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I dedicate this to Kim. 

You are the sun that I wake up to and the moonlight that I close my eyes by. Without you this book would not be possible.
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I was asked to write this foreword by my father, and I am deeply honored. He was the defender of our home, and a loving parental figure. Growing up, he was always watching and reading sci-fi stories, leading to my own interest in the genre. My father never cared if it were nerdy or uncool, he always knew exactly what he liked and wouldn’t let others influence his belief. Perhaps the most important thing to note about my father is that he was a role model. When he was in R&D, I wanted to be in R&D. When he got into the field of technology, I had an interest in technology, leading to my current career path as a Software Test Engineer. Given his past in both science and tech, it seems fitting he was able to write such a captivating and bewitching sci-fi story, while avoiding most of the tropes of the genre. I’ve been proud of my father many times in my life, but never as proud as I am having read his book and watched him write it. He has always wanted to write a book, but he always put his family before any dreams of his own, and for that I am grateful. As Time Narrows is a solid book, a great debut but most importantly a great sci-fi story. And with this backstory out of the way, I welcome you to read on with a simple warning:

If you were looking for a tale simply about the end of the world, turn back now. But if you are looking for a tale about hope, about the lack thereof or the foolish clinging onto it, I present to you: As Time Narrows. 

Mia Brunal
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Chapter 1 — The Sentry
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Silent, bitterly cold, and devoid of color. The darkness has lasted eons. Time has stood still without emotion, counting the ticks of a long-forgotten clock. The deep dark canvas holds no pigment. No semblance of being part of any world. Lonely and blank. There is nothing to see in this obfuscated tarp of emptiness. Eternity begins with a single point of reference. The tear begins with a pinprick. A single point of light that twinkled like a kaleidoscope of color. Then the diamond light effect glimmers at the far end of this inhospitable domain. As it begins to advance in the void, a measured slice across the matte black finish becomes discernible. Trillions of miles away from any other form of life, it continues its track. No sounds and no protests are heard from the darkness as it begins to streak across ever so slowly. Time continues to tick and count silently. The light cuts further into the bleakness. 

Further and further the sleek object races through the pall. Heat and light meld into a mixture of amber radiance as it glimmers over the bright silvery metal. A trail of brilliance is the only evidence that time has suffered a disruption. There is no frozen vapor. No propulsion gases, or out gasses left by this unique vehicle. It defies the laws of time and space.

The size is immense but tiny compared to the immeasurable expanse of space. The surface gleams as if made from liquid. It has no doors, no windows, no discernible markings. Lifeless in its appearance, it outpaces the monochromatic bleakness. The large ship is alone in the melancholy but guided internally in the blackness. Far from its position.  It's being noticed on the once jewel of a blue planet. The tiny radio returns are barely picked up above the signal noise floor. The ship is unique from the millions of radio signals that pierce the antenna array. 
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THE LANDMASS THAT THE radio observatory resides on is a dry, hot, and in a lonely corner of Australia. The forests have long since burnt from fires and decades of drought. Exacerbating the condition is the wind. It blows and howls incessantly. The whirling sand strips the paint from this nearly abandoned observatory. Only a few dedicated staff brave this foreboding environment. Two of them are listening and watching, even as all hope is lost, or so they have been told. They are low on supplies and the next crew shift is a few weeks out. 

“Hey Sam, have you checked the antenna azimuth lately?” Tim suggests, looking past the top of his glasses. 

Sam mumbles under his breath, but he surmises, “We need to make sure the high wind isn’t shifting our beamwidth.” 

Sam looks at the chart he is holding before turning to the instrument cluster in front of him.

Tim looks back as he responds dryly. “The baseline is fine, and our Kiloparsec calibration checks out.” 

Sam continues to look up at his instruments as he writes details on his chart. Tim ignores Sam for the moment and taps his pen on the tip of his nose. The long hours have begun to dull his resolve. He is listening intensely to the clicks and static on the headphones that cover his ears. The monotonous interference almost blankets the small tones. Barely discernible in a tapestry that Tim continues to track. As he is about to comment further on Sam’s task, his eyes open widely, and his jaw begins to gape. He stands up and sprints to the other room. 
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A FEW HUNDREDS OF MILES away, an older scholarly looking man holds his hand to his ear, as he struggles to hear the person on the other end. 

“What? What? Slow down, this is a bad line”, the old man intensely demands.

“Repeat! What?”, he breathes deeply, “Slow down...”, the older man pulls a handkerchief out of his jacket pocket and begins to wipe his brow. 

“Which vector were you monitoring...3.14159?” The wrinkles on his forehead deepen as he writes down the information on a piece of paper.

