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Chapter One

Fremantle, Western Australia

September 24 1998 11:23am


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


When the worldwide ‘Big Event’ happened, it rained for what seemed to me to be an eternity. I could say that a lot of people were scared, but I couldn’t tell you for sure, as I don’t really know - I was pretty much locked down in my house for the whole time. All I can say for sure, is that I know I was.

Now, I will tell you exactly what happened at this time and date I have specified above, truthfully in this book.  Although, some of you might not believe me and may think that I am trying to write a semi interesting adventure story but that is not the case here. The story I am about to tell you is true.

It happened on a Monday. I was sitting at my desk, writing yet another novel that wasn’t really going anywhere when the “Big Event’ happened. All of a sudden, there was a deafening boom that had cracked across the sky, which shook the earth.

My cat, Oscar, who had been sleeping peacefully on my lap while I was typing like he usually does,  had jumped up into the air and had promptly dug his claws into my face before he fled, disappearing for the next few months, totally abandoning me.

Deafened and stunned, I stumbled out the front door and onto the porch and looked up at the sky. Before my very eyes, the sky slowly began to turn a light shade of purple, before it slowly grew darker to violet. 

Everyone on my street was standing out on their porches with the same stunned and perplexed expressions on their faces and were looking as though they were not quite sure what to do or say.

My neighbor, Frederick Russell, an elderly widow with long, grey spiky hair and who had always reminded me of Albert Einstein,  stumbled onto my front lawn, waving his arms all around the place like an imbecile, his eyes bulging out of their sockets, and although  I could see that he was screaming at me, I could not hear a thing he was saying.

“What?” I screamed at him and Fred paused for a second, before screaming back what looked like: “What?!”

I guessed that he was asking me what had happened because that is what I would be asking under these types of circumstances, so I shrugged my shoulders and pointed to my front door, indicating that I was going to go back inside. I really didn’t want to be outside in case something else happened. 

I was about to turn around and run back into my house when it started to rain. Just like that, out of the blue, as though a switch had been turned on, torrents of rain. I stood there on my porch for a while, with my mouth gaped open, because this wasn’t just any rain. It was green. Like, fluorescent green. 

I slowly backed up to my door, wide eyed and quickly stepped through the doorway before slamming the door shut.

My first thought after I had slightly recovered from the initial shock of what had just happened was to call my fiance, Shelley, who had been out visiting her parents. 

For the record, I never accompany Shelley to her parents house. They really, really do not like me and the feeling is mutual. They just think that I am a blubbering idiot and what I think of them is not appropriate to add into this book.

Anyway, once I had retained my hearing, I ran to the phone and quickly dialed the in-law's number and was relieved to discover that the phone was still connected and even more relieved when it was Shelley who answered the phone. 

“Shelley! Thank god you’re alright!” 

“Benton? What in the hell is going on?” Shelley asked, and I could hear the slight panic in her voice. 

“I have no idea.” 

“Did you hear that huge bang?” Shelley asked, flabbergasted. 

“Did I hear it? Um, yes, I am pretty sure they heard it in Mexico, dear,” I replied, trying not to sound sarcastic.

“Are you okay, Benton?”

“Yes, I’m fine, a little shaken up, but ok.”

“I’m coming home. I’ll be there soon, ok?” Shelley shouted down the phone, rather urgently. 

“No, I think you should stay there,” I told her as I looked out the window at the rain. “Have you seen what is happening outside? It may not be safe to go out there.”

“No. I’m too scared to look. I could hear people on the street screaming!”

“It’s raining bright green rain.”

“What? Are you sure?” Shelley asked, sounding even more scared.

“Yes. It’s weird. I think you should stay inside for now, Shelley. It looks as though it might be pretty bad out there... just stay inside until we figure out what is happening,ok? I’ll call you later.”

Shelley was about to object, but I slammed the phone down and strolled into the living room to switch on the television. There were news reports on every station, with anchor men and women advising the public of what had happened a mere thirty minutes ago in detail, just in case someone had forgotten or hadn’t heard the sonic boom, which the whole world had heard apparently. 

