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1
Found

Transit Address Five,

3.30am - Tuesday, August 18th, 2048

(Sydney time – local time undetermined)

 


Craig stepped through the cargo
bay door of the Feynman and felt the thick, soft, green bed
of grass compress under his weight. Without taking his eyes off the
crowd of aliens that stood cheering his arrival, Craig swung his
other leg down and faced the group in the middle of what, on his
world, would have been a city street. Where there would have been
cold, hard bitumen and cement, the space between the buildings was
covered with a lush, thick, lawn and lined with beds of flowers in
an assortment of strange and bright colours. A cheer arose from the
crowd as someone else stepped out of the Feynman behind him.
Craig couldn’t help but smile at the waves of positive thought and
good will that were being directed towards him. He wasn’t sure how
he knew it, but he had a strong feeling that the people in the
crowd were not only happy to see him, but in their own way, they
loved him.

Professor John Turp walked along
the lawn towards where his son waited. The small, grey aliens
seemed to smile at the old scientist as they stepped aside to let
him pass. Craig observed his father as he drew near; he looked
pretty much the same as he had on the day he had left Newton
station, but somehow younger and fresher in appearance. His skin
appeared less lined, and his hair looked thicker. For a thousand
different reasons that he couldn’t quite put his finger on, his
father seemed more alive, more vibrant, than Craig could ever
remember seeing him.

“Hi Dad,” Craig said as the
Professor drew nearer. “I see these people have been looking after
you. You’re looking healthy.”

Professor Turp smiled and nodded.
He looked at the grey-skinned aliens that surrounded them. The
crowd had fallen silent the moment Craig began to speak.

“True. I certainly can’t complain
of being mistreated,” the Professor smiled. He turned back to Craig
and took the last few steps that separated them and in one swift
motion threw his arms around his son.

Craig gasped in surprise and froze
at his father’s uncharacteristic show of emotion. After a moment,
he allowed himself to relax and lifted his arms to hug his father
in return. He pressed his face into the Professor’s shoulder and
tried to hold back the tears that he had no idea he was capable of
shedding. A strange floral smell surrounded his father but failed
to completely hide the man’s personal scent that Craig had been
familiar with his whole life.

“I’ve missed you so much,” the
Professor mumbled. “Let me have a look at you.”

Professor Turp took a step back and
with his hands still resting on Craig’s shoulders, looked his son
over.

“You haven’t changed a bit,” he
smiled.

Craig grinned and looked a little
confused. “Why should I look different? It’s been less than two
weeks since we last saw each other.”

Professor Turp shook his head. “For
me, it has been almost a year,” he said softly. “My time here
amongst the Ahleru has gone fast, but it still feels likes ages ago
that I was last at Newton Station and far too long since I’ve seen
you.”

The crowd of Greys which stood
watching this strange, father and son reunion gasped and smiled as
the others climbed out of the Feynman. Karen, Glen, Jamie
and Timothy stood smiling at the crowd of aliens that had gathered
to welcome them to their world.

Behind them, Jackson, Scarface,
Dockrill and Ferine looked a little less delighted. The soldiers
eyed the crowd with a look of wariness and suspicion. They had left
their rifles on the Feynman, but Craig couldn’t help but
notice that each man still wore a pistol on their hip. After
everything they had been through, he couldn’t blame them for their
unwillingness to leave the safety of the ship entirely unarmed.
Especially considering that this seemed to be the homeworld of the
spheres that had decimated the Earth.

To their left, Alan Oldman grinned
as he panned his camera around the crowd of Aliens. The reporter
was evidently enjoying the experience of being the first person to
obtain real footage of these legendary creatures that had been
regarded as a modern myth for more than a century.

“Look at the big heads on the
little men, mummy,” Jamie blurted on seeing the creatures Professor
Turp had called the Ahleru. He raised his arm and pointed at the
crowd with an outstretched hand. Karen reached above her head,
grabbed Jamie’s arm and pulled it down by his side.

“Don’t point, baby,” she hissed at
him embarrassedly. “It’s rude to point.”

Professor Turp patted Craig on the
back and walked towards Karen with his arms open wide. “It’s good
to see you again, my girl.” He smiled and embraced her. Not wanting
to be left out, Jamie and Timothy threw their arms around Karen and
the Professor and grinned broadly.

“We knew we’d find you, Poppy,”
Timothy smiled and squeezed tighter.

Professor Turp smiled as his face
turned red from the pressure. After a moment the two children let
go.

“Oh, flowers,” Jamie gasped. These
were the first they had ever seen growing out of the ground, and
they were eager for a closer look. Jamie and Timothy knelt on the
grass and lowered their heads for a sniff. A few individuals
stepped forward from the crowd and knelt beside the giant children
who all but dwarfed the tiny aliens. With slow, precise movements,
the Ahleru picked a few of the flowers and handed them to each of
the children with a smile. Jamie and Timothy accepted them
gratefully and pressed their faces into the bouquets. They smiled
on enjoying the thick, sweet scent.

After giving Karen a gentle kiss on
the forehead, Professor Turp took a step back and turned to face
the imperial Cavalry troops who were watching him. He and Ferine
eyed each other for a moment before the Professor held out his
hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Captain Ferine. I appreciate
the help you have provided my son under difficult circumstances.”
Professor Turp patted the confused Captain on the shoulder and
turned back to his son.

“I’m sorry,” Ferine began. “But how
do you know who I am?” he asked. “We’ve never met.”

Professor Turp turned back to
Ferine. “True, but they do have televisions here, and your show is
as popular on this world as it is in many others. These people have
been expecting your arrival on this day for hundreds of years and
have a keen interest in your mission.”

Alan Oldman stepped forward with a
look of surprise on his face. “What? Are you saying my broadcasts
are being watched on places other than Earth?”

The reporter shook his head and
looked both surprised and elated. “How is that possible?” he asked
the Professor.

John Turp smiled and turned his
back on the group; he waved over his shoulder and indicated that
they should follow him. “Come inside, and everything will be
explained.”

Professor Turp walked across the
lawn towards the nearest of the crystal towers that lined the
street. The crowd of watching Ahleru once again parted to let him
pass.

Craig turned to follow his father
but stopped on hearing Scarface speak. “Hey, what the fuck are
those little grey bastards doing on our ship?” The soldier pointed
at a pair of the thin, short aliens that had climbed into the
Feynman’s cargo bay.

Craig and his father turned back
towards the ship. “Leave them,” Professor Turp said softly. “They
have work to do. They are going to make a few adjustments to the
ship that will make future transits much more comfortable for you
all.”

