
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Peace Talks 
 
    by Tristan Ellis 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My name is Commander Elaine Kirby, and I had never seen an Omicron in person before. You’d think after 10 years of war I would have actually seen one, alive or even dead. But no.  
 
      
 
    That was about to change. 
 
      
 
    The Omicron’s never surrender. I don’t mean they rarely do. I don’t mean they almost never do. I mean they actually never do. Ever. I’ve been in the service for 12 years now. I’ve fought countless battles and engaged in months and months of sustained combat with them. Never have they surrendered, or even discussed it. 
 
      
 
    That is, until last week.  
 
      
 
    A communique from their leadership council requested a meeting to discuss the terms of a ceasefire. 
 
      
 
    My first reaction was incredulity, naturally. I’m sure that was a feeling shared by most under my command. And yet, here we are. 
 
      
 
    I felt our acceleration slow as we neared the docking bay. 
 
      
 
    “Two minutes.” came the pilot over the radio. I stood up, adjusted my breastplate and confirmed my ammo load. 
 
      
 
    “Two minutes! Stand in the door!” I yelled. The rest of the squad quickly got into position, each following their own personal ritual before possible action. 
 
      
 
    On my left was Consul Pavlos, the man I was ordered to protect. He was a tall, slender man with graying hair and strikingly long fingers. Those disturbing digits grasped the ever present diplomatic briefcase, of whose contents I was still ignorant. He looked overhead as the engines began to slow our approach to the station. 
 
      
 
    On my right was my longtime executive officer LT Gerry Adams, G-A for short. We had served 4 tours of duty together. He was the best I had, which was why he was with me today. In case things went south here, I would need him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, here we go.” G-A mumbled to no one in particular. My sentiments exactly. 
 
      
 
    A great mechanical boom announced the coupling of the vessel and the station. The hiss of machinery whirred in our ears as the atmospheric controls connected with the host.  
 
      
 
    “30 seconds.” the pilot uttered softly over the radio. 
 
      
 
    We were meeting on the abandoned Herschel Science station. One of ours, before the conflict forced us to abandon it. I guess they figured it was kind of a neutral territory.  
 
      
 
    I had never seen an Omicron in person, no. I had seen pictures, but most of what I saw was the evidence of their existence. Namely, the death and destruction they dealt to our settlements. That I had seen all too often. 
 
      
 
    The names of the settlements, cities, and far flung outposts burned by these creatures were likewise burned into my soul. Carson Vale, New Caledonia, Spinethrush, all scenes of carnage and death. Men, women and children. None spared in the slaughter. My own family suffered such a fate, as had countless others. 
 
      
 
    Our own responses were just as devastating, hoping a firm retaliation would make them think twice. Perhaps even shock them into suing for peace. But they hadn’t, even after thousands of them perished in our fires.  
 
      
 
    But at least now, just maybe, they have been forced to talk. My unit had taken part in the campaign. “Hammer and Anvil”, a classic strategy. And here we are. Maybe it actually worked. 
 
      
 
    Personally I thought bullets and fire would talk better. Death talks. 
 
      
 
    The light indicator on the door lit green and slid open with a great whoosh of air. We felt the atmosphere push past us.  
 
      
 
    All of us were at the ready. Weapons primed and ready to unleash should the situation warrant. 
 
      
 
    No one was at the door.  
 
      
 
    “Take them in GA.” I said softly, addressing my LT. 
 
      
 
    He nodded at me, then after taking a deep breath, proceeded through the airlock. The squad followed suit, clearing the corners and looking for surprises. The Omicrons were known for their surprises. 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t look like a reception committee is coming sir.” I said, turning towards the Consul. He took a deep breath and switched the briefcase to his other hand. 
 
      
 
    “Well then, we will go to them. Lead on Commander.” 
 
      
 
    I put my weapon on the ready and walked through the door. 
 
