
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Quick Read Series Box Set

Volume (2)

The Planet X Disaster

Gold Mining The Moon

Monsters Do Exist

 


By

 


Marsell Morris

 


 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any
form

without written permission from the
author.

For more information, write to:

Marsellmorris@aol.com

 


Distributed by:

Smashwords.com

 


ISBN: 9780463372418

 


 


The characters and dialogue contained
here-in are products of the author's imagination, and are not to be
construed as real. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or
dead, or an establishment, existing, or defunct, is entirely
coincidental.

 


Copyright © 2018 All rights reserved.

Printed in the United States of America

Works By Marsell

 


Urban Fiction, Murder, and
Romance-Erotica

 


Detroit Cracked: Book 1

Detroit Cracked: Book 2 - Big-D's Return

Detroit Cracked: Book 3 - Boss-man's Rise

Detroit Cracked: Book 4 - Boss-lady's
Rise

Detroit Cracked: Box Set

Detroit Street Gang

Romance Discovered

Detroit's Sin Hotel

Snakes Don't Walk

Midnight Sex in Detroit

Rage in Detroit

Detroit Cabbie

Five Finger Discount

A Collection of Detroit Stories

Blind Obedience

Death Is My Shadow

 


SCIENCE FICTION

 


Alien Offensive: Book 1 - Nanobot Storm

Alien Offensive: Book 2 - The Terraforming of
Earth

Alien Offensive: Book 3 - Humankind Strikes
Back

Alien Offensive: Book 4 - Virulent Virus

Alien Offensive: Book 5 - Ultimate
Sacrifice

Alien Offensive: Boxed Set

Beyond the Beginning - Brock's Adventures

Beyond the Beginning - Brock's Adventures -
Episode Two

Beyond the Beginning - Brock's Adventures -
Episode Three

Beyond the Beginning: Boxed Set

The Immortality Of Brian Gray

The God Machine

The Planet X Disaster

 


RELIGIOUS

 


A Message: Salvation For All

Faith Unwavering: Biblical Rhymes

Faith Unwavering And A message: Combined

 


NONFICTION

 


A Straight Talk To The Young Black Male

Young, Black, And On Death Row

How And Why To Not Commit Suicide

 


QUICK READ BOX SETS

 


Vol. (1)

 


Death Is My Shadow

Detroit Cabbie

Blind Obedience

 


Vol. (2)

 


The Planet X Disaster

Gold Mining The Moon

Monsters Do Exist

 


The Planet X Disaster

 



Chapter 1

 


 


Billions of years before our Sun and its
solar system evolved, a distant, ancient, massive, star, with its
own solar system, was ending.

The mega star, having collapsed beyond the
point where its helium is used up, and not stopping at the iron
core stage, its core collapsing even further until the core
exceeded that of nuclear matter. The core, then, under the force of
massive gravity, rebounded, generating pressure waves that
propagate outward while becoming a supernova.

The supernova's explosion, while ejecting
all the star's mass, and while also ejecting all if its planets,
freed them to roam the galaxy at two-hundred-twenty-seven-thousand
miles per hour.

While on the other side of the galaxy, one
of those ejected planets that is about twice the size of Jupiter,
was set on a trajectory that, in billions of years, and if it
didn't hit anything else, would pass through a section of space
where our Sun and Earth will evolve.

Is it possible that the annihilation Earth
was set into action long before Earth even existed?

It is now billions of years later and the
rogue planet is still coming . . .

 



Chapter 2

 


 


"Will you cut the crap, James? I've only got
four more hours on the Hubble and I still haven't found what I'm
looking for," said, Professor, Drake, as he watched, on a computer
monitor, the readouts from the Hubble Telescope. "If you want to be
my intern next year and complete your masters, you'll find
something productive to undertake."

"What? I ain't doing nothing," replied,
James, a student of astronomy out of MIT while working on his
masters degree in astronomy.

"Oh? So I guess it isn't you playing a video
game on your phone, huh? While we whittle away these last few hours
on the Hubble, why don't you go and put on a few hard boiled eggs,
or something?"

"Got you Prof. Hard boiled, right?"

