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Chapter 1

Shaitan
Billions of years ago, in a faraway galaxy, an M-Class
planet called Zula and its seven moons orbited lazily
around a small yellow star they called their sun….
For more than two hundred years, scientists had been telling
Zula’s world leaders they had to control their use of energy
or the massive build-up of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere
would lead to global warming. The leaders had ignored this
advice and their failure to reduce industrial pollution had
caused an increase in the planet’s surface temperature and
allowed the ozone layer to be damaged.
In the year of 2100, it had finally come to a head. Cities all
over the industrial world were becoming uninhabitable due
to pollution, greenhouse gases and tremendous heat. There
had been electric power shortages because of the colossal
demand on the power grid, mainly due to the over-use of air
conditioners.

***
It was just before dusk. A tall, lean, grey-haired man
wearing a broad-brimmed hat and a face mask was tending his
favourite shrubs. Victor was from the House of Corporations
and a senior member of the WSB—the World Space Body.
He had lived all of his five and seventy years in Denton and
this was the hottest year he had ever experienced. Tonight,
the haze was unusually thick and Victor was sweating freely.
He looked in despair at his once-tropical garden and all he
saw was wasted vegetation and dying trees. Even with his
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vast wealth, the water regulation was so severe that the only
water he could use on the garden was what he collected
from his recycling system. For the past six months, he had
collected water from the air conditioners and his rationed
three-minute shower.
He shook his head in disgust as his meager supply of water
ran out. In frustration, he turned the watering can upside
down and shook it—nothing. A tear came to his eye as he
looked sadly at the leafless poniata tree planted fifty years
earlier by his late wife, Mary.
He was thinking of her as the sun started its downward
path. The tremendous heat of the day hardly seemed to lessen
as it finally disappeared. Victor retired to the cool comfort of
his house and flung his mask aside. He was relieved that he
had been far-sighted enough to install a solar power system
and air purifiers. As he sank into his favourite armchair in
the lounge room, the vidwall automatically came on with
the news. Victor hardly took any notice of the droning
monologue; he had heard it all before.
‘Droughts and bushfires in the south, crops failing worldwide, global warming increasing from massive build-up of
greenhouse gases…’
Suddenly, his ears pricked up.
‘Two alien spaceships with five hundred crew members
are about to arrive from a distant galaxy.’
He leaned forward in his chair.
The pale-faced announcer continued in her southern
drawl, ‘The aliens radioed that their planet, Helishem, is no
longer liveable and that they come in peace. They have asked
permission to land on Zula.’
Buschwacker, the WSB President, came on the large
screen. He had put on more weight and seemed older and
more anxious since Victor had last seen him. President
Buschwacker was sitting at his desk in the Red Room at
the Oval House, as always, the world statesman. He looked
directly at the cameras and gave a dry smile.
‘People of Zula, this is the first ever contact with aliens,’
he announced in his familiar brusque voice. ‘I will be at

