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And those who husbanded the Golden Grain,

And those who flung it to the Winds like Rain,

Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d

As, buried once, Men want dug up again.

 

The Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám

 

 

The gladdest moment in human life, me thinks,

is a departure into unknown lands.

 

Sir Richard Burton
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Author’s Note

 

Reviver is my B movie. Not in budget, but more specifically in terms of content. The ideas and concepts in Reviver are a little wild, and happily unbelievable. I needed to write something different from my usual Greenland crime books and thrillers. I wanted science fiction, but grounded in the familiar. But to be honest, what I really wanted was to write something about dinosaurs!

 

This is that something.

 

Readers of my other works may struggle to suspend disbelief while reading Reviver. Hell, I struggled. But I had so much fun during the struggling, that I wanted to struggle some more. So, spoiler alert, there will probably be a sequel. The events of Reviver are wrapped up at the end of this book, but as you will see, there is potential for more to come.

 

Oh, and for those readers who might, just might, have drifted over from the cosy(ish) Greenland Missing Persons series, I should add that Reviver is full of profanities. Wrangling dinosaurs, apparently, can lead to the occasional swear word. Or, in this case, lots.

 

That’s it for now. I’ll leave you in the capable hands of Luci, Haines, Beane, and Jay, amongst others, and some big old beasts that have returned in the pages of this book.

 

Chris

February 2023
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Warren Elaine Haines, the fifty-three-year-old US Senator for Utah, was late. She was also partially lost. She lost her way somewhere between a cold vanilla latte and a tired cheeseburger, cursing her smartphone and all security applications that blocked everything, including Google Maps, which she needed, wanted, and would gladly turn a blind eye to the latest run of memos reminding her why she shouldn’t use it. According to the god of government memos, she shouldn’t even switch on the GPS locator service on her phone. And neither should she call for instructions, directions, or even a fucking Uber. In fact, she guessed what they really wanted was for her to leave the damned smartphone at home and use a map.

That’s right.

They wanted her to use a map.

She had a perfectly functional GPS mounted to the dash. But no, they wanted her to use a map, the paper kind she might possibly be able to find in a gas station, the kind of map with a hundred adverts printed around the border and a thousand more on the back of it. 

Haines pulled over to the side of the road, cursing herself for thinking it was a straight run south on UT 68 to Elberta – which it was – before hanging a right and taking the 36 to Vernon.

Vernon.

When had she ever been to Vernon?

And why was she going there now, late on a Saturday night, blowing off her daughter’s gymnastics rehearsal – again – because some guy with a lot of political sway told her she had to be there?

“Okay, maybe it’s not sway, as such,” she said, running her hand through her black shoulder length hair after a moment’s pause to check it really was the lights of Elberta in front of her and driving back onto the highway. “But the promise of sway.”

Memories of a tall, lean man in his early sixties – well dressed with a trim grey beard, body, and the firm handshake to go with it – flickered into her mind as she calmed down and settled into the drive. 

“Glenn Adler,” she said, as the man’s name popped into her mind along with another image of his face – also lean, but with a peculiar scar that bit into his top lip, lefthand side, like an arrowhead. She remembered looking twice, catching the glint of something in his grey eyes, and then swallowing hard to reset, before she let another part of her body drive, instead of the legendary sharp mind and even sharper tongue she cultivated in Washington, D.C. and when necessary, in her home state of Utah. Haines and Adler might have made a good team – her aide had even said so when they compared notes after that first meeting – were it not for Bill Haines and their daughter, fourteen-year-old Tessa, and a marriage that, despite one fling and an affair each, had survived local and national politics for as long as Haines cared to remember.

Headlights flashing in the rear-view mirror distracted her for a moment and she slowed, thinking the car would speed up to pass her, only to discover the driver matched her speed.

“Weird,” she said, suddenly acutely aware of the lack of backup or security of any kind. “Not even my damned phone,” she said with another glance in the mirror. But Adler had said she would be perfectly safe, and that he wouldn’t let anything happen to her. Which was both reassuring and patronising at the same time.

Haines increased speed, slowed through Elberta, then accelerated again on the last thirty-some miles to Vernon.

Vernon.

“Of all the places to arrange a secret meet, Adler had to choose a one horse town with an old backcountry airstrip. Disused,” she added, remembering Adler saying something about it belonging to the Bureau of Land Management.

Talking aloud was another one of Senator Haines’ trademark traits, but she stopped when the big SUV behind her flashed its lights again. 