The room is dimly lit. There are stacks of books everywhere. A poster of a long-forgotten space crew hangs on the wall. Dulled by time, the colors have long since faded. The tape holding the poster is visibly old and yellowed as it barely clings to the wall. It once inspired young boys and girls to look to the stars, and to dream of the hope of space travel. Now, it is just a reminder of what once was, and what will never be. 

The older man continues to struggle to hear the spoken word through the earpiece.

“3.14159?” he repeats the question just to make sure he heard it right. 

“I’ll call the northern observatory and see if they can confirm....3.14159, there is nothing there but emptiness.” he states, astonished that he must remind the person on the other line. 

As he sets the handset down, he looks toward the window. The glass etched from the constant sandstorms that whip up through the area. He looks past the windowpane, seemingly thinking through the logic of the news he just received. As he thinks, he rocks in his shoes with one hand on his chin and one around his waist. 

“3.14159?” he reiterates out loud to no one. Rubbing the bald patch on his head, he picks up the receiver and dials a telephone number from memory. 
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THE PHONE RINGS AT a cold observatory in northern Canada. It is a lonely existence here on upper portions of the permafrost. With temperature extremes measured in Kelvins, and on most days, these conditions can make living here extremely difficult. Fluctuating between 373.15K (-100C) to a barely warm 273.15K (0C). Ice is the enemy of this post. Most of the power is diverted from other systems to combat the arthritic crawl of the ice crystals, and to keep the array motors warm and moving. 

Standing in front of one of those systems is Eason Bether, a 30 something PhD Astrophysicist, who answers the ringing phone in a distinctly Canadian accent, “Hello, eh.”

“Walt, I haven’t heard from you in a while. To what do I owe the pleasure?” He asks, further questioning his mentor on the other side of the receiver.

The voice he hears on the phone is tense and deliberate. There is purpose and Walt’s statements are measured, as if to relay the importance of the information being communicated. Eason’s face slowly conveys a sense of seriousness as he listens intently. 

“But Walt! We have not seen any activity from sector three. Vector 3.14159 doesn’t make sense” He states in an obvious tone.  

Walt reiterates his previous description, and Eason with his hand on his hip, sighs deeply.

“Okay, Okay. I’ll run the scan.” Eason replies almost defiantly, not believing what he has just heard. 

“I’ll do it right now!” He exclaims and sets the phone on the receiver.

Eason’s observatory sits on a frozen cliff, and unlike Southern 105 with Sam Wilson and Southern 107 with Walt Thompson, who have each other as a kinship of scientists, Eason is the sole proprietor and keeper of the post. Eason gets dressed to exit into the frost. Fully covered from head to toe, and barely able to see out of the full facemask, Eason carefully steps outside. Most days Eason spends his day banging on the motor mounts, causing the ice to break off and rain down like shards of glass. He walks around the arrays, removing unwanted ice. 

Once completed as the percussionist to his metal instruments, he heads to the air door, stomping his boots as he enters the sealed door. Inside the warmth, his face shield fogs up as he struggles to remove the bulky gloves. Eason sweating with the change, begins to unzip the heavy layered coat that weighs heavily on him. In the muted interior, generator noises can be heard when the howling wind dies down momentarily. Other mechanical and electronic noises murmur every so often as Eason walks to the computer controller. Eason observes the data output for a moment.  He picks up his coffee cup and takes a sip. It has long since gone cold, but he is more interested in the data being churned out on the monitor. 

The anomaly is faint. It is just a few numbers, numbers that denote an object that shouldn’t be there, but the data peak in the graph is there in the absence of logic. The object is moving at great speed. Eason brushes away his locks and rubs his eyes as he concentrates on the data. He cross-references a couple of books that he keeps close by. He looks at the page and runs his fingers across certain calculations. He taps his finger over the answer, as if to signify that yes, this is what he thought it would be. He runs his fingers on the screen and taps the number on the screen in a similar fashion, signaling in agreement with his findings. Eason then sits back on an old office chair, and stares at the ceiling, with his hands crossed on top of his head. He stares up at the creaking roof moving from the wind that is seemingly intent on tearing it off. There is no emotion on his face, just the certain blank stare one gets when deep in thought. Just as he moves his locks away one more time, the message on the screen presents a finite number “Program Complete – Probability 99.99%”. He picks up the phone and dials Walt’s telephone number. 

“Hello Walt, 99.99%.” he conveys as if not believing the words out of his mouth. 

“Whatever it is, it is heading here and yes, the vector is 3.14159”. 
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ON THE OTHER SIDE OF the world, Walt’s earlobe hugs the phone receiver tightly. He listens to Eason while he writes some notes down on his notepad, “Eason thanks for the info. I will pass it along.”

Walt begins typing an email while Eason continues to talk. 