Craig watched as the aliens climbed
the ladder into the cockpit. He noticed that they appeared to be
wearing thick pouched belts over their white tunics which assumedly
carried tools of some kind. He turned to ask his father if that was
the case but noticed that the professor was already halfway to the
opening of the building. Craig waved the others over and took
Karen’s hand. In a huddled group, they all shuffled through the
crowd of smiling aliens.

“This is some fucking Close
encounters of the third kind shit, right here,” Scarface
grumbled. “How do we know these things aren’t going to jump us as
soon as the old guy has his back turned?”

Karen smiled. “They won’t. Can’t
you feel it?” she turned to Scarface and the others as they
strolled through the crowd. “These people seem to emanate goodwill.
I can feel them sending us positive energy and love.” Karen smiled
wider and took a deep breath. “It feels wonderful.”

“Somebody’s emanating hippy
bullshit right now,” Scarface screwed up his face in disgust.

A small, grey alien, much shorter
and more petite than the others around it, stepped forward and
offered Craig a flower. He could tell by the being’s size and shy
demeanour that it was a child. Craig knelt down before it and took
the flower, lifted it to his face, sniffed it and said thank you.
Although he had no way of telling the sex of the child, he had the
feeling that it was a girl. Seeming even shyer than when she had
approached him, the little girl looked towards the ground as a wash
of colour spread across her face. Blushing, she smiled and walked
away to a pair of adults who stood watching her from the edge of
the crowd. She wrapped her arms around the body of one the adults
and pressed her face into what Craig could only assume was one of
her parent’s chests. She turned her head and looked at him with a
shy grin before once again hiding her face behind the folds of
fabric on her parent’s tunic.

The parents smiled at Craig as he
rose to his feet and began to walk away. He gave them a nod and
followed the others towards the building. The crowd turned their
bulbous heads to watch the humans as they passed. Although he was
unfamiliar with their biology and could not tell them apart from
each other, Craig was sure that every one of them was smiling and
were genuinely happy to see him. He scanned the crowd of aliens as
he walked by, looking for something, but not sure what. He saw
himself reflected a thousand times over in the sea of large, black
eyes that dominated the aliens’ ovoid, grey faces.

Near the front of the crowd, two
individuals stood out from those around them. Where the other
members of their species wore a variation of the long, coloured
robes that seemed to be the fashion on this world, these two were
identically dressed in what were unmistakably human clothes. Like
little doppelgangers, the pair was covered in the same kind of
shoes, the same style of jeans and an identically patterned shirt
to the one that Craig currently wore. Most startling of all,
beneath their opened, collared shirts, he could see that they were
both wearing t-shirts which depicted Craig as a middle-aged man
bedecked in full military uniform complete with shoulder pads and
epaulettes. In the photo, a myriad of small medals adorned his
chest giving him the unsavoury appearance of a third-world
dictator. Craig studied the stern, serious face in the picture that
was unmistakably his and wondered what in the hell the future had
in store for him.

The two aliens must have registered
that he was admiring their shirts. They smiled and tugged at the
fabric of the t-shirts and pointed at Craig. Yes, there was no
doubt about it, the person in the photo was supposed to be him.

“Hey, you coming or what?” Ferine
said from beside him.

Craig turned to see that the others
had moved ahead and were waiting at the entrance to the building.
Craig nodded and began to walk towards his friends. He turned and
took one last glimpse at the two aliens that wore t-shirts
depicting him as a slightly aged military leader. The two aliens
saw him look and gave a quick military salute before disappearing
into the crowd.
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Explanation

Transit Address Five,

3.42am - Tuesday, August 18th, 2048

(Sydney time – local time undetermined)

 


Professor Turp smiled as Craig
entered the lobby of the building. He stood near the entrance to
what appeared to be a pair of elevators with Karen, Glen and the
others gathered around him.

“Are you okay?” he asked Craig. He
could tell by the look on his son’s face that something had
disturbed him.

Craig nodded distractedly and
looked back towards the crowd outside. “Yeah, I’m okay,” he sighed.
“This is just a lot to take in.”

His father nodded. “I imagine that
you would have a lot of questions. We’ll go up to my apartment
where I can explain things in a bit more comfort.”

With that, the Professor leaned
forward and tapped a small black square of glass on the wall. Craig
saw the numbers 322 appear in blue text. The section of wall that
looked like an elevator door disappeared in the blink of an eye.
Craig hadn’t been paying attention, but he was sure that he didn’t
see the door move aside, or slide upwards, or swing open. On
Professor Turp touching the square of glass on the wall, the door
had ceased to exist. Through the opening it left behind, Craig
could see into what appeared to be a small apartment. Floor to
ceiling windows filled the room with light.

“Nice,” Glen smiled and patted the
Professor on the back. “A ground floor apartment.”

Professor Turp smiled and entered
the room. “Not quite,” he said as the others followed him in.

On entering the room, Craig was
shocked to see a panoramic view of the harbour and surrounding city
from what appeared to be a great height. He turned his head and
looked back through the door which they had entered and could still
see the lobby, the mingling crowds on the street and the
Feynman hovering on the lawn just a few metres away.

“What is this? Some kind of fake
window or something?” he asked his father as he walked back towards
the view of the city.

“No, not at all,” the Professor
smiled. “It’s just a window. We're on the thirtieth floor at the
moment.”

“No way,” Private Dockrill gasped
as he stepped closer to what he could only assume was glass and
looked down at the ground far below.

“So how did we get here?” Alan
Oldman asked as he panned his camera across the view of the city.
“We walked through a door on the ground floor and stepped into a
room on the thirtieth.” He turned to the Professor for an
answer.

John Turp shrugged and waved a hand
at the door. “It’s nothing much. Instead of using lifts and stairs
in buildings such as this, the Ahleru prefer to increase efficiency
by going directly from point A to point B. The doors in the lobby
use Conduit technology to link directly to each room.”

Craig laughed. “So what, we just
passed through a wormhole to get from the lobby to your
apartment?”

“That seems a bit like overkill,
doesn’t it?” Ferine asked.

The Professor shrugged. “It is
their way. You see, they mastered the Multiverse a long time ago
and have had hundreds of years to perfect their craft and discover
new and different uses for the technology.”

Craig leant against the window and
looked down towards the ground where the Feynman still sat
on the lawn-covered road surrounded by the crowd of observers.

“So, what are they doing with the
VAPER right now?” he turned to face his father. “Do they even know
how it works?”

Professor Turp chuckled. “Of course
they know how it works. They invented it. It’s their
technology.”

“What?!” almost half the room said
at once.