“What?” She shook her head, as if the driver could see her. “You think I’m going to just stop, jump out and make small talk with a complete stranger in the middle of nowhere?”

The driver flashed again, and Haines slowed. She glanced at the glove box, imagining the headlines about some crazy senator blasting a kid with her Glock G43X subcompact 9mm – a belated fiftieth birthday present from husband Bill – splashed across every broadsheet, tabloid, and blog from Salt Lake City to wherever-the-fuck.

“Nope,” she said, slowing again and bumping the wheels onto the side of the road. “I’m not going to be that senator.” She stopped the car, shifted into neutral, and glanced once more at the glove box. Haines took a long breath. Adler had promised to protect her. This – whatever it was – could be Adler’s protection. “I sure hope so,” she whispered as she turned her head and watched a black man in his thirties step out of the passenger side of the SUV and jog to her passenger door.

“Senator Haines? Ma’am?”

Haines took a moment to study the man’s face – close-shaved, clean – and his smart but practical clothes. She nodded.

“Mr Adler sent me and my partner…” The man gestured at the SUV parked behind Haines’ 2015 Ford sedan. He turned back and said, “My name’s Jim Beane. Like the whisky?” He smiled, adding, “Kinda.”

“Mr Beane?” Haines smiled. “Like that English guy?”

“Well, I wouldn’t know about that,” Beane said. He shrugged and pointed at the passenger seat. “Any chance I could ride with you? Unless you’d rather I switch with Claud?”

“Claude?”

“No, ma’am. That’s Claudia Baur. She’s driving the SUV. We’re with Rhodium Security, contracted to WARDEV.” Beane turned his head as a car approached. Haines saw Beane’s slow but deliberate shift of stance, and the discrete but definite movement of his right hand inside his jacket as if he was reaching for a gun. He said nothing more until the car passed and its red lights disappeared from Haines’ rear-view mirror. “What do you say, ma’am?”

“Adler sent you?”

“He did.”

Haines glanced in her side mirror for a glimpse of Claudia Baur behind the wheel of the SUV, but saw little more than a shadow. She drummed her fingers on the steering wheel for a second and then reached down to press the button to unlock the door. 

“Thank you, ma’am,” Beane said as he slid onto the passenger seat. He was broader than Haines had first imagined, but otherwise compact; he filled the seat comfortably, but with no excess, which seemed fitting for someone who worked in private – hopefully high-end – security. “If you just keep going,” he said, nodding for Haines to drive. “I’ll keep quiet. You won’t even notice me.”

“I doubt that,” Haines said. “But…” She pulled into the road and smiled as Baur followed at a comfortable distance. “I could use the company. I was about going out of my mind with all this security and the whole sneaky beaky conspiracy theory vibe Adler has going on.” She waited for Beane to comment, caught the smile on his lips, and took that as a sign she could continue in the same vein. “You think so too?”

“Adler doesn’t pay me to think too much, ma’am. He has other people for that.”

“Okay.” Haines reached for a bottle of water and tapped Beane’s arm with it. “Would you open that for me?” She took it back once he had removed the cap and took a long swallow. “So, tell me, what exactly does Adler pay you for?”

“Mr Adler pays Rhodium for the personal protection of all employees, associates, and guests that have anything to do with the project.”

“WARDEV?” Haines slipped the bottle into the well of the dash. “I don’t even know what that is.”

“Mr Adler will tell you just as soon as we arrive.”

“And until then?”

Beane grinned and made a zipping motion across his lips.

“Nothing?”

“Not much, anyway.”

“Okay…” Haines said nothing for the better part of a minute and then tried a new tack. “How about you? Are you military?”

“I was.”

“Let me guess, you were a SEAL?”

“I was a Raider, ma’am.”

“And what’s that?”

“A Critical Skills Operator with the Marines.”

“Oh,” Haines said. “You’re with MARSOC, then?”

“That’s right,” Beane said. He grinned, adding, “Special Operations Command. We get up to some stuff.”

“Overseas?” 

“Mostly.” Beane nodded.

“But now?”

“Two kids – twin girls, with one more on the way, and a big floppy-eared dog called Chester.” Beane paused as another car approached, and then continued with the cheesy grin that belonged to a tired but content young father. “Michelle thought I should be around a bit more for number three.”

“And Chester?”

“Oh, yeah, she’s a handful, but Chelle’s got her eating out of her hand.”

