

TRANSFORMERS: Tomorrow Was Yesterday

Chapter 1 - History

                      2011 - present day

                      It stood there like a sentinel, guarding it’s territory day and night,
it’s dark colour acting like a perpetual shadow. Although it was not yet complete,
full power had been achieved, and it’s systems were being tested. This project
was a gamble in the sense that if it failed, then many megacycles of research and
development would be lost for good. Time which could have been spent on
developing new weapons and other things.
                      Some believed that an invention like this could ruin the galaxy,
some thought that it could save the galaxy. It had the power to change the 
outcome of something as small as a nanite, to something as large as a planet,
or even make them cease to exist entirely. It was not something to be trifled with,
nor was it something that would give a quick fix. The implications for it’s
misuse could span countless eons.
                      It was said that the Quintessons once experimented with their own
version a while back, but gave it up due to the extreme risks and temptations
that went with using it. It was said to be dismantled, it’s remnants destroyed for
good measure, as they had decimated part of their civilization with it. And yet
for all the past injustices machines like it had done, there it stood, by itself on
a deserted planet, with it’s creators milling around it.
                      They were the last survivors of their race, their planet wiped out
by the gargantuan Transformer known as Unicron years back. . It had first been 
reported by the Autobots that there was but a sole survivor from that planet, a 
world named Lithone. The survivor, whose name was Kranix, had survived the
doom of his home planet, only to get eaten by ravenous Sharkticons on the
home world of the Quintessons.
                      But what no one knew, was that a second ship, larger than the one
person escape ships, has managed to launch from the far side of the planet, and
escape the pull of Unicron before it became too late. The four of them had been
planning for the day when they could reclaim their homeworld, and save it from
ever being eaten by Unicron. Their invention, a space/time warp, could be used
to alter events in the past or future. 
                       Settling on this abandoned planet, known only as GPB-027, they
had scavenged abandoned space stations and ships on their way, taking what
they needed for materials to build the warp. They had even dismantled their
own ship upon arrival, using every last bit of technology, and melting down the
rest for other uses. Obsession was what drove them to succeed. Nothing was
more important to them than the resurrection of Lithone. Nothing.
                       Their leader, Morblex, just stood there, staring at what he and his
four fellow Lithonians had created. It was an amazing piece of technology, and
he doubted very much that anyone else had come up with such a device. He
grinned evilly, knowing what it was capable of. “The time to bring back what 
was ours will soon be at hand.” he said to himself, in a low voice. Morblex
knew there was no going back. He had to complete this mission, as he had 
nothing else. ‘Lithone must be brought back.’ he thought.
                       He walked over to the controls of the great machine, and ran
his hand across the edge of the panel. It was time. ‘Time.’ he mumbled. 
Everything revolved around time, no matter what it was. Time was something
once beyond his grasp, and now he had the way to use it to his own advantage,
able to bring time to it’s knees. ‘Soon enough.’ he thought.


                       The moonbase exploded suddenly, the fireball vanquishing 
it’s surroundings, the cloud of debris expanding and rocking the small
shuttle trying to escape. It flipped over twice, but righted itself, making
every effort to get away. But it was to no avail. The large, fearsome shape
of Unicron broke through the fireball and chunks of planet, snaring the tiny
shuttle with it’s tractor beams. There was no escape....
                       Air Slash turned off the monitor. As interesting as the Autobot
video feed was, he had some work to do. ‘Perhaps I’ll watch the rest later.’ 
He thought to himself, wondering when he would have the time again. Most
of the planetary focus was on replacing at least one of Cybertron’s moons,
both of which were lost in the Cybertronian war when Unicron ate them. 
The Decepticons and Autobots, who were working together nowadays, had the
odd scuffle here and there but still managed to get a lot done. The Autobots
finally found time to rebuild Iacon. Time. Time that was for once not spent
blowing up the opposition. 
                       He left the confines of the watchtower, and transformed to his
helicopter mode when he got outside. Air Slash headed for the spaceport to
catch a ride to the newly under-construction Moonbase Three. ‘I’d fly there
myself,’ he thought, ‘If turboprops would function properly in space.’ A few
cycles later, he arrived at the spaceport, and transformed back to robot mode,
landing next to the transport full of supplies.
                       He poked the transport, which oddly resembled a shuttle, and
ran his hand along it, just for the sake of it. “Nice design.” he said out loud.
To him, it loooked quite familiar. Suddenly, the shuttle talked. “HEY!” the
voice yelled. “Try not to do that!” He recognized the voice. It was Astrotrain!
Air Slash laughed. “Heh. You need to relax.” he quipped. Astrotrain opened his
rear door, then responded. “Whatever. You’re going up, so get in.” he said.
                      Air Slash walked up the ramp/door, which closed behind him, and
a low rumble began. Time for liftoff. The rockets came to life, and Astrotrain
lifted off the ground and into the sky, heading for the new moonbase. The trip
was short, so it didn’t take more than a few cycles to get to the moonbase, and
get clearance to land inside of it. A dull thud told Air Slash that they had landed,
and then the rear door swung open, and landed on the deck, becoming a ramp
once again for him to use.
                      When he stepped out of Astrotrain, he acknowledged the nods he
received from the other Aquacons, all of which who were teamed up with the
Aerialbots to work on the superstructure and such. He went over to join his
comrades and help on the welding, and unloading of the fresh supplies brought
be Astrotrain, who promptly left when he was emptied of his cargo. Air Slash
picked up some cybernite beams, and walked off towards the exposed section of
superstructure that needed to be sealed. ‘Time for work’ he thought.

 
                       As he pulled the trigger, he felt the sudden discharge of directed
energy more than he usually would. The hot beam lanced out and struck it’s
target straight on, it’s now-charred mass falling to the floor a smouldering mess.
He grinned evilly. This enhancement was quite nice. One shot that could pierce
almost anything, and send it crumpling to the floor. “Who says ten megacycles of
work never pays off?” he asked aloud.
                       Whiterod lowered his weapon. It took a lot of time to come out 
here and spend countless megacycles to upgrade his weaponry. ‘Time,’ he
thought, ‘Something I have lots of at the moment.’ He didn’t have to report back
to control for a while yet, so he figured he might as well make the best of the
time he was spending on the test range on the planet Charr, not far from his home
planet of Cybertron. He came out here for quiet sometimes, but usually came here
to test his weapons, like most Decepticons did from time to time.
                       He remembered coming here during the war as well, hiding
weapons and energon in covered pits around the planet, safe from Autobots
looking for a means to go one-up on their adversaries. Whiterod transformed to
his car mode suddenly, speeding off to the location of his landed shuttle. He was
done his testing for now. He figured it would be best to head back to Cybertron
and check out the progress on the new moonbase.
                       The days of the great war were long past, and there was no point
wasting any time thinking about them in depth. Now was a new age for all
Cybertronians, Autobots and Decepticons alike. The new moonbase was being
constructed by both sides, the moon that teleported into existence due to himself
half a stellar cycle ago had been outfitted easily, and most importantly, there was
more than enough energon to go around. Everything was properous. But little 
did Whiterod know, that was all about to change....