“What do you mean they invented it,
Dad?” Craig took a few steps toward his father and looked at the
man as if he had gone insane. “They didn’t create the
Feynman, we did. Henry did. We all worked together on it and
built it in our labs.” Craig pointed out the window. “They had
nothing to do with it.”

Professor Turp raised his hands and
shook his head. “I’m sorry my boy. You seem to have misunderstood
me. True, they did not build either of the VAPERs, or create the
medical ModChips we developed, or build Newton Station itself for
that matter but all of it stems from them. Everything ANZAR has
built over the last ten years has been a result of
reverse-engineering their technology.”

Craig stared at his father in
shock. He didn’t know what to say. His father seemed to be trying
to tell him that everything they had invented, every scientific
breakthrough they’d made in their time working together had been
plagiarised, had been a lie.

“I fucking knew it.” Sergeant
Jackson laughed and pointed at Craig. “I told you when we were
sitting around the campfire that there was something fishy about
this whole scenario, didn’t I?” He looked to Ferine for
confirmation. “I knew there was no way that a handful of scientists
from some backwards country like Australia could have invented all
this shit on their own.”

“Shut up, will you?” Craig
shouted.

“Look, my boy.” Professor Turp
pointed at a pair of sofas with one hand and gently grabbed Craig’s
elbow with the other. He gave the Sergeant a stern look as he led
his son across the room. “It’s not exactly as clandestine as the
American says. Come sit down and I’ll explain it all as best I
can.”

Craig nodded and shuffled across
the thick, white carpet towards the outline of what seemed to be
two sofas. He gave the furniture a confused look for a moment as he
tried to make sense of what he was seeing. In front of him sat two
sofas and a coffee table of a design which would not look out of
place in any furniture store on Earth, apart from the fact that
they were transparent and made of a material that seemed to be as
insubstantial as smoke. Still half thinking about what his father’s
revelation meant, Craig reached out and touched the arm of the
sofa. He pressed his hand against it but could not feel anything
that felt like fabric. His fingers met a minor, soft resistance but
he could not determine any detail in texture or grab at anything
solid.

“Here, sit down my boy,” Professor
Turp pointed at the sofa.

Craig sank back into nothingness as
the outline of the sofa took his weight. He felt no contact with
anything solid across his back, neck, and arms, but his body was
supported nonetheless. It felt as if he were floating on a cushion
of air. It was the most comfortable thing he had ever sat on.

“Here, let me generate somewhere to
sit for the rest of you,” Professor Turp shuffled across the room
to another of the small, black, square panels which clung to the
wall directly beside the door. With a touch of his finger, the room
shifted around them. The fireplace, dining table and a bookshelf
that lined the length the rear wall faded from view. In their
place, four more of the transparent sofas seemed to materialise
from out of nowhere. Their outlines swirled and grew darker as
atoms were manipulated into new shapes that, in a matter of
seconds, filled the room with enough seating for everybody.

“Please, sit down. All of you.” The
Professor waved his hands to indicate the newly created lounges
that formed a circle in the centre of the room.

Ferine and his men stepped forward
and cautiously lowered themselves onto the furniture. Karen slid
onto the sofa next to Craig and slipped her hand into his. She
smiled at him, but he didn’t notice. He stared at the fluffy white
carpet that covered the floor, lost in his thoughts of the lie that
his life had been revealed to be. On the other side of the circle,
Jamie and Timothy jumped onto the nearest sofa and began bouncing
up and down on their bottoms. Both boys giggled, unaware of the
seriousness of the discussion that was about to take place.

“Craig?” Professor Turp gently
asked his son as he lowered himself into a seat. “Do you remember
after your mother died, when Professor Weekes came to our house
carrying a large cardboard box?”

Craig looked up from the floor and
nodded. “Of course, that was the day you two decided to go back to
work. That was pretty much when ANZAR was founded.”

The Professor nodded then looked up
at Alan Oldman who had remained standing with his camera in hand.
The reporter slowly walked around the room to get a better angle of
the Professor and his son.

“Before Jean and Lynda died, we
were considered the best physicists in our field of study. We had
worked together in the area of Quantum computing and research into
Multiverse travel, pretty much the same as we do now. But with one
exception: our research was going nowhere.” Professor Turp shrugged
and shook his head. “I mean, we were doing well. We had discovered
a lot about the nature of the Multiverse and how to manipulate it,
theoretically, but we were nowhere near being able to open
wormholes let-alone travel through them. Hell, we hadn’t even seen
a wormhole at that point.”

“I knew it,” Scarface interrupted.
“There’s no way you people were smart enough to figure out all this
stuff.”

Professor Weekes glared at the man.
“We were the world leaders in this line of research at the time. We
knew more about the Multiverse than anyone alive.” The Professor
turned back to Craig. “Because of that, we were the logical choice
as recipients of the contents of that box. Nobody else on the
planet could have come close to getting this technology to work,
let alone understand it.”

Craig asked the question that had
nagged at him for much of his life. “What was in the box?”

“Oh, printed files, dozens of data
cubes and even a few prototypes. It was essentially the key to
everything we have worked on since that day. It was like a time
capsule of information.”

“And we just copied everything that
was in the box?” Craig looked annoyed. “We just built the VAPERs
from a supplied instruction manual? We just replicated what these
aliens had done before us?”

“No, no, my boy,” the Professor
said soothingly. “It was nowhere near as simple as that. Don’t
forget it took us ten years to get to the point where we could
travel through the Multiverse. There were no detailed instructions
on how to build the Feynman, just data on the mechanics of
how Multiverse travel works, details on how to manipulate and
recombine matter and the basics of how to identify and locate
naturally occurring wormholes. There were a few prototypes to work
off and some samples of software, but we had to figure out the rest
for ourselves.”

“Still sounds pretty easy,” Private
Dockrill grunted.

Professor Turp turned to the
soldier. “Do you think so?” he asked the soldier who stared out the
window as if he were bored. “If I were to hand you the keys to a
university library and all the raw materials you could want, do you
think you would be able to build a jet aeroplane all by yourself?
Hmm?”

Sergeant Jackson shrugged. “Maybe,”
he mumbled.

“No offence to you my good friend
but I somehow doubt it.” The Professor shook his head. “That is
pretty much what we had to do, except we had the extra burden of
having to discover the theories of flight, build our own aircraft,
computer systems, all support equipment and the bloody airport to
boot. So no, in no way was it an easy task.”

“But, we did sort out a lot of it
for ourselves,” Craig agreed. “I spent months working on the
electronics and the code for the ModChips. I didn’t get any help
with that from any data cube or instruction book.”

