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III. The attack 
Ten years later 
 

 
2. Kadohanian switcheroos 

 

Sun Dust 

 
The air glider gently touched down on the desert floor. The expedition leader 
folded up the canopy and jumped into the warm sand. 
He had not made such an excursion for a long time. During the last visits to his 
home planet his diary had always been much too full. So he had constantly 
been rushing from one meeting to the next under the plasma roof of the big 
tent city. This time, however, he wanted to dive again into the atmosphere that 
had enveloped him since childhood. 
Just at the moment of his landing, one of the two Kadohanian days was coming 
to an end. Slowly the Merza sun approached the horizon. The magic wand of its 
oblique light transformed the barren landscape into a sea of bizarre flowers. In 
their purple dress of rays, the rocks mutated into calyxes from which a violet 
pollen rained up to the sky. Once there, it married with the stardust to form a 
shimmering cloud, which covered things as a transparent veil. Nothing 
remained what it was, the things came out of themselves, they opened like 
buds kissed by the light and revealed the dream of their being. 
But then the blossoms became gemstones, the gemstones turned into the 
battlements of sandcastles, and the sandcastles disintegrated into a cloud of 
dust that was swallowed up by the fading purple mantle of light. In the end, the 
expedition leader found himself surrounded again by the same shapeless rocks 
that rose from an extinct sea of sand. Solidified wave movements rippled over 
the sea surface. All paths led to nowhere, the writing had fallen silent. 
What was beautiful about the days on Kadohan, however, was that every end 
immediately led to a new beginning. The vespertine crown of thorns passed 
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seamlessly into the floral wreath of the morning. As soon as the last drop of 
light emitted by Merza had seeped into the sand, a gate opened up in the 
clouds on the other side of the sky, and Siah, the other sun of Kadohan, took 
over the scepter. The expedition leader only had to turn around to cross over 
from one magical world to the other. 
Blinded by the abundance of light, he saw glittering fishes swimming through 
the morning, with a company of underwater horses on either side of the shoal. 
Exuberantly, they frolicked over the shimmering hills of clouds. Sparks flew 
from their hooves to the Earth and set fire to the sand, which, stirred by the 
wind, snaked up to the sky in columns of flame. The expedition leader let his 
gaze wander across the glistening plain, from which the flickering curls of the 
grass tufts shone out like stranded comets. Far behind, where the horizon was 
lost in space, he anchored at the dreamed silhouette of a mountain. 
 

The gateway to the cosmos 

 
The left half of the expedition leader's face twitched: his feelings were in 
turmoil. Yes, he said to himself, that was exactly the basic mood on Kadohan: a 
feeling of all-embracing shelter. Life here was like that of a child whose mother 
never slept and was always there for her dear ones. 
How different was life on Earth, where people were regularly cut off from the 
nourishing power of light – in some places even for several months! Often he 
had felt hopelessly lost there – like a child abandoned by his mother in a dark 
forest, without knowing whether she will come back again. 
On the other hand – so the expedition leader asked himself: Didn't this reflect 
the cosmic cycle much better than the sheltered life on Kadohan? Didn't the 
nights on Earth convey a much more intense impression of the reality of life, 
this rushing of a mote of dust through an inflated nothing? 
Of course, the telescopes circling Kadohan provided him with countless 
perspectives of the starry world, which he could call up at any time via his 
simulation mask. But this artificial contact with the cosmos was quite different 
from the immediate immersion in it, as it was possible in nights on Earth. 
Admittedly, with their light-flooded cities and their thick walls behind which 
they entrenched themselves, the Earthlings did everything they could to avoid 
such an experience. Nevertheless, their planet – unlike Kadohan – at least 
offered the conditions for it. 
It was no different with the vegetative rhythm of life on Earth. On Kadohan, 
thanks to the atmosphere control system, they were largely independent of 
natural fluctuations. Although this was very convenient and allowed reliable 
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planning for the future, it had the disadvantage that the days flowed by as 
monotonous sameness. 
On Earth, it was exactly the other way around. True, the Earthlings also tried 
their best to control their environment and to influence it in their own way. But 
even if their technical and prognostic possibilities should eventually reach the 
level of the Kadohanian civilisation – some things they would not be able to 
influence even with the most sophisticated manipulation technique. 
The seasons, the awakening and dying of vegetation, which in some regions 
was intertwined in an incessant feverish dream – all these things were 
inseparable from the essence of this planet. And couldn't this too be 
understood as a parable for the cosmic becoming and passing away? Weren't 
the Earthlings once again closer to this than the Kadohanians in their world 
shrouded in the light cocoon of two suns? 
The longer he lived on Earth, the more the expedition leader feared that the 
uniqueness of this planet could be lost by the planned invasion. Of course, the 
seasons and the day-night rhythm would have been untouchable even for the 
Kadohanians. But what if the essence of the planet was to be pushed even 
further into the background by them than it already was now, by the 
Earthlings? What if plasma tent cities were to grow out of the ground 
everywhere on Earth, cities from which the seasons would be locked out and in 
which light intensity, temperature, humidity and all the other atmospheric 
parameters would be automatically controlled, precisely tailored to the needs 
of the inhabitants? 
Of course, the Earthlings were not to be envied for their short life, a life 
constantly threatened by all kinds of unforeseeable dangers. The expedition 
leader knew very well that he wouldn't have swapped with them, even if he 
had the choice. On the other hand, life on Earth had also made him aware of 
the disadvantages and risks associated with the artificially optimised life on 
Kadohan. 
The intensity of life, for example, was much greater on Earth. So could it be 
that in the end the same energy was always available for every single being – 
so that it was simply consumed much more slowly during a longer life span, 
which then went hand in hand with a less intensive attitude towards life? And 
didn't the awareness alone that one's own life could be over tomorrow lead to 
an increased sense of existence? To the desire to savor every second to the full, 
whereby every single moment came much closer to eternity than the 
seemingly endless life of the Kadohanians? 
Furthermore, the completely optimised everyday life on Kadohan led to a 
feeling of total control over the planet. But this feeling was, as the expedition 
leader knew, an illusion. A dangerous illusion when he thought of how easily 
the fragile balance of the two suns, which held Kadohan in their midst as if in a 
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cradle, could be shattered. And against the impact of a larger asteroid, they 
would have been just as powerless on Kadohan as on other planets. But the 
less aware they were of the fragility of their livelihoods, the greater was the 
danger of destroying them through carelessness. 
 