                        Power surged through it’s circuits, giving off an effect like small
lightning bolts running up and down a structure. It was truly a sight to see, and
as the coordinates were being set, and the machine readied, Savnus stood there
with Morblex, seeing Lithone as he stared at the advanced piece of technology.
He knew it was dangerous what they were attempting, but he wanted to go home
as much as the others, and was determined to do so. All that was lost would be
back again, and he could go home.
                         He was not prepared for what had happened those years ago.
Savnus had been at home that day, working on an invention that would help
supplement the supply for anti-grav units, when the ground started shaking, and
Unicron’s pincers pierced the surface of Lithone, and the tractor beam began
ripping it up. He had hurried as quick as he could to the launch pad, to try to
escape while some of the planet was still intact. Most weren’t as lucky. They
had been eaten by the gigantic monster.
                         Savnus once thought that more had survived, until he learned
of Kranix’s fate. Five had made it off, and one didn’t live long enough to tell
the story of the homeworld, only it’s fate. That would all be reversed in a matter
of time. Time. Something he had grown to hate, but now, was glad that it was
on his side, if only for a short time. Morblex nodded to him, so he nodded back.
They both headed to the main control panel. It was time.
                         He watched as Morblex pressed the activator button, and the
power started surging more than it was already doing. The sequence had begun.
Soon, he would be home again. Soon, they would all be home, and none of 
this would ever happen. A beam of pure energy slammed into the top of the
device, and all they could do for now was watch as their surroundings started
to blur, and the data began to scroll past on the control screen. It had begun, and
could not be stopped. 

                                       -------------------------------------------


Chapter 2 - Disruption

                          2005 	- altered timeline
	
                         As he walked down the corridor towards the lab, he took a glance
out the long window to his left, the area below alive with activity. Children were
playing in the courtyard, people were strolling along the main walkways. It
seemed the day was going by like any other. He kept walking, soon arriving at
the door to the lab, which opened as he approached it. Arblus entered the lab to
see Kranix working at the table, some beakers filled with liquids being picked up
and scrutinized carefully.
                        A lab hand he had never met walked up as well, holding a tray of
beakers in front of Kranix, waiting to be taken. Kranix nodded, and the lab hand
placed the tray down onto the table. Suddenly, the beakers began to shake, some
of the liquid dripping over the brim. The whole lab started shaking, and Arblus
started to lose his balance. Kranix was already at the viewport, looking down at
the courtyard, then up at the sky.
                        “Arblus look!” he yelled. “It’s UNICRON!!!” he exclaimed, his
voice filled with fear. Arblus looked up through the viewport up at the large,
looming form of the monstrous Unicron, a Transformer that was as big as a 
planet. The ground shaking violently now, Kranix was about to yell into the comm
to get everyone to the ships, when the shaking suddenly stopped. A view of
Unicron showed him enveloped in a ball of bright light. As soon as the
brilliant light had appeared, it started to vanish, taking Unicron with it. A few
seconds later, the monster was gone, as was the light.
                         Kranix turned to Arblus. “What did we just witness?” he queried.
Arblus just stood there, not able to comprehend how a planet-sized Transformer
could just disappear. Everyone knew Unicron couldn’t teleport. Finally, after a
long moment of silence, Arblus spoke. “I do not know.” he said. “But something
doesn’t seem right.” He wasn’t sure what, but knew in a small way that
something was amiss. He decided not to worry about it right now, and go back
to focusing on the lab work.
        

                         2011 - present day, alternate timeline

                         Starscream looked out at the stars, each one twinkling in it’s
own corner of the sky, with the potential to have a complete star system. He
hoped to still be around for the day when he could stand on some of those
worlds, a Decepticon flag in the ground next to him. It had been a dream of
his, back in the day. His previous dream, to become leader of the Decepticons
and to rule over Cybertron after it’s conquest was a reality.
                        Megatron had been killed at the hands of Optimus Prime, and
was cast adrift into space. He has assumed leadership of the Decepticons
shortly thereafter, with no resistance. Most of the others were too either to weak
or too afraid to try to oppose him. Since then, the Decepticons hadn’t done too
badly. With the exception of losing the Constructicons in a pointless skirmish,
not to mention his fellow seekers, he still had a sizeable force.
                        The Autobots didn’t concern him. He was getting bored fighting
them anyways. Starscream had set his sights on bigger things, such as other
worlds. But in all his haste for conquest, he knew that something didn’t feel
quite right. Hell, it hadn’t felt right since he became leader, but it didn’t stop
him then, and it wouldn’t stop him now. However, he couldn’t ignore what he
felt, and would try to coexist with it.
                        For now, he kept focused on running the planet and leading his
troops. He had a stranglehold on it, and both of it’s moons. Starscream wanted
Earth badly, but knew that the Autobots would never give it up without a heroic
battle of epic proportions, so he decided to put that plan on hold for now. He had
lots of time to work out the eventual conquest of Earth. “Time.” he said to 
himself. “Something that used to be of the essence.” he finished. He got up from
his throne and walked down the few steps, plotting his next move.