      
 
    My troops had taken up positions before the long skywalk. You could see the endlessness of space through the transparent bulkhead. No cover. If this was just a trap, this would be where they would hit us.  
 
      
 
    GA looked at me. I could see the concern in his eyes too. 
 
      
 
    “Sir?” he asked. I knew what he was asking.  
 
      
 
    “Go in steady. Do not fire unless fired upon.” I answered.  
 
      
 
    He nodded and motioned to the two troopers next to him. They quickly made their way down the skywalk. I had my weapon at the ready, just in case cover was necessary. 
 
      
 
    Consul Pavlos wiped the sweat from his brow, then switched hands with his briefcase again. He was more nervous than I was. That thought didn’t give me comfort. I didn’t know if he was a believer in these talks, or a skeptic like the rest of us. The High Command’s feeling was pretty plain though. Sending a Consul to such a monumental meeting instead of a full-fledged Ambassador meant to me that they didn’t have high hopes. Why sacrifice someone important when the odds are that you’ll just get your heart cut out for your trouble? 
 
      
 
    I have to say, I couldn’t argue with that. 
 
      
 
    GA and his troopers had made it all the way down the skywalk. I motioned to the others with me, and we slowly made our way across as well. 
 
      
 
    As we made it to the other side, we entered the observatory section of the station. The room opened up as if it was a giant cavern. The ceiling must have been 200 feet high, and dome like, like the sky on earth. That was something I missed seeing. 
 
      
 
    As we entered, a solitary figure stood at the center of the room. That figure did not stir as we approached. It was an Omicron. 
 
      
 
    It stood well near two and a half meters tall, and I was struck by how humanoid it appeared. Two arms, two legs, and one head from what I could tell. An atmospheric mask covered it’s face, and it was, like us, covered in armor. On its right-hand sleeve I saw the Earth emblem. I wonder what happened to the poor soul who originally wore it.  
 
      
 
    “We’ve never been this close.” I muttered to myself.  
 
      
 
    Consul Pavlos stepped forward, brushing past me. I motioned for G-A to deploy in a non-hostile manner as I took my place to the right of the Consul. 
 
      
 
    “With whom do I have the honor of addressing?” The Consul asked. 
 
      
 
    The figure towered over us, taking both of us in at a glance. It then tapped something in its hand and three stealth fields disengaged before us. That caused us to jump a bit. Four Omicrons now stood before us. I raised my hand to steady my troops. 
 
      
 
    “I am Talos. I have learned your speech.” The center Omicron was the one who spoke. He had a deep, almost mechanical voice. He spoke slowly, but his words were easily understood. 
 
      
 
    “I, uh am Consul Nickoli Pavlos, the head of the Consular office for the Arcadian district. This is Commander Elaine Kirby with me, Commander of the, uh, 5th regiment. And this is Lieutenant Adams, her first officer.” 
 
      
 
    Talos looked at me briefly. The other Omicrons made a soft whooshing sound through their masks. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve guessed it was a snarl. 
 
      
 
    “I have been authorized by the High Command to discuss terms for a ceasefire.” The Consul continued. 
 
      
 
    Talos raised his arm to interrupt. 
 
    “Ceasefire?” he said. It sounded like a question, but I wasn’t immediately certain. 
 
      
 
    The Consul seemed slightly taken aback. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, it was my understanding from your communique on the uh, 5th of this cycle, that you wished to discuss terms for a ceasefire between our two nations. A truce if you will. My government has given me a list of terms to present to you. Will you hear them now?” 
 
      
 
    There was an uncomfortable pause at that statement. Sweat flowed from Pavlos’ temples, despite his best effort at looking confident. 
 
      
 
    “This is where it all goes bad.” I thought to myself. 
 
      
 
    What happened next, shocked me. 
 
      
 
    Talos nodded slowly. 
 
      
 
    “We will hear.” he said.  
 
      
 
    That was not what I expected. 
 