"Yes, please, and bring me a Coke."

 


Returning from the small kitchen in the
science operations center for the telescope located on the Johns
Hopkins University Homewood Campus in Baltimore, Maryland, James
pulled up a seat next to professor, Drake. "We're running out of
time, Prof. Do you think you'll be able to find the elusive Planet
X?"

"Don't know, James. If I do run out of time,
I'll come back next year and continue my search. If I can get more
time on the telescope, that is. Why? Do you think you'll want to
return with me after you obtain your masters?"

"I don't know, Prof. There are many who
believe your search for the phantom, super-Earth-size planet, that
lurks undiscovered somewhere beyond the Kuiper Belt in deep dark
space is a waste of valuable time on the Hubble telescope. They say
that its possible orbit and size make it so unlikely to be
discovered, that a realistic search can't be mounted until the
James Webb Space Telescope is launched in twenty-twenty-one. I
think I'll begin work on my doctorates while working with the team
who'll be using the James Webb."

"Not a bad decision, James. The Webb will
open many more fields of exploration to dabble in. But I can't help
but believe Planet X is out there somewhere. And because I'll be
retiring soon, I'll keep looking for it as long as I can get time
on the Hubble."

"Yes, Sir . . . What's that?"

"What?"

"That barely visible point of light on the
lower left of the screen. See it? It seems to be moving against the
background field."

Drake pulled his half-moon reading glasses
further out on his nose to increase the magnification. He peered
where James indicated and couldn't see what he saw.

Using the mouse, he selected the area and
enlarged it. Sure enough, while not much more than a fuzzy smudge,
there was something that was definitely moving across the field of
the stationary star background. "My, God, James. How did you ever
manage to see that?"

"Don't know, Professor. It kind of caught my
eye I guess. Can you enlarge it a bit more?"

"I'll try," Milton Drake, said, as he
selected and enlarged the object a couple more times until the
smudge nearly filled the screen but had less definition. "Still too
fuzzy, James. I need a better focus. Listen, call the Hubble
control center and get them to focus the telescope on these
coordinates."

Drake wrote down the new coordinates he
wanted. "Hurry, lad. This new phenomenon is the first I've found
all week and I've only got hours to study it."

James took the sliver of paper and jogged to
the communications room. He called the Space Telescope Operations
Control Center (STOCC) and after giving his authorization password,
ordered the Hubble focused on new coordinates. He then returned to
the monitoring room and sat next to Professor Drake. "It should be
refocusing soon, Prof."

"Yeah. It's doing it now. Thanks,
James."

The men watched as the telescope's focus,
slowly, moved and then sharpened. In a matter of minutes, the fuzzy
object came into view and while growing larger, became more defined
by the second.

"What is that?" Drake,
asked, in a whisper. "It's too large to be an asteroid. Well, not
any I know of. Here, take these coordinates and call the
Jpl small-body database
to see if this thing is listed."

 


James returned in ten minutes. "No,
Professor, Drake. JPL says there is no listing for your discovery.
You've, either, discovered a new asteroid, or, dare I say it?"

"No, not yet. We have a lot of verification
to do before we can even begin to think we've found Planet X. Now,
go and call the control center and tell them . . . No, I'll do it.
You keep your eyes on the new find and take some size, trajectory,
and velocity, measurements as well as a few pictures. Then, if you
have time, call the Keck Observatory in Hawaii and give them the
coordinates. Eventually, we'll need everything on Earth looking at
the object if we're to get official acknowledgment of our find. I
only hope the Hubble time allocation team will find it significant
enough to give me more time."

"I'm sure they will, Prof. This thing
appears too large to ignore."

"From your mouth to God's ear, James. I
certainly hope you're right," Drake, said, as he gathered some
papers and stuffed them into a briefcase. "Listen. I'm taking your
car. It's faster than mine. Okay?"

"Sure, Prof. But you'll have to put some gas
in it."

The men laughed as Drake left the
observation room.

 



Chapter 3

 


 


The Chief of Staff, Mr. Calvin, Muller,
stood in front of the Hubble time allocation team's meeting. "Okay,
people, I guess that does it for today. Is there anything to add
before I close today's session?"