                       The large shuttle sailed through space, her engines giving her the
thrust to push along. Whiterod sat in the pilots chair, his arms crossed behind 
his head, sitting back and enjoying the ride. He had concluded his testing,
found some extra energon, and was now heading back home to Cybertron to
inspect the new moonbase, and make a note of the progress being made. The
control panel suddenly beeped, notifying him of something approaching the
shuttle, from the side. He got up and went to the cockpit’s side window, and
looked out. “That’s...not...good...” his voice trailed off as he caught sight of
the massive intruder.
                       It was an energy wave traveling too fast to avoid. Whiterod
jumped back into the pilot’s chair and did some quick thinking to try to
avoid it. The controls beeped again. Too late, as the wave was about to hit.
He grabbed the sides of his chair and braced for impact. A few cycles went
by, but nothing happened. He performed a scan, but the results came back
negative. However, he did pick up Cybertron, and put it on screen, opting not
to worry about the energy wave for the moment.
                       Whiterod was about to smile, when he noticed to small spheres
come into view. He magnified the viewscreen’s image. “Moonbases one and
two??” he asked out loud to no avail. “But that’s impossible!” he exclaimed.
“They were both eaten by Unicron!” He was about to scan both bases when
the comm panel came to life. Someone was hailing him. He activated the 
comm. “Unidentified Decepticon shuttle,” said the voice. “Come to a complete
stop and prepare to be boarded.” it finished. 
                        Whiterod didn’t understand. He turned off the comm. “Why
would they be telling ME to stop?” he asked out loud. Something didn’t seem
right to him. The shuttle rocked suddenly. ‘Laser blast.’ he thought. He had
forgotten to bring the shuttle to a halt. Whiterod brought the shuttle about, and
set a course back to Charr. He had to get away for now. The shuttle’s engines
gave a quick burst as the shuttle completed it’s turn, hurtling the craft towards
Charr, in a reverse of his current course.
                        Reflecting on what had just occurred, he didn’t understand how
any of that was possible. Suddenly, the panel beeped again, this time to notify
him of a strange reading on the scanners. He brought it up on the small monitor
behind him, and checked it out. The reading resembled nothing he had ever 
come across before, and decided it was worth taking a look at. He changed the
course of the shuttle to home in on the signal, which was coming from a 
neighbouring star system.
                        As the shuttle coasted to it’s target, Whiterod brought up the
recorded video feeds of whatever has shot at him upon arrival at Cybertron.
The external cameras had caught everything that he hadn’t, so he intently
watched the video feed on the screen. “What!” he yelled, in disbelief at what
he saw. The shuttle’s brief assault was perpetrated by the seeker, Skywarp. But
Whiterod knew it wasn’t possible. “He was destroyed in the battle for Earth
years ago!” he said to the monitor.
                       To Whiterod, none of this made any kind of sense. Moons that
should be history showing up in orbit, dead Transformers attacking his ship.
“What’s next?” he asked, “Bruticus smiles?” He didn’t expect an answer for
that question, not even his own. He returned his attention to the controls,
and put the shuttle in an approach vector, the planet now in sight. The
shuttle entered orbit, then began it’s descent, preparing to land on the surface
near the mysterious energy source. As the shuttle descended, he began to see
a small structure of some sort in the distance, giving off some kind of
electrical energy, spewing it into the sky.
                       He was fast approaching it, and saw four small figures around
it, doing something to it. The structure now in sight, it and the figures around
it were disappearing and reappearing, almost like they were phased somehow.
Whiterod started to prepare for landing, when the shuttle rocked violently, and
he was thrown out of his chair. The four figures below had begun firing on the
shuttle, the lasers connecting. Another blast connected, and Whiterod fell into
the control panel, contacting the controls that operated the upper laser turret.
It began firing, it’s energy lashing out and striking two of the figures.
                       Whiterod’s shuttle damaged badly, it plummeted into the ground,
pieces tearing off, and fireballs erupting. As it slid to a halt on the rocky 
surface, the side gangway hatch blew off, and Whiterod exited, walking past
it back towards the structure, which was fading, fast. He watched as the 
structure and remaining figures vanished with out. Whiterod was about to
turn to look at his shuttle, when he suddenly lost power, and everything went
dark.

                         2005 - restored timeline
	
                         As he walked down the corridor towards the lab, he took a glance
out the long window to his left, the area below alive with activity. Children were
playing in the courtyard, people were strolling along the main walkways. It
seemed the day was going by like any other. He kept walking, soon arriving at
the door to the lab, which opened as he approached it. Arblus entered the lab to
see Kranix working at the table, some beakers filled with liquids being picked up
and scrutinized carefully.
                        A lab hand he had never met walked up as well, holding a tray of
beakers in front of Kranix, waiting to be taken. Kranix nodded, and the lab hand
placed the tray down onto the table. Suddenly, the beakers began to shake, some
of the liquid dripping over the brim. The whole lab started shaking, and Arblus
started to lose his balance. Kranix was already at the viewport, looking down at
the courtyard, then up at the sky.
                        “Arblus look!” he yelled. “It’s UNICRON!!!” he exclaimed, his
voice filled with fear. Arblus looked up through the viewport up at the large,
looming form of the monstrous Unicron, a Transformer that was as big as a 
planet. The ground shaking violently now, Kranix stormed out of the lab with
Arblus in tow, heading for the spaceport. “THE SHIPS!” Kranix screamed.
“GET TO THE SHIPS!!!” he yelled for all he was worth, to anyone that could
possibly hear him. 
                      He climed up the ladder of the nearest ship as he arrived, wanting to
get away from the meance as fast as he could. He jumped into the cockpit,
punched the launch button with his fist, and the small ship leapt into the air,
the rockets igniting and thrusting to the limit. He reached space within seconds,
and looked back to see another ship almost reach him, then sputter and fall
backwards, towards the hungry mouth of Unicron. The comm came to life.
“Kranix.......” said Arblus. The comm closed, as Arblus’ small ship fell into the
debris of his former homeworld and was crushed. The planet was now 
completely gone, and with it, most of a civilization.