Crossing the border 

 
The expedition leader climbed back into his air glider. The heat emanating from 
Sija was hardly bearable even in a protective suit. Besides, it was time to set off 
for the conference center. He did not want to be late for the decisive meeting 
of the Future Commission, which was scheduled for that day. 
He folded down the canopy and wiped the sweat from his forehead. Then he 
gave the glider the signal to take off. With a soft whirring sound it rose from 
the ground. 
Lost in thought, the expedition leader looked down on the rocky seas that 
rippled beneath him, interrurpted here and there by some plasma tent cities. 
Of course he was aware that he had behaved wrong. Under no circumstances 
should he have developed any form of compassion for the alien species. Who 
would know this better than him, who had led so many missions to distant 
worlds? At the first sign of emotional closeness he should have asked the 
Future Commission to relieve him of his duties! 
During the first period of his emotional aberration, however, he could not have 
been accused of a real breach of duty. Perhaps there was a certain 
carelessness, but no slackening in the efforts to bring the mission to a 
successful end. After all, he knew exactly what depended on it. First and 
foremost, they urgently needed the Earth's water resources on Kadohan. For 
on the neighboring planet, whose ice lakes they used for their water supply, 
the deposits were almost completely exhausted, despite all their sophisticated 
water treatment processes. 
The expedition leader blinked. He flew directly towards the still low Sija sun. 
No, he mused, the real border crossing had taken place later. Only when 
empathy and compassion had turned into a conscious coexistence, the neglect 
of duty had turned into infidelity and infidelity almost imperceptibly, against his 
will, into betrayal. 
The moment he crossed the border … He still remembered it as if it was 
yesterday. He had sat down on a bench in the middle of a green verge 
separating two roads. There he had read, his head bowed to his neck, in the 
labyrinthine branches of one of those old trees he had learned to love on Earth. 
Each of these trees, he found, formed the winding paths of the cosmos in its 
own way. 
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While he was trying to decipher the peculiar writing of this particular tree, a 
woman had approached from the side. He saw her from the corner of his eye, 
but paid no further attention to her. Up to then, he had always planned the 
contact with Earthlings exactly in advance. 
When the woman had reached his height, however, she slowed her step 
slightly and looked over to him. Thereupon he too had involuntarily lowered his 
head and glanced at her. And in that moment it had happened: For the first 
time, an Earthling's gaze passed through the gate of his eyes. For the first time 
he felt a real touch with this species that was still so alien to him, a touch that 
penetrated his outer shell. 
The following seconds had been the decisive ones. Actually nothing had 
happened yet. He could have undone the border crossing and simply returned 
back to the other side. The woman had passed him by, he could have simply 
read in his tree again and forgotten the short episode. But he had done the 
opposite: he had addressed the woman. 
Of course this had not been a conscious decision. Just as it was not a conscious 
decision to sit down on a bench at this very spot of the city. But shouldn't he 
have known who lived in that part of town? Didn't he realise what an explosive 
encounter he was risking through his imprudence? Or had he unconsciously 
even hoped for this encounter? Had he, by visiting precisely this place, been 
driven by the desire of getting to know his opponents – those who were not 
blinded by the icing with which he sprinkled the Kadohanian invasion plans? 
When the woman then sat down next to him, the border crossing was virtually 
sealed. It had remained silent between them all the time, not a word had 
broken the silence. But perhaps, the expedition leader thought, this was exactly 
what had created the bond that made the alien creature familiar to him. For 
one thing he had learned on Earth: words only served there to weave a mask 
that kept people away from one another. Only those who were willing to be 
silent with others opened them a window to their soul. 
"My name is Maggie, by the way," the woman had said at the goodbye. 
It had immediately been clear to him that this was an invitation to enter her 
life. It was the last opportunity for a turnaround. Instead, he had taken the 
decisive step: He pretended he had to answer an urgent call, but actually used 
a translation programme to replace his alias with an appropriate first name. 
Thus "Groentraed" became "Thilio". 
With this he had issued himself a visa to cross the border. He had given a name 
to the face he had turned towards this woman. He had become a part of 
another world. 
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Ominous foreboding 

