
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

Gravity Flash

 


Keith Stubblefield


 


Copyright 2022 Keith Stubblefield

ISBN 979-8-218-00530-6

Smashwords Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written
permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in
critical articles or reviews. Please do not participate in or
encourage the piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the
author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook
retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.


Table of Contents

 


1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

Afterward

Acknowledgements


 


“Why, sometimes I’ve believed as

many as six impossible things before
breakfast.”

 


Lewis Carroll, Alice in Wonderland
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“Bill, why the Cheshire cat smile?” Jim
inquired. They were both standing in front of the worn brass
departmental mail boxes set into a concrete block wall painted the
off yellow color of a 1950’s elementary school hallway. “Yesterday
you looked like someone had just run over your dog. What gives?”
Jim crossed his arms and leaned against the wall as if he was
prepared to wait a long while for an answer.

“I got published! I just got published!”
Bill was now hopping from foot to foot in his white trainers and
cutoffs like an excited little boy.

“How’d you pull that off? Your crabby old
department chair, Geoff, said he sat on the review committee of
every astronomical journal and you’d never get your crazy ass ideas
published.” Jim continued to lean on the wall and waited for a
reply.

“That’s what the grey-haired old bastard
said, but he was wrong!” Bill was waving his rolled-up letter
through the air like a band leader. “I found the Astronomical
Journal of Dark Matter” on the web. It’s an online journal with
only 27 subscribers. Actually 28 now that I’m subscribing. But I
don’t care how many subscribers they have, they published my
research!” Bill said.

“Does Jesse know?” Jim asked.

Jesse was Bill’s girlfriend and fiancé
to-be. She was working on her PhD in seismology and was ABD. They
had been a couple since they first laid eyes on each other in their
advanced geology class during their first semester together at
Tenebris Lux University. Jesse had green eyes, long blond hair that
she usually kept in a pony tail and wore short shorts over her long
legs and obviously athletic frame. He particularly liked that she
had a little heart shape in the iris of her right eye. Bill was
nothing special. He was average height with brown hair and brown
eyes. He carried himself well and looked like he had once been in
great shape but had put on a little weight.

Almost on cue Jesse stuck her head out of
her lab, her blond hair was in the usual pony tail. Her lab was
just down the garishly lit hallway. She flashed a big smile when
she saw Bill and said “You boys might want to crawl under a table
or get in a doorway because we’re going to have a big shaker in
about…” the trembling cut her off and she braced herself in the
metal frame of the doorway. As soon as the shaking stopped, she
disappeared. Bill ran down the hall under the swinging pendulum
lights and disappeared into her lab. Jesse was flipping from screen
to screen on three giant LCD monitors using a mouse in each of her
hands.

“The whole planet is quaking,” she said
calmly. “We got off lightly here. Japan, Indonesia, China and off
the coast of Chile had the biggest earthquakes. California is not
too bad. Tsunami warnings are going crazy everywhere in the pacific
and hopefully people are running like hell for higher ground. The
global earthquake swarm seems to be calming down now but we’ll have
to keep an eye on the aftershocks. The data is still coming
in.”

Jesse turned around in her chair with duct
tape over the arm rests and a rip in the seat and looked at
Bill.

“I thought this wasn’t supposed to happen
until Wednesday?”

“I thought you said I was as full of shit as
a Christmas turkey and didn’t believe this could actually happen.
Were you actually online waiting for this?” Bill crossed his arms
and leaned against a desk.

“What kind of fiancé would I be if I didn’t
at least give your bizarro world theories a little credence?” Jesse
said lifting her eyebrows to see if Bill reacted to the fiancé, she
threw in there.

It didn’t take long before Jesse’s lab was
full of people who wanted to see what she had programmed to show up
on her computers. Everyone’s attention was quickly pulled from the
computers to the tired old windows propped open with a stack of
books, as they tried to see the source of the whop, whop, whopping
as the sound of a huge helicopter echoed through the large quad
outside. As soon as the chopper settled, and before the spinning
blades had even started to slow down, the steps smoothly opened
from the side and two men in trim black suits got off.

Someone from a lab on the other side of the
hallway yelled “The FEDs are coming!” If the building had been a
ship, it would have listed to port as everyone rushed to see the
expected black SUV’s. A comment was heard from the middle of the
crowd about Ivan and his last batch of LSD. The helicopter took off
before the steps had completely retracted into the side of the
highly polished green and white helicopter. A gust of dust and
dried leaves came through the windows carried on the rotor
wash.

Bill and Jesse ignored the commotion as they
continued to scan the data on the monitors but turned around when
they heard their names.

“Bill Jiles, Jesse Ann South. David Green,
Secret Service.” Agent Green introduced himself stepping forward as
he flipped open a small black leather wallet and displayed his
identification and shield. He was exactly what almost everyone
thought a secret service agent should look like. Tall, blue eyes,
close cropped hair, clearly muscular with a blue suit, white shirt,
plain red tie and a slight bulge under the left side of his
well-tailored jacket that bespoke a gun of some sort. “Would you
please come with me.”

“I’ve got to pee,” Jesse said loudly
grabbing the well-worn blue backpack she had hauled all over Europe
with her. She dashed past Agent Green and his backup at the door to
the lab, crossed the hall and entered the lady’s room. She was out
less than a minute later. When she entered the lab Bill and Agent
Green were having a conversation. She stepped between Bill and the
agent and held out her hands with the inside of her wrists
together.

“Can I help you Miss South?” Agent Green
said looking puzzled.