Defender of Genes

3

Camp Loftus with all the members of the World Space Body
and the GH6 leaders to greet the Helishem when they land.
The Helishem say they come in peace. At this stage, we have
no reason to doubt them. However, all precautions will be
taken.’
A view of deep space, cluttered with millions of stars,
appeared on the screen.
Victor was mystified. He knew that Zula’s scientists—even
with neutron telescopes—had never found any evidence of
life forms in any of the closer solar systems.
Deep in thought, Victor switched off the screen and waited
for the inevitable vidphone call. He didn’t have to wait long.
It rang and he answered with, ‘Yes, Mr. President.’
‘Hello, Victor. I presume you saw the evening news?’
The WSB leader looked and sounded tense.
Victor didn’t answer; he just nodded.
‘Well, I need you here, pronto. Their spaceship arrives
in two days’ time. The leaders of the six leading industrial
nations will be present and they have all offered military
backup.’
For that night and the next two days, the news headlines
shouted that thousands of aliens were about to invade Zula. In
every country, this caused panic and mayhem, as confusion
reigned supreme.
Early on the given day, Victor joined Buschwacker and
the other Zulan leaders with their advisors at Camp Loftus.
At noon, the control tower confirmed that the aliens’ landing
was imminent.
The excitement was immense, as everyone shielded their
eyes and looked skywards. Suddenly, two specks appeared
high in the cloudless sky. Before Victor could blink an eye,
two enormous spaceships landed as silently as autumn leaves
on the spaceport landing area.
There was a deathly silence from the crowd, as the sun’s
rays glistened on the black surfaces of the weirdest-looking
craft that they had ever seen. The spaceships were shaped
like huge serpents. The face of a snake was emblazoned
on the nose-cone of each ship, its glaring eyes moved from
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side to side, taking everything in. The long, sleek tails of the
craft quivered in the air, as if they were alive, before settling
gently on the tarmac.
Buschwacker was talking anxiously on his wristcom. He
turned to the other leaders. ‘Although these spaceships look
very aggressive and warlike, our intelligence states that they
have no detectable weapons.’ With a look of relief on his
strained face, he concluded, ‘So, they must be peaceful.’
Buschwacker’s mad, thought Victor. How could he possibly
know that at this stage?
All of a sudden, the mouth of the snake on the front of
one of the spaceships opened and the lower jaw descended
to form a landing ramp. A red forked tongue hissed out. It
flayed about, swaying menacingly, before settling to form a
red carpet.
What amazing technology! They must be far more
advanced than we are, thought Victor. All of a sudden, there
was movement inside the opening. Then he took a step back
and his mouth opened in surprise.
A solitary figure—presumably the Helishem leader—
emerged and stepped down to greet them. At two and
a half metres tall, the man was a giant among giants. He
was the biggest man Victor had ever seen. His head was
disproportionately large, even for his mighty frame. Because
he wore what appeared at first to be a black hairy helmet with
ten-centimetre-long red curved horns attached, he appeared
even larger. Black shaggy hair hung over his shoulders to
below his waist like the mane of a mighty beast. The alien’s
hair covered the sides of his wide yellow face. His nose was
broad and flat with flaring nostrils. A wispy-bearded chin
below a cruel thin-lipped mouth gave him a mean look.
He walked towards the welcoming committee, his long
black cloak trailing on the ground. At first, Victor thought
something black and furry was caught in the cloak and
dragging behind. Then, suddenly, the furry thing moved
from side to side.
Was it an alien animal pet, following at his heels? Victor
wondered.
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Moving closer toward them, the alien’s black cloak
suddenly raised. There was a gasp from the onlookers.
The red lining of the cloak was revealed. But it wasn’t the
colour of the lining that made them catch their breath; it
was what had lifted the cloak. The alien had a tail! A long
furry tail that now pointed skywards. The gasp was followed
by giggles, then ripples of laughter, which quickly stopped
when the alien halted and turned his sinister dark eyes on
the merrymakers. When Victor looked into those dark, dark
eyes, they sent shivers down his spine and made his blood
run cold.
Victor bent and whispered in the President’s ear, ‘That
look would freeze the strongest of beings.’
Buschwacker didn’t answer; his face just went two shades
lighter.
Taking six more giant steps, the alien stood in front of
Buschwacker, who had stepped forward to receive him.
‘My name is Buschwacker, the President of the World
Space Body. With the leaders of Zula, I greet you.’
The alien towered over the President and bowed. The
Zulan leaders glanced at each other uncertainly. The alien’s
massive head was only centimetres from the WSB President.
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‘He has horns as well as a tail,’ Buschwacker gasped.
Visibly shaken, he took a few faltering steps backwards.
The giant alien looked amused and, in a harsh, menacing
voice that seemed to come from the depths of Hades,
announced, ‘Shaitan, the Supreme Master of the Universe,
greets you.’
Two of the Zulan leaders, Blare and Krushof, nudged
Buschwacker forward.
‘Don’t let him push you around,’ whispered Blare.
‘Let him know how powerful our armies are,’ added
Krushof with a smirk.
The alien turned his gaze away, grabbed his waving tail
and gently caressed the end against his cheek. With a leer,
he glanced at the sky, noting the many Zulan war saucers
hovering like gigantic hawks. With a cold stare at the two
whispering leaders, he said, ‘Oh, yes, Blare and Krushof, I
already know all your strengths … and weaknesses.’
The blood drained from both their faces as they averted
their eyes from Shaitan, leaving the WSB President to face
the alien alone.
Buschwacker straightened his military cap and nervously
tugged at his uniform jacket. ‘Your radio message said
that you come in peace. You’re from another galaxy and
need a safe haven for your people?’ Buschwacker enquired
anxiously.
‘That’s right, Mr. President,’ Shaitan replied curtly.
‘You must have travelled many, many months to arrive
here from another galaxy,’ Bushwhacker suggested.
‘Years! Not months. One hundred years of your time, in
fact,’ corrected the alien.
There was a stunned silence. Victor was fascinated at this
startling information.
‘You have been travelling for all that time? That’s
incredible!’ Buschwacker replied. Then his expression
changed to one of cunning. ‘Would you be willing to share
this advanced technology with us?’