“Yes, please run the coordinates, we need to know where this object is headed”, Walt coldly responds, and types further on the keyboard.

“Distinguished Gentlemen,” the Email begins, “We are at a historic moment in time. When our world is on the cusp of finality. As we look to the heavens for salvation our science continues to provide us with answers. Today we have received confirmation that we are not alone. We......”

Walt stops mid-sentence and tells Eason, “Ok, let me know”, he sets the receiver down and continues typing. 

“We are fortunate to be listening, when the rest of the world has stopped listening at all”, Walt looks at the screen, contemplating for a while, before continuing, with purpose, on his email. He taps away for several more minutes, stopping every so often to think about the seriousness of his words. 

He ends his email succinctly, 


” May God save us all, 

Walter Thompson, Senior Staff Scientist, Southern 107 Observatory”


All over the world Walter’s email is read with eyes wide open. Calls are made and emails are sent back and forth. The small group of research teams continue to comb through the data. They are amazed at the results and some scientists make known why they fear their meaning. The size and speed are astonishing, but the debate rages on. How is that speed achieved, and how and why is it headed here. All agree on one thing, that the anomaly is headed to this once blue jewel of a dying planet.

The blue oceans have risen considerably, three feet in the past 10 years. Antarctica has been besieged by earthquakes and glacier recession. Years of war, famine, and pestilence, have eroded the population from a multitude of 8 billion to a barely present 200 thousand, strewn over multiple continents. It’s humanity's last gasp. The previous efforts to save man have all ended in failure.  Including Earth’s scientific community attempting to terraform the big red planet. But political ideologies among countries eventually destroyed the nuclear and chemical machinery that finally contaminated Mars's surface. Other endeavors to change and capture greenhouse gases on earth had only accelerated the rate of climatic change and the intensity of most storms. And finally, in desperation and unity, countries shared resources to build an extraplanetary ship with specially chosen volunteers. All of whom have been idealized on posters long since faded. Now, mankind is no longer bickering over resources or territory. They are the huddled masses reduced to little factions; whose sole purpose is to keep on living. They are bound in finding solutions to the ever-changing landscapes and weather events that have plagued the planet for years on end.  These sentries are the lightkeepers of the ever-dying flame of mankind.
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Chapter 2 — The Beacon
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The flag flying over this lonely post, strains at the force of the wind. The anemometer spins wildly and bits of snow form trails over the peaks of the buildings. The cold and the wind are two friends that fight the warmth of the sun as it stands defiantly at its apex. Only thick coated animals dare brave this foreign landscape, inhospitable and lonely.

The only soul this way north sits in front of his computer monitor, typing out a long email. “Hope we can meet you in Greenland” the message in the email reads with a clear destination. Eason hits the send button and watches it leave his outbox before shutting the monitor off. He then picks up the phone and dials his wife Mary’s telephone number. 

“Hi honey, I need you to get packed right away. We leave tomorrow.” Eason tells his wife. 

He further explains in a somewhat irritated tone, “I’ll tell you more when I get there, I’m about to shut the observatory down.” 

The feminine inquisitive voice is worried and caring.

“I’ll tell you more when I get there,” he pauses for a moment to listen, “Just let me get out of here.” 

Eason hangs up and begins to gather things off his desk. The scientist packs the two books he has used for all his experiments. He gathers his notes, pictures of his wife, parents and one of his daughter Amelia. She would have been nine this past January, but the Red virus drained the life out of her five years ago. He holds the locket around his neck in his hand, as he takes one last look at her picture, before packing it away. She was taken from him during the worst part of the Red virus pandemic. It was a time when there were millions of deaths, and whole families were hollowed out. 

Eason continues walks to the hallway and down a stairway that leads to the berthing areas. He moves past his dead friend Cameron’s old room to the right, he too was consumed by the Red virus, but Eason doesn’t stop to pay him tribute. It was Cameron who infected his daughter with the disease. Cameron did not get tested, even after showing symptoms. Cam made an appearance at the barbecue that was being held for Amelia’s on her birthday. He wished her a happy birthday and patted her on her head. Two weeks later Amelia was quarantined, and Cameron had been cremated. Eason continues past Cameron’s bedroom and on to his. Eason hurriedly packs the remaining mementos. Once finished, he gathers his things and bolts out the door. 