“Bill had nothing to do with it. You want
me,” she said with a croak as she looked at the floor.

“I’m not sure what you think we’re here for.
Our instructions are to take you both to the White House to meet
the President. The President and her science advisor want to
discuss Mr. Jiles theories with him and given your relationship and
your exceptional knowledge of seismology she thought it best for
you to come along.”

Jesse’s cheeks turned uncharacteristically
red and her mouth dropped open. “So, you’re not here to arrest
me?”

“No, Ms. South, I am not. Please secure your
office and come with us. The helicopter is waiting,” Agent Green
said gesturing to the doorway.

The thinning crowd in the hall gave Bill,
Jesse and the agents a wide berth. When the four of them exited the
building, another agent opened the back doors in the second SUV
while agent Green spoke with the driver of the lead SUV.

Once inside and the door was closed Bill
whispered to Jesse. “What was all of that about with the agent in
the lab? “

“I bought a lot of fun pills and waaaay too
much pot for your birthday party next week. I dealt with a few
somewhat shady characters to get the best stuff and once these guys
showed up, I figured they had been undercover agents.” Jesse rolled
her eyes. “Shit, I just flushed my stash for nothing and now I
really do have to pee.”

“That won’t be a problem once we are on the
helicopter. It’s called Marine One when the President is on
board.”

“Bill, I hate it when you try bullshit me,”
Jesse said as she affectionately leaned against him and slipped her
arm in to hug his arm.

The four-car convoy, two state police cars
had joined the SUVs with their lights flashing and now the one
leading the group turned into the airport, drove right through a
gate opened by another cop standing at attention and drove right up
to the helicopter. Jesse was staring with her mouth wide open.

Agent Green opened the heavy back door of
the black SUV. “Please follow me and keep your head down,” he said,
over the noise of the helicopter, as he led them to the front where
a Marine wearing a headset and dressed in camouflage waited. He
leaned in, the Marine pulled his headset away from one ear and
Agent Green said something in the soldier’s ear. The soldier nodded
and waived Jesse and Bill to follow him up the stairs. He stopped
at the top of the stairs and gestured to a couple of seats for Bill
and Jesse. Jesse leaned into him and said something in his ear. His
headset was only covering part of his ear. The Marine took one
crisp step to the side and without looking opened a door behind him
and Jesse disappeared. While Jesse was in the bathroom Bill saw two
more Marines through a window, in what looked to Bill like full
battle gear, he felt the helicopter shift a little as he guessed
they entered by the rear stairs. As soon as the Marines in the rear
compartment were on board and Jesse returned to her seat, the
engines revved up, the front door was closed and the helicopter
lifted off immediately climbing very fast. The surprising vertical
acceleration against gravity pulled everyone down in their
seats.

The Marine at the door in a khaki uniform
was Colonel Gonzalez. Bill determined that from the name over his
left pocket and the insignia on his collar. He offered them drinks
and snacks. Bill had a beer and some chocolate chip cookies that
tasted home baked and were still warm as if they had just come out
of the oven. The flight to Washington was going to take about an
hour and twenty minutes according to the white board on the
bulkhead beside the door. Bill mentally calculated that the
helicopter was doing about 200 knots.

“Colonel, how fast will this thing fly?”
Bill asked.

“Classified,” The Colonel said without
batting an eye.

“My back of the napkin calculations indicate
we are doing over 200 knots. That’s pretty fast for a Sea King.”
Bill was hoping to impress the Colonel with his knowledge of the
aircraft.

“I’m not authorized to confirm or deny that
the top speed of this aircraft well exceeds the 200 knots you
suggested, if the situation dictates it.” The Colonel winked at
Bill and nodded his head with a sly grin before his face returned
to its stony composure.

“What was that about,” Jesse asked leaning
toward Bill and covering her mouth with a Cosmopolitan magazine she
had found in the bathroom and brought with her.

“I just wanted to know how fast we were
going. This helicopter is exceeding its posted design
specifications by a lot. The fact that we are going this fast means
this is more serious than I first thought. You and I know what
happened but I think our government has just realized that the shit
has hit the fan and they want to know what we know.” Bill sat back
in his seat and tried to relax.

“How did they get there so fast?” Jesse
whispered at Bill behind the magazine.

“I donno. Maybe they read my paper in the
online journal and were just there and the timing was accidental.
Who knows?” Bill said shrugging his shoulders.

The helicopter made a low approach to the
south lawn of the White House as the sun, near the horizon, pushed
through a dark haze in the air. It seemed Colonel Gonzalez had the
door open before the craft had even fully settled softly into the
perforated metal plates embedded in the grass just for this
purpose.

“You’re with me,” The Colonel spoke loudly
and helped them unbuckle their seat belts as if they had never done
it before, he turned and left the aircraft throwing a crisp salute
to the Marine at the bottom of the steps. A golf cart was waiting
to take them the short distance to the White House.

The Colonel stopped at the door next to
where they were dropped off. He extended his hand to Bill then
Jesse. “Good luck and thank you for your help,” he said. He quickly
turned and disappeared down the drive.

The door opened and a well-dressed man
stepped out. They both recognized him as the Presidents Chief of
Staff Arnold Chou. He was frequently on TV.

“Bill, Jesse, I’m Arnold Chou the
President’s Chief of Staff,” he said shaking both of their hands.
“The President is waiting to see you both. Please follow me.”

Arnold led them to a small elevator, it was
tight with the three of them in it. They rode up and exited in a
small alcove. A sign on the door ahead of them read Oval Office in
white letters on a plain black background.