"Yes, Cal," said, Jerry, Caspers, from his
seat. "We just received a call from Professor Drake who's time is
about up on the Hubble. He said he'd found something very unusual
in deep space and he's on his way here to argue for more time. He
said he'd be here in less than an hour."

"Tonight?"

"Yes, Sir, as I understood him."

"But, we've finished for the week. To change
the schedule will require us to rearrange everything we've decided,
and that will mean some serious overtime for all of us. Now, I
don't know how the rest of you feel about working late tonight and
for who knows how much longer into the future, but this is my
anniversary and my wife and I have plans. Did Professor Drake state
the nature of the unusual object, Jerry?"

"No, Sir, except to say it's some kind of
something deep in space."

"Christ, people. We have schedules set up
for the week for a reason. We can't toss out those allotted times
and just start over." Calvin dropped heavily to his seat. He really
wanted to deny any possible changes, but, also, knew the Professor,
and knew that he knew how complicated it is to arrange time for
individual scientist's twenty-thousand observations from all over
the world, some lasting only minutes in a twenty-four-hour time
span. "How serious did Drake sound on the phone?"

"He sounded pretty serious to me," Jerry,
confirmed.

"Okay. I know the Professor and if he thinks
it's important, I'll give him a hearing. He'll be here within an
hour, huh?"

"Yes, Sir." Jerry looked at his watch.
"Within the next ten minutes, now, Sir?"

"Good. Just enough time to call my wife and
tell her I'll be late. You don't have to stay with me, people, but
I'd like you all to hear his case. I know you all, probably, have
plans. Is there anyone who has to leave immediately?" Everyone
looked around, and no one said anything. "Great, folks. Let's hope
the Professor is on to something. I'll be back shortly. The meeting
will reconvene in ten minutes. Jerry, you go down stairs and greet
the arriving Professor.

"Yes, Sir. Already gone," Jerry, said, as he
headed for the door of the conference room.

 


***

 


The meeting reconvened and Drake standing at
the head of the table and next to a large monitor, and after
contacting his assistant, James, by cell phone, Drake began his
argument for more time on the Hubble. He knew that such late
request are very rarely granted, but he, also, knew that once the
team witnessed what he'd found, he would have no problem. "I want
to thank you, Mr. Muller, for considering my late request for more
time on the telescope. I know it's at the end of a long day, so
I'll try to keep my presentation as short as possible while
delivering the pertinent facts. And, as Calvin knows, I would not
make such a request unless I thought it extremely important.
However, what I'm about to show you will convince you all that my
request for more time is not frivolous. On this monitor, that is
directly connected to the telescope, which is feeding the images
you will witness in real time, you will see something truly
extraordinary. Lights, and roll the feed," Drake said, as he
stepped aside.

The lights went out and the feed began.
There in living color, was the giant planetoid, asteroid, or
whatever it was. The object rotated slowly as it appeared much like
the Earth minus the blue oceans, and almost four times larger.

"Okay, James, send the coordinate
information along with your measurements," Drake, said, into his
cell phone.

The image on the monitor changed to present
a series of numbers only an astrometer would understand.

"As you can see, the coordinate tracking
indicates the planet thing is out in deep space and seems to
indicate it is circling our Sun. It is about four times larger than
Earth, about the size of Neptune, with an orbital period of between
ten-thousand and twenty-thousand years, which will explain why it
hadn't been seen before. I feel lucky to be alive at a time when it
is on its trajectory returning to the Sun. Whatever it is, I
believe it is definitely part of our solar system, possibly, the
fabled Planet X, or Planet Nine, as some call it and because it has
such a long orbital period, it will be studied for hundreds of
years. Fortunately, judging by my best estimation, based on the
present coordinates, it will pass through our solar system's
orbital plane somewhere between Earth and Mars in about a year and
we'll be able to get a real close look at it. I'm here to humbly
request more time to study this new discovery. And because it may
be what I suspect, I don't think you can refuse me the time I need.
Thank you," he, said, and then into his cell phone, "Keep the
coordinate information coming, James." He remained standing, ready
for questions.