Eason has a specific set of instructions he must follow and begins to set the disaster plan in place. First, he must switch the heating elements into power saving mode. This will only warm the motors in a predetermined cycle. Second the heating liquid must be pumped out of the radio array, so it doesn’t freeze in the pipes that lead into the antenna. Third, he must shutter all the heating and wastewater conditioning systems that allow a person to live comfortably at the facility. Eason checks all the items on his list, making sure to keep the facility viable for whoever may inhabit it in future. Looking back over his shoulder as he leaves, Eason sees the lights on the panel turn off one by one. He continues down the hall and on to the electrical room. The heavy sealed door is hard to open. He mumbles under his breath and lifts the awkward handle. The motion activated lights turn on and he proceeds to the electrical panel. There he continues with his list. Breaker one – Kitchen, Breaker two – Living area, Breaker three – Lower Berthing...so on and so on, until he finally starts the timer switch for the garage. He closes the panel and walks into the hallway leading into the garage. Even while he does all this, Eason thinks of his daughter who would often smile when he got home, she would jump happily unto his lap and ask him all sorts of questions about his day. Eason continues down the short ladder to the garage cement floor. 

Once there he thinks to himself, there is plenty of time to think of the past, but now he must get out of the garage before the timer goes off. He gathers his things into the cab of the only remaining Bombardier BR180 Snow-Cat vehicle, hops in and begins to open the massive garage doors. The timer shows 15 minutes on the wall. That is how much time he has before the generator shuts down, forcing him to have to make the long walk back to the electrical panel, and reset the timer. He primes the diesel engine, sets his foot on the clutch, and turns the key to the ignition. A deep grumble signifies the beastly engine has come to life while a dark cloud of fumes rises out of the exhaust. The only visual evidence of the mammoth Snow-Cat taking deep breaths. Slowly the behemoth exits the crypt. It lunges forward into the coldness. 

“Eight hours” Eason breathes out, as he stares into white snow-covered terrain that lays ahead. 

He presses the throttle forward and stares at the GPS unit. The sky slowly consumes the light as the Snow-Cat deliberately moves further south away from the observatory’s grasp.

It’s not an easy trek travelling from the North Eastern part of Lake Winnipeg to outside of Lake Manitoba riding a Snow-Cat. The roads heading north have long since been consumed by the ever-increasing snow. Although Mary, a nurse by trade that insisted on staying in Canada to combat the Red virus, understands that things are totally different now. The weather conditions have deteriorated and are brutal for the most parts of the year. The nominal temperature hovers around -30 degrees Celsius, 243K as the scientists express it, but she has made her peace with it. She knew Eason was trying to find a way to save us all. Staying was the least she could. So, she hunts, even though she hates killing animals. She fishes, wherever there are fish swimming, and she gathers whatever things that can be saved.  The past week as she chased a deer in her snowmobile, she ran across an abandoned store on the north side of Provincial Highways 4.  She filled her sled up with canned beans, corn and an assortment of nearly expired Spam and stocked her stores the best she could. It hasn’t been easy, but everybody does whatever they can do to survive.  Mary is antsy and begins packing what she thinks they will need. Eason did not explain much, but she knows he is coming home. They both continue to mourn the loss of their daughter, they both forged forward, slowly, and methodical.
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WALT READS THE EMAIL that Eason sent. He contemplates the words on the screen “.... The data suggests a controlled flight. The arrival is projected in 30 days”, as he thinks back at the last meeting with Eason. 

It has been over 20 years now. Eason had just received his PhD from the University of Calgary. Eason’s parents were still alive then. In fact, Walt recommended the school to Eason’s dad when they ate dinner one night discussing Eason’s recent internship. Walt and Charley, Eason’s Dad, were close. Both had served in the Iran uprising of 2050 when they were young. They had stayed in touch through the years looking back at their time in the Canadian Special Operations Forces. A time where they both became men, both as soldiers and as family men. Walt would share his family pictures and stories of parenthood, and Charley would bristle as a new parent talking about his boy’s blue eyes. The Red pandemic changed all that. Now as he reads further his grief can be seen in his eyes. Too many people lost, too few now. Eason’s details continue “...the response has only been strictly from our milli wave beacons. But none from the object. We can only assume they are receiving. Please request United Federation Directive: 12874” 
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ON THE SOUTHERN OBSERVATORY 105, Sam Wilson reads the same email that was transmitted through the emergency email distribution list for the United Federation. The United Federation is a loosely affiliated band of scientists and leaders that have remained in contact after the last Russo-American war in 2075. A pact forged after 3 Billion people were vaporized. The destruction happened over a misunderstanding about land access to the Iranian oil fields. Russia had accused the United States of making the journey through the wasteland of the Garagum desert, in the newly formed US territory of Umsurrat, too difficult and unnecessarily degrading. The Russian army was required to stow their convoy transport turrets and belly guns when their convoys traveled through the corridor. General Andre Gorkinko miscalculated one day.  He ordered the lead transports





[image: ]





























[image: ]











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
From the mind of an exciting new Science Fiction
author

AS TIME
NARROWS...






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





d2d_images/scene_break.png





