowl.  The water overflows the rim and spills on to

the table.

Everyone is looking at the bowl with the spilled water as servants come to clean the mess.

Risor stands and walks to the rail. Peering out at the river as it flows by.  “And we are not sure

which way the water will flow, are we?”

“No, we don't know where the break will occur.  If it comes from the south of the ice

shelf, it will eventually get to us. Much of the area south of the ice sheet drains to this river of



ours. Luckily, the ice barriers are still pretty thick on the south side.”

Starring into his cup, Rogat thinks out aloud. “The ice sheets are melting?  Who would

have thought?  They have been there for generations.”

Tolen puts a hand on Rogat's shoulder to break his stare. “Rogat, the ice sheet has been

melting back for thousands of years.  It is just slow but we are finding proof that the ice sheet

reached half way to Altai from where it is now about 20,000 years ago.”

Rina asks “Tolen is there anything the council could do to protect us?  It sounds like it

would be massive and Altai can do little to stop it.”

“Not really, if the barrier bursts and there is a large enough hole and volume behind it,

then it will not be stopped.  Maybe we can control the draining of the lake but it will still add to

the sea levels.  That we will not be able to stop.  Depending on the total volume even Atlantis

will sink.”

“Atlantis will be gone?”  Niko breaks in, sounding astonished.  “The Council of Elders

would not allow that.”

“We don't know when that will happen Niko, that is the problem.  We can not give the

council a firm time frame and the Shigar keep saying once we finish the war with Rama then we

can consider this.”  With a deep sigh, “We are winning the war, Rama is taking a pounding and

the Shigar know it will not be much longer.  The council sees this and believes they are right so

they wait.”

Risor returns to stand next to the table. “Regardless we can not solve the problem tonight

and there is little time before we must go our separate ways again.  So a toast to our friendship.”



Chapter III

At a Sundaland base...

Leaving  his  quarters,  Risor  heads  to  the  squadron's  lounge.   It  is  a  nice  day  in  tropical

Sundaland, normally very humid, but today has a nice breeze.  Walking towards the lounge, Risor

looks at the gentle waves break on the bay's shore line.  Many of the locals were bringing their

boats in with today's catch while children played in the water.

Sundaland is and was a landmass combining southeast Asia to the islands of Indonesia

and Malaysia.  When the sea levels rose, much of the land sunk below the waves.

  Risor walks into his squadron's lounge to see who else has already returned.  Seems that

most of his people are already there relaxing or catching up with others.  Like most Atlantean air

units, people are selected from around the empire for their abilities to manipulate the power

where many of the ground units or naval forces are raised by a colony or region.

Spotting his second, Risor goes to greet him.  Tilor is from a colony south of Altai on

the southern landmass that will be known as South America.  A smaller man with a gentle look

to him hides a decisive and experienced fighter.  Unlike many flyers, Tilor relishes exercising in

the martial arts.  

“Hello Tilor, did you enjoy your visit home?”  Plopping down in the chair next to him.

“It was good to see my parents again, sir.  My father sends his regards to you and your

father.”  Tilor's father is also an Elder Councilman for his colony and they know of each other.

Since Altai is the largest colony on this smaller landmass, Rosan is the senior councilman.

“Thank you Tilor, I will pass on your father's regards. So when did you get in?”

“Two days ago sir, one of the first to return.”  pausing for a minute, Tilor continues,



“WaveRiders are here.  I hear that they are planning a strike on some of the Raman home cities.”

“Ahh that is something, isn't it.  Well those defenses are pretty stout, we have not been

able to penetrate them before so maybe the WaveRiders will have the luck.”  Raman Empire's

home cities reside along the Sarasvati and Indus rivers, there are plenty of vimana and those

shielding the cities are very strong in the ways of power. The WaveRiders are an elite unit that is

mostly manned by members of the Shigar party.  They get the best of everything, sometimes to

the detriment of other units. 

Risor continued to muse out loud, “Well this would be interesting, maybe the WaveRiders

can work their magic to make the Ramans surrender.”

An amused Tilor responded: “Or the Ramans can take these proud noblemen down a few

notches with a good beating.”

“Either way it seems like we would win.”  Both officers started laughing loudly while the

others around them looked on curiously.

Milo, Risors vailixi's engineer came up to the table.  “Did I miss something?”

Risor waved Milo to a seat, “Nothing worth repeating.  So how do our vailixi look?”

“We are ready, sir.  All systems have completed their checks.”

Tilor turns to Milo. “Have you seen the WaveRiders around base?”

“Yes sir, they have moved into the quarters of The Mist Warriors.”  The Mist Warriors

being a squadron that was beat up pretty bad a few months ago and were sent back to Atlantis

for refitting.

“I heard they have some new weapons that will destroy cities.”  Milo said.

New weapons. Risor was trying to think about these new weapons.  There are reports that

we have built some power weapons that can destroy large areas, maybe a city.  Using these type

of weapons would bring the war up to a new level.  A dangerous level as the Ramans also have

powerful weapons that have not been used either.