“And the twins?”

A flash of light that had nothing to do with an oncoming vehicle lit Beane’s eyes and he smiled. “Yeah…” he said, before falling into a silence that Haines decided not to intrude upon.

I can be nice, she thought, enjoying the fact she was, for once, not sitting with a potential adversary ready to stab her in the political back at the first opportunity. This is the nice me.

“And take the next left,” Beane said, returning from his silent reverie with a lick of professional edge to his voice. “There’s a track about a hundred yards after that.” He waited for Haines to turn and then added, “It gets a little bumpy.”

“A little?” Haines gripped the wheel and slowed as the road surface changed from smooth asphalt to gravel and potholes filled with backcountry shenanigans. “This is Bill’s car. He loves this car.”

“Yeah, well,” Beane said, dropping the professional touch for a smidgen of banter. “If you’d chosen a bigger Ford…”

“Beane,” Haines said.

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Keep your eyes peeled.”

“Ah, yes, ma’am.”

“Isn’t that what they say?” Haines asked as Beane suppressed a laugh. “Aren’t you supposed to be that guy?”

“I am that guy, ma’am,” Beane said. He tapped the dashboard and pointed to a smooth stretch of gravel big enough for two cars. “But as you can see, there’s really nothing out here.”

Haines stopped the car and turned off the engine. She nodded as the dust settled and Baur parked the SUV behind her. She killed the lights and drew a sudden breath as the darkness descended. The lights of Vernon were far behind them, further north, and little more than a soft white glow on the horizon.

“In Afghanistan,” Beane said softly, “the Brits called this kind of space The Great Fuck All, as in there’s fuck all out there.” Beane shrugged and said, “Most of the time they were right, but, you know, there’s a beauty in nothingness, and the more nothing there is, the more beautiful it gets.”

“Beane,” Haines said.

He turned, jerking his head a little as if snapping out of another daydream. “Yes?”

“You’re not the steely eyed operator I thought you were.”

“No, ma’am. I guess not.”

Haines pressed her thin lips into a smile and then gestured at the scrub and wide-open land in front of them. “And what now? Do we just wander off into the great fuck all? Or do we wait for a flying saucer to beam us onto the mother ship?”

“Over there,” Beane said, pointing. “Do you see that oil can?”

“The rusted red one with the red stripe?”

“The only oil can,” Beane said.

“I see it, Mr Bean,” Haines said, giving Beane a taste of her sharp tongue to remind him she was, in fact, a US senator.

“Well, ma’am,” he said. “To the right of the oil can is a concealed entrance to a tunnel…”

Haines felt her jaw drop and said, “You’re kidding?”

“I guess it’s more of a pipe than a tunnel,” Beane said, not missing a beat. “But there’s a long ladder and a bit of a climb.” He pointed at the SUV behind them. “Claud has some extra sneakers that might fit if you need something more comfortable.”

“To climb in, you mean?”

“To climb down,” Beane said.

“And just how far down are we going to climb, Marine?”

“Oh, about fifty feet. Deep enough to protect us from the radiation burst.”

“What radiation burst?”

“Ah, that’s classified, ma’am. But as soon as we get below, Adler will fill you in on everything.”

“Adler is underground? Right now?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Beane said as he opened the door. “He promised he would keep you safe, didn’t he?”

“Yes, but…”

“Well,” Beane said, interrupting. “Underground is the safest place. And it’s more comfortable than you can imagine.”

“Comfortable?”

“That’s right.” Beane nodded. “It has to be, considering how long we might be down there.”

“Wait…” Haines reached for Beane as he stepped out of the car. Her hands clasped a handful of warm air rather than the sleeve of his jacket she was aiming for. She opened her door and joined him at the front of the car. Haines ignored the blonde-haired and pale-skinned Baur as she walked towards them and stopped Beane with her palm pressed to his chest. “You just said underground, radiation burst, and something about a long time.” She took a breath as he nodded. “Are we under attack? Is this it?” She shook her head as if she couldn’t believe what she was about to say. “Tell me, Beane, is this the end of the world as we know it?”

“No, ma’am,” Beane said as Haines let her hand fall to her side. “If this was the end of the world, and I knew about it, I would be at home with Chelle, the kids, and the floppy-eared dog.” He grinned as Baur whispered the name Chester. 

“Then what the hell is this?” Haines said.

“This…” Beane gestured at the mountains in the distance. “This is the beginning of the world that once was.”