The lights came back on to silence in the
room, as Calvin and the team stared at the monitor still showing
the coordinate information that changed periodically.

Muller was the first to speak. "Mr. Drake
and team, I don't have to tell you of the magnitude of this most
remarkable discovery. I know it is highly unconventional, but I'm
about to ask all of you to make an extreme sacrifice. I suggest we
scrap all previous time allocation schedules and give Mr. Drake all
the time he needs to study his discovery. What will you call your
planetoid, Professor?"

"Although such phenomenon are named after
the discoverer, I think I'll stick with calling it Planet X, if it
is, indeed, that planet. Such a planet was predicted some time ago
and I don't feel it proper to change the name of someone else's
work or prediction. Besides, I'll be happy while being recognized
as the discoverer."

"Absolutely, honorable, Mr. Drake. So, I
guess you'll be wanting to return to your observatory room to
continue your studies. Is there anything I can do to assist?"

"Well, I wasn't going to ask, but since you
offered, I'd like every telescope on Earth to focus on the planet.
I want as much confirmation as to its orbital period, its mass and
trajectory as possible."

"Mr. Drake, I can assure you everything that
can see that far will be watching," offered, Calvin.

"Thanks, Cal. I'll be in touch."

"I'm sure you will. You do know your name
will be placed in the upper echelons of such scientist as Galileo
and the rest, don't you? Congratulations."

"Possibly, if the planet is what I think.
Thanks, again, and I'll be seeing you," Drake, said, as he shook
Calvin's hand. And into his phone, he said, "Okay, James, you can
cut the feeds. We got the time. I'm on my way back."

"Yeah, I heard, Professor. I'll see you when
you get back."

 



Chapter 4

 


 


Over the next six months, Professor Drake
worked tirelessly while studying the planet thing moving rapidly
towards Earth's direction. He was pleased to hear that practically
every telescope in the world was focused on it, but none had the
view of the Hubble.

The discovery proved so noteworthy that
universities and high schools found ways to raise funds to purchase
telescopes for their science programs, although, because of the
distance the planet was from Earth, those weaker telescopes could
not produce images more defined than fuzzy, and blurry views of the
apparition. The same was true of private citizens who invested
money in smaller telescopes. But, it was promised that once the
planet neared the Earth, those telescopes would have perfect views
of the planet as it passed through the orbital, ecliptic, plane of
the solar system while on its way to the its Perihelon around the
Sun in about a year or two.

The only aspect of being the discoverer of
the planet Drake didn't like was the constant demands of his time.
He was sought by practically every cable news and science program
on television, as well as asked to publish in every science
magazine and periodical, existing, but he did his best to fulfill
as many request as he could.

The other thing that surprised Drake was the
constant bickering over what to call the new planet. Many wanted to
stick with calling it Planet X, while others, particularly those
who didn't like the idea that Pluto had been demoted to less than a
planet, and consequently, no longer the ninth planet in our system,
wanted to call the new planet, Planet Nine. He was frequently asked
his opinion, but steadfastly insisted on staying out of that fray.
"As long as they don't name it after me, I'm okay with any name
they want to assign to it," he'd repeat.

The one good thing he liked about being the
discoverer was he had all the time on the Hubble he wished. And
after spending so many months viewing his discovery, and realizing
not much new about it, he decided to undertake another project he'd
wanted to do many years ago but could never get the time on the
Hubble he needed.

Some time ago, while using his precious time
on the Hubble to scan deep space views of the Milky Way for
observations that hadn't been made before, he did find something
interesting.

On one of his quick scans, he'd come across
a supernova the likes of which hadn't been witnessed before. It was
so massive, so powerful, so unprecedented, he wanted to spend more
time viewing it, but didn't have the time on the Hubble — but now
he does.

James was surprised when, one day, Drake
ordered him to have the Hubble focus away from the new planet and
towards a point in deep space. "Tired of watching the new planet?"
James, asked.

"Yeah, I can wait until it nears passing
through our orbital ecliptic. But the reason I want to change the
focus of the Hubble is about three years ago, I found something
interesting in our galaxy. I think that was before you joined my
team."