Tilor interrupts Risor's musings, “Sir, do you think these weapons will end the war?”



“Yes, but I am afraid the ending of this war that way will not be a way we want.  The

Ramans also have destructive weapons they have not used against us.”  Shaking his head.  “The

use of power in such a raw way can't be good for us.”

As many of the squadron have gathered around the table, the wing commander walks into

the lounge. “What news my lord?”  Risor respectfully asks his senior, Varno, as all the squadron

members stand in respectful silence.

“The Ramans sacked the town of Sunui, routing our forces guarding the city.”  Sunui is

now under the waves of the present day Persian Gulf and was the ally that started this war two

decades ago, when the Raman Empire was in a dispute with the King of Sunuii but Atlantis

sided with them.  The war party, Shigar, was wanting to pick a fight with the Ramans as they

were gaining in strength and gathering more allies to them.

He continued, “The king of Sunui is dead, as are many of the city's people.  We attack

tomorrow to avenge our ally.”

Once Varno left, Risor addressed the squadron.  “Well you heard the wing commander,

tomorrow we will strike, welcome back everyone.”

The Briefing...

The next morning in the pre-mission brief, Varno explains the route the mission will take.  They

were to go south of  Sangam, a nation in the  south of  the sub-continent  and come to the

Indus/Sarasvati region from the ocean.  This route would take them further out but chances are

they would encounter fewer vimana.

The mission commanders were discussing procedures when the WaveRider leader entered

the briefing room.  Jana had a commanding presence, as imperious as she was beautiful.  Risor

couldn't help but think that she probably thought she was gracing us with her presence.



She  went  directly  to  the  front  of  the  room where  Varno  was  and  quietly  told  him

something.  He didn't seem to like what he was being told but here they were both equals and he

probably judged he could not deny her request.  So, Risor thought, we will get to learn how we

will serve their purposes.

Varno, nodding in what seems to be defeat takes a seat on the edge of the table he was

previously pacing around.   Jana turns to the assembled officers,

“This is a glorious day for Atlantis and all Atlanteans my brothers and sisters!” she paused

as a polite cheer rose from the assembled officers.  Most doing so to be safe, since the lack of zeal

can also be a dangerous charge.

“Today we will unleash a new weapon on the Raman Empire that will crush their cities

and will to go on.”  Silence met this announcement as many were caught off guard for such a

stark pronouncement.  “The Gods have given our priests the knowledge of a new weapon that

will destroy the Raman cities in great balls of fire.”  Pointing at Risor, “Your squadron will help

us unleash this onto the enemy.”

“My Lady Jana, would not this invite retaliation from the Ramans with their brahmastra

weapons?  It is said these can also destroy armies.”

“My Lord, do not worry.  The defenses of Atlantis have stopped the Ramans from ever

getting to our great city.  They will stop any retaliation. Do you doubt this?”

Risor knew he was getting into dangerous territory with this one.  Varno flashed a look of

warning as well.  Reluctantly it had to be asked.  In his most gracious tones, “My Lady Jana, I do

not doubt the defenses of Atlantis will hold but no other city in our empire or anywhere has

these defenses and they might be susceptible to retaliation. How do we protect our citizens in

these other regions?”  Maybe that would make her think a minute.

Reluctantly he was wrong,  she immediately responded.  “The priests  of Neptune have

found favor in our actions and the oracles tell us the Ramans will not destroy our cities with

these weapons.  So you see my lord, there is nothing to worry about.  Do you not agree?”  

She finished her statement in a what could only be called a deadly challenge.  At this



point Risor knew he could not continue questioning her without risking insulting her and being

called forth.  Lady Jana is known for her temper and her connections.  She is high in the Shigar

party and could make life pretty unbearable for Risor if she wished.  He has no desire to be in

charge of a security detail of a remote outpost.

“Thank you for the additional information my lady.  How can we help your mission?”

On the Raid...

The  wave  tops  below  glistened  in  the  mid-day  sun  as  the  vailixi  sped  onto  their  target.

Mesmerizing they were, Risor thought, he never gets tired of seeing the sparkle of a calm sea's

waves.  Not awe-inspiring like large waves but deceptively calming they are.  He wonders what it

would be like sailing in them like the fleet does.  On small boats, he has been but nothing large

and not far out to sea.  

He is interrupted in his thoughts by Tilor's call out that they are starting to turn north.

South of the sub-continent, near the Sangam Empire; the half-way point.  Now the squadron will

ride the wave tops to keep from being detected by the Raman vimana.  The closer they can get

without detection the better it will be.

The idea that Lady Jana proposed was that Risor's squadron would go around the sub-

continent and make themselves known near the coast to draw off the patrolling vimana while the

WaveRiders  would  come along  the  Himalayan  range  line.  Other  squadrons  will  go directly

through the sub-continent to further draw off defending vimana.

These moves would coincide with a general attack on all fronts.  Along the Great Inland

Sea  thrusts  further  into  Atlanta  Nado against  the  Greeks  and their  allies  are  being initiated.

Additional strikes against Raman's allies north of the Himalayas will also occur.  