“Stay here until I come and get you,” Arnold
said opening the door.

In less than 30 seconds the door opened and
the entire Joint Chiefs exited single file passing by them and
exiting though another door. Some of them gave them a curt nod as
they passed. Arnold stuck his head through the door and said “The
President is ready to see you now.”
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As they entered the room Arnold said “Madam
President I would like to introduce Bill Jiles and Jesse Ann South
both of Tenebris Lux University.”

The President put down the tablet she was
looking at, rose and came around the desk.

“It is a pleasure to meet you both,” she
said. She extended her hand to Jesse first and then to Bill.

It was at this moment that Jesse realized
how shabbily she was dressed. Jeans, sandals, a faded sleeveless
top and a clay amulet, that Bill had given her in Italy, on a
leather thong hanging from her neck. The President was immaculate
in a blue print summer dress, white sling back shoes and had the
most gorgeous string of black pearls around her neck that Jesse had
ever seen.

“Please, come and sit with me,” she said as
she directed them to the couches in the middle of the room.

Bill avoided walking over the shield in the
carpet.

“You both may wonder why you are here. As
you are both well aware, something happened to our planet today.
We, my science advisor and the joints chiefs of staff, aren’t
exactly sure what occurred. However, my science advisor seemed to
think that Bill has some information that may enlighten us based on
an article that was published in the ‘Astronomical Journal of Dark
Matter.’”

“Holy shit, oh excuse me,” Bill said. He
seemed really embarrassed about his language.

“No worries, we are all adults here. I don’t
want my position as the President to get in the way of a frank and
open discussion at whatever level you are comfortable with. Let’s
start over. Please call me Alice. I’ll call you Bill and Jesse.
Agreed?” the President asked. Bill and Jesse nodded. “Now that
we’ve got that out of the way. Bill what the fuck just happened to
us?” the President asked.

“Well, madam ah… Alice, I believe that we
just got hit with a glancing blow from a dark matter quasar/pulsar
or some other dark matter equivalent,” Bill said, steepling his
hands and squirming a little in the over-stuffed couch. He started
to put his foot on the edge of the table and then put it back on
the floor.

“Can you tell me about that in layman’s
terms?” Alice said leaning forward with a quizzical look on her
face. She poured herself some water in a glass with the
Presidential seal etched on the side.

“A quasar is an astronomical event
associated with a black hole that emits enormous amount of energy.
Pulsars are an old star that spins and have a beam of energy
similar to a lighthouse. Without going into a great deal of detail,
there are a number of different types of quasars that have been
identified to date in baryonic or ordinary matter.” Bill said.

“Come,” the President said standing “Please,
let’s move outside, it has turned into such a gorgeous night and I
think, if my science advisor is right, what you are going to tell
me might make my brain hurt. I’m going to have a cigarette. Do
either of you mind?” The President detoured to her desk, opened a
drawer and pulled out a pack of Camel lights and an ashtray with a
small Bic lighter with a small presidential seal on the side. She
tapped one out of the pack and then held out the pack. “Either of
you want to join me?” She asked. “Bill a cigar or anything
else?”

“No thanks,” Jesse responded.

“Got any weed?” Bill asked brashly.

“Bill!” Jesse poked him in the ribs with an
elbow.

“Jesse, a glass of wine or something else?”
The President asked.

“A glass of wine would be great Alice,”
Jesse responded. “It’s been a hell of a day so far.”

The President stepped to the other side of
the resolute desk and picked up the phone. “I need a couple of
bottles of Merlot, some Chardonnay, a couple of ash trays, some
lighters, a snack tray and anything else that might seem
appropriate to go with that.”

Looking toward Bill and Jesse, “Have you
guys eaten?” she asked.

Jesse shook her head no.

“Bring some salad and some of the wings I
like and we’ll let you know if we need anything else later. Set
this all up for three people outside on the patio by the oval.”

The President poked another button on her
phone. “Jim… I’m well thank you. Can you bring the box of our
special reserve up to the oval. I’ll be entertaining some guests
outside on the patio. Thanks.” Looking at Jesse and Bill, “Come and
join me. We’ll have some food, a smoke and you can both tell me
what we are in for. Please excuse me for just a minute I’ll be
right back,” said the President.

When the President returned, not more than
three minutes later, she was dressed much like Jesse. Jeans, a pale
blue silk blouse, plain white Keds, the black pearls and a
beautiful tennis bracelet.

“OK, now I’m comfortable.” She led them out
the French doors to the area outside. There were tables with the
wine and food. Rockers had been moved and arranged for them
use.

“Here is what I propose. We eat, drink a
glass or two, Bill what you are looking for is in that box over
there. Then we talk this through.” Alice looked at them both.

“Arnold!” she called out.

Arnold came out through the doors from the
chief of staff’s office. “Thanks for hanging in there this evening.
I need a couple of more things and then I need you to go home to
your family,” she said.

“Please contact Katrina and see if she is up
for a B12 and if so, please prepare the paperwork. Also, please
give me an update on assets and the LD. One more thing, have them
engage the glass if they haven’t already done so.”

“I’m on it, Madam President.” Arnold said
and then disappeared.

“Dig in,” Alice said. I particularly like
the wings and the salads are always perfect. There are some perks
to this job,” she said smiling at her guests. The lights were
dimmed and the setting was perfect. Bill got a plate, some wings
and a little cup with some blue cheese dressing in it to dip his
wings in. Everybody took a glass of wine, red for Bill and white
for the ladies. It was quiet while they ate. Bill could smell the
scent of the roses from rose garden. The night noises were muted
with only an occasional horn honking in the distance. Even though
the east coast hadn’t been affected too much by the gravity flash
he figured most people were home in front of their tv’s. Most of
the noise came from the cicadas in the trees surrounding the south
lawn.