Defender of Genes

7

‘Well, Mister President Buschwacker, what have you to
offer me in exchange?’ Shaitan replied, the menace gone
from his voice.
‘I will discuss it with the other leaders and let you know
shortly,’ Buschwacker replied with a gleam in his eyes.
Shaitan nodded. With a sly smile, he turned and with his
tail wagging insolently behind, returned to his ship.
Buschwacker summoned a saucer and, with Victor and the
Zulan leaders, returned to the Oval House to discuss terms.
As expected, each leader of the six nations wanted to host the
aliens in their own country.
‘My country is the largest and we have the most room. We
should host the newcomers,’ Krushof boomed.
‘No way! We intercepted their radio message first, so we
should be the ones to accommodate them,’ Blare retaliated.
The argument went back and forth. None of the nations
could agree on who would host the aliens. They were afraid
that another nation would gain a military advantage by
adopting the aliens’ new technology. In the end, it came
to a vote, where all the nations voted for themselves.
Buschwacker, as the President of the WSB, had the deciding
vote.
‘The WSB has no wish to allow a conflict over this strange
race of people,’ Buschwacker announced with all the dignity
he could muster. ‘To keep the peace, I have decided to offer
them a place to settle in Zamon.’
This angered Victor. That neutral continent had been taken
over by the WSB one hundred years previously, when the
industrial nations were about to go to war over it.
‘We have no idea what these Helishem are capable of.
This could be the end of Zulan civilisation as we know it!’
The room went quiet at Victor’s outburst. For an old man,
he was still a formidable and accomplished speaker.
‘Don’t you realise that Zamon is the largest natural carbon
sink on the planet? Many scientists believe Zamon is the only
continent holding global warming at bay, as it is covered by
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the last remaining natural rainforest on the planet.’ Victor
paused and looked at his audience. He saw no remorse, just
resignation. ‘You have no shame! You’re ready to sacrifice
the primitive peoples of Zamon and the planet, rather than let
another country reap the benefits of this alien technology. That
is, if there are any.’ Victor sat down amid a stunned silence.
Buschwacker took the floor. ‘Your concerns are noted,
Victor. But you yourself have been saying for years that
eventually we will have to find another planet to settle on.
You know more than anyone that we have searched the length
and breadth of our solar system and the nearer star systems
for such a planet and found … nothing.’
Victor glanced at the President and nodded. He had to
concede that point.
‘Well, the Helishem have the technology to travel to
other galaxies and are willing to share it with us for a price.
I think the end result will benefit all Zulans,’ the President
concluded as he turned away from Victor and looked directly
at the six leaders. ‘Well, if there’s no more dissent, I will
offer Shaitan permission to settle in Zamon in exchange for
their space technology.’
There were murmurs of approval. The vote carried, the
leaders left the Red Room, leaving Victor and the President
at the round table.
‘I’m sorry, Victor. I know how you feel, but I had no
alternative. There would have been conflict if I had not agreed
to come to terms with this Shaitan,’ Buschwacker said sadly.
‘I understand that,’ Victor replied. ‘We do need new
technology to travel to another galaxy. But I don’t trust
Shaitan. Did you see that crafty smile of his? My worst
fears are that if the Helishem devastate the fragile forests
in Zamon, it will cause even more global warming. The
following climate changes will certainly lead to wars over
the ownership of limited water resources.’
‘If that happened, it would be impossible to live on Zula,’
Buschwacker stated, looking concerned.
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‘Yes, that’s right. The only way I can think of to save our
civilisation is to have a space station built, in the hope that a
number of people could survive.’
A cunning gleam came into Buschwacker’s eyes. ‘Hmm,
if I gave you WSB backing for that … I don’t suppose a place
on the space station could be reserved for me, could it?’
‘Yes, Mr. President. I’m sure that could be arranged,’
Victor replied with a thin smile.