                                       ----------------------------------------------          

             Chapter 3 - Circles

                           2011 - present day
                           They were the last survivors of their race, their planet wiped out
by the gargantuan Transformer known as Unicron years back. . It had first been 
reported by the Autobots that there was but a sole survivor from that planet, a 
world named Lithone. The survivor, whose name was Kranix, had survived the
doom of his home planet, only to get eaten by ravenous Sharkticons on the
home world of the Quintessons.
                      But what no one knew, was that a second ship, larger than the one
person escape ships, has managed to launch from the far side of the planet, and
escape the pull of Unicron before it became too late. The four of them had been
planning for the day when they could reclaim their homeworld, and save it from
ever being eaten by Unicron. Their invention, a space/time warp, could be used
to alter events in the past or future. 
                       Settling on this abandoned planet, known only as GPB-027, they
had scavenged abandoned space stations and ships on their way, taking what
they needed for materials to build the warp. They had even dismantled their
own ship upon arrival, using every last bit of technology, and melting down the
rest for other uses. Obsession was what drove them to succeed. Nothing was
more important to them than the resurrection of Lithone. Nothing.
                       Their leader, Morblex, just stood there, staring at what he and his
four fellow Lithonians had created. It was an amazing piece of technology, and
he doubted very much that anyone else had come up with such a device. He
grinned evilly, knowing what it was capable of. “The time to bring back what 
was ours will soon be at hand.” he said to himself, in a low voice. Morblex
knew there was no going back. He had to complete this mission, as he had 
nothing else. ‘Lithone must be brought back.’ he thought.
                       He walked over to the controls of the great machine, and ran
his hand across the edge of the panel. Something felt wrong to him. It just
didn’t feel right. It was as if they had done this before.... “Why are we still
here!?!?” he yelled. No sooner had he disturbed the peace, had Savnus come
running over to him. “The warp has lost all power, and time has reverted
back to normal.” he said, calmly. “Nothing has changed.” he finished, with
Morblex looking down at the warp’s structure. He headed to the control 
panel to study the readings from the warp. After examination of this, he found
the timeline had been interrupted, which caused it to end and restore the
current timeline.
                      The video feed on the monitor showed a small ship swooping down
from orbit, being shot at by himself and the others, then taking potshots of it’s
own, shortly before the video feed switches to static. “We shall have to be on
the lookout for any ships.” said Morblex. Savnus just nodded, and left to go
put in the new coordinates. Morblex just stood there, and considered the warp,
the buzzing of power somewhat soothing to him. 
                      He headed to the console where Savnus was putting in the new
coordinates for the next attempt to re-structure the timeline. Savnus kept
punching in the new data, and was almost ready. Morblex nodded and kept
walking, heading to the other control console, ready to activate. Savnus 
punched in the final coordinate, and was almost ready when his controls
froze, the computer not responding. He smacked the side of control board
with his hand, and it came back to life. He didn’t notice that the smack had
caused one coordinate to shift, and went over to join Morblex.
                      “We are ready.” said Savnus. “Excellent.” replied Morblex. 
Savnus watched as Morblex pressed the activator button, and the power 
started surging more than it was already doing. The sequence had begun. Soon, 
he would be home again. Soon, they would all be home, and none of  this 
would ever happen. A beam of pure energy slammed into the top of the device, 
and all they could do for now was watch as their surroundings started to blur.

                         2005 - altered timeline
	
                         As he walked down the corridor towards the lab, he took a glance
out the long window to his left, the area below alive with activity. Children were
playing in the courtyard, people were strolling along the main walkways. It
seemed the day was going by like any other. He kept walking, soon arriving at
the door to the lab, which opened as he approached it. Arblus entered the lab to
see Kranix working at the table, some beakers filled with liquids being picked up
and scrutinized carefully.
                        A lab hand he had never met walked up as well, holding a tray of
beakers in front of Kranix, waiting to be taken. Kranix nodded, and the lab hand
placed the tray down onto the table. Suddenly, the beakers began to shake, some
of the liquid dripping over the brim. The whole lab started shaking, and Arblus
started to lose his balance. Kranix checked the seismonic analyzer he had in the
lab, and was shocked at what he saw on the screen.
                        “The planet is shaking itself apart!!” he yelled, in the midst of all
the chaos. Arblus ran to the viewport to see buildings and such toppling over in
the courtyard, as well as rotor craft falling from the sky. The planet was shaking
badly now, the ground opening up everywhere. Arblus was about to evacuate,
when suddenly, the floor of the lab split open, a giant fireball shooting up
through the gap, setting the lab ablaze. Arblus lost balance, and fell into the
opening, his arms flailing to no avail. “Kranix.....” he said, before the heat
from the fire melted him.
                        Kranix, now on the floor, could do nothing as his planet turned
into a gin fireball in space, it’s surface momentarily glowing red before 
exploding outwards, the debris and shockwave leaving devastation in it’s wake.
Lithone was gone, replaced by millions of little rocks and pieces of debris,
now hanging there like a cloud. 
		
                        2011 - present day, altered timeline

                        Starscream looked out at the stars, each one twinkling in it’s
own corner of the sky, with the potential to have a complete star system. He
hoped to still be around for the day when he could stand on some of those
worlds, a Decepticon flag in the ground next to him. It had been a dream of
his, back in the day. His previous dream, to become leader of the Decepticons
and to rule over Cybertron after it’s conquest was a half reality.
                        Megatron and Optimus Prime had both been killed by an
un-exploded bomb while fighting for control of Starscream had assumed 
leadership of the Decepticons shortly thereafter, with no resistance. Most of the 
others were too either to weak or too afraid to try to oppose him. Since then, 
the Decepticons were fighting a losing battle. Half his forces had been wiped
out in a pointless battle, as well as two of his combiners being captured and
reprogrammed by the Autobots. 
                        Starscream knew defeat was inevitable. Losing Optimus Prime
had incensed the Autobots, bringing about a new, powerful offensive that few
would have expected. All he wanted was to take over all of Cybertron, not just
half of it. But in all his haste for conquest, he knew that something didn’t feel
quite right. Hell, it hadn’t felt right since he became leader, but it didn’t stop
him then, and it wouldn’t stop him now. However, he couldn’t ignore what he
felt, and would try to coexist with it.
                        For now, he kept focused on repelling the enemy and leading his
troops. His empire crumbling, and Cybertron on the verge of being taken back
by the Autobots, he knew that he and the Decepticons were running out of time.
“Time.” he said to himself. “Something that used to be of the essence.” he 
finished. He got up from his throne and walked down the few steps, plotting his 
eventual next move.


