Control

By Jon Batchelor


I was pursuing a Tagliopean (they’re shape shifters, you know?) across the college campus at high speed. He’d been caught trying to infiltrate the campus staff, to spread his bizarre form of social policy. Why this is considered dangerous with all the varieties of social orders we already teach is beyond me, but orders is orders.


“This is agent XJ605 in pursuit,” I wheezed into my dermic implant. “Subject seems to be heading for the staff parking section, but I’m gaining on him.” It was a good thing he was stuck in human form until he could stop and concentrate, as I’d never be able to keep up with a Tagliopean in their natural shape.


“That’s what you think,” the alien called back, dashing into the street that separates the main campus from the staff parking. It was rush hour, and traffic was pouring through the street, but my speeding enemy managed to dodge his way through the traffic and make it to the other side.


I expect he’d thought the speeding vehicles would slow me down, but he was out of luck. I took a deep breath and threw myself into the air. It was a mighty jump, and I cleared all six lanes of traffic before dropping lightly back to the ground. The alien let out with an unrecognizable curse, and darted off to the north, turning from the parking lots toward the athletic fields.


“605, are you all right?” the voice echoed through my eardrums, yet was inaudible to anybody around me. “We just saw a brief spike in your beta activity.” Always nice to know they were keeping an eye on the situation.


“Not a problem,” I responded, still on the run, “He thought a little traffic would phase me. Fugitive is still in site.” I cut off communications and concentrated on my running. We were rapidly approaching the baseball stadium, and I didn’t want to lose him in the stands, but he was managing to gain a good amount of distance on me.


“Its no good,” I called out to him. “You can’t escape.” I launched myself into the air and cleared 30 yards with a single leap, dropping myself about 10 yards in front of him. “This little incursion is over.”


“I’m not attempting to escape,” he said, a wicked smile appearing on his face. “We needed one of you to study.” And then he lunged for me.


My eyes darted around the field, and from the edges of the shadow they came. There had to be 40 or 50 of them, glistening dangerously in their native forms, all rushing toward me. “All right,” I said, “maybe its time for a little bit of discretion.” I leaped into the air, deciding I needed to fly, this time, and not just jump.


I was already about 25 feet in the air when the field lit up as bright as day. Every set of lights in the whole stadium snapped on at once. “We know how your minds work,” one of the Tagliopeans cried out in triumph. “Once the light reaches a certain level of brightness, you have a harder time concentrating, and all your special abilities go away!”


I hate to admit it, but they did have a point. As all that light converged on me, my ability to fly had disappeared, and I plunged back to the ground, surrounded by them all. I tried to contact headquarters, but the fierce brilliance was blocking off my communication equipment, as well. “And now it is time to say goodbye,” my subject cackled with glee, as he latched on to my arm.


“But this isn’t the Mickey Mouse Club,” I said, grabbing his arm in return. I took a mighty swing at him, and sunk my fist into his solar plexus. Rather than collapsing in a breathless heap, his form splattered apart in a green mass that was almost more mist than solid. “And no matter how many bright lights you shine at me, this is still my dream.”


The others, seeing their plan had failed, dissolved into thin air, and were gone.

*   *   *   *   *


And I woke up. I rolled from my bed instantly, grabbed the telephone, and hit speed dial. The phone rang once, and then was answered. “Dream Warriors,” the voice said on the other end of the line.


“This is XJ605,” I said. “I was in communication Up-Wave, but I got ambushed and then booted out. Just wanted to pass on word that I’m OK, and make my report.” I started describing the entire dream, in all its entertaining details. When I passed on the details of the ambush, and the canceling of most of my powers, the Staff Recorder seemed to be taken aback.


“Damn it, they are getting into our heads too much, we’re loosing too many of our advantages.”


“Well, maybe since it didn’t quite work as they expected, when they tried it on me, they’ll give up.”


“We can hope. Maybe they haven’t yet realized that each of us have our own abilities, and strengths. But you know, that trick would have completely stopped maybe a third of our agents, and probably booted out another third before they could have done any fighting back. I’m glad you managed to at least destroy one of them. It’ll make them a bit nervous!”


“Here’s hoping.” And I disconnected.


I was considering going back to sleep and doing some more hunting, but I was actually a little shaken by the experience I’d just had. Besides, I had to get up and get ready for work in a half hour, so I probably wouldn’t have had the time to do anything worthwhile, anyway. I smiled and reached for a towel. At least my nights are never dull.

*     *     *     *     *


Most people still aren’t even aware of the invasion attempt. After all, how do you convince people that the occasional little odd incidence in their dreams is anything more than a meatball-induced anomaly?


But luckily, one of the early Tagliopeans had a big mouth, assuming there was no way his comments could ever be taken seriously, yet hoping to plant a seed of fear, and he explained it all in a dream to a Lucie.


That’s me and my kind -- well, not me, personally, but one of the founders -- lucid dreamers. The Tags had never before run across a species that could really take control of their dreams on occasion. With all the other worlds they had invaded, they simply planted ideas and fears in the subconscious mind for a few decades, and when their star ships came rolling in, the populations just gave in. They weren’t expecting Earth to be any different.


But as I said, they had never run into another race with lucid dreaming, and certainly not one like ours. While the Tags can control their dreams to a certain point, they are completely bound by logic. They can’t change shape in a dream, unless they are given several minutes to concentrate, and that’s only because that is how their shape-shifting abilities work in real life. They’ve had a hard time adapting to a race whose dreams have things constantly changing all around them.


So early on, they spilled to an early Lucie that it was an invasion attempt, and he woke himself up and remembered that. Of course, he thought it was just an interesting dream, but he told it to a friend who was also able to lucid dream. It sounded pretty strange, but the friend remembered it, and a few months later, when he found himself facing a bizarre alien trying to frighten him, he just suddenly asked “Are you one of those aliens trying to prepare an invasion through our minds?”


The alien stammered for a few seconds, then just screamed “Emergency!” and vanished. And from that point on, the information kept coming in, and the discussions kept growing. The first Lucies to catch on started recruiting, and Dream Warriors was born. We’ve taken up the fight for the minds of mankind. For the Targs aren’t a very powerful race, outside their dreams, and if we can keep our minds free from them, we’ll not have much trouble defeating their invasions. After all, it’s my dream, too, and I’m in control here.