"Oh, really? What was that, Professor?"

"Well, with you being an astronomy student,
I'm sure you've viewed many, nearby, supernova, right?"

"Boy have I, Prof. Besides their individual
intensities, they all look pretty much the same."

"Exactly, James. They all look pretty much
the same, but the one I found three years ago that was a quarter
the way across the galaxy was so unlike any supernova I've ever
viewed that I had to go back and take another look at it."

"Oh, how so?"

"Take every supernova you've viewed,
probably, hundreds, right?"

"Yes, Sir. They were required viewing during
my early astronomy classes. I had to note their intensities,
positions, the possible size of the stars causing them, along with
a lot of other stuff. After a while, it all became absolutely,
monotonous."

"Well, I can guarantee there is one more
supernova that you won't find unexciting. How much longer before
the Hubble is focused on my new coordinates?"

James pulled up the Hubble focusing program
on his computer. "Let's see. It looks like it'll be on focus in
about five minutes, Professor. It appears the area you requested is
a good distance away."

"Great. Just enough time for me to go to the
bathroom. I'll be back in a few. Once the Hubble is on point, bring
it up on my screen."

"Will do, Professor. I can't wait to see
what is so interesting that far out in space."

"Patience, my young intern. Believe me your
patience will be rewarded. I'll be back," Drake, said, as he
hurried to the restroom.

 


"Everything set up?" Drake, asked, as he
returned with two Cokes in hand.

"Yes, Sir, but I don't understand what it is
I'm looking at, Prof. It appears to be a supernova, but nothing
like anything I ever witnessed. It's so huge, the star causing it
had to be twice the size of VY Canis Majoris, the largest star we
know of. If placed in our solar system, it would reach out to the
obit of Neptune. Can stars that large exist, Professor?"

"Well, it appears so. Look at the size of
the supernova. There is no other explanation for it being so
massive. I think I've found another discovery. What do you think?"
Drake, asked, while sipping his Coke and stood back to let James
sit in front of the monitor.

"Professor, your discoveries will exceed any
of modern day astronomers. They'll probably name this new supernova
after you, but tell me, what is this black dot in the middle of the
supernova?"

"Black dot? I hadn't seen anything like a
black dot the last time I viewed the supernova. Move over and let
me take a look."

James stood and let Drake take his seat.
Drake peered at the screen for a long while as he enlarged the dot
he'd never seen. He pulled up the Hubble's trajectory diagnostic
program and waited for the connected computer to forecast the dot's
trajectory. "Ah, James, call Summit. We're going to need a super
computer," he, said, almost in a whisper.

"Sir?"

"I said, call the folks who run the, Summit,
super computer. I've go to book time on it. It appears we might
have a catastrophe in the making."

"Catastrophe, Sir?"

"Will you please stop asking questions and
do as I ask. Our time may be running out. Now, go, please!" Drake,
said, louder and as he ran the Hubble's trajectory diagnostic
program again and got the same results. He sat back in his swivel
chair as he watched the screen and a cold chill ran through his
body. He would swear that he could see the dot grow larger as he
watched. Of course, he couldn't, because of the distances
associated with the view, but it sure seemed so. While pulling
himself together, he recorded on a flash drive all the information
he was now collecting to give to the operators of the Summit. If
the super computer did confirm what the Hubble's computer
suggested, Humankind's time in this universe was just about up.

Suddenly, his new planet discovery didn't
seem so important anymore.


Chapter 5

 


 


The night before his meeting with the Summit
operating team, Drake, while at home on his personal computer, went
over everything he'd recorded earlier. There was little he could do
to solve an, seemingly, un-solvable problem, but he had to make
sure he had all his ducks in a row — had to make sure he would be
able to present all the information the Summit would need to come
to a conclusion.

From downstairs, his wife called. "Milton,
will you come down to dinner?"

"In a moment, dear. I'm just about through
up here."

Even as he said it, he knew he wouldn't be
eating tonight. Not only was he not hungry after being traumatized
by what he'd discovered today, he doubted he'd be getting much
sleep, also.