***
Three years later, Victor’s plan became a reality when
Haven, the giant space station, was completed. It was
equipped with two Class B spaceships—Adventure and
Neptune. These acted as shuttles to transport one hundred
and twenty of the most educated and skilled Zulans from all
over the suffering planet. Unfortunately, the two spaceships
still had the old technology. Buschwacker’s deal with Shaitan
to exchange living space in Zamon for his apparently
advanced space technology failed miserably. Zulan scientists
had discovered that the Helishem spaceships could travel no
further or faster than Zulan ships. The Helishem were able to
travel to other solar systems only because their lifespan was
ten times that of a Zulan.
Victor’s first choice to live on Haven was Lamech, a worldrenowned biologist from the House of Science. He had been
employed by the WSB to gather and preserve millions of
DNA samples from all living things on the planet. Lamech
and his young wife, Rose, met Victor at the spaceport. Victor
found them to be a charming young couple. Of medium
height, she had short red hair, while tall Lamech’s long blond
hair was fashioned into a ponytail.
‘We have been living in remote areas of Zamon, collecting
the DNA of living species. Where possible, the DNA of longextinct plants, animals and insects has been included in our
collection,’ Lamech told him.
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‘That’s exactly why you were chosen. I believe that this
collection would be important if the only inhabitable planet
we found was sterile,’ Victor replied.
‘We had to leave anyway. The local population was being
treated terribly by those Helishem. It turned out that the
Helishem are all males. They brought no women with them.
So they have been kidnapping women from the villages to
serve as concubines. Every year, they were encroaching
closer and closer to our area and enslaving more and more of
Zamon’s native population.’
Rose burst into tears. ‘I was afraid that the Helishem
would capture both of us if we had stayed,’ she cried, taking
out a handkerchief and drying her eyes.

***
For the next twenty years, Lamech and his wife made
regular forays from the space station to Karie, a country next
to Zamon, collecting more DNA samples. The only break
was when Rose gave birth to their son, Noah.
Over those years, Lamech and Rose witnessed the Helishem
felling Zamon’s vast natural forests. The newcomers showed
little regard for any environmental responsibility by starting
a vast industrial expansion, using the enslaved Zamon people
for manpower.
The consequence was a massive increase in energy usage
that accelerated the level of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere,
raising the global temperature further. This caused both ice
caps to thaw, increasing sea levels by fifty metres. The rising
temperature also melted the permafrost under vast areas
of tundra, allowing massive amounts of carbon dioxide to
escape into the atmosphere. Global warming worsened
quickly. The planet was doomed. Each country blamed their
neighbours as well as the Helishem, raising international
tensions to a flashpoint.
A worldwide war was imminent.
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