The screen then changed to video footage of green rain flooding the streets of Perth before it cut  to an image of a  worried looking man who was clutching a microphone so tight I was scared he was going to snap it in half. 

I turned the volume up on the T.V as loud as it would go, so I could hear the live conversation between the anchor woman and the field journalist. 

“Tim, what exactly is going on out there? Has there been some kind of nuclear explosion?” the anchorwoman asked. 

“Well, Julie, that is probably what is on most of our minds, but there has been no confirmation of that just yet by any of the world’s leaders, including our own government. There seems to be nothing but this vivid violet sky and the green rain. We don’t know if it is toxic at this point, but the public is advised to stay indoors and avoid walking around in it. It has been confirmed that this is a worldwide event and the Australian Prime Minister and the President of the United States will be addressing the public shortly. Back to you, Julie.”

As if in cue, the scene was interrupted by an emergency broadcast from the president of the United States, and I listened intently as he denied that any nuclear weapon had been discharged, nor had it been fired from any other country. 

He had gone on to say that it was most certainly an act of nature, with which he could not explain what had caused it or what it actually was, but was most likely due to global warming. They blame everything on global warming these days, but this time, I wasn’t convinced. I had a feeling that there was something else going on that had nothing to do with nature, but what exactly, I didn’t know.

I turned off the television, feeling rather nervous. I got up off the couch and looked out my window at the green rain and thought about Shelley and what was in store for the future. 

Two months had passed since the big event had happened and no scientific genius could find out why it had happened. Many of them had agreed it was attributed to Global Warming, stating that pollutants had somehow disrupted the earth’s weather patterns, the usual believable stuff that comes from a bull, if you know what I mean. 

Others (those conspiracy nuts) had blamed it on weather modification perpetrated by the government, believing that they had gone too far with their experiments and had done some major damage they were now trying to cover up and of course, there are the end of the worlders telling us it was an act of God and we are now experiencing the rapture. Cue eyeroll.

However, an interesting report came from Russia that there was some kind of magnetic field hovering above the city of Moscow, displaying a colorful swirling mass in the sky which covered the whole city. Then, as quickly as it had come, it disappeared and it was later seen hovering over Berlin, Paris, Rome and then Cairo. The scientists were baffled. The mesmerizing colorful mass seemed to stay in Cairo for the longest period of time. 

Because nobody knew what was actually going on, the entirety of the human population the world over were ordered into lockdown, which meant no one was to leave their homes under any circumstances, unless you had a pass to do so. No one could get a pass unless you were the delivery guy for groceries and other essential goods and services or the mailman. 

If anyone was caught outside without a pass, the punishment was imprisonment for the duration of the lockdown and a $50,000 dollar fine, payable when released, which means if you are broke, then you don’t get out of prison until your ‘debt’ to society is paid off by spending additional time in prison at $1,000 a week. 

A monthly catalog was distributed where you fill out a form to order food, alcohol, clothes, cigarettes or anything else that floats your boat.

I spent most of my days wondering where Oscar was and sitting in front of my computer finishing off a novel I had been writing and after two and a half months, I am disappointed to say that I have only completed one chapter of it.

Anyway, I think I will skip all the tedious explanations of how I spent my time depressed, scared, bored and alone during the three month lockdown and cut to the chase. 

I awoke one morning to find my bedroom exceptionally bright. It took a while for my eyes to adjust to the light, as I was used to it being dark and bleak. I felt a pang of excitement run through me when I realized the sun was shining outside and the pitter patter sound of rain was absent. 

I leapt out of bed, almost tripping over the bedclothes in my haste, before I ripped open the blinds. I smiled broadly at the sight. Everything looked normal again, as though nothing had ever happened. 

Our garden, which had looked soggy and dying from having too much water, was intact and perfect - in fact, it looked more vibrant and healthier than ever. 

The sky was blue, the birds were out and to my surprise, my black cat, Oscar, had returned and was now blissfully lying on the front lawn, rolling around in the sun and looking as though he had been there the whole time. 

I moved away from the window and ran into the living room and picked up the phone. I rang Shelley’s parents house and when I got hold of Shelley, after a seriously awkward chat with her father, she sounded as excited as I was. 

“Benton, is this for real? It looks like nothing has happened at all! You wouldn’t even think that it had been raining for all that time! We had some water damage here, but it's gone now! It’s....weird.”

​“I know...”

​“I’m coming over to see you. We’ll talk then,” Shelley told me.

​“What about the lockdown?”

​“Screw the lock down!” Shelley exclaimed, and then she hung up the phone before I could say anything else.

​I put the receiver down and walked out the front door, to greet Oscar, who was now casually strolling toward me. I bent down and picked him up and gave him a cuddle, which he hated and he let me know by struggling to get out of my grasp. 

​I was glad to see that he was alright and I had to admit, I actually missed him a lot. I let him inside and gave him a feed of cold chicken, before grabbing two cokes out of the fridge and a blanket out of the cupboard. 

​I walked back out the front and laid the blanket down on the front lawn in the sunshine and waited for Shelley to arrive. I missed her like nothing else in the world.

​Shelley arrived not long after and I jumped up and gave her a big hug.

​“I’ve missed you so much!” I exclaimed.

​Shelley laughed. “Not as much as I’ve missed you! You wouldn’t even begin to know what it was like being trapped in a house with my parents for three months! A day did not go by without us bickering!”

​I laughed. “Oh, I have a pretty good idea... here, I thought we’d lie down in the sunshine, since it hasn’t been around for a while and catch up.”

​“Good idea, Benton,” Shelley replied, giving me a sideways glance. 

​We both laid down on our stomachs and opened up our drinks. 

​“So, what do you think caused all this?” Shelley asked after a moment. 

​I shrugged. “Pretty weird.”

​“Did you hear much on the television about it?” 

​“Not much. I mainly spent my time working,” I lied.

​The truth was, I had my eyes glued to the screen, frightened out of my mind like a proper two year old. 

​“People were saying it was the end of the world...my brother and father were convinced it was aliens,” Shelley said, rolling her eyes.

​At that moment, Oscar strolled over to us and smooched Shelley on her chin. I could see that Oscar was happy to have her back too, as the damned cat made it VERY clear he preferred Shelley’s company than my own. 

​Oscar then sat down in front of us and watched as we had our conversation, looking from me to Shelley, then back at me when I spoke, as though he was following our conversation. At the time, I thought it odd that he was behaving in such a way, as he had never done this before. 

​“Aliens?” I snorted. “Of course Mr. X-Files would think that.”

​“It's closer to the truth than you think, actually,” a quiet voice spoke out all of a sudden. 

​Shelley and I both looked at each other quizzically for a second before we both looked around the property to see who had been eavesdropping on our conversation, but the street was eerily deserted and uncannily quiet, something I hadn’t really noticed until now.

​“Where is everybody?” I asked, “You’d think we’d see or hear somebody, don’t you think?”

​“Not really. Maybe they’re still inside their homes? Technically, we are still on lockdown.”

​No. It was way too quiet for that. The atmosphere was still, there wasn’t even so much as a bird or cricket chirping. It just felt... weird. Manufactured somehow even.

​“I don't know. Maybe it’s just nothing and I’m being paranoid,” I replied.

​“Well, ignorance is bliss. A classic human response,” the quiet voice uttered again.

​This time, Shelley and I sat up and looked around. I had goosebumps come up on my arms and a chill ran down my spine. As far as I could see, there was absolutely no one around. Even the neighbors' houses looked empty. Nothing looked right to me and I began to feel nervous again. 

​“Who is that talking?” Shelley asked, sounding nervous herself.

​“Bloody hell. They don’t even notice something that is staring at them plainly in the face,” the mysterious voice uttered, sounding sarcastic this time.

​I heard Shelley suddenly gasp beside me and my head snapped in her direction to see her looking down at the cat. 

​“What?”

​“Benton...” 

​“What is it?”

​“Down here, you ass!” - that voice again, louder this time. 

​I looked down at Oscar, who looked at Shelley, then back at me. 