Professor Turp nodded. “True, we
all worked hard to decipher the information left for us, left for
all of us.” The Professor waved his hand around the room to show
that he was referring to the entire human race. “It took a lot of
hard work and some very keen minds to get to where we are
today.”

“And where exactly is that?” Ferine
asked. He couldn’t help but let a little edge of sarcasm slip into
his voice. “I can see the possible benefits that this technology
would bring but so far this arrangement with the Greys hasn’t
exactly worked out too well has it?”

The Professor nodded and looked at
the floor. “I can see your point, but things are as they should be.
The loss of life during the Blackout was something that the Ahleru
regret and wished to avoid.”

“So, you admit to knowing that they
are the perpetrators of the Blackout and still you stay here with
them doing God knows what?” Sergeant Jackson challenged the
Professor.

“It is not as black and white as
you think. They are a good people who have only our best interests
at heart. They wish us no harm and...”

Jackson cut the Professor off.
“Over one hundred million people are dead because of your friends
and their little box of tricks.”

“Like I said, regrettable.” The
professor wrung his hands together and looked at his feet. He was
unmistakably distressed by the tone of the conversation.

Craig decided to change the
subject. “How exactly did you get here, Dad? And why did you go to
those other places?” He leant forward in his seat and awaited the
answer.

Professor Turp smiled and nodded at
his son. “When we left the station, we put in the coordinates that
would have taken us back to the day your mother got on that
God-awful plane. In the end, we only made one jump, the Ahleru
somehow hacked into our systems and were waiting for us when we
rematerialised. They politely requested that we accompany them down
to the surface of this Earth where we have remained ever
since.”

“So, you didn’t even go to the
other world’s we visited?” Craig asked.

The Professor shook his head. “No,
we had no reason to.”

“Then why did the Feynman’s
computer tell us that you did?” Glen added.

The Professor sighed and leant back
in his chair. “This is the part that’s hard to get your head
around. Like I said before, the Ahleru are masters of the
Multiverse. They have spent centuries exploring as many layers of
it as they could. Right now, they have a fleet of massive
spacecraft travelling between worlds, gathering data and exploring
the layers. As a result, they have a deep understanding of the
past, present and futures of many of the beings that occupy it.
They have been visiting our layer of the Multiverse for hundreds of
their years, going to all points of time in our past and
future.”

“Well, that explains the UFO
phenomenon then,” Ferine said dryly.

The Professor continued. “They saw
what was going to happen to us and decided to act. They waylaid our
mission to save your mother and alerted Professor Weekes and I to
the danger the Earth was about to face. They instructed us to make
records of all our work and combine it with research of their own,
so it can be presented to the human race in such a time and place
as to give us the tools to survive the coming disaster.”

Craig groaned and put his hand on
his forehead. “So, they brought you here to teach you their
technology and to get you to make the box you gave yourselves 12
years ago,” Craig said it as a statement, not a question. “So, when
is that going to happen?”

The Professor nodded. “We are about
ready now. We just need to get two or three prototypes off the
Feynman then the box will be complete. After the Last Fleet
has sailed, it will be safe for us to deliver the box and return to
the human race.”

“That still doesn’t explain why the
computer told us you went to those six addresses in the
Multiverse,” Craig sighed in frustration. “I mean, where did the
data come from? Why should anyone want us to go there at all?”

“As I said before, the Ahleru know
all that has and will happen to the human race and the millions of
other races that occupy the Multiverse. They knew the history of
this event. They knew what effect it would have on the evolutionary
path of the human race. They sent you to those six worlds because
history told them that you went there. They did that for the same
reason that they arranged for Professor Weekes and I to get the
box. They sent it to us because history said we were the ones who
invented the technology that would save the world. They saw that
the death of our wives had endangered the inhabitants of our layer
of the Multiverse. They intervened because we needed a little nudge
to get back on our fated paths. It’s as simple as that.” The
Professor shrugged his shoulders and looked at everyone that sat
listening to him.

“And what about the way they seem
to love Craig so much?” Karen asked. “I saw the banners on the way
in. I saw the people downstairs wearing t-shirts with Craig’s
picture on them.”

The Professor nodded and looked at
his son. “That is something best discussed in private,” he said as
he climbed to his feet. Professor Turp lifted his hand and
indicated that Craig should follow him to the other side of the
room.

Nodding his head, Craig stood up
and followed his father to the window. Once beside him, the
Professor lifted his hand to another of the square control panels
and swiped a finger across it. A transparent wall appeared between
the two scientists and the rest of the room.

“Okay, we’ll just talk amongst
ourselves then, shall we?” Sergeant Jackson said sarcastically.

Everyone turned to watch the
discussion taking place in the next room that hadn’t existed until
a moment before. Professor Turp was talking animatedly, his hands
rose and fell as he gestured wildly about whatever it was he was
explaining. Craig shook his head at something his father said and
looked at the people watching him from the other room. He made eye
contact with Karen, and at that moment, she could see that he was
heartbroken over whatever it was he had been told. Craig turned
back to his father looking angry and annoyed. The Professor looked
pained and continued to speak rapidly as if he were trying to
convince his son of something important, something that it was
imperative that he understand. Craig shook his head, clenched his
fists and turned away from his father. The Professor reached out
and placed a hand on Craig’s shoulder as he continued to speak,
this time more slowly and calmly. Craig shrugged his father’s hand
away and spun on him with a shocked, angry look on his face.

“That doesn’t look like he’s
getting good news in there does it?” Glen asked no one in
particular.

Karen screamed as Craig lunged
forward and grabbed his father by the front of his shirt. He shoved
the old man backwards and slammed him into the glass wall hard
enough to send a loud pinging-thud echoing through both rooms.
Karen and Ferine jumped to their feet and ran to where Craig and
the Professor now stood. They could see Craig’s face contort in
rage as he yelled and swore at his father but could hear nothing of
what was said. Karen looked to Ferine pleadingly for him to do
something but with no door or means of access to the other room it
was impossible to intervene.

Craig shook his father and began to
weep as he yelled. Professor Turp had also started to cry. He
lifted his hands and tried to pat his son on the shoulder and face
as his body was shaken back and forth.

Not knowing what to do, Karen
turned and ran towards the black control panel that hung beside the
door. She poked at the glass in a futile attempt to get it to work.
She swiped her finger backwards and forwards, up and down and
around in circles; but nothing happened. She pressed her hand
against it and wished for the wall between her and Craig to
disappear. She imagined it vanishing the same way it had
appeared.

To her surprise, it did.

Craig and the Professor tumbled to
the floor with Craig screaming and crying on top of his father.
Climbing quickly to his feet, Craig thrust a finger into his
father’s face.