“I love Washington this time of year,” The
President said. “The cherry blossoms, spring playing tag back and
forth with summer. If this event had happened a week from now I
would have been in the northern White house in Montreal. Winters in
Mexico City, parts of the Spring and Fall in Washington and summers
in Montreal. Being the President of the United States of North
America does have a few perks.

“Alice,” Bill asked, rocking slightly in his
chair. “May I ask what that was all about?”

“Of course, it won’t give away any state
secrets. Katrina, as you may have guessed, is the Vice President.
When I want to take a break, I ask her if she is willing to accept
the responsibility for the country while I am indisposed. B12
refers to a 12-hour break and the glass,” she looked out toward the
ellipse, “You can barely see it. It is bullet proof glass that will
protect us against anything up to about a 50 caliber. We are well
protected out here.” Alice paused. “The paperwork is the official
transfer of power and it will be shredded at the end of the period
if it was not needed. Otherwise, it will be used as the official
protocol provides. No need to concern the public with why I did
that, especially considering today’s events. The reports are that
there was a minimal loss of life not that even one life is
acceptable if it can be avoided.”

“Oh,” Bill said hunching his shoulders.

“Madam President.” Arnold was at the
door.

“Yes Arnold”

Arnold stepped forward. “The glass is
positioned. The Vice President is at Blair house and plans to
remain there until her 6:30 am meeting with you in your dining room
upstairs.” Arnold passed over a clipboard and pen. “Our emergency
assets are 83% operational and increasing. The LD is plus .25
meters and appears to be holding steady.”

The President handed the clipboard back to
Arnold. “Thanks for the update, please put this on my desk and go
home.” We’ve got it covered and there is nothing new that is going
to happen tonight,” she said looking at Bill.

“Yes, that is correct. We are good for a
while,” Bill answered, setting his wine on the table.

“If anything does need attention, please
have both Katrina and I notified.”

“Yes, Madam President.” Arnold turned and
left.

“Does he always call you Madam President?”
Bill asked?

“No,” Alice said, putting down a plate of
bones from her chicken wings, licked her fingers and grabbed a
napkin off the table. “We are actually good friends. After all the
years we’ve been working together he just follows protocol and he
can communicate so much with the way he says Madam President than
it communicates when he calls me Alice, which he does in the
appropriate settings.” Alice relaxed back into the rocker she was
sitting in and watched the wine as it swirled in the glass with the
rocking.

“Have you had enough to eat?” Alice asked.
“Ice cream or sorbet to finish with?”

“I’m good,” said Jesse putting her hand on
her stomach.

“I’m delighted with your hospitality and the
food is delicious. I understand why you like the wings. I’m looking
forward to a toke here in a minute,” Bill said.

“Let’s all scoot our chairs around because I
want to be able to see your faces when we talk.”

“I’d like to go first,” Bill started. “I’d
like to say that I pretty much nailed it on the LD, Lunar Distance,
from this first event.”

The President Nodded.

Bill picked up the box that had been placed
on the table for him. He ran his hands gently over the polished
mahogany top. “Coolidge Cabinet?” Bill asked looking at Alice.

“Yes, it is,” Alice responded.

“Was this the one given to President
Coolidge by President Machado, formerly General Machado, of Cuba,
at the Pan American conference in January of 1928?” Bill asked.

“I’m impressed,” Alice said.

“Just one of those random events that
attracted my attention.” Bill responded.

Bill opened the box and noted the two
compartments on the top were tastefully labeled “Indica” and
“Sativa”. Bill opened the top two compartments and saw that someone
had added dividers in the bottom section and labeled them with the
varieties which included Jack Herrer and Northern lights. Two of
Bill’s favorites. Bill selected a joint and ran it slowly under his
nose sniffing its pungent aroma. He nodded his head. He lit it and
inhaled deeply and blew out the smoke. “Nice, very nice indeed.”
Bill handed the joint to Jesse who took a couple of small hits. She
nodded and gave a thumbs up as she held in the smoke. She held the
joint out to Alice and raised her right eyebrow questioningly.
Alice took the joint and took a hit herself. It was clear that this
wasn’t her first time.

“That’s the reason for the B12, a 12-hour
break handled by Katrina,” she said after letting out a stream of
smoke and handing the joint back to Bill. “Bill, my science advisor
read your article in the Astronomical Journal of Dark Matter. He
did mention that he thought you were batshit crazy,” she smiled
pleasantly and raised her eyebrows, “but acknowledged this
afternoon that your hypothesis and research are the only things
that can explain what we just experienced. I’d like you to start
from the very beginning and explain what happened today.”

Bill began. “The very beginning?”

“Yes, the very beginning,” Alice answered,
leaning back in her rocker and crossing her legs.

“Jesse and I and a few others from the
astronomy and seismology department at TLU were out in the woods at
our favorite campground on top of a bluff giving us a wonderful
view of the night sky. As our star party progressed through our bag
of treats.”

Bill held up the joint for emphasis.

“We got into a discussion of dark matter,
for no other reason other than it was dark out. Dark matter was
discovered or first theorized officially in about 2005. The more
wine we drank and weed we smoked the crazier the discussion got.
The figure that is thrown around is that dark matter occupies about
27% of the universe and we determined through our twisted logic
that that was just a number that someone pulled out of their ass
and that no one else had any data to contradict that, so that is
still what you see being tossed about.