 
The air glider reduced the speed. A few more seconds, then the expedition 
leader could see the honeycomb-like building of the parking lot. The air glider 
unerringly headed for a free space. The expedition leader transferred to the 
waiting mini-glider, which should bring him to the conveyor belts. Then the air 
glider folded into a compact, square package and disappeared into its gap. 
An indefinite uneasiness rose in the expedition leader as the incessantly waving 
grab arms placed him on the conveyor belt and sent him towards the 
conference center. Since he had been forced to include the head of the 
invasion command in his expedition group, the pressure on him had increased 
noticeably. 
Even the cover name that the Kadohanian commander had chosen for himself 
showed his determination to launch the attack on Earth as soon as possible. 
"Lazerov …" Didn't the name suggest in an almost obtrusive way what he had in 
mind? At first, the expedition leader had indeed feared that Lazerov's cover 
might be blown and the Earthlings would figure out the invasion plans. But 
then, when nothing of the sort happened, he had gradually got accustomed to 
the name and used it just as unscrupulously as his own alias. 
However, this did not change the fact that he felt pressured by "Lazerov". 
Meticulously, the commander made sure that the construction of the landing 
pillars corresponded to the invasion plans. And whenever a new ring of landing 
towers was closed, he adjusted the number of spaceships that could fly in the 
invasion fleet in his simulation program. He had long since stopped trying to 
hide his impatience when he was admonished to be prudent and consider all 
eventualities. 
The expedition leader frowned when he entered the conference room. To his 
astonishment, it was only half occupied. And this, although the meeting should 
start in a few minutes! Could it be that the invitations were not sufficiently 
clear about the urgency of the items on the agenda?  Or was another important 
event taking place at the same time? But what could be more important than 
the future of the planet? 
But then, as he let his gaze wander over the rows of those present, an ominous 
premonition crept over him. Those who attended the meeting were mostly 
Lazerov's followers. Most of them, like him, believed that the invasion plans 
should be implemented today rather than tomorrow. So had Lazerov 
influenced the selection of the invited in his favour? 
The expedition leader took another close look around. Could he have missed 
someone? Were the faces of those who were sceptical about him simply more 
striking to him? But no, there was no doubt about it: almost all of Lazerov's 
followers were present. 
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Even a glance at the head of the Future Commission did not help to lighten his 
mood. It was still the same as when the timing for the invasion was first voted 
on. Even the more advanced forms of the rejuvenation pill apparently were 
showing no effect on her. Her once grey hair had turned white, and the writing 
of age had engraved itself even deeper into her skin. An expression of 
bitterness trembled around her lips. No wonder, thought the expedition leader. 
It must indeed be a painful experience to feel one's own end relentlessly 
approaching, while all around you everyone was constantly rejuvenating. 
"I think we can now begin the meeting …" 
The expedition leader involuntarily flinched when he heard the voice of the 
aged Kadohanian woman. It sounded very fragile, fragile and quiet, like the 
distant echo of those cracking noises that occur when someone steps on a 
rotten branch. 
Everyone put on their demonstration goggles and pressed themselves into 
their sitting machines, which then gently nestled against their bodies. "We also 
had great success on the next stage of our mission," the expedition leader 
began. He had the diagrams with the new landing pillars appear on the 
demonstration goggles, rattled off the statistics on the latest development 
projects, summarised once again the impact of the adjuvants, which had 
significantly increased the willingness to install landing pillars, and then 
summed up: "In short: I think we are still on a very good path. Our project is 
making visible progress!" 
 