“You can’t do that!” he yelled at
the old man who lay cowering on the floor. “You can’t do that, Dad!
The means don’t justify the ends.” Craig screamed as Ferine stepped
in front of him.

“The means don’t justify the ends!”
he roared again.

“Hey, kid, calm down,” Ferine
placed his hands on Craig’s chest and tried to push him away from
the old man. “That’s no way to be treating your father.”

Professor Turp climbed to his feet
with the aid of Jamie and Timothy who had rushed over to help him.
Both boys looked confused and worried over Craig’s act of violence
against his father.

Craig looked from his father’s face
to that of the boys. He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head,
disgusted and frustrated that he had reacted the way he did. Still,
he felt justified in his reaction to what he had been told.

“There’s been too much death
already. We can’t allow war, no matter how good everything will be
once it’s over. I refuse to lose anyone else I love... no matter
how short a time you say it will be.” Craig shook his head once
again, turned his back on his father and stormed out of the
room.

Karen looked from Craig to the boys
as if she could not make up her mind who to comfort. Seeing that
Jamie and Timothy were okay, she followed Craig out the door.

“What the fuck did you say to him?”
Scarface grinned at the Professor who suddenly seemed very old and
very frail.

 



 


 


3
Asylum seeker

Outside the entrance to the ANZAR
Wing, Newton Station,

3.56am - Tuesday, August 18th, 2048

 


Kathryn Mundawoy stood on the
footpath and stared at the modules of the zero-gravity wing as she
waited for the commercial break to end. She glanced down at her
phone and was amazed to see yet another advertisement for a mundane
product flash across the screen in place of the incredible footage
that was coming from the ANZAR Initiative. She could understand
that the commercial networks had to make money to stay on air, but
interrupting live footage of first contact with an alien species to
publicise the benefits of yet another brand of laundry powder
beggared belief. If the people she was meeting weren’t so
important, she would have been tucked up in the ANZAR wing of the
station watching the historic broadcast as was everyone else on the
planet. The soap commercial finished and faded into yet another ad,
this time for insurance.

The Prime Minister groaned and
looked up in frustration. She could see the tiny shapes of frenetic
tourists as they pushed and pulled their way through the Tubular
Hell attraction of the Levitorium.

What are those people doing
messing about up there in those tubes at a time like this? She
asked herself. Don’t they know what’s going on around them? How
can they not care?

Behind her, Captain Austin and half
a dozen of his men stood guard outside the entrance to the ANZAR
wing. With weapons at the ready, they searched the faces of the
passers-by for any signs of trouble. Even though it was nearly four
in the morning and the Prime Minister wanted to do nothing but
sleep, she had found herself standing amongst the crowds of
tourists that inexorably walked the streets of Newton Station
regardless of the hour. Families, businesspeople and holidaymakers
of all creeds and colours came and went in a blur of activity that
never seemed to cease. Turning her attention away from the
buildings on the opposite side of Newton Station’s central sphere,
Kathryn Mundawoy looked down the street just in time to see a
family group turn the corner and come to a stop directly in front
of her. They were dressed casually in everyday clothing that would
have blended into any crowd outside of the Islamic State. A man of
late-middle-age stood with his arm around a bedraggled looking
woman who in turn clasped the hands of two frightened looking young
girls. The Prime Minister was about to ask the family what they
wanted when she suddenly recognised the father.

“Mister Pres,” she stopped herself
just in time. She discretely switched off her phone and slipped it
into her jacket pocket. “How are you?” she asked the President of
the United States who, along with the rest of the first family,
stood before her looking like a group of tired and travel-worn
tourists.

“We’ve been better. Thank you for
asking,” the President gave her a tired smile.

Kathryn nodded, and Captain Austin
stepped forward. “If you would please follow us this way Sir, its
best that we get you all off the street.” He pointed at the
recently repaired door that marked the entrance to the ANZAR wing
of the station. Apart from a mild discolouration on the pavement,
there was nothing to indicate that it had been blown off its hinges
by Ferine’s military team two days ago.

The President’s wife and daughters
led the way into the lobby with the two politicians following
closely behind. Captain Austin and four of his men followed them
inside leaving two men to keep watch on the door in case the
President had been followed.

“I’m surprised you managed to get
yourself up here without a security escort and your usual entourage
of reporters, publicists and advisors,” the Prime Minister said
conversationally.

The President nodded as they walked
past the unattended reception desk that, in normal times, would
have checked-in visitors. “Oh, they’re here, some of them at least.
I managed to get away quickly and quietly, so all I have with me
are my security team. I literally had to order them to stay on Air
Force One so we could come to you unobserved. But, knowing them,
I’m sure at least one of them is following me, for my own
protection of course.”

The Prime Minister nodded as they
waited outside the elevator which would take them upstairs to the
guest accommodation and visitor centre. “I know how you feel.
That’s probably the thing I miss the most about my life before
politics, the ability to go where you want when you want,
unhindered, unaccompanied and unrecognised.”

Captain Austin shuffled awkwardly
beside her.

The lift doors opened, and they
stepped inside. Captain Austin left two more of his men on the
ground floor to guard the lifts.

“I know what you mean,” the
President’s wife said in a soft voice. “This is the first time
we’ve been alone as a family for almost five years.” She looked
down at her children that stood staring silently at the grown-ups
around them. “I bet the girls probably can’t even remember us ever
having been alone together before.”

The First Lady’s bottom lip
trembled as the enormity of what they were doing hit home. Kathryn
Mundawoy moved closer to the woman and placed a caring hand on her
shoulder.

“I’m sorry,” the First Lady
apologised as tears began to run down her face. “It’s just the
pressure of this whole mess. After giving years of our lives, after
sacrificing so much, to find ourselves running for our...,” she
stopped as she realised that her daughters were staring at her. The
two girls looked deeply upset.

The Prime Minister looked at the
two children and held out her hand. “I don’t think we’ve been
introduced yet have we?” she said in her cheeriest voice. “I’m
Kathryn.” Before the girls could comment, she grabbed each of their
hands and shook them in turn.

“I’m Jessica,” the eldest of the
two girls smiled.

“I’m Isabella,” the younger looking
one blushed. “Pleased to meet you.”

“Well, I’m very pleased to meet
both of you,” she smiled and turned to the First Lady. “And it’s a
pleasure to meet you, Deborah.” Kathryn pointed at the President.
“The last time I met Myles in person, all he did was talk about you
and the girls. I feel like I know you all already.”

The elevator door pinged open, and
they exited into a long, carpeted corridor that looked more like a
luxury hotel than a research company’s guest accommodation.