Old school astronomers and physicists
believe that the laws of physics and the universe are cast in stone
and that they apply everywhere. I don’t believe that for a minute.
Those laws work where we are in the universe and the part of it
that we can see but I think it is pretty arrogant for us humans to
believe that we have it all figured out. Didn’t they ever watch
Star Trek?”

Bill paused and relit the joint with another
presidential lighter from the box, it had gone out while he was
talking. He took another long deep hit and passed it on its
way.

“Somebody said that the whole concept was
bizarre,” He continued. “I said it was more like bizzarro. Did you
ever read those comics?” Bill asked Alice.

“Actually, I have,” Alice said, knocking the
ash off the joint. “My grandfather was a big comic fan and had a
huge collection. They were organized and cross referenced and in
clear plastic sleeves. When we stayed with him one summer, I read
every one of them. I carefully took each one out of their sleeve
and handling them with white cotton gloves reading and rereading
them page by page.”

“Excellent!” Bill exclaimed. “In one of our
wilder nights of wine and weed and let’s just say other libations,
we created an imaginary world where people could see in the
dark and not in the light. When it was light out that had to use
flashdarks, instead of flashlights to see. Their vehicles had
headdarks on them instead of headlights. It takes a bit for some
people to wrap their heads around this concept of flashdarks and
headdarks sucking light in instead of spewing light out. We later
discovered that we weren’t the only ones who talked about that
concept.”

“None-the-less,” Bill continued “I couldn’t
get the concept out of my mind. I decided to see what I could find
when I had my research time on both the optical and radio
telescopes, I started looking for the effects of dark matter.”

Bill poured himself another glass of wine
and grabbed a bag of chips off the table pulling the top apart to
get to the chips inside.

“Like a lot of research astronomers, we
don’t really see what we are looking for but deduce its existence
from what effects we see on other objects. I was really lucky,
unbelievably fucking serendipitously lucky, and found what I
thought was the effects of a pair of dark matter pulsars. When I
went looking for them, they were not where they should have been.
Since we can’t see dark matter, I wasn’t surprised. I started
slowly tweaking a computer program I was working on to see if I
could predict what the dark pulsars were doing. I spent most of a
year working on refining my program and hiding what I was doing
from my dissertation advisor and the folks who were giving me grant
money to do other research.” Bill paused.

“Is there anything else I can get either of
you?” Alice asked.

“Do you mind if I fire up another
joint?”

“No not at all. I’ve taken the night off so
I plan to make the most of it. It is extremely rare when a
situation like this arises and I can really relax and enjoy myself.
Your story is fascinating. Please continue.”

Bill took a hit and then passed the joint,
it kept going until it was gone. Alice got herself another glass of
Chardonnay, grabbed a handful of cashews from the white china bowl
on the table, while Jesse crossed her legs in her rocker and rocked
gently with her eyes closed and her head resting on the back of the
rocker. Jesse had heard this story numerous times.

For the past six months, I’ve been working
on writing a paper I wanted to have published. My dissertation
advisor, who is also the department chair and also as old school as
you can get, agreed with your science advisor and told me I was bat
shit crazy and because he sat of the review boards of every
astronomical journal, or knew an influential person who did, he
would see to it that my paper with the crackpot theories, as he
called them, would never see print. That’s when I started seriously
looking for another outlet for the paper about my research. It
didn’t take me too long to find the Astronomical Journal of Dark
Matter.”

“Interesting,” Alice said. “My science
advisor tells me we have a number of outlets like Astronomical
Journal of Dark Matter in multiple disciplines. My understanding is
that we get mostly crackpots but there is that rare gem, like you,
that makes the efforts worthwhile.”

“You,” Bill exclaimed. “You are… well not
you personally, but the government is the Astronomical Journal of
Dark Matter.”

“Yes, it is,” Alice said. “Are you
disappointed?”

“Well, yes and no. If the Journal hadn’t
existed, I wouldn’t have gotten published and wouldn’t be here at
the White House smoking weed with the President.” He had a big grin
on his face.

“And we do need to keep that,” she said,
holding up the current joint, “between the three of us for obvious
reasons.” Alice raised her eyebrows and tilted her head waiting for
a response.

“That’s cool!” Bill said.

Jesse just held up her right thumb and kept
gently rocking with her eyes closed.

“Are all the other subscribers bogus?” Bill
wanted to know.

“My science advisor tells me that they are
some of the brightest minds in astronomy.”

“That’s good to know, don’t want to be
lumped in with the crackpots,” Bill laughed. “I have a little more
to tell and I’ll be finished.”

“Please finish. Although this has been very,
very lovely and relaxing for me I think I’m going to need to go to
bed soon,” Alice said.

“My program predicted that the event we
experienced today, actually yesterday now, wasn’t supposed to
happen until 5 days from now on Wednesday. That didn’t make much
difference this time but it could make a big difference if the
other events are off too! It could make a huge difference,” Bill
repeated for emphasis. “The bottom line is this. When we are in the
cross hairs of what I am calling the dark matter pulsars, whether
or not that is what they really are. Gravity is canceled out for a
period of time.”

Bill grabbed some nuts from the table, took
the last gulp of wine from his glass and sat quietly rocking while
he gave Alice some time to think through what he had said.

“Is there anything more?” Alice probed.

“I don’t think so. I may have left out a
detail or two but you have the bulk of the information.”

“Are there going to be more events like
this?” The President may have been indulging but her mind had
grasped the importance of the situation.”