                       The large shuttle sailed through space, her engines giving her the
thrust to push along. Whiterod sat in the pilots chair, his arms crossed behind 
his head, sitting back and enjoying the ride. He had concluded his testing,
found some extra energon, and was now heading back home to Cybertron to
inspect the new moonbase, and make a note of the progress being made. The
control panel suddenly beeped, notifying him of something approaching the
shuttle, from the side. He got up and went to the cockpit’s side window, and
looked out. “That’s...not...good...” his voice trailed off as he caught sight of
the massive intruder.
                       It was an energy wave traveling too fast to avoid. Whiterod
jumped back into the pilot’s chair and did some quick thinking to try to
avoid it. The controls beeped again. Too late, as the wave was about to hit.
He grabbed the sides of his chair and braced for impact. A few cycles went
by, but nothing happened. He performed a scan, but the results came back
negative. However, he did pick up Cybertron, and put it on screen, opting not
to worry about the energy wave for the moment.
                       Whiterod was about to smile, when he noticed to small spheres
come into view. He magnified the viewscreen’s image. “Moonbases one and
two??” he asked out loud to no avail. “But that’s impossible!” he exclaimed.
“They were both eaten by Unicron!” He was about to scan both bases when
the comm panel came to life. There was a brief blip on the screen before the
panel went dark again, the scanners not picking anything.
                        Reflecting on what he had just seen, he didn’t understand how
any of that was possible. Suddenly, the panel beeped again, this time to notify
him of a strange reading on the scanners. He brought it up on the small monitor
behind him, and checked it out. The reading resembled nothing he had ever 
come across before, and decided it was worth taking a look at. He changed the
course of the shuttle to home in on the signal, which was coming from a 
neighbouring star system.
                        As the shuttle coasted to it’s target, Whiterod brought up the
recorded video feeds of the two moonbases orbiting Cybertron. “It’s as if the
Cybertronian war and Unicron never happened to them.” he said to himself.
The external cameras had caught everything that he hadn’t, so he intently
watched the video feed on the screen. To Whiterod, none of this made any
kind of sense.. “What’s next?” he asked, “Bruticus smiles?” He didn’t expect 
an answer for that question, not even his own. 
                       He returned his attention to the controls,
and put the shuttle in an approach vector, the planet now in sight. The small
shuttle entered orbit, then began it’s descent, preparing to land on the surface
near the mysterious energy source. As the shuttle descended, he began to see
a small structure of some sort in the distance, giving off some kind of
electrical energy, spewing it into the sky.
                       He was fast approaching it, and saw four small figures around
it, doing something to it. The structure now in sight, it and the figures around
it were disappearing and reappearing, almost like they were phased somehow.
Whiterod started to prepare for landing, when the shuttle rocked violently, and
he was thrown out of his chair. The four figures below had begun firing on the
shuttle, the lasers connecting. Another blast connected, and Whiterod fell into
the control panel, contacting the controls that controlled navigation, sending the
shuttle into a rapid descent on a collision course with the structure.
                       Damaged badly, it plummeted into the ground, pieces tearing 
off, and fireballs erupting. Whiterod got up from the floor of the cockpit, only
too see the structure filling the forward wiewer. With a great force, the shuttle
slammed into the structure, creating a massive explosion that ripped it to
pieces, the shockwave shaking the ground momentarily. Almost immediately,
the remains of the structure vanished, as did the charred remains of the four
Lithonians scattered about it.

                                       ------------------------------------------------


                            Chapter 4 - Tactics

                       2011 - present day

                       They were the last survivors of their race, their planet wiped out
by the gargantuan Transformer known as Unicron years back. . It had first been 
reported by the Autobots that there was but a sole survivor from that planet, a 
world named Lithone. The survivor, whose name was Kranix, had survived the
doom of his home planet, only to get eaten by ravenous Sharkticons on the
home world of the Quintessons.
                      But what no one knew, was that a second ship, larger than the one
person escape ships, has managed to launch from the far side of the planet, and
escape the pull of Unicron before it became too late. The four of them had been
planning for the day when they could reclaim their homeworld, and save it from
ever being eaten by Unicron. Their invention, a space/time warp, could be used
to alter events in the past or future. 
                       Settling on this abandoned planet, known only as GPB-027, they
had scavenged abandoned space stations and ships on their way, taking what
they needed for materials to build the warp. They had even dismantled their
own ship upon arrival, using every last bit of technology, and melting down the
rest for other uses. Obsession was what drove them to succeed. Nothing was
more important to them than the resurrection of Lithone. Nothing.
                       Their leader, Morblex, just stood there, staring at what he and his
four fellow Lithonians had created. It was an amazing piece of technology, and
he doubted very much that anyone else had come up with such a device. He
grinned evilly, knowing what it was capable of. “The time to bring back what 
was ours will soon be at hand.” he said to himself, in a low voice. Morblex
knew there was no going back. He had to complete this mission, as he had 
nothing else. ‘Lithone must be brought back.’ he thought.
                       He walked over to the controls of the great machine, and ran
his hand across the edge of the panel. Something felt wrong to him. It just
didn’t feel right. It was as if they had done this before......”Savnus!” he
yelled, knowing he could be heard by everyone. “We’ve failed a second time!”
He said. Savnus checked the controls, and shook his head. They both knew
they couldn’t afford to keep failing like this.
                      “Triple the power consumption!!” exclaimed Morblex. With
a quick frown, Savnus pressed a few controls, and the power readings
went off the scale. With that much raw power being dumped into the warp,
there was no telling what could happen. Savnus joined Morblex again, and
they both stood there, unaware of what was yet to come.

                          
                       A light started flashing on his console just before he could
get up and head outside. Air Slash pressed a few buttons, and information
began scrolling on his screen, telling him what it was that made the control
panel freak out so suddenly. From what he could discern, there was a
massive amount of power emanating from a nearby planet, not far from the
planet Charr. “Wow.” he said. “That’s a lot of power.”
                       Air Slash tapped the comm panel. “Whiterod to main control.”
He said, a note of urgency in his voice. Air Slash closed the comm channel
and kept going over the readings before him. He found them very confusing.
After a few more cycles of researching, he was able to identify the planet
as GPB-027, an abandoned planet that was once host to a small colony of
Quintesson scientists, who deserted the planet megacycles back.
                       As he reviewed the data once more, Whiterod walked into
the control area, with Minirod in tow. Air Slash addressed him. “There is
a rather large power source on a nearby planet.” he explained. Whiterod
nodded and went over to the screen that all the information and readings
were displayed on. Large indeed. The power consumption of power was
so high, he didn’t know where it all was coming from. He knew that this
was worth investigating further.
                      “Air Slash,” Whiterod began. “You stay here on Cybertron.
Myself, Minirod, and the Predacons will go and investigate.” Air Slash
nodded, then turned and went back to his research. Whiterod and Minirod
left the control centre, and headed for the landing pad where their ship had
been parked. On route there, Whiterod contacted the Predacons, who were
eager for some kind of mission, and told them to report at once to the ship.
He wanted a combiner to join this mission in case he needed some serious
muscle for any kind of trouble.
                        As the two Decepticons neared the landing pad, they saw
that the Predacons were just arriving, waiting for their leader to show up
before boarding the shuttle. Whiterod nodded to them, but did not stop, and
walked up the ramp into the shuttle, with Minirod in tow, followed by the
Predacons. He wasted no time in heading to the cockpit, along with Minirod,
and preparing for launch. 
                        He sat down at the pilot’s controls, and readied the shuttle,
the ramp now retracted. Whiterod hit the large ignition button, and the engines
came to life. He pushed the accelerator handle forward, and the shuttle
lurched into the air, the rockets now fully ignited and carrying it up into the
sky. A few moments passed silently before the shuttle was in space, and
on course for GPB-027. For now, Whiterod was trying to figure out what
exactly was giving off power readings of that magnitude. Something was
drawing an awful lot of power. And for what? That was the question on his
mind at the moment.
                      