Risor was weary of the use of the special weapons that Lady Jana was going to use.  He



learned that Atlantis only has a few of them at this time.  The strategy seems good, Atlantis has

not really tried to hit all of Raman strongholds in a long time.  The last time was eight years ago.

It was a bad time for the Atlanteans.  Rama had great leadership for their forces and smashed the

Atlanteans enough that after that failed offensive the war devolved to small strikes back and forth.

A war of attrition that Atlantis was winning.  

They might not be able to counter all the moves and with the destruction of a few cities,

maybe they will sue for peace.  The Raman allies: the Greeks of the Mediterranean, the Dolrinas

of Atlantis Nado and the Hu above the Himalayans, are all war-like peoples but they do not have

the technology of Atlantis or even Rama. If the Ramans surrender, then their allies can be taken

apart more easily.  

Time to get to work.  “Have we been detected yet?”  He asked in general, knowing that

his probers will answer.  Funny how a mistake of birth would put him in charge of a bunch of

people that are steeped in the mysteries of power.

“No my lord, we see no reaction to our force yet.”

“Tilor how long to our jump off point?”

“Another 30 minutes sir.  We should detect Raman reaction to some of the other groups

soon.”

Nodding his head, “Agree, let me know when we get something.”

Risor didn't have to wait long, one of the probers turned. “Sir, we are detecting a large

increase in communications and defensive posture.”  Turning back to the dish in front of her,

peering down into the dark liquid.  Both her's and the other probers dishes were slightly glowing

with the power they were calling forth. 

Sometimes Risor wishes he had learned more of how they use the power, it might prove

useful one day.  Suddenly as one, “We have been detected!”  The vailixi started to glow slightly as

did some of the other craft in the squadron.  He didn't need to be a master of the mysteries to

know that they were being probed back.



“Okay, up to combat altitude!  We will probably see their vimana soon. Tilor,  action

stations please.”  As he buckled in.  The vailixi are very maneuverable and that is their key to

fighting the much larger and powerful vimana.  While slow, the vimana pack a lot of power that

could, in a short time, overwhelm the defender's shields.  Depending on the defender's strength in

the mysteries.

Dimera, the female prober, turned with a quizzical look, “My lord, they are not sallying

forth.  The vimana are heading north.”

A confident smile grew on Risor's face, “Good!  I guess lady Jana's plan is working after

all.”

“Tilor, relay, squadron forward, full speed!”  Time to catch the Raman's in a vice. Let's see

which way they turn to defend.

As Tilor was relaying the command to the other squadron craft, Risor sat forward in his

chair, in anticipation.  The shore line was coming into view, as was one group of vimana above

the coastal city of Dwarka.  They were heading towards his squadron.  Well guess it was too

much to ask for an uncontested run to the shore.

“Incoming vimana, sir!”

| “I see them.  Tilor execute attack plan 'Raging Bull'”.  

As the squadron split in two, one group heading to higher altitude and to the left of the

oncoming vimana, the other group stayed at altitude and went wide right to arc in a little behind

the enemy. The goal was to meet the targets from above and from slightly behind.  The enemy of

course would disperse and try to counter the vailixi but the vimana are much slower in turning.

If they could split up the vimana then it's much easier to take them out piecemeal.  

The attack took place a few miles off shore, luckily just outside of the defenses of Dwarka.

So  it  was  vailixi  against  vimana and Risor  was  confident  that  his  squadron  was  up to  the

challenge.  As expected, the vimana dispersed but reluctantly not as widely as Risor had hoped.

The vailixi of each group concentrated on a single vimana to increase the chances of breaking

through the shields.  His group succeeded in breaking the shields and destroying one of the



vimana without any hits on his vailixi  but the other group did not get through the shields.

Luckily none of their shields were breached either.

As Risor was maneuvering his group to target another vimana from behind, a great flash

crossed their vision. Luckily they were at a good height because the flash was accompanied by

something that disturbed the crew that were using power.  Risor's vailixi temporarily dropped in

altitude until his crew were able to regain control.  As they stabilized at a height a few hundred

feet below where they were just a moment before, he saw that the rest of the craft in this fight

were similarly affected with one vimana actually crashing into the sea.  Unlike the vailixi, the

vimana were not made for underwater travel so that vimana was done for.

The remaining vimana made back for shore and Risor regrouped his squadron but did

not give chase.  Instead he watched the growing cloud far inland grow higher and higher into the

sky. His squadron did not lose any craft, which he was grateful for.  The Ramans seemed to be

enveloped in great confusion and fear and Risor saw no reason to further risk his squadron or be

party to more death.  The cloud foretold that much death occurred this day.

“Tilor,  let's  go  home.   I  think  there  has  been  enough killing  for  the  day.”   As  he

unbuckled himself  from the chair.   The crew were quiet,  each trying to make out what the

weapon had done and what will it mean for Atlantis and each of them.

End of Preview.... (Draft version)


	
	WALL OF DESTRUCTION,
	A WHEN ATLANTIS FELL SAGA.

