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MEETING


The President
moved towards the Situation Room. He wore a smile on his face. This
was a wonderful interruption to his night, and to his Presidency.
Anything that distracted the public and media from his many flaws
could only be good. And this was a BIG distraction!

He looked at his
watch. It was 1:20am. He suspected it would be a late night.

He paused near the
door and took a deep breath. He looked around. Polite nods to those
attending the meeting, blank indifference to those he would prefer
not to spend the next few hours with. And he knew they would,
normally, be all stuffy, and hopelessly predictable.

But tonight, it
would be different. This situation was different.

The night sky was
evidence of how different it was, for the night sky over Washington
was flashing from darkness to light.

And not just any
kind of light. It was flashing from night-time to daytime every few
seconds. Could it really be the Russians as he knew Defence would
argue?

He knew that
tonight he would need something different. This was not a night of
usual, standard opinions. This was not a night of political
orthodoxy. He needed something different, something fresh. He
needed ideas that would be outside the box.

He looked around,
up and down the corridor and spotted what he needed.

He walked briskly
up to a young man leaning against a wall and typing furiously on
his phone.

The man looked up
as the President approached. He blushed bright red. He had
obviously been sprung doing something he shouldn’t.

“Mr President!”
the young man exclaimed too loudly. Other heads turned towards
them.

“It’s ok, son,
relax. I am not here to tell you off. I have a job for you. What
are you doing for the next few hours?”

Before the man
could reply the President, continued, “Who is your boss? Are they
here? I want to borrow you for a meeting I have to attend.”

Obviously, the
boss had heard the exchange. A woman approached.

“Mr President, can
we help you?”

“Yeh, sure, I want
to borrow your lad here. I want him to come to an important meeting
with me.”

The woman looked
flustered.

“Um, we could
offer you someone with more experience, Sir?”

The President put
up his hand to stop her.

“No, I need this
guy now, I have a meeting to go to.”

The President
turned towards the young man.

“Come on, son,
they are all waiting for us.”

And with those
words, they walked over to a guarded door and entered the Situation
Room for one of the most unusual meetings any President had ever
attended.

The room was full
of Secretaries, staff and hangers on. The President didn’t want
this.

“Ok, everyone, I
need this room cleared except for the following people.”

He looked around
and pointed out those who he wanted in attendance. And then he
turned and pointed to the young man.

“And you, kid. You
are to stay here as well. By the way, what’s your name?”

The young man
blushed. He felt the eyes of the room burning him into a crisp.

“Um, Rhys, Sir, Mr
President.”

“Ok, Rhys, you sit
here next to me, and can someone give him a laptop with open access
to the world.”

The White House
Chief of Staff coughed.

The President
looked at him.

“Yes?”

“Sir, this boy
probably doesn’t have the security credentials to be here, nor to
use a laptop in here.”

The President
sighed.

“Gentlemen, and
ladies, we have a situation here that nobody has ever considered
before. Nobody in this room has any idea what is going on out there
tonight. Nobody in this room is an expert on this subject. I want
this kid here because he is young, works fast on a computer and
has, I hope, an open mind to what is going on. I want him to have a
computer in front of him. I don’t care whose laptop he uses I just
want him to have access to a computer. Oh, and he is also going to
use his phone in here so don’t anyone mention that is not allowed!
If there is shielding in here, turn it off!”

The President felt
in control. He liked this situation. He liked that nobody in the
room could possibly consider themselves an expert as this had never
happened before. It empowered him. He liked that feeling. He had
experienced it so infrequently of late.

“Ok, so now we are
all over me bringing in some younger person to join us, perhaps we
can get on with it!”

He looked at the
young man beside him, nodded his agreement that Rhys could continue
using his phone and the meeting began.

“We are here,”
began the President, “because outside this window, and in the sky
all over the world, there is something odd going on. And before
someone tells me it is the Russians and the solution is to nuke
them, let me just point out that this thing is happening all over
the world. Apparently, even in Antarctica they are seeing this
switching from dark to light to dark in the atmosphere. So, it is
not about Russians or Chinese technology, it is about something
very odd going on.”

He looked around
the room. Nobody was diving in with new information.

He continued, “And
that is all I know at this moment. Would someone like to update me?
Does anyone have more advanced information about what is going
on?”

Rhys looked up,
saw nobody was eager and he jumped in.

“Um Sir.”

The President
looked at him.

“Sure, kid, give
it your best shot. What do you have for us?”

“Well, Sir, Mr
President, on Twitter they are showing that a bright light is now
beaming down onto New York, from the sky, and… hang on, the same
thing is being reported in other cities.”

“A bright
light?”

“Yes, Sir, like a
beam of light. The one in New York is beaming down onto the street
in Time Square. Holy Fuck!”

He blushed.
“Sorry, but look at this.”

He showed the
screen of his phone to the President.

It showed Time
Square.

It showed a beam
of light descending from the heavens into the middle of the
road.

And it showed a
light coloured and glowing box, or cube, about ten foot tall.

And above that box
some brightly lit symbols were displayed, and moving.

The President
looked around the room.