“Have you had lunch?” Kathryn asked
as she led them down the hall. “I know it’s just after two o’clock
in Washington, so I’ve had the kitchen make us something up.

She stopped at a door that was
being guarded by one of Captain Austin’s men. The soldier turned
and opened the door so that they could enter.

“Are we to be under lock and key
for the whole time we are here?” the First Lady asked.

Kathryn smiled. “No, not at all.
With things being as they are, these men are here for my protection
as much as yours. You’re free to come and go as you like.”

Kathryn stepped aside and allowed
the first family to enter the room. She slipped in behind them and
turned to close the door. Captain Austin made as if to join them
but stopped on seeing the Prime minister barring the entry with her
body.

“Would you be so kind as to do
another security sweep of our guests’ accommodation for me please,
Captain? I’m going to need some time to have a chat with them in
private.” She smiled innocently at Austin.

The Captain nodded and was about to
respond, but the Prime Minister closed the door before he had the
chance to speak. She turned and faced the first family who stood in
the middle of a cozy-sized dining room looking unsure of what to do
with themselves.

Kathryn pointed at the table where
places had already been set. “Please, sit.”

The President let go of his wife’s
hand and pulled out a chair for each of his daughters before
turning back to the first lady and helping her into her seat. He
then marched around the table and did the same for Kathryn who was
more than a little surprised by his courtesy.

“Thank you, Myles,’ she thanked the
President. “This is a side of you that neither the citizens of the
Empire nor I have ever seen before,” she said as the President made
his way back around the table to sit beside his wife.

It was the first lady who replied,
“I don’t think the world has ever seen the real Myles.” She looked
at her husband lovingly as he pulled his chair into the table. “The
political system back home has become so distorted and overshadowed
by corporate greed and scheming that it has become a farce of
orchestrated performances and soulless policies. I don’t think my
husband has said a true word or spoken an original thought in all
his time in office.”

Kathryn Mundawoy looked a little
shocked. “That’s being a bit harsh on your husband isn’t it?” she
seemed almost offended on the President’s behalf.

The President raised a hand to stop
the Prime Minister from continuing. “Deborah is right,” he said.
“My every move, my every word, has been orchestrated and written by
the faceless men who run my country and our Empire. It’s true when
she says that I haven’t spoken an original word of my own since
taking office. Since day one I have been cajoled, threatened and
instructed what to say. I was effectively a puppet.”

“A puppet with more than one hand
up your arse,” the first lady added.

If this information had come from
anyone else, Kathryn would have found it utterly ridiculous and
impossible to believe. “Are you trying to tell me that the American
Empire is a puppet regime?” she asked the President.

“Yes. I have absolutely no power at
all. I’m more like a spokesperson for the people who really run the
show,” he all but whispered.

“And who are they?” the Prime
Minister asked.

The President looked across the
table to where his daughters sat. He was relieved to see that they
had gotten out their HUDsets and were busy playing games. A pair of
transparent glasses covered the girls’ eyes. Lights and colours
flickered behind them as the two children explored a far-off world
that the President could only assume was much more innocent than
the one their bodies inhabited. Seeing that there was no risk of
the girls overhearing him, he began to explain the situation.

“I don’t think anyone really knows
who all of them are. The best guesstimate I can make is that there
are around thirty members of the Corporatocracy at the most senior
level.”

The Prime Minister blinked. “Surely
the Corporatocracy is just a myth, something the conspiracy
theorists believe in to give them something to talk about on the
internet. Are you seriously telling me that they are real?”

The President nodded. “One of them
came to me when I was still a senator and offered his support in
getting me elected. He said I had what the country needed to lead
them into the next stage of the Empire’s expansion. He said I would
get to make a difference and that I would get to change the world.”
The President sighed and shook his head. “In hindsight what they
really meant was that I was a nice guy who could be easily
manipulated and made to do whatever they wanted me to.”

“And did you?” Kathryn asked in a
kind, soft manner.

“At first, yes,” the President
sighed. “The man who came to me - Gerald Seymour is his name -
appeared genuine enough. He seemed to have the interests of the
American people in mind. At first, the requests they made of me
were minor, but then they turned peculiar. They had me approve a
bill so that a certain company would get exclusive rights to mine
in northern Alaska. They had a law passed that restricted food
manufacturers to using GM crops from a certain producer that put
hundreds of farmers out of business. They had me cut welfare for
the aged, low-income earners and the disabled while removing
subsidies from foreign-made medicines that were keeping thousands
of Americans alive. As far as I can tell, they have lied, stolen,
manipulated and disregarded the well-being of the American people
since the middle of the last century.”

“So, why did you go along with
them?”

The President looked at his wife
and daughters. “For them,” he said. “I did some snooping around in
the early part of my first term when things started to get a little
weird. I had my security team look into Gerald Seymour and his
associates. They came back with a list of the who’s who of the
fortune five hundred companies. Bank owners, CEO’s of medical
insurance companies, automobile manufacturers, mining magnates,
food producers, drug manufacturers, construction companies and
military contractors were all implicated. Now, the companies
themselves seemed legitimate, but the people running them, well
they were heavily into some shady doings that I have only heard
rumours of. But, as far as I can tell, these are the people that
are really running America. They orchestrate military campaigns so
we can decimate a country, plunder its resources and then award the
contracts to repair the damage to companies that they own. As a
gesture of goodwill, they then flood the country with cheap food in
the form of Genetically Modified produce that can only be purchased
from U.S Import companies, which they also own. To top it all off,
they introduce western drugs - and not the good kind - so that the
people have another yoke around their necks to keep them docile and
placid. To the Corporatocracy, the whole world is an economic
sandpit where the name of the game is to manipulate and eradicate
the other players until you own everything. It’s greed, pure and
simple.”

“So, what do you want to do?”
Kathryn asked.

The President replied confidently
and immediately. “I want out. I’ve had enough of being the
representative of a corrupt regime whose actions sicken me.” The
President stared at the napkin in his lap as he gathered his
thoughts. “I ran for President to help and protect the people of my
country, not to rob them or see them suffer for the financial gain
of a corrupt minority. I can’t do it anymore. I can’t protect them
like this.” He shook his head slowly.

“You’re right,” Kathryn Mundawoy
said decisively. “You can’t be playing the role of the monkey while
they stand in the background grinding their organ. But, you can’t
quit either.”

The President and his wife looked
at the Prime Minister in shock.

“My husband came here in good faith
to ask for your help,” Deborah said as she placed her hand on the
President’s. “Please, don’t refuse him.”