                        Morblex was sure it would work this time. He made sure
that he personally checked and rechecked the calculations, making sure that
no one made an error of any kind. He didn’t want to keep having to adjust
the coordinates and such every time a timeline restoration failed. Time,
however infinite it was, was a very fragile thing. If he was off by as much as
a nanosecond, it could cause major complications to his plan. 
                        “Lithone will not be denied!” he said to himself. Morblex knew
all along that restoration of his homeworld meant destruction of the current
timeline, and that a restored Lithone would cause some kind of chaos to the
rest of the galaxy. However, he didn’t really care. To him, the rest of the
galaxy didn’t matter, as long as Lithone was restored, and it’s untimely 
dismemberment never happened.

       
                         With only a few cycles to go before reaching orbit, Minirod
began some scans of the planet’s surface, trying to pinpoint the power source
before they got there. ‘It’s always good to have advance knowledge.’ he
thought to himself. He kept working away at the scans, and soon thereafter,
as the shuttle entered orbit, he had pinpointed the location of the power
source. Whiterod had him verify it, and then put the shuttle into a descent
vector, with plans to land near the structure, but not too close.
                          The shuttle began it’s rapid descent, Minirod rechecking
all available data on the planet, and Whiterod steadying the controls, making
sure the shuttle landed in one piece. The surface of the planet was rocky, and
crashing onto it would tear the shuttle’s hull if they ran into trouble. Whiterod
began to slow the shuttle’s descent, their landing site now fast approaching.
With a quick fire of the landing thrusters, they landed with a dull thud, the sign 
that the hull had come in contact smoothly with the ground.


                          Savnus was about to activate the sequence, when he noticed
something falling out of the sky. Or so he thought. From what he could see, a
small ship of some sort was coming in for a landing really close the their site.
“This does not look good.” he said, already on his way to inform Morblex of
this recent development. Morblex was easily found, and was surprised when 
told of the strange craft landing.
                          “Are the defenses ready?” he asked. Savnus nodded once. “Yes.
The perimeter of laser cannons should be enough to repel whoever tries to gain
access to this site.” Savnus explained. He used his optics to zoom in on the
ship as it touched down, and a moment later, something was emerging. He
caught a glimpse of the forms disembarking from the craft. Savnus managed
to see a symbol on one of them. “Decepticons!” he exclaimed. Morblex then
pointed at the craft and it’s passengers. “OPEN FIRE!” he yelled, determined
not to let them interrupt his work.


                         Minirod was barely off the shuttle when laser fire started 
pounding the shuttle and ground, not giving him a chance. He drew his own
weapon and fired back, noticing that Whiterod had done the same. Pinned
down, He and Whiterod returned the fire as the Predacons emerged from the
shuttle, brought out by the weapons fire. “Predacons,” began Whiterod.
“Draw their fire!” They took off in the direction of the attack, trying to keep
the lasers away from the shuttle.
                        Whiterod kept up his fire for a few more nanoseconds, then
quickly turned to Minirod. “Let’s go!” he said, before transforming into his
car mode, and speeding off towards the structure before them. Minirod did
the same, following the larger Decepticon. As they approached the structure,
the laser fire began to cease, as the Predacons had taken care of the laser
cannons, which were now inoperative. 
                        The two cars screeched to a halt at the structure, then
transformed back to robot mode. Whiterod was about to ask Minirod, now
back in robot mode, to scan the structure when he caught some movement
out of the corner of his optic. He drew his rifle, spun sideways, and fired,
knocking an armed attacker to the ground, the fresh hole in his chest plate
still smouldering. Minirod checked around the structure, finding three more
like the one Whiterod has fired on, all with a Predacon standing next to it.
For now, this structure was theirs.
                                       ------------------------------------------


            Chapter 5 - Warped  


                       Blowing things up was much more fun than patrolling
above the rest of his group. He didn’t see anything of consequence. Unless
dirt blowing across the surface counted as something. For now, Divebomb
would continue his patrols, and hope for some violence. While Whiterod
and Minirod examined the structure and ran their tests, Divebomb and the
Predacons handled the perimeter defence, with Divebomb high above,
concentrating on air support.
                       Rampage walked the perimeter, weapon drawn, with orders
to shoot anything that moved. That sounded ok to him, as he wouldn’t have
it any other way. It made him proud to be entrusted with guarding the
perimeter, with the others near the structure, one and overhead. He would
not let the boss down. He would rather die than be a failure. He kept up
his patrol around the perimeter, occasionally checking in at the shuttle,
and keeping an eye on the long range scanners.
                     Tantrum watched briefly as Rampage exited the shuttle,
wondering if anything was on the scanners. He always hoped for something
to show up. Tantrum had an itchy trigger finger today, and just wanted to
waste something. And hopefully soon. Blasting stuff was an art, and the
only way to make art was to start shooting at something. “I love fine art.”
He mumbled, continuing his stance. He’d shoot a rock if it moved, just
to watch something explode.
                     Razorclaw and Headstrong kept alternating their positions,
not wanting to stay in the same position too long. It was good to shake it
up once and a while, if not to keep things interesting, then to confuse the
hell out of your enemy. They both nodded as they passed each other, both
wanting to waste anything that happened to get in the way of the boss. 
They had been told that the research shouldn’t take too much longer, and
that they might be on their way back to Cybertron soon. 


                     Whiterod stared at the controls, hoping that he could figure
out what they were designed to do faster than he was at the moment. So far,
he and Minirod had figured out how to power down the device, and bring
up all sorts of data on past events and such. As far as both of them could 
tell, it had to have some kind of access code punched in to release the other
control panel. Minirod had been working at the code for a few cycles now,
with no immediate success.
                     Suddenly, the current sequence of code he put it caused the 
other panel to beep, and the display above it came to life. Whiterod looked
up at the screen, and started processing the information that was scrolling
on it. “Wow.” he said. “Now this is interesting....” his voice trailed off.,
as he was in awe at the information passing by. It was a time warping device
that stood before them. To be able to manipulate time would be the ultimate
power in the universe.
                     ‘Why fight a war,” thought Whiterod, “When you could just
go back and erase the enemy from time.” he wondered. It would be too easy.
Something like this was dangerous. Not just now, but for the past too. He’d
hate to see someone go back and screw something up. He pressed a few of
the controls on the panel, hoping that some more information would come up
on the screen, telling him how to work the damn thing.
                      Whiterod was about to give up for the time being, when he
tapped a few more controls, and the machine came to life. According to what
he was reading on the screen, massive amounts of power was being generated
and used by the machine. Whiterod looked up to see a blue beam of energy
strike the ground near him, and cause a swirling green vortex appear out of
nowhere. He checked the display. According to the computer, this wasn’t
supposed to be happening. Apparently, the machine was supposed to focus
on any one thing from the past, and erase it from time.
                       ‘The computer said nothing about opening a weird vortex...’
He thought to himself. Now wasn’t the time to step through that portal and
see what happens, no matter how much he wanted to. Further research should
be conducted on this great machine. If only he had Cybertron’s resources
available to him at the moment. “Oh well.” he mumbled. “Soon enough.” 
Whiterod kept working the controls, hoping to find some way of probing the
vortex without stepping through and accidently screwing up time.
                       He stopped for the moment and began walking over to Minirod,
who was a few metres away checking some seismic activity that had begun
recently on the planet. “What’s your...” he began, but was cut off by a voice
behind him. “May the higher power forgive us all....” the voice said. Both
Whiterod and Minirod turned to see one of the fallen Lithonians get up off
the ground and hurriedly stagger into the vortex, causing it to swirl violently
then close quickly behind him.
                      Whiterod stood staring at where the vortex was, not knowing
what would happen next, if it did. “Who knows what kind of damage that
fool could do.” he mumbled. His optics dimmed a little as he started to think
of a way to either go after the Lithonian, or possibly correct everything by
laying waste to the warp itself. This was more extensive than he thought.


                      2000  - current timeline

                      What a strange place this was. Weird looking structures and roads
with spikes aside, it reminded him of somewhere he had been before. He just 
couldn’t put his finger on it. He kept walking, wondering how he had been sent
here instead of Lithone, which the warp was focused on. He wasn’t as worried
about that as he was with the damage inflicted upon him by the Decepticon raiders
that had assaulted the warp. 
                       Morblex stopped briefly and checked the fluid that was still slowly
leaking from underneath his chest plate. Luckily for him, it wasn’t fatal, but would
cause him to malfunction within a megacycle or two if not repaired. “First, I have
to find out where I am.” he mumbled, not knowing if he was heard. Morblex was
about to start walking again, when he heard a noise behind him. He turned, but 
saw nothing, and decided to keep walking. A few seconds later, the noise returned,
louder than before. He again stopped and turned, but this time, there was someone
there to greet him.
                      Staring right at him were three mechanical beings that resembled
amphibious creatures with big teeth and a long tail with fins on the end. They
slowly advanced on him as he walked backwards, their optics never wavering.
Morblex turned and began to run as fast as he could, but it was not enough. He
wasn’t in a condition to outrun the amphibious beings, and they overtook him
quickly before pouncing on him, and knocking him to the ground, their powerful
jaws piercing his light armour and ripping him to shreds. Morblex’s optics faded
until they went completely dark, forever.

                    2011  - present day

                    Minirod ran to the main control panel to see if he could determine
where that Lithonian fool had gone, and what he was up to. Just as he got to the
controls, the warp and it’s structure began to phase in and out of time. From what
he was able to read of the screen, It seemed that something had happened in the 
past that was changing the present, which was the future from a perspective. He
kept looking at the monitor, in-between phasing, but to no avail.
                   Whiterod walked up beside him and stood there for a moment before
saying anything to the smaller Decepticon. “Anything?” he said quietly. Minirod
just shook his head and tapped a few commands into the control panel. He was
about to turn and go on a tirade about time warping technology when a loud
whooshing sound made them both turn around to see another swirling vortex
appear out of nowhere. “Wonderful.” said Minirod, sarcastically.  Whiterod
pondered the strange vortex briefly, then began to speak, albeit a little quitely.
                   “I’m going through. Now.” he exclaimed. Minirod turned back to
the fading screen, and read more data. “Wait.” he said. “According to this new
data, that Lithonian was destroyed by Sharkticons, who later found the plans to
this machine, built it, and started taking over everything in sight.” he explained.
“By themselves?” Whiterod queried. Minirod shook his head. “No, with help
from the Quintessons.” he added. Whiterod nodded, and turned his attention back
to the vortex. “Understood.” he said, as he walked into the vortex without saying
another word to his comrades. As he disappeared from view, the vortex shrunk
until in vanished from sight completely.


                                   ----------------------------------------------------     


                                  Chapter 6 - Simple Solution

                    2000 - current timeline

                    Nothing had come up on his scans of the area so far. He frowned
slightly, wondering how long this could take. Whiterod knew he didn’t have much 
time, as the death of the Lithonian was to happen within the megacycle. He
continued his walk down the weird, metallic walkway, the green hues of the
structures in the distance the same no matter what time line it seemed. He had
been to Quintessa before, and was not eager to have returned, even though the
challenges he would face here would not happen for a while yet.
                    Suddenly, Whiterod began to pick something up on his optical
scans he had been constantly performing. A single heat source was up ahead,
not far from his present location. He started walking faster, and drew his rifle,
just in case it turned out to be something he wasn’t looking for. After a few
cycles of fast walking and scanning, he had caught up with his quarry, and was
closing in. It was the Lithonian alright, and he seemed damaged. Whiterod 
stopped, and trained his rifle on the slow-moving robot. “Halt!” he ordered. The
Lithonian stopped and turned around slowly, to see the large Decepticon with
his gun drawn and pointed right at him.
                    “What do you want?” asked the smaller robot. Whiterod answered
him almost immediately. “Your coming with me.” he said, calmly. He wasn’t
sure if the Lithonian would go willingly, so he was prepared to explain if needed.
“I’m not going anywhere with you, Decepticon.” was the Lithonian’s response.
Whiterod stared him down. “Okay listen,” he began. “If you don’t come with me,
you die, and the Sharkticons take over the galaxy.” explained Whiterod.
                      The Lithonian just stood there, and was about to respond when 
both robots heard a small rumble that was getting louder. Whiterod’s optics
began to glow bright red as he saw what what causing the rumble. Over the next 
hill was a group of Sharkticons who were advancing on their position. “We need
a small distraction.” he mumbled. He aimed his rifle at the large arch over the 
pathway up the hill a bit, and fired, a concentrated burst of plasma lancing out 
and striking the arch with a force that made it come crashing down onto the mass
of hungry Sharkticons underneath. 
                     “Okay,” said Whiterod hurriedly. “You come with me now before
this gets a heck of a lot worse.” he finished. White’s optics never stopped their
bright glow, which made the Lithonian start to believe he was telling the truth.
“Alright.” said the smaller robot. “Let us leave this place.” Whiterod only nodded,
hoping that Minirod was somehow monitoring the situation. Suddenly, a bright
flash of light signified the opening of a swirling vortex right in front of them both.
Whiterod stepped through, with the Lithonian right behind him. 

                     2011 - current timeline

                     He couldn’t wait any longer. If he was going to bring them back
with enough time to spare, he would have to do it now. The warp and the fallen 
Lithonians near it were almost completely phased, except for two control panels
and monitors. Minirod watched the monitors and tapped a few controls, 
managing to open a swirling vortex within seconds. The warp continued to
phase out of existence, and almost did before something began to emerge from
the large vortex.
                    Whiterod emerged from the vortex, followed by the previously
escaped Lithonian, who was still leaking fluid from the assault laid upon him
and his comrades earlier. After both robots had safely exited the vortex, it shrunk
quickly before disappearing from sight, the warp’s phasing reversing and bringing
it back into the current timeline. From what he could tell, the timeline seemed to
be stabilized, and history was restored to it’s former glory. ‘Now all that’s left
to deal with is the Lithonian.’ thought Minirod. 
                    After a cycle of utter silence, the Lithonian spoke in a quiet, yet
audible voice. “What do you plan on doing with me?” he asked, wondering if
his query would be answered. Whiterod walked around the Lithonian, stopping
to turn and face him several metres away. He then pondered the question briefly,
giving some thought to his forthcoming answer. Whiterod needed only a moment
to find a suitable answer. He raised his plasma rifle to chest height and trained it
on the Lithonian before pulling the trigger. A concentrated burst of plasma energy
lanced out and struck it’s target swiftly, the Lithonian getting a hole blown right
through him before he fell and struck the ground, for the final time.

                                          *                 *               *                *

                              2011 - present day

                      It stood there like a sentinel, guarding it’s territory day and night,
it’s dark colour acting like a perpetual shadow. Although it was not yet complete,
full power had been achieved, and it’s systems were being tested. This project
was a gamble in the sense that if it failed, then many megacycles of research and
development would be lost for good. Time which could have been spent on
developing new weapons and other things.
                      Some believed that an invention like this could ruin the galaxy,
some thought that it could save the galaxy. It had the power to change the 
outcome of something as small as a nanite, to something as large as a planet,
or even make them cease to exist entirely. It was not something to be trifled with,
nor was it something that would give a quick fix. The implications for it’s
misuse could span countless eons.
                      It was said that the Quintessons once experimented with their own
version a while back, but gave it up due to the extreme risks and temptations
that went with using it. It was said to be dismantled, it’s remnants destroyed for
good measure, as they had decimated part of their civilization with it. And yet
for all the past injustices machines like it had done, there it stood, by itself on
a deserted planet, all alone in the night.
                     It became apparent after a while that when the sun went down,
it wouldn’t be an ordinary night. As darkness fell, the small planet became 
enveloped in a bright white glow that made the ground start shaking, and
fire start erupting from it’s crust. The strange structure began to fall to pieces
as the planet shook itself apart. The white glow remained for the length of
the carnage, it’s essence fading as pressure inside the planet finally came to
a head, the planet exploding violently from within. Seconds later, the debris
spiraled outwards, all that was left of the small planet. It was destroyed, along
with the mysterious structure once located on it.

                  
                        The moonbase exploded suddenly, the fireball vanquishing 
it’s surroundings, the cloud of debris expanding and rocking the small
shuttle trying to escape. It flipped over twice, but righted itself, making
every effort to get away. But it was to no avail. The large, fearsome shape
of Unicron broke through the fireball and chunks of planet, snaring the tiny
shuttle with it’s tractor beams. There was no escape....
                       Air Slash turned off the monitor. As interesting as the Autobot
video feed was, he had some work to do. ‘Perhaps I’ll watch the rest later.’ 
He thought to himself, wondering when he would have the time again. Most
of the planetary focus was on replacing at least one of Cybertron’s moons,
both of which were lost in the Cybertronian war when Unicron ate them. 
The Decepticons and Autobots, who were working together nowadays, had the
odd scuffle here and there but still managed to get a lot done. The Autobots
finally found time to rebuild Iacon. Time. Time that was for once not spent
blowing up the opposition.
                        A light started flashing on his console just before he could
get up and head outside. Air Slash pressed a few buttons, and information
began scrolling on his screen, telling him what it was that made the control
panel freak out so suddenly. From what he could discern, there was a
massive amount of power emanating from a nearby planet, not far from the
planet Charr. “Wow.” he said. “That’s a lot of power.”
                       Air Slash tapped the comm panel. “Whiterod to main control.”
He said, a note of urgency in his voice. Air Slash closed the comm channel
and kept going over the readings before him. He found them very confusing.
After a few more cycles of researching, he was able to identify the planet
as GPB-027, an abandoned planet that was once host to a small colony of
Quintesson scientists, who deserted the planet megacycles back.
                       As he reviewed the data once more, Whiterod walked into
the control area, with Minirod in tow. Air Slash addressed him. “There was
a rather large power source emanating from a nearby planet.” he said. “But
as you can see,” he continued, “the planet no longer registers.” Air Slash
finished, now pointing at the display. Whiterod glanced at the display. “No
big deal.” he said. “Record it, and be done with it.” Air Slash nodded and did
just that before leaving for the spaceport.




                                                       THE END

                     

                        
                         
                      
                      


                      
                      
              