“Can someone get
this shit onto the TV screen, please, and bring up Twitter.”

He waited
patiently as the screen came to life and then showed a dull,
official looking Twitter feed.

“Hey, we want what
this kid is seeing, not news from two hours ago.”

“Sir, the problem
might be that the governments Twitter account may not have the sort
of people I have in my account. My breaking news might be
faster.”

The President was
becoming frustrated.

“Ok, can someone
put this kids fucking Twitter account on the screen. Surely, we can
wi -fi from his phone to the TV? Isn’t this America, home of all
this high-tech crap?”

People moved
around the room quickly, after a few minutes they had Rhys’s
Twitter account on the screen.

“Tell me, people,
what are we seeing.”

The gathered
throng of important political figures mumbled and muttered and
generally had no idea.

“Kid?” The
President asked, turning to Rhys.

“Mr President, it
appears that cities all around the world have suddenly seen the
same thing. There are dozens of these things in cities around the
world and they are all showing the same cube and the same clock. Or
whatever it is on top of the box.”

“I can confirm
that Mr President.” It was the Chief of Staff finally trying to
restore some dignity to officialdom. So far it was kid 4,
officialdom 1.

This new
information had all the top brass of the US government on their
phones, trying to find out more, trying to figure out what the hell
was going on.

Rhys was bent over
his phone, working his social media accounts frantically.

Then the room
burst into laughter.

Rhys looked up,
and blushed horribly.

There on the
screen was a social media account notification. It read, “Thanks
for last night’s love session, big boy. Hope there is more of that
for me soon. Marlene.”

Rhys could have
died. Here he was on the biggest stage of his career and a girl he
met last night was telling them all he had sex with Marlene.

The President put
his hands in the air.

“Everybody! Can I
have your attention for a moment. By Presidential decree, any
information that appears on the screen about Rhys’s love life is a
national secret and may not be uttered beyond this room. OK?” They
all laughed again. A few of the men came around and patted him on
the back. One of the women, old enough to be his grandmother,
winked at him. It seemed he was now in the club, but it had been
VERY embarrassing.

“All laughter
aside, can someone please tell me what all of this means. Ladies
and gentlemen, I want answers. The world needs answers.”

“Who is powerful
enough to do this?”

“What is the cube
and what is it made of? How did it get there, and all around the
world?”

“What do the
symbols above the cube mean? Someone said it was a timer, why?”

The murmuring
broke out into louder discussions as the gathered throng of
geniuses tried to make any sense of it.

The Chairman of
the Joint Chiefs of Staff raised his voice.

“Yes, General, let
us have it. Quiet everyone!”

“The symbols above
the cube are moving. We don’t know what it means but they might
indeed be a timer as the symbols are repeating.”

“A timer,” replied
the President. “A timer for what? A bomb? Is it counting down or
counting up?”

They all shook
their heads.

Rhys was looking
at his phone.

“BASE 12!” he
cried out as everyone looked at him.

“Base 12? What the
fuck is Base 12?” The President had no idea what he was talking
about.

“Sir, people on
Twitter are posting that the symbols are in base 12, which is a
counting system. We count in base 10. It is considered that we
evolved this form of counting because we have ten fingers. But you
don’t have to use base 10 for counting. You could have any system,
it doesn’t matter. The Mayans, for example, used base 20 and the
ancient Sumerians used base 60. So, you can have any counting
system, we just happen to use base 10. Anyhow… it has been pointed
out that these cubes are located in 84 of the world’s largest
cities and 100 in base 12 is 84. So maybe the number of cities with
the cubes is a clue that we should be recognising.”

A few members of
the room thoughtfully nodded. The kid’s skills with his social
media accounts were impressive and he was adding value that
conventional means were not.

“Ok, the number of
cities chosen is not accidental but where does that get us? And why
does it matter if we know their counting system?”

The Secretary for
Energy dived in.

“We need to take
all of this information and hang onto it. Who knows when a piece of
it might become important later? What is obvious is that we have an
intelligent entity trying to communicate to us through the
information it is providing. Who is it? I have no idea. What do
they want? I have no idea. But we have learnt, in a very short
period of time, that they use a base 12 system, they have
deliberately tried to communicate to us through the number of
cities chosen and they are aliens.”

Those in the room
sat there stunned. Of course, it was true. Those in charge of the
light show must be alien but nobody had actually said those words,
until now.

They all
murmured…”Aliens!”

Yes, they were
aliens. They had to be. There was no other way of looking at it.
Nobody on earth could do what these aliens, whoever they were,
could do.

“I think we are
getting ahead of ourselves here. There is no evidence of aliens. I
don’t see any spacecraft in orbit.”

“General,”
interrupted the Secretary for Economic Policy, “Who says aliens
need a spaceship? Perhaps they are so far advanced that they don’t
exist, or travel, physically at all? This is a time for thinking
outside the square – which is why I imagine the President has
brought his young guest along. To add the views of someone from
THIS century!”

That had the room
thinking, for a moment, before chaos returned along with the loud
voices.

“EVERYBODY! Let’s
keep focussed
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