Kathryn shook her head and smiled.
“That’s not what I had in mind at all. Like you just said, the
leader of any nation should be someone whom the people can look up
to, someone they can rely on to work for the betterment of their
society as a whole. From what you’re saying, the people of the
United States have been missing that kind of leadership for a long
time. And right now, you’re the only person who is in the position
to give that to them. If you give up, they’ll simply replace you
with some other stooge who’ll do what they say and be glad for the
chance. But you’re in a unique position. As far as anyone knows,
you’re the first President in decades who has stood up to
them.”

“But I haven’t stood up to them,”
the President roared in exasperation. His hands curled into fists,
and he slammed them onto the table. The tableware jumped, startling
the two girls who looked at their father in surprise.

“I haven’t done anything.” The
President turned and glowered at the Australian woman that sat
grinning at him from across the table. “You give me more credit
than I deserve, Madam Prime Minister.”

“That’s more like it,” Kathryn
smiled. “You are the President of the United States of America and
the Empire over which it commands. You have the power to expose
these crooks and cowards. You are the one your people believe in
and follow. And with my help, we will remind the world of
that.”

The Prime Minister picked up her
copy of the menu that lay on the table beside her. “Now let’s eat.
Who’s hungry?” she smiled at the President and his family.

None of them smiled back.


 


 


4
Memories

Transit Address Five,

4.15am - Tuesday, August 18th, 2048

(Sydney time – local time undetermined)

 


Karen and Craig watched the
small, grey aliens as they went about their business on the
lawn-covered avenue. The Ahleru seemed to stroll along contentedly,
none of them appeared to be in a hurry, and none of them seemed to
have anywhere in particular to go. They walked the lawn between the
buildings as if they had nothing better to do. A few nibbled-on
bags of food, a few sipped at brightly coloured drinks in long,
slender bottles. Each one that passed turned and smiled at Craig
and Karen, then continued on their way. Some lingered longer for a
chance to observe and admire their visitors better. A few lifted
small panels of glass to their faces and stared through them at the
humans. Craig assumed they were some kind of recording device that
the Ahleru were using to take pictures, but he really didn’t give a
shit. After hearing what his father had to say he could now
appreciate their interest in him. He could see his path stretching
way off into the future and felt a slight twinge of hope at where
it led. Sadly, hostility and violence would mar the journey,
filling him with dread for the loss of life that, to him, would be
a personal tragedy, but to the Ahleru, was merely a historical
statistic. He silently wished there was some other way.

“Are you sure you don’t want to
tell me what your father said?” Karen asked as she rubbed his back
and looked at him worriedly. He had never been the type to keep
secrets from her, and she was concerned about his reaction to his
father’s news. “Maybe if we talk about it, whatever it is won’t
seem so bad.”

Craig shook his head. “Nobody
should know what I know. Nobody should know too much about their
own future, whether it be good or bad.”

Craig turned and looked at her for
a moment before throwing his arms around her. He pulled her close
against him and squeezed her tight. She nestled her forehead into
his shoulder and stared at the Aliens and the Feynman that
stood nearby.

“It can’t all have been bad news
could it?” she asked him softly.

“No,” he whispered in her ear and
continued to hold her. “No. It wasn’t. He did tell me that the next
address we have to visit on the list is the last one we’ll need to
go to. It’s where we’ll resettle; it’s the one that we will move
everyone on Earth to.”

Karen leant back to look Craig in
the face. A small smile creased the corner of her mouth. “So, we
can do it?” she asked hopefully. “We can save everybody?”

Craig nodded but did not smile.
“Yes, pretty much everybody. It seems our little grey friends here
programmed all the addresses the history books said we visited into
the Feynman, including the one we would eventually evacuate
to. It’s all nice and handy isn’t it?” Craig added sarcastically.
“I hate how orchestrated this whole thing feels, how preordained
everything seems. I wish my father had never told me what was going
to happen.”

A voice spoke up from behind them,
“In hindsight that may have proven to be a mistake on my part.”

Craig and Karen turned to see
Professor Turp standing on the lawn looking a little abashed.
Jamie, Timothy, Glen, Ferine and his men stood behind him. Alan
Oldman walked off to one side of the group; he was trying to film
the conversation discreetly but failed.

“How long have you been standing
there for?” Craig asked his father.

“Long enough to realise that I made
a poor choice in telling you what I did. But I can fix that.” The
Professor pulled a small, black device out of his pocket, stepped
forward and placed it against the back of Craig’s head. It beeped
once, and the Professor pulled his hand away to reveal a Remedial
Regulator almost identical to the one Craig had used to wipe the
memories of Dockrill, Karen and Glen after their respective
traumatic events.

“What did you do?” Craig asked as
he automatically reached up to feel the back of his neck.

The Professor looked at him kindly.
“I just took away a few of your worries.” He patted his son on the
shoulder.

Craig blinked his eyes rapidly and
swayed on his feet. His father tightened his grip on his shoulder
to steady him. Craig closed his eyes and screwed up his face.

“It’s going,” he moaned. “I’m
losing them. She dies. They all die,” Craig gasped for air and
looked up at his father and realised that he could no longer
remember what the old Professor had told him. He could still
remember having had a private conversation with his father but
could recall absolutely nothing of what had been said.

“Craig? What’s wrong?” Karen asked
with concern. “Are you okay?”

Craig nodded his head and looked at
his father. “He just erased something from my memory. Something he
told me in that room upstairs.”

“Something that you should never
have heard in the first place,” the Professor said with regret. “I
thought telling you would help you understand the reasoning behind
what has been done, and what you have yet to do. I thought it would
make your role clearer, but I can see that it was an unnecessary
hindrance. I have spent too long amongst the Ahleru who see our
predicament as something that came to pass ages ago. To them, we
are characters from history who have come to walk amongst them for
a day. I have spent too long talking about things you have yet to
experience using the past tense. After the Last Fleet departs and I
return, everything will become clear.”

Craig gave his father a confused
look. “You’re not coming back with us?”

The Professor shook his head and
smiled. “No, I still have more work to do here. Once I have the box
of research sorted and ready to be delivered to Professor Weekes
and myself in the past, then I will be free to return.” The
Professor looked at the crowd of aliens that were once more
beginning to gather around.

“The Ahleru will see me safely home
when the time comes,” the Professor smiled.

“Well, that’s great,” Scarface
roared. “We risked our lives by looking for you, and when we
finally find you, you’re all like ‘Hey, thanks but no thanks.’ What
the hell is that shit?”

The Professor looked at the
soldier. “I hardly think that concern for my wellbeing ever figured
as one of your motivations to join my son’s mission. I’m sure you
would much rather have slit his throat and been done with the whole
thing if not for the orders of your Captain.”

Scarface looked like he was about
to respond when a fanfare of trumpets sounded from somewhere above
them. The crowd gave a cheer as streamers and confetti fell from
the sky in a rain of fluttering colours that fell onto both humans
and Ahleru alike.

Ferine stepped forward and tapped
the Professor on the shoulder. “What’s going on?” He pointed at the
seemingly impromptu celebration.

Professor Turp turned to look at
his son. “It is your leaving ceremony,” he said sadly. “The Ahleru
have come to say farewell.”

“What? Already?” Craig said in
surprise. “We’ve been here less than an hour. We have too much to
talk about. I have so many questions to ask you about everything
that’s happened so far.”

“And all of them can wait until my
return. You have the knowledge you need to get the job done and
fulfil all your destinies. Just visit the last address, and you
will know what you need to do.”

“What’s at the last address?” Craig
asked his father.

Karen blinked in surprise. “You
told me about it just a moment ago. It’s the world that we can
evacuate the inhabitants of the Earth to.”

Craig nodded. He dimly remembered
telling her that but had no idea where he had gotten the
information.

The crowd behind the humans parted,
and the two Ahleru who had climbed aboard the Feynman
approached the Professor. Each carried a small crate filled with
data cubes and equipment.

“They’re not taking anything that
we’re going to need, are they?” Scarface said as he leant over the
little aliens and peered into the boxes. “They haven’t got that
food thingamajig in there have they?”

“No, no, no. They have only what we
need to finish my work, nothing more.” Professor Turp leant forward
and hugged Craig. He patted his son on the back and pointed at the
Feynman.

“Our friends have made a few
modifications to the VAPER which should make your next few transits
more comfortable.” The Professor shook his head. “That wave of
nausea is terrible isn’t it?”

Craig smiled and looked at his
father. “When will I see you again?” he asked sombrely.

“Oh, in a matter of weeks I should
think... in your time anyway.” The Professor pointed at the
Feynman. “Now get on board and start her up. The Ahleru are
waiting for you.”

Craig turned and took a few steps
towards the Feynman. The crowd of waiting Ahleru seemed to
have tripled in number in the minutes since he had begun talking to
his father. Thousands of the small, grey aliens stood staring and
watching as he slowly walked along the path they had cleared to the
VAPER.

Craig waved, and the crowd roared
and cheered. He smiled, and they smiled back. He turned to look at
the others and saw Karen and his father embracing. Jamie and
Timothy stood holding massive bouquets of local flowers. They
grinned from ear to ear as half a dozen of the alien children
climbed them as if they were trees. They crouched down and hugged
their grandfather before slowly walking towards Craig and the
Feynman.

Unnoticed by Craig, Scarface and
Jackson stood off to one side staring at the crowd. They had their
heads pressed together and spoke to each other in hushed tones.

“Fucking shame that we’re leaving
this place with nothing to show for it,” Scarface snarled. He
nodded at a family of aliens that stood nearby filming the
Feynman with the small rectangles of glass that everyone
seemed to carry. “What do you think those things are?” he asked
Jackson.

“Who knows?” the Sergeant answered.
“Alien iPhones or something,” he looked at the Lieutenant with
concern.

“You’re not thinking of doing what
I think you are, are you?” he asked.

Scarface grinned and shrugged his
shoulders. “We were sent to acquire the technology that these
Australian bastards were supposed to have invented, weren’t we? And
here we are, right at the source, standing in the middle of a crowd
of puny, little, grey pricks waving around gadgets that could make
both of us billionaires.”

Scarface shot Jackson a look that
said, hey, how about it?

The Sergeant did a quick scan of
the crowd and shook his head. “No. That’s not our mission. Don’t
forget that these are the things that caused the Blackout. As
docile and harmless as these little abominations look, I’m pretty
sure that if we tried anything, it wouldn’t go down well.”

Scarface scoffed. “You tellin’ me
you’re still worried about gettin’ hurt after that last place we
visited? Our little mode chips will stop anything from happening to
us.”

Jackson stepped between Scarface
and the crowd. “From what the Professor was saying back in his
apartment, these little guys are the ones who really invented them.
If so, it goes to reason that they would also know a way around
them.” Jackson raised an eyebrow as Scarface considered the
idea.

“I’d listen to him if I were you,”
Ferine said from behind Scarface. “Nobody touches the locals.”

Scarface turned to look at the
Captain who stood pointing at the Feynman. “Get aboard.
Now,” he said sternly.

Scarface stared at Ferine for a
moment with a look of disgust and embarrassment on his
freshly-healed face. He looked as if he were going to say something
but apparently decided against it. With a snarl, he turned on the
spot and walked towards the Feynman.

Ferine and Jackson watched him as
he walked through the crowd. When Scarface was safely aboard,
Ferine patted Jackson on the back, and they both made their way
over to the ship.

One by one, each of the humans said
their farewells and made their way back onto the Feynman.
Craig stood by the door to the cargo bay and counted each one of
them as they climbed aboard.

Certain that everyone was accounted
for, Craig pulled himself up into the cargo bay and turned to look
at his father.

“When we were on the flight back to
Newton station, way back before all this mess got started, we
talked about the human race needing an external influence to get it
to grow up and set its differences aside. You mentioned that I
might get to see an Earth changing scenario that would bring us all
together. Is this it? Did you know this was going to happen?”

The Professor looked at him and
gave a weak, troubled smile. “Yes, but not any of the specific
details. We knew just enough to prepare for what was to come.”

Craig was disappointed in his
father. To think that he knew that the Earth was headed for
disaster and had not tried to warn the world was something he found
hard to accept. Craig looked at his father with a mixture of
sadness and regret. He reached out with his right hand and touched
the panel to close the cargo bay door.

Professor Turp watched as his son
climbed the ladder to the Feynman’s cockpit and took his
seat. Both men stared at each other as the VAPER revved its engines
and slowly rose into the air. When it was high amongst the
buildings, just a sparkle of light in the sky, a voice spoke up
from behind the professor.

“All things considering, that went
about as well as it could have.”

Professor Turp turned and looked at
his life-long friend and partner, Professor Weekes, who stared up
at the departing ship. “He’ll be alright, John. He’ll understand
once the transmigration is complete, and he can see the bigger
picture,” Professor Weekes said without taking his eyes off the
distant spacecraft.

Professor Turp nodded. “And what of
Luke? Is he doing what you ask of him?”

Professor Weekes looked at his
friend and smiled. “Yes, he is. He doesn’t understand why, but he’s
doing what’s needed.”

A sonic boom echoed
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