When Milton didn't come down as promised,
his wife, Shirley, wasn't surprised. Every since he'd found that
new planet, he'd been preoccupied, but more or less happy. But when
he came home tonight, he seemed to be worried about something
serious. In the past when he was in one of those moods, she'd try
asking him what was wrong, but he didn't seem to want to talk about
it and he'd eventually snap out of his doldrums. But tonight, when
he came in, he seemed more worried than usual and after giving her
a peck on the cheek, and while saying nothing, went straight to is
upstairs office to get on his computer. So, she ate alone and
didn't bother him anymore. Besides, she was a teacher of high
school mathematics and had test to draw up for tomorrow's
classes.

 


***

 


The morning of his meeting with the Summit
operations team, Milton sat in the smallish waiting room with his
briefcase over his lap. Having gotten much sleep, he was sleepy and
tired even though he was able to catch quick nap on the red eye
flight to the Summit operations center in The U.S. Department of
Energy's, Oak Ridge National Laboratory, located in Oak Ridge,
Tennessee. And to make matters worse, he was as nervous as he'd
ever been. He couldn't get the ramifications of his discovery out
of his mind if his conjectures were correct.

As he waited to be seen by the super
computer's operations team, he checked his briefcase for the third
time, to make sure he still had the flash drive.

He had mixed emotions. Part of him wanted
confirmation of his discovery, while part of him wished the super
computer would prove his assumptions to be in error.

Finally, after a half-hour wait, a door
opened and in walked a young man that looked way to young to be
working with such a powerful machine. He walked over to Milton, his
hand extended. "Hello, Professor, Drake. My name is Clarence,
Babcock."

Milton stood as he accepted the handshake.
"Hello, Mr. Babcock. I'm so pleased you could find time for
me."

Clarence could feel Milton's hand tremoring.
"A bit nervous, are we? You needn't be nervous. I can promise you
we don't torture applicants in the basement any longer."

"Huh? Oh. Sorry. I'm just nervous about the
outcome of his meeting. I—"

"Please relax, Mr. Drake. I'm sure that
Summit is perfectly capable of solving any problem you might throw
at it. I am your liaison and team leader between you and the
computer's operation team. I understand you have some very
important calculations that need examination by Summit? During your
phone call, you didn't say what kind of calculations you want us to
examine. May I know their nature?"

"Oh, yes. Sorry. What I have in my briefcase
could predict the end of the world and—"

"Whoa, slow down a bit. The end of the
world?"

"Yes, if my calculations, well, the Hubble's
computer's calculations are right."

"By Hubble, I take it you mean the space
telescope, right?"

"Yes, yes. It's a long story, but let's say
I found something in deep space that is heading our way that could
end Earth's existence."

"I see. And you say the trajectory computer
connected to Hubble predicted the coming catastrophe, right?"

"Yes. And I ran the program several times
and came up with the same results every time. That's when I called
you guys."

"Uh-huh. And you brought the calculations
with you. Is that right?"

"Oh, yes. I saved them on a flash drive.
Summit can read flash drives can't it?"

Clarence laughed. "Mr. Drake—"

"Call me Milton."

"Yes, of course. Milton, Summit can read
beta tapes or punch cards if necessary. May I see your flash
drive?"

"Oh, yes." Milton removed the tinny looking
flash drive from his brief case, and with a shaking hand, handed it
to Clarence.

"How many gigs?" Clarence, asked, as he
examined the drive.

"Ah . . . ah . . . I'm not sure. Sixty-four,
I think."

"Well, it's really not that important.
Follow me, and I'll introduce you to the operations team. How did
you hear about Summit?"

"I can't remember. I think I read about it
somewhere, but that was some time ago when it was announced it was
being proposed. It must have stuck in my head because it was the
first thing I thought of when I made my discovery and wanted
verification."

"Well, you came to the right place, Milton.
The Summit's peak performance is two-hundred-thousand-trillion
calculations per second, or two-hundred petaflops. It is also
capable of more than three-billion-billion mixed precision
calculations per second, or three-point-three exaops. All the team
has to do is insert your drive and then tell the computer what to
search for, and quicker than you can blink, it will spit out a
results. Cool, huh?" Clarence, said, as he led Milton down a long,
precisely, climate controlled, hallway.

"I'll say. I just hope it proves my
calculations wrong."

"If what you predict about the world ending,
is your calculation, me too."

As the men walked, Milton asked a question.
"May I ask you a personal question, Clarence?"

"Twenty-one."

"How did you know I was about to ask your
age?"

"I've heard it a million times. Let me
explain. I'm what is called a prodigy. I graduated MIT at the age
of thirteen while majoring in computer science. I got my doctorates
at the age of seventeen and I've been here since I was eighteen..
And because I've been here the longest, I was promoted to
supervisor, team leader, and liaison between the press, visitors,
and the scientific world. Not that I'm any more brilliant than the
rest of the team. It's just that I happen to have the most
seniority, I guess."

"I see. Quiet an accomplishment, young man.
Why don't you call yourself doctor since you've completed your
doctorates?"

"Nothing any genius couldn't do, and I don't
like the title. It seems kind of pompous if you ask me. I see you
don't insist I call you professor. I think we think alike."

The men laughed together as they continued
to walk at a quick pace.

"Say, I just thought of something. Do you
think I might get a chance to see Summit?" Milton, asked.

"Well, you could, but there is little to
see. It's not like it's one mammoth machine or something. It's
nothing more than a bunch of servers connected together in this
large, climate controlled, room. To see it, we'd have to dress in
special dust control suits which are difficult to get into. None of
my team and I ever go in the room unless absolutely necessary, and
even then, we prefer the computer technicians go in."

"Oh, I see," Milton, said, as the men
continued in silence.

The middle aged, Drake, began getting tired
and wanted to ask the young scientist to slow down a little, but
decided to press on.

 


After what seemed like a mile of walking
Drake's feet hurting so bad he was nearly limping, the men entered
a control room not too dissembler to his at the university. He was
introduced to the operations team.

"Hey, fellas, this is Professor Milton,
Drake, and Mr. Drake, meet the Summit operations team," said,
Clarence."

"Hey, I know you Professor," said, one of
the team members who didn't seem to be much older than Clarence.
"You're the astronomer who discovered Planet X. I'm so pleased to
meet such a famous scientist."

"Thank you, but you can call me Milton. And
I'm pleased to meet the team that run the most powerful computer in
the world."

"So, what brings you here?" asked, another
member, a female who wore thick glasses and who looked every bit
the nerd type. "Clarence said you're here to have some type of
complicated data analyzed and confirmed."

"Yes, young, lady. Actually, as a matter of
fact, I'm hoping my computations are in error."

"It sounds to me, Professor, as if your
calculations may predict something you don't want to happen," said,
a third team member.

"My, you guys, and lady, really are sharp,
aren't you. Yes, that is accurate. My calculations predict
something terrible. To be honest with you, my calculations predict
the end of—"

"Whoa," interrupted, Clarence. "Let's not
get ahead of ourselves, Milton. Let us take a look at your data and
then hypothesize a conclusion. So, let's get going team. I have a
flash drive with the Professor's data on it. Bill, you load the
data and we'll see what it is saying."

Bill took the flash drive and while spinning
in his office chair, stuck it into an elaborate thumb drive reader.
He then went to his oversized computer monitor, and selected the
drive and hit enter. While going to the parameter settings, he
stopped and turned to ask Clarence a question. "What am I looking
for, chief?"

"Ask for the projected trajectory of the
object centered."

"Got, you, boss," Bill, said, as he typed in
what he was instructed. A question popped up. "Summit is asking for
what duration, boss."

Clarence looked at Milton. "How long did you
think it would take the object to enter our solar system,
Professor?"

"What?" asked, the woman. What do you mean
by enter our solar system?"

"Relax, Jenny. We're only verifying data
that I'm sure is in error. Now, how long, Professor?" asked,
Clarence.

"It's listed in my data somewhere. Summit
should be able to find it rather easily if asked the right
question. I know, have Summit search for any projected impact
time," Milton directed.

Bill looked at Clarence.

"Go head, Bill. His idea sounds valid."

Bill typed in the instructions
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