“Yes,” Bill answered confidently.

“How many?”

“At this point, I don’t know how many or how
much they will impact the planet. I do know it will happen as we
have just experienced. I don’t get priority on the computers and
have not gotten to fully run my program before running out of my
allotted time. The next question you should ask is, if they are
going to be more significant, and the answer to that is I think so,
again I need more computer time.”

“Shit.” Alice said.

“When do you think the next one will
occur?”

“My best guess is 6 to 8 months so we at
least have some time to prepare.”

They all sat there in silence for about 20
minutes either lost in thought or listening to the night noises of
the city.

“What are the best case and worse case
scenarios,” Alice asked.

“I’ll take this,” Jesse said looking at the
President. “If the events continue to be like the one we just had
then it is possible that humanity could survive this relatively
well. Make no mistake, there will be death and destruction but I
believe it would be survivable. Each subsequent event would release
a little more of the tension in the crust until it settles into a
relatively calm condition as far as earthquakes go. Then we would
have to move forward being more earthquake conscience and dealing
with the aftermath of the events.

If the events are longer and stronger it
could mean total planetary destruction. There will still be a
planet here but it will be as it was shortly after it was formed.
There may be few humans or groups of humans that survive but for
the most part the planet will be shaken to its core and an
unimaginable and complete disruption of the mantel will occur. Once
the events are over the planet will begin the process of settling
down and working through balancing all the forces that were
released and become similar to the planet we now know after
thousands of years.”

“One last question,” Alice said. “Can you
run your program from here or move it to our computing center?”

“Run it from here, probably not. I don’t
have remote access to the computer center from IP addresses that
are off campus and not confirmable. It is configured for the
current computing environment it is running in. Can it be moved,
yes. However, that is going to take me some time. I had a lot of
help from my buds in the computing department at TLU to get it
setup and running in the first place and I don’t know how it is
connected to the database where I plug in my data.”

Alice abruptly sat up in her chair and put
the glass with the last of her wine on the table. “Here is our
current plan. It will evolve over time but we have to start
somewhere. If it is alright with you, I would like you to be my
guests for the night. I assume one bedroom is sufficient. There
will be a clothing sheet in the room. Fill it out with sizes and
clothing preferences and the clothes will be outside your door in
the morning. I want you both to eat breakfast with me, the Vice
President, my science advisor and the commander of the Joint
Chiefs. Possibly several others. After that, a helicopter will fly
you back to the University. You’ll be accompanied by a member of
the science staff, the computer department and some secret service
protection. There may be others who go with you. Bill, I want you
to start running your program. Don’t take any shit from anyone just
get it done. At the same time, I want you to work with my computing
staff to get the program moved to our computing center in Langley.
We will have our best coders and technicians available to assist
you. Jesse, you sat here patiently the entire evening and I have
truly enjoyed your company. I want you to take the output from
Bill’s program and start modeling the seismic activity that you
think will occur, with each event, from every known fault on the
planet. We’ll have staff available to develop the code based on
your needs, input and guidance.

Feel free to bring on any of your trusted
colleagues to help you, the fewer the better, but they need to be
able to keep their mouths shut. This is now a national security
matter. If you need anything, data, equipment, people, let your
staff know. They will get it for you. I want the program moved here
ASAP. We will find you accommodations for after the program is
here. Questions, comments?” Alice was finished for now.

“Madam President,” Jesse hesitated.

“Yes?”

“I appreciate your hospitality and frankness
this evening,” Jesse continued. “I will do my utmost to provide the
information you need to help the people of the United States and
the planet.” Jesse smiled.

“Ah…” Bill started. “I would like to second
everything that Jesse said. I’ll bust my ass for you. I do have one
additional request. Can I smoke weed without being worried about
getting busted? It helps me think when I get stuck on a problem.
Official Presidential dispensation or something?”

“Only the Pope can give you dispensation.”
The President laughed. “Officially, I can’t authorize that because
it is still against the law most places. However, I will instruct
my staff to ignore your proclivity toward altered states. That goes
for both of you. Be discrete, don’t share and don’t let it impact
this serious project. I’ll send our backup box with you for your
use.” She nodded at the table. “I’ll also give you my personal
number. Should anything get in the way of this project and my staff
doesn’t handle in what you think is the best manner to move this
project forward you call me at any time night or day.”

The President stood. “Thank you both,” she
said shaking their hands.

“Sam,” Alice said loudly. A uniformed man
appeared as if from nowhere and stood at attention awaiting
instructions. “Bill and Jesse will be staying in the Lincoln
bedroom and will provide you with a list of their needs for the
morning. Give them a seven am wakeup call. Provide them with
whatever they request to eat although they will be joining the Vice
President and me for breakfast in the morning with a number of
other staff.”

“Thank you both very much,” The President
gave Jesse a hug, shook Bill’s hand and disappeared through the
French doors. Sam escorted Bill and Jesse to the Lincoln
bedroom.

The early morning wakeup call came way too
early for both of them. There was a cart of hot coffee and danish
outside the door and they even had herbal tea which Jesse
preferred. The clothes were perfect. Not only had they brought the
sizes that Bill and Jesse had asked for but they brought one size
bigger and one size smaller. Jesse decided on a serious grey pin
striped business suit, with a pale blue silk blouse under the
jacket and black shoes. Bill went with khaki pants, brown tasseled
loafers, argyle socks, white shirt, plain red tie and a blue sports
coat with four brass buttons.