Unpleasant questions 

 
The expedition leader looked around anxiously. Not a finger was raised to the 
temple, as a sign of spontaneous applause. But had he expected anything else? 
He had noticed for himself that his presentation had been too routine, not 
enthusiastic enough. Everyone in the room could sense that he was no longer 
burning for the goals the mission was meant to serve. 
Nevertheless, he was shocked by the threatening silence that followed his 
report. No one said anything. Instead, the expedition leader's demonstration 
glasses virtually vibrated from all the buzzing sounds that indicated the 
auditorium's need for explanation. Apparently, several members of the Future 
Commission had simultaneously activated the corresponding function. 
He wanted to start with an explanation, but the thin voice of the chairwoman 
interrupted him: "With the great need for debate, we should perhaps have the 
discussion first ..." 
She had hardly stopped talking when the thunderstorm of questions was 
already raining down on the expedition leader. "I have an interesting 
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simulation here," began the first discussant, who, just like Lazerov, had painted 
an attack triangle of lightning bolts on his skull. "According to this, the energy 
that the Earthlings can gain from our landing pillars corresponds to a fractional 
amount of the energy they need for the propulsion of their means of transport. 
Consequently, even a small saving in this area could make the landing towers 
seem superfluous. And what weighs even more heavily: As far as I know, such 
calculations are already made among Earthlings. Will this not jeopardise the 
goals of our mission in the long term? Shouldn't we therefore push ahead with 
the invasion plans much more decisively?" 
"I don't think we need to worry about that," reassured the expedition leader. 
"Through our intermediaries we have founded our own institutes, which on the 
basis of other mathematical operations achieve completely different results. 
Moreover, the expectation of salvation associated with the landing pillars is 
now far too firmly anchored in the population. Most people simply ignore 
arithmetic games that don't fit into this picture." 
"But isn't it also true," another one followed up, "that the energy theoretically 
to be gained from the landing towers will soon reach an undeniable end? After 
all, there is a natural limit to expansion. The simulations clearly show that the 
rotors are mutually decelerating each other from a specific stage of expansion. 
And that will probably not even remain hidden to the Earthlings!" 
The expedition leader cleared his throat. His mouth had become dry. This 
whole cascade of questions was, it became increasingly clear to him, 
unmistakably orchestrated by Lazerov. Obviously it was a concerted action! 
He took a deep breath, then he explained: "Here, too, we have had our 
institutes develop models that refute the criticism. According to these models, 
the landing pillars only have to be placed at the right angle to each other to 
avoid a braking effect." 
"You're missing the point!" another member of the commission interfered – a 
Kadohanian woman whose skull was adorned with a stylised supernova. "At a 
certain level, the continued erection of landing towers becomes harmful to our 
own interests! When there are too many of them, the landing sites are simply 
not clearly enough marked. Each additional landing pillar only complicates our 
invasion plans. So I really don't understand why we don't strike at last!" 
Despite the aggressive tone of the question, the expedition leader tried to give 
a calm answer: "I don't think that more landing pillars will endanger our 
mission. They will rather open up additional options. In any case, a special 
simulation program, which we use for all new constructions, ensures that the 
landing pillars are erected in such a way that they can be used for the landing 
maneuvers of our spaceship fleet." 
He looked over at Lazerov. Perhaps the commendable mention of his 
simulation program would appease him. 
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In fact, Lazerov was clearly satisfied with the help-seeking look of the 
expedition leader. However, this in no way prompted him to stand by his 
colleague. Instead, he behaved like a boxer watching his opponent stagger: He 
struck the decisive blow. 
 