“What?”

“And you, Senator, have been chosen to witness it.”

“I don’t…”

“This way, ma’am,” Baur said with a gentle touch of Haines’ elbow. “I have some shoes in your size in the back of the truck.” She nodded at the SUV. “If you’ll come this way?”

“Yes,” Haines said, switching to autopilot. “Yes, of course.”

She followed Baur to the rear of the SUV, only to look up at something bright in the night sky – a satellite, tracing a glittery arc in the heavens above them.
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It wasn’t much, but it was home. Lucille Hampton’s parents had lived at 52 Badger Street, Churlington Hawley, on the outskirts of Manchester, England, for as long as Luci could remember. She had a vague recollection of a small apartment with damp on the walls – one of her very earliest and briefest memories – but the russet Cheshire brick walls of her parents’ house, the bay window out the front, and the old thunderbox with the thankfully disused outside toilet by the fence next to the rail tracks were familiar surroundings, and a safe base from which to start a new adventure. Jocelyn, Luci’s identical twin sister, thought so too, and it was agreed that mum and dad would finish what Joshua Hampton dubbed the last supper while she picked up her sister from the airport. Luci’s dad didn’t do dad jokes, but he liked to throw a quote or two into conversation whenever he thought he might get a laugh.

“But it’s just us, Dad,” Luci reminded him on her way out of the door. “You don’t have to try so hard. We’re your daughters. We’re obliged to laugh.”

“Best not to get him started on obligations, love,” Beth Hampton said, pressing the keys to the Mini into Luci’s hands as she pushed her daughter gently out of the house. Elizabeth Hampton had given her daughters her blonde hair, while it was the twins’ father who had passed down his long legs and brown eyes. Luci kissed her mum’s cheek, clicked the key fob to unlock the car, and waved at her dad as she left the house. She checked her watch as she ducked into the car and cursed as she realised the motorway would be heaving so late in the afternoon and she had better take the back road to the airport. Luci backed out of the drive, bumped the Mini off the half kerb in front of their house, and accelerated along the quiet suburban street.

Jocelyn Hampton’s text beeped into Luci’s smartphone as she stopped at the single set of lights in the centre of the village of Churlington Hawley. She confirmed she was on her way with a suitably cheeky emoji, and then tucked in behind a tractor heading out of the village. Luci knew the lanes were too tight and had too many bends for her to overtake, and settled into the tractor’s slow, if a little maddening pace. She glanced at her hair in the rear-view mirror and wondered what Joci would make of her new look. They had worn the same clothes, shared the same makeup, and even swapped a few of the same boyfriends for much of their early adult life, until Joci made a break for independence when they turned twenty-four with a new look, including a new hairstyle and the kind of piercings that made their dad blush and their mother cry. Joci removed the nose ring six months later but kept the one in her belly button despite repeated infections that suggested it was a lost cause.

“I don’t mind the scabs,” she told Luci. “But the smell can be a little overwhelming.”

Luci didn’t like to ask for whom? As she wondered how often Joci’s nose got anywhere near her belly. But it was one of those sisterly things that was simply accepted, logged, and conveniently forgotten until the perfect moment arrived, usually over dinner when meeting boyfriend number eight, or nine, or the one after that.

The tractor slowed to make the sharp turn into a field and Luci accelerated into the next bend, ignoring the beep of her phone which she guessed meant Joci had landed, and the following two which she knew were probably through passport control and I’ve got my bags. The fourth would be an impatient where are you? But the lanes were too tight, and Luci’s speed was far too fast, to respond.

There was something about driving within one’s limits, and then extending those limits – just a tad, that thrilled Luci. She might put words to it one day, adding something in one of her dusty journals about the marked difference between the absolute quiet of a patch of forsaken land, compared to the throaty roar of a small engine. The click and crunch of the gears, and the wash of noise from the mossy stone walls reflected back at the vehicle as she pushed the Hamptons’ Mini just a little harder, faster, and more recklessly than her mum would like or her dad would approve. When confronted, Luci would always maintain she had complete control over the vehicle, to which her mum would question if she had complete control over all vehicles, suggesting that more than one element of driving was beyond the twenty-six-year-old’s seemingly invincible powers. Her dad, on the other hand, would steer the talk in the direction of money – for repairs and insurance. And on it would go until Luci managed to deflect further chiding with mention of Joci’s latest piercing or boyfriend number eleven or twelve.