​“At least she got it quick enough,” Oscar replied and looked at me with what looked like an arched eyebrow.

​I stared down at him in shock. “Oscar! You’re talking?!”

​“Obviously,” Oscar replied, his voice drooling with sarcasm. 

​“Actually, I have the same reaction as Benton...you can talk?!” Shelley exclaimed.

​“Yes, I can. I have always been able to do so, I just chose not to.” 

​Oscar looked up at me, with a knowing look on his face.

​His look was a sudden trigger for a flood of memories of all the nasty things I had muttered about Shelley’s parents in front of him - not to mention my choice in entertainment when I was alone that he would know about or the times I lied about things that Oscar would have KNOWN I lied about to Shelley and I started to feel a tad bit uncomfortable with that look. 

​“Firstly, before I explain myself, my name is not Oscar, even though it does sound noble enough for someone of my stature.”

​Shelley looked at me and rolled her eyes at his egotism, while I snorted, which Oscar ignored. 

​“My name is Phoenix Rossifer, a noble warrior for my Queen. I have been sent here from the planet Plyton as a spy.”

​Shelley and I stared at the cat for a minute before we both burst out laughing. I mean, how ridiculous, right?

​“A spy? From a planet named Plyton?” Shelley asked disbelievingly.

​“You are talking to a cat and yet you think that concept is ridiculous?” Phoenix replied.

​“Okay, I get your point... go on, Phoenix.”

​“Why were you sent here as a spy? Was it to spy on us?” I asked. 

​“I am getting to that, Benton,” Phoenix replied impatiently, “You see, a long time ago, our Goddess and Queen, Bastet came to Earth with a special gift-”

​“Your God is mortal?” I interrupted.

​“No, not quite. Anyway, Bastet came to Earth and offered the humans a gift-”

​“What sort of gift?” I interrupted again.

​Phoenix gave me a long, hard stare that told me to shut up before he continued. “It was a gift of great value-”

​“Yes, you’ve mentioned the gift a few times now,” I said, sounding bored.

​The cat sighed and rolled his eyes in reply. “Okay, I can see that this is not going to work since somebody here has the attention span of a garden snail. Instead, I will take you to Bastet and she will explain everything. Benton, let me warn you; Bastet is not as patient as I am and if you interrupt her...continuously, she -”

​“Hang on a minute. This is all too weird for me. Something happens to the world and I’m left talking to a cat who wants to take us to a planet that does not even exist and converse with their queen,” Shelley said, holding up her hand.

​“I assure you Plyton does exist. There are many planets that you humans have not discovered yet,” Phoenix told her, a bit indignantly.

​“Jesus, Benton. What the hell were in those cokes?” Shelley asked, laughing a little with disbelief.

​“I was just thinking the same thing,” I replied, picking up my can and sniffing the contents.

​“I can assure you your drinks were not spiked. This is actually happening. I don’t understand why you are having a hard time wrapping your little minds around this,” Phoenix replied haughtily. 

​“That is another thing. I don’t like the way you are talking to us. You are a cat and you’re acting as though we are beneath you,” Shelley snapped, scowling at him. 

​Phoenix smiled at her. I didn’t think it was possible for a cat to smile, but he did, and funnily enough, it was a sarcastic, catty smile at that.

​“That’s because you are,” he drawled slowly.

​I can tell when Shelley is mad and when she gets mad, it isn’t a pretty scene, so I interrupted their conversation and abruptly changed the subject.

​“Ok, humour us. How do we get there? This planet, I mean?”

​“I will transport you both there.” 

​“How? In a spaceship?”

​“No. With my mind,” Phoenix stated simply.

​Shelley burst out laughing. “Jesus, Benton, what did you put in these cokes? Seriously now, did you drop some acid in these?”

​“Let’s humor him,” I said, starting to wonder if someone had tampered with the cans. 

​Phoenix rolled his eyes again.

​“You think you are tripping, don’t you?” he asked accusingly. “Of course it is to be expected. You humans are so small minded.”

​I ignored his sarcastic comment and asked, “How do we do it?”
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