Proof of love 

 
Slowly, savouring every second of his triumph, Lazerov rose. He let his gaze 
wander over the ranks of the Commissioners, then he said in a low, threatening 
voice: "I propose that we put an end to the unworthy question and answer 
game at this point. No one in this room should have failed to notice that our 
expedition leader is trying to delay the invasion, no matter how important it is 
for our planet. I think everyone here has a right to know the reason for this, to 
put it mildly, highly peculiar behaviour." 
Lazerov casually tapped against the demonstration glasses. Startled, the 
expedition leader looked at the film building up before his eyes. The images 
that now flickered past his eyes were all too familiar to him. They were pictures 
from Earth. Of a woman whose long curls fell as a golden shimmering wave 
over her naked torso. Her pear-shaped breasts trembled barely perceptibly due 
to the gentle, circular movements she made with her lap. 
"Take your time," the expedition leader heard her whisper. "No one is pushing 
us. It's nice like this too … The main thing is that we are together." 
With these words she leaned forward to a man lying beneath her. It was him to 
whom the words were addressed. And this man was no other than the one 
who was "Thilio" for this woman. 
The expedition leader felt how a rising heat set his face aflame. He could still 
remember the evening when the pictures must have been taken. How could he 
ever forget it? It was the evening when he had finally given in to Maggie's 
desire for physical closeness. 
That he had resisted her advances for so long was not so much due to a lack of 
desire to be close to her. No, his main fear was disappointing Maggie. After all, 
artificial reproduction had long been established on Kadohan. Given the small 
number of newborns that could still be afforded after the introduction of the 
rejuvenation pill, this trend had even intensified. Everything about the few new 
Kadohanians should simply be perfect. 
As a result, however, the desire for physical union with others had diminished 
more and more. In the end, it had almost been considered something pre-
civilised, barbaric. Thus, as "Thilio", he had been unsure whether he would be 
able to indulge in animalistic ecstasy at all – even more so if this was to happen 
together with the being of an alien species. 
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Maggie had by no means urged him to give up his restraint. But in the end, her 
teasing did not fail to have its effect: "I like shy men. But you can overdo 
everything …" 
So in the end he had crossed the last border and let himself sink completely 
into her arms. In the beginning this extreme form of closeness to another 
being, which here also transcended the boundaries of planets and galaxies, had 
almost crushed him. But then it became the most intensive experience of his 
life – the most intensive, but also the most intimate experience. 
It was therefore not simply embarrassment that he felt when he now had to 
share this experience with all the astonished Commissioners who had always 
met him only in the outer shell of their functions on the planet. He also had the 
feeling that a secret was stolen from him that belonged only to him and 
Maggie. 
At the same time, however, it was only through the pictures that he fully 
understood how much the foreign planet had become his home. He only had to 
look at "Thilio's" wild, disheveled hair. Here too he had let Maggie shape him. 
He still had the teasing tone in his ear in which she had made fun of his 
Groentraed hairstyle: "Why are you always walking around with that severe 
parting? Let your hair grow! It'll look much better on you." 
Maggie loved to bury her fingers in his fuzzy hair. How could he explain to her 
the bald shaved skull that he now had again due to his stay on Kadohan? 
However, all these memories and everyday questions hardly touched the 
threshold of his consciousness. They were just like a heap of colourful pebbles 
that a tidal wave briefly whirls up from the bottom of a river. His conscious 
thinking was captured by completely different questions: How had Lazerov 
managed to take these pictures? How had he been able to steal into Maggie's 
apartment to install his spy devices? And why hadn't he and Maggie noticed 
any of this? How could he be so careless! If only nothing happened to Maggie, 
now that he wasn't by her side to protect her! 
 

The decision 

 
Just as abruptly as it had started, the flickering of images ended again. 
Everyone took off their demonstration glasses. The expedition leader found 
himself surrounded by cold, piercing pairs of eyes, each one a mute judgement. 
As if to put the oppressive silence into words, the chairwoman asked in her 
fragile voice: "Do you admit that the man in these pictures is you?" 
For a moment, the expedition leader thought about presenting the "enemy 
contact" as a conspiratorial action to explore the Earthlings. But he 
immediately rejected the idea. Not only was the pleasure that this kind of 
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"enemy contact" gave him much too clearly visible on the pictures. He would 
also have felt it a betrayal to Maggie not to admit to her. After he had become 
disloyal to his mission, he didn't want to betray additionally what had become 
the most precious thing in his life. 
On his ponderous nodding, the head of the Future Commission announced: 
"You have proven unworthy of the task you have been charged with. I hereby 
relieve you of your function as expedition leader. The mission will be 
coordinated from now on by the head of the invasion command." 
Lazerov rose. "I thank you for the trust you have placed in me. I will do 
everything in my power not to disappoint it. First of all, I think we should 
intensify preparations for the invasion." 
Lazerov's triumph-soaked voice reached the ear of the degraded expedition 
leader only as if from far away. In his thoughts he was already back on Earth, 
with Maggie. Had he actually, he wondered, fallen in love with Maggie because 
he had fallen in love with the Earth? Was she the face of the Earth for him, so 
to speak? Or had he fallen in love with the Earth because he loved Maggie? 
Because she struck a chord in him of which he had not known before? 
However, one thing was clear to him: If he didn't want to lose Maggie, the 
Earth had to stay what it was. And he knew that if he wanted to protect both 
from harm, there was only one solution. 
His mind was made up. 
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