The President greeted them warmly and
introduced all of the people who were going to attend the breakfast
before they were led into the huge presidential dining room.
Everyone sat around one table. After they were introduced Bill and
Jesse had a brief opportunity to chat with the Vice President,
Katrina Lopez. When the breakfast was over, the plates were removed
and coffee served, several of the staff around the table gave short
briefings. The chairman of the joint chiefs indicated that the
USNA’s defensive capabilities were back at 95% and that several
military satellites that were in higher orbits were not able to be
recovered due to low fuel reserves and were now headed toward the
sun. He also indicated that the chatter overheard by the
intelligence communities indicated that currently no other
countries were aware of the cause of the event although it was the
only topic of discussion globally this morning

The science advisor, who Bill thought looked
a little geeky in his bow tie, indicated that a number of
scientific satellites were not recovered. He also indicated that
the moon was still oscillating slightly but the projected change in
the lunar distance from earth would be somewhere around the initial
reads last night and that it would .25634 meters further from the
earth. This made Bill beam and the President nodded to him, raised
an eyebrow and smiled. The science advisor then fielded questions
on how the moon’s new position would impact the planet. The last
briefing covered the devastation from the earthquakes. The US had
no deaths reported but there was significant damage in California
and Oregon from the quakes. The quake off Chili, although large in
the scale of things, was not too bad since they had been dealing
with them regularly over the past decade. Most of the deaths to
date were related to the quakes near Japan and Indonesia and the
resulting tsunamis. The estimated death toll was at around 10,000
and was slowly climbing.

The President spoke last.

“Thank you all for coming this morning. I
know many of you didn’t get much, if any, sleep last night to
enable you to gather the information you presented here this
morning. Thank you for that extra effort. I know it is not
necessary to do so but I want to remind everyone here,” The
President pointedly looked at Jesse and Bill, “that this is, at
this time, a serious national security matter and no one is to talk
to the press. We will, of course, provide our normal press
briefings. Every afternoon until further notice we will all have a
conference call on a secure line at 4 pm where everyone here will
give me an update. Thank you. You all know what you need to do.
Unless there are any other comments we are done with
breakfast.”

The President walked over to Bill and Jesse
and shook their hands. “Thanks for putting up with this formality.
It is essential to getting things done around here. I was serious
about my personal number. Here it is.” She handed a small piece of
paper to each of them. “Memorize it and then destroy the paper.
I’ll hear from you both this afternoon at four. I have other things
to attend to. I’m sure that I will see you later.” The President
turned and left the dining room followed by several people.

The President’s Chief of staff stepped up to
Bill and Jesse.

“Good morning, Arnold.” Bill held out his
hand.

“Good morning,” he responded cheerfully
shaking both of their hands. “Here is the plan for this morning. A
helicopter will pick you on the south lawn along with those that
are going to assist you in your work. We request you go directly to
the University and get started. You will both be staying together
in a suite on penthouse level of the Westin near the campus which
will be secured for the exclusive use of the team and any others as
necessary. If you need anything from your apartment, you’ll have a
chance to go by there this evening. Everything else will be packed
and stored, if necessary, in preparation for your move to
Washington. All of your needs will be taken care of.
Questions?”

“What about our stuff in the Lincoln
bedroom,” Jesse asked. “I’d like to get out of this suit and into
some jeans.”

“Me too!” Bill chimed in.

“Your clothes from the bedroom have already
been sent for laundering and your desire to change into more
comfortable clothes was anticipated. You’ll find a change of
clothes in a room down the hall. You can head there as soon as we
are done. One more thing. I, and on behalf of the President,
apologize for the informality of this presentation but given the
seriousness of the current situation, other arrangements were not
available to us. Ms. South, I hereby, on behalf of Tenebris Lux
University and the President of the United States, present you with
your Diploma as a Doctor of Philosophy in Seismology,” Arnold said,
handing Jesse a large white cardboard envelope.

Jesse pulled the diploma from the envelope,
looked at it, looked at Bill with her mouth open as tears streamed
down her cheeks. She also noted that the President had taken the
time to sign over the signature of the president of TLU. Arnold
turned to Bill.

“Mr. Jiles, I hereby, on behalf of Tenebris
Lux University and the President of the United States, present you
with your Diploma as a Doctor of Philosophy in Astronomy and Astro
Physics.” Arnold handed Bill an envelope identical to Jesse’s.

“Thanks Arnold,” Bill said with a big grin,
sticking out his hand and vigorously shaking Arnold’s hand.

Bill turned to Jesse and pulled her into a
big hug. He whispered in her ear “Marry me, doctor!”

“Yes,” Jesse said through her tears.

“I really hate to break this up but your
teams and the helicopter are waiting,” Arnold said handing Jesse a
box of tissues. He pointed to a man waiting at the door. “Go and do
us proud Doctors!”

They found everything they needed in the
changing room. As they were getting changed Bill looked up and saw
Jesse in a mirror. He flipped his head around to get a firsthand
look at her.

“Red lace panties and a red lace pushup
bra?” Pretty sexy in my book. Bill cajoled. “I’m surprised they
were on the list.”

“Yeah, a bit over the top maybe but I needed
them to remind me I was a woman amongst all the testosterone around
here. By the way they weren’t on the list but I wrote them in!”
Jesse smiled. “Men just don’t take us women seriously, which is why
I wore the serious grey suit.”

“Please keep them, I’d like to personally
take them off you later doctor,” Bill said, grinning from ear to
ear.
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The helicopter sitting on the south lawn,
when Bill and Jesse exited the White House, was a more utilitarian
aircraft than the one they rode on yesterday. It was still very
comfortable. There were already three men in the helicopter when
Bill and Jesse entered. Bill recognized Colonel Gonzalez and Agent
Green. There was an Asian looking man seated between them. Bill and
Jesse took two of the leather seats next to each other.

