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Moses Thompson stared into the cold,
dark sky filled with stars and sighed heavily; the chilled mist of
his breath hung in the air like his frustration. Vlad Tepes was not
much more visible than Polaris now, but in six months it would
dominate the sky. And after that…

Where are
they?

Statistical analysis dictated that
there were habitable worlds out there; none of them were within
reach of current tech. The scientific community (including Moses’
wife Portia) trusted Dr. Huffnagle’s theories of Planetary
Detection Through Hyperspace Distortion, but both they and the
powers that be wouldn’t commit the Earth’s limited supply of exotic
matter to lock down the wormhole without firm proof that it led to
a viable planet. The probes that they sent through Dr. Huffnagle’s
most promising coordinates had sent back nothing, which left
humanity to creating random wormholes in desperation. But this
solved nothing; with thirty-nine separate holes, there still wasn’t
a peep about the other side from any of the probes.

No one really knew why they had lost
contact, but Portia believed that the probe’s radio signals
couldn’t find their way back to Earth on their own – that it wasn’t
possible for the signal to backtrack along the path the probe had
navigated through the wormhole. That meant communications were
traveling over immense distances and may never be heard in our
lifetimes. Certainly not before Vlad Tepis’s arrival put an end to
life on Earth as we’d known it. Her team had equipped the latest
probe to test her theory on Dr. Huffnagle’s original hole; they
would be accompanying the probe to the station to witness the
result.

The fleet was ready to take humanity
to a home; not all of humanity, there was only enough time for a
chosen few to be sent through, to be certain that Humanity had a
future. They needed reliable proof that there was a planet for the
fleet to colonize at the other end; there would only be one
chance.

The prospects didn’t look good. Moses
focused on his feelings, until he felt the tickle inside his skull,
just above his right ear, which told him he had toggled the 8-Ball.
He walked back into the house, looked in on their sleeping
five-year-old Siarah as he passed by her room, and opened the door
to Portia’s home office, where she sat holding the Magic 8-Ball
Moses had been given on his fifth birthday.

“REPLY HAZY TRY AGAIN?” he
asked.

“Yes. That makes one
hundred out of one hundred,” she said, with the same solemnity she
would have used for any other scientific proof.

Portia hadn’t broached the topic of
the Magic 8-Ball with her colleagues; you would think that
theoretical physicists would be open to exploring any possibility,
but they could be as closed-minded as anyone, and no amount of
testing would have satisfied them. Her lead position on the team
had gotten her family a place in the colonial fleet; it would be up
to Moses to help them find their way to a new home.

“I can do this,” Moses
said.

“I wish it didn’t have to
be you.” Portia said. “There should be some other psychic out there
we could use.”

“I’m not psychic,” Moses
said. “There aren’t any psychics as consistent as I am.”

“True enough. Some odd
entanglement, then,” she said. “That would put it right in
Huffnagle’s area of expertise, but he’d never buy it.”

Maybe it was that the casual, almost
comical essence of the old novelty device just seemed more natural
to Moses’ eccentric mind. Maybe it was just that he’d developed an
affinity to a toy he’d had by his side since he was five. Whatever
the reason, Moses was definitely linked with it.

Was it destiny?
he wondered.

SIGNS POINT TO YES
floated to the 8-Ball’s surface.

Portia smiled at the 8-Ball as she set
it down on her desk, then took Moses by the hand and led him down
the hall.

“We’ll need a
certification pattern so I’ll know when you’re sending a message,”
Portia said.

“I’ll start with
REPLY HAZY TRY AGAIN,
then CONCENTRATE AND ASK
AGAIN. The next answer will be the final
one – the one that will tell you we’ve succeeded.
If we’ve
succeeded.”

They stood in Siarah’s doorway and
held each other as they watched her sleep.

“We will,” Portia said.
“We have to.”

 


Moses Thompson stared into the cold,
dark sky beyond Dr. Huffnagle’s docked shuttle and sighed heavily;
the chilled mist of his breath fogged the station porthole. He
checked the red indicator on the door lock for what felt like the
fiftieth time.

What’s taking her so
long?

Then the light turned green and he
heard the click as the lock disengaged. Moses’ sweaty hand slipped
off the handle as he opened the hatch – he stuck his arm in the gap
to keep the door from re-latching. Moses slipped into the tube and
shut the door quietly behind him and hurried through the corridor
to the docked ship and sealed himself inside.

The controls were positioned just as
they were on the simulator; it would have been more reassuring if
he’d been able to actually test fly one of these, but it would take
months of serious training to reach that level of certification,
and they didn’t have months.

He glanced at the note Portia had
given him the night before and switched the comm to the private
channel she had set up.

“I’m in.”

“Seven minutes until we
reopen the wormhole; then they can’t afford to close it,” Portia
answered. “Don’t launch until then.”

He could see the drum-like, dual stage
probe floating out there - it was the only craft that would be
allowed closer to the portal than the station was; the probe with
her team’s latest modifications to transmit through the hyperspace
that had thwarted them on each of the previous attempts. Stage One
would remain inside the border to act as a relay, while Stage Two
continued through to the other side.

Who knew - the latest modifications
might work, after all, so it was still worth trying. They had as
much reason to believe that his failsafe would work.

We always need one last
chance, no matter how crazy it is. No, I mustn’t think that way.
Stay positive.

He locked the shuttle’s autopilot onto
Stage Two’s distinctive signal, and then put on the pilot’s
pressure suit.

“Stand by - patching you
into the final countdown,” Portia whispered over the comm. “Be
safe.”

“I love you both,” Moses
said.

“…five, four, three, two,
one,” the automated feed echoed in the shuttle.

Moses could see the distortion in the
space between the focal generators as the hole opened - a true
nothingness that obscured the stars beyond. He saw the probe’s
boosters fire a short burst, and it began drifting toward the
blackness of the portal. He flipped the switch to uncouple his
mooring and launched the shuttle away from the station.

The reaction from base monitoring was
almost instantaneous.

“Shuttle T75H, launching
is restricted. Return to dock immediately.”

Moses ignored the station’s control
tower and accelerated toward the probe. He could feel the
wormhole’s pull
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Sometimes, you have to take a
leap of faith.
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