      
 
    The Consul lifted the briefcase at hearing this. He fumbled a bit, trying to open it with one hand while the other held onto the case. At last he managed to open it, though spilling a few of the contents on the floor.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t help the Consul pick up his spilled papers. Nothing was going to make me take my eyes off these things.  
 
      
 
    “First, the immediate cessation of all hostilities. Your raids on our settlements must stop. Your attacks on our shipping lanes must stop.” 
 
      
 
    “Your killings must stop.” Talos interrupted.  
 
      
 
    “Uh, yes. Yes, it will be a mutual stopping of hostilities. We shall also select a time and place for further talks. Talks that will lay the foundation for a lasting peace.” 
 
      
 
    You could’ve heard a pin drop in that room, and it would’ve sounded as the first falling rocks of an avalanche. 
 
      
 
    None of the Omicrons moved. I found myself holding my breath, while a dryness took over my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Over a decade of war. Millions dead, on both sides. My family, lying cold in a grave. And now it all came down to this. 
 
      
 
    It felt like years, but it couldn’t have been longer than a minute, when Talos raised his arm in a salute type gesture. 
 
      
 
    “We agree. All killings stop. We meet again. Discuss end to all killings, forever.” 
 
      
 
    The Consul let out an audible breath. I guess he was holding it in too. 
 
      
 
    “That is wonderful. Simply wonderful.” he said, wiping his brow. “I shall notify my superiors of our agreement here immediately. They will cease all offensive operations.” 
 
      
 
    He then extended his hand to the giant Omicron, relief visible on his gaunt face. 
 
      
 
    Talo’s nodded slowly, and slowly extended his hand towards the Consul. 
 
      
 
    I then raised my sidearm, and shot the Omicron in the head. As if on command, the rest of the unit opened fire. The Omicron entourage were hit immediately, without any time to react. Pavlos just stood there, in shock. 
 
      
 
    The victims fell to the floor with a very loud clang. Their armor pierced in dozens of locations, with bodily fluids leaking from the holes. 
 
      
 
    The Consul stood in shock and horror, his hand still outstretched. 
 
      
 
    “What have you done?! What have you done?! Commander! What have…” he started, turning towards me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Consul.” I said. I walked towards the fallen Omicrons. I couldn’t resist kicking the corpse of Talos softly with my boot. I then turned back to the bewildered diplomat.  
 
      
 
    “Our forces are near to liberating the Lasserine Valley. Within a month, we’ll be within striking distance of their home system. Within a year, this war will be complete. No more human deaths. No more fear. No more terror in the night. They will be a forgotten nightmare.” I said, holstering my sidearm. 
 
      
 
    “What?!” he demanded, still disbelieving what had just happened before him. 
 
      
 
    He continued. 
 
      
 
    “This could’ve ended here! They came to us! They came to us, asking for peace! For peace! What have you done?!” 
 
      
 
    I motioned to GA to take charge of the Consul. He grabbed the briefcase and the communicator from him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Consul, I really am. But peace is not the answer now. So I’m afraid the official story is going to be a typical Omicron betrayal. They invited us here for talks, and tried to ambush us. And in doing so, they destroyed the station.” 
 
      
 
    GA handed me the briefcase he took from Pavlos. I grabbed it and motioned to G-A. He and the rest of the unit quickly headed for the airlock. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, and I’m afraid we will need some human casualties to make this more believable. A Consul’s death should suit nicely.” 
 
      
 
    I then turned towards the airlock myself. 
 
      
 
    “Goodbye, Consul. Rest in peace knowing your death was for something.” I said. His screams continued until the door was sealed behind me. 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, the station exploded from the charges GA had set on my orders. 
 
      
 
    Someone once said that “Peace is loud.” Someone else once said that “Peace Talks in ways that cannot be imagined.” Perhaps this is so. But there can be no substitute for victory. We have lost so much to these people… *I* have lost too much to these people.  
 
      
 
    Maybe peace does talk, and in a better world, it would. But for now, death talks louder. 
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