Luci slowed as she reached the main road, slipped into traffic, and then took the series of roundabouts to Terminal 3 of Manchester Airport, cursing the new fares system that had the taxi drivers up in arms, and car park companies rubbing their greedy little hands. But Luci forgot all about the trials of parking when she spotted Joci standing on tiptoe for a last goodbye kiss with boyfriend number thirteen. Luci gave her sister a blast of the horn and another when Joci flipped her the finger.

“Honestly,” Luci said, waving at the twenty-something man Joci left outside the airport as she got out of the car to greet her sister. “What are you wearing? Fly paper?”

“I’m going to ignore that,” Joci said. She collected her shoulder-length blonde hair into a short ponytail and secured it with a rubber band from her wrist. Then, taking a step back, she tilted her head to one side to give her younger sister the once over. There were just six minutes between them, and Joci used every last one of them. “Have you put on weight?”

“Muscle,” Luci said. She took a step closer to Joci, anticipating the long-overdue hug, but keeping her hands at her sides as she respected the ritual that preceded it.

“And your hair?”

“New,” Luci said. “And you like it.”

“I do.”

“Jealous?”

“Not,” Joci said with a shake of her head.

The bustle of passengers, the burr of small plastic suitcase wheels across the tarmac, and the constant opening and shutting of car doors and boots filled the air around the two sisters, but caught within their own intimate bubble, they ignored it. 

“It’s been too long,” Luci said, reaching for her sister.

“It’s only been five months,” Joci said, but returned Luci’s hug with such enthusiasm that passers-by might think the twins had been apart for at least a year, possibly longer.

Luci was the first to let go, brushing her older sister’s cheek with her lips, before reaching for the backpack Joci carried casually over one shoulder. “It’s a shame we’ve only got the one night.”

“I know,” Joci said. “Let’s make it a night to remember.” Her eyes twinkled in the afternoon light as she smiled and Luci sighed as she guessed Joci had plans for their leaving ritual, just as soon as their parents had gone to bed. She let Luci take her pack and then pointed at the car. “You took the back roads?”

“Had to,” Luci said as she stuffed Joci’s pack into the tiny luggage space at the rear of the Mini.

“It’s covered in shit, Joci.”

“Yep.”

“Dad’s gonna love you.”

“He does,” Luci said with a nod to the passenger seat. “Enough to put me on the insurance and not you.”

“That ticket was not my fault.” Joci waggled a finger at her sister as they grinned at each other across the roof of the compact British classic. “I just happened to be on the wrong road at the wrong time.”

“It wasn’t the wrong road,” Luci said. “You just picked the wrong policeman. Not all men are susceptible to the charms and wiles of Jocelyn Hampton, sis.” Luci laughed as she opened the driver’s door.

Joci shrugged and nodded at the man still waiting for his ride outside the airport. “That one was,” she said.

Luci sighed and said, “You want to give him a ride?”

“God, no.” Joci wrinkled her nose. Followed by, “Just no.” She opened the passenger door and said, “Just take me home before you make me change my mind.”

Luci waved one last time at the man, giggling as Joci dug her fingers into the waistband of Luci’s jeans and pulled her into the car.

“Luci!”

“All right. All right,” Luci said as she closed her door. “We’re leaving.”

Joci tightened her seatbelt and then tipped her head back as Luci backed out of the parking space. She closed her eyes, singing along to Have A Nice Day by Stereophonics as Luci slipped their favourite CD into the compact modern unit jury-rigged to the Mini’s ancient cassette player.

“Home soon,” Luci said, as she slipped the Mini into the airport traffic.

 

Home on Badger Street was the only home Joci said she could remember, and even though it had only been five months, she took the usual tour of the house once she had escaped her mum’s hug and dad’s goofy antics as he searched for the boyfriend he was sure the girls had left in the car.

“Don’t look at the car, Dad,” Joci said, flashing Luci a cheeky grin as she successfully deflected Joshua Hampton’s attention to her younger sister, and the speed at which she must have been driving to make such a mess of the Mini.

Luci resigned herself to the lecture she knew was about to erupt from her dad, while wondering if it was even worth reminding him – again – that she had just turned twenty-six and that she wasn’t daddy’s little girl anymore. 

Neither of them were. 

But neither did he nor their mother know the true destinations to which their daughters were headed the following day, and she endured his parental rant, taking his hand when his blood pressure got the better of him, just as she knew Joci would do when he revisited the question of relationships somewhere between the end of dinner and the nightcap he felt he deserved before heading up the stairs to bed.

Dinner passed and the lies, like the red wine, flowed to and fro across the table as Luci told them all about the archaeological dig she had been invited to visit in the Mojave Desert, California, while Joci gave an equally enthusiastic account of her upcoming internship with the latest hot NGO at their headquarters in Belgium. It wasn’t until the girls tidied up in the kitchen that they whispered their true destinations while mum and dad put their feet up in the lounge in front of Strictly Come Dancing.

“Libya,” Luci whispered. She nodded as Joci raised her eyebrows. “A little east of Harat Zuwayyah.”

“Okay.” Joci dipped her head around the open doorway separating the kitchen from the lounge area. “That’s full on,” she said. “It’s still a dig, though?”

“Of course,” Luci said. “Records of dinosaur fossils and finds across Africa are patchy at best. We’re hoping to do something about that.”

“You and…” Joci paused as if she was searching for a name, only to smile as she pretended to remember something she had never forgotten. “Sugar Albuquerque,” she said. “I love that name.”

“You’d love her, too, if you ever met her.” Luci reached for Joci’s arm and gently grasped her wrist. “You could come with me. Then you’d meet Sugar and…”

“Nope,” Joci said. “No can do.”

“But you said you were going to Africa?”

“Further south,” Joci said. “To Gazania.” 

“Where’s that?”

Joci shrugged and said, “No one knows. And that’s the whole point.”

Luci let go of her sister and leaned against the kitchen counter. “You always were the adventurous one.”

“Says you?” 

Joci spun the tea towel into a loose coil and snapped it at her sister. Luci cupped her hand into the dishwater and responded with a handful of bubbles aimed at Joci’s head.

“That’s it,” Joci said, as she reached for a second tea towel.

Luci grabbed an empty cup, filled it, and prepared to defend herself.

“Everything all right, girls?” Beth Hampton called from the living room.

“Everything’s fine, Mum,” Joci said. “Just dealing with some stuff.” She pointed at the cup of dishwater in Luci’s hand. “Don’t even think it,” she hissed.

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Luci said, even though they both knew she would, that she had – many times – and at the risk of spoiling Strictly, she was ready to do it again. “I won’t if you don’t,” she said.

Joci bit her bottom lip as if she was thinking about it. And then, tossing the tea towels onto the counter, she pulled a small bottle of Jack Daniels from the cargo pocket of her trousers.

“Let’s get them to bed, then we can talk,” she said, slipping the bottle back into her pocket. “I want to know everything. All right?”

“Deal,” Luci said. She glanced at the doorway and when the judges were giving feedback to the dancers, she flung the dishwater into her sister’s face.

“Girls!” 

Luci barely heard her dad shout as Joci’s shriek filled the kitchen.

“Look at you,” Joshua said as he stepped into the kitchen. “When are you going to act your age?”

“Tomorrow? Maybe,” Luci said as she smiled at her dad, just seconds before Joci lunged for the plastic bowl of dishwater.
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The light from the street twisted shadows onto the walls of Dr Chandler Green’s New York apartment. He could have drawn the curtains, dropped the blinds, or even just closed his eyes, but there was a random beauty in the shadows, and he spent another hour sipping a tall glass of bourbon, imagining the people throwing shapes on his walls. The possibilities were endless, as infinitely unique as the people of New York themselves. Green raised his glass at the latest shape – an elephant with an umbrella – and toasted diversity, followed by another toast to independent thought, free will, and all the other crap he subscribed to when he wasn’t drunk, depressed, or dead to the world as one colleague put it.

“You have to publish,” his colleague had said. “Anything.”

But Benjamin Shoot, PhD., didn’t understand NDA’s like Green did, and he sincerely hoped he never would.

A Non-Disclosure Agreement was standard fare in Green’s field of Applied Distant and Far Future Stellar Radiation, and the concepts so obtuse no one, save a few men and three women in the field, would know what he was writing about, anyway. But whereas the money was good, the organisations with the purse strings to even contemplate dipping their toes into Green’s field, were either governments – the rich kind – or billionaires with an itch to be remembered for advancing one field or another, the more profitable the better.

There was profit in the stars. Everyone knew it. But grasping concepts that could be understood, applied, and developed beyond a fancy three-dimensional simulation was not, Green knew, the best return of investment for anyone or any body with the means to invest.

Glenn Adler, taller, trