Prologue

18.79.3415- Personal Log: Finally! After about a week on board the Returner we finally landed on SR-388. Funny, it seems like seven years aboard the vessel, but it seems like yesterday I left home, even though my slow rise to the top took over 5 years. 5 years, and my family has been dead for 3, the colony destroyed for 2 ½. RG-125, my “Hometown”, nothing but a pile of dust for two and a half years. I will avenge my family. No, I must avenge my family. I must help stop the great Metroid War.  And I’ll start by exterminating them on SR-388. They seem to be staying on Zebes, though.  My colony, destroyed for 2 ½ years, and I only found out last week. Yes, I know I’m repeating myself a lot. But anyway, there are ten of us, in two separate squadrons. Me, with two Platinums, Ridley, and Kraid, make up half, and Dirk Morton, and his crew. Logging out.


I yawned. I was sitting down in a small, metal chair, in a cramped room.


“Computer! Time!” I requested


“The current time is: 456 hours.” I decided to get up. I walked to the middle, then pushed a button on the control panel on the roof. A circular hole about four feet in diameter opened up. I climbed out, then tried to gather my thoughts. I’ve been a Space Pirate for five years. Before I joined, I had no idea we were cloning Metroids! It wasn’t until I became Mother Brain’s personal guard that I had any idea of a war! I walked to the Platinum Pirates’ room, and opened the door. Four beady yellow eyes stared at me. 


“C’mon. We’re leaving now.” They nodded and stepped out. I told them to wait outside and report if any Metroids were in the area. They screeched, then left. I then walked over to Ridley’s room, and opened the door. I looked inside, then said:


“Ridley! Get up! We’re leaving!” I then heard a high-pitched roar, and saw a pair of elliptical, bright yellow eyes. I left, then went to Kraid’s room. I opened the Human-sized door, walked in and announced into Kraid’s personal PA system:


“Hey! Get up!  We’re leaving!” I heard a roar, then the giant cargo bay door open. I walked out, then into the cold, barren surface of SR-388. I looked around, but saw only barren mountain peaks in the fuzzy distance. I then turned on my personal camera and began the recording feed. Thus begins my story to eradicate the Metroids of SR-388.