“We waiting on anyone else?” Bill asked the
Colonel. “It’s kind of noisy in here are we going to be able to
communicate after we get going? I don’t want to waste any
time.”

The Colonel held up three fingers and then
turned around and pointed to headsets hanging on the wall by each
seat. Bill nodded in understanding. The Colonel took his headset
off the wall and then plugged the jack into a place on the arm
rest. Bill and then Jesse did the same.

“Welcome aboard!” The Colonel’s voice came
through loud and clear. “As soon as the others are aboard you can
get started. We should see them in a few, my last report was that
they were five minutes out.”

“Great!” Bill responded.

A golf cart appeared. Three women hopped off
and grabbed some bags that got stowed in the back by the Marine at
the door. The women picked seats, put on their seat belts and
grabbed the head sets off the wall behind the seats as if they had
all done this before.

The door was closed and two distinct thumps
on the side of the helicopter let the pilot know they were ready to
go. Immediately after the thumps the helicopter’s rotors spun up
dramatically and they were in the air in less than a minute.

“Good morning, Ladies, Gentlemen, honored
guests and dignitaries. I am Captain Alphonso Jones of the United
States Marine Corp and I will be flying your aircraft today. The
copilot is Lieutenant Charlene Chang. We anticipate a flight time
today of about an hour and 45 minutes. There are soft drinks and
snacks in the closet at the front of the aircraft. I apologize that
we don’t have a cabin attendant to assist you with this, however, I
have been informed that you can manage on your own. I will only
make one more announcement just before we reach our destination.
Over and out.”

“Hello everyone, I’m Colonel Gonzalez. I
want to make sure everybody is clear on the comms, excuse me, the
communication system before we get started. Please look at the
digital display in your arm rest. It shows you who you are
communicating with by name. If you will look at anyone, you’ll see
their headset has a number on it. That is the number you will see
in the display next to their name. If you see all the numbers you
are talking to all of us. You can have a private secure
conversation with anyone. If you want to talk with someone press
their number and then the word talk. You can’t break into a
conversation. You have to press the allow button to let them join
your conversation. The pilots are designated P1 and P2. All the
conversations are encrypted so there is no worry about your
conversations being intercepted. I must advise you that you are not
protected against lip readers. You’ll also notice that each head
set has a green LED in it that indicates that you are engaged in a
conversation with another person. No light and it means that the
person is not connected with anyone else. Questions?” Colonel
Gonzalez paused and looked around the cabin. “Good, would anyone
like a snack or a drink?” The Colonel paused again and there was no
response from anyone. “One more thing before I turn this over to
Dr. Jiles. The head, or bathroom, is behind those folding doors.”
He pointed to the back of the cabin. “Dr. Jiles, the floor is all
yours.”

Jesse was a little surprised hearing the
Colonel Call Bill Doctor but then she remembered that she was now a
Dr. as well. This pleased her and brought a smile to her lips.

“Good day everyone, I’m Dr. Jiles and I will
be the project lead and the team lead for the astronomy portion of
the project. Before we get any further along, I’d like us to go
around the cabin and have each person introduce themselves and tell
us what part they believe that they will be playing in this
operation. I’ve started, and will finish up after we have gone
around the cabin. To my right is my colleague and fiancé, no point
in skipping that, Dr. Jesse South. Jesse…”

“As Bill said, I am Dr. Jesse South. I have
a doctorate in seismology from TLU, where we are headed. My tasks
on this project are to take the data from Dr. Jiles program, gather
all the data I can on the earthquake swarm we had yesterday and
what we already know about the seismology of the planet, correlate
all that data and create a predictive model to determine the level,
scope and distribution of any earthquake swarms that we may
experience from any future events we might have based on his
models, I can code but I am not particularly good at it. I am
hoping that one of you will handle that for me.” Jesse sat back in
her seat a little and nodded at Colonel Gonzalez.

“I’m Colonel Jesus Gonzalez of the United
States Marines. I’m a Senior Advisor to the President for Special
Operations. My job here on this operation is to be the backup
security person for the teams and to coordinate all of our
activities with the local and state police, homeland security and
FEMA. I am also the coordinator for interfacing with all of the
different branches of the military. My colleagues call me Gonzo.
Bill, If I may, I would like to suggest we call each other by our
preferred names whatever they may be.” He looked at Bill.

“I agree whole heartedly,” Bill said. Bill
nodded to Agent Green sitting to Gonzo’s right.

“I’m Agent David Green of the United States
secret service. I will be providing personal security for Bill and
run any interference necessary as the project gets started and
until it is fully moved to Washington. I go by David or if you
really want to get my attention in a hurry call me Agent Green.” He
showed a big smile and seemed to think that was humorous. He looked
at the woman sitting next to him.

“I’m Agent Lois Lane of the Secret Service.
I’ll be providing personal security for Jesse. Like David,” she
paused and smiled at him. “I will also run interference as
necessary for Jesse. For the record, so you don’t all have to ask,
no, I was not named after superman’s girlfriend. For the record,
David is my supervisor.” Lois turned to her right.

 


“I’m Dr. Lakisha Johnson. I’m a senior
computer technician and coder for the CIA. I’m also the Director of
the CIA data center. I’ll be helping Bill fine tune his program,
review it to make it run more efficiently if needed and at the same
time prepare the program to run on the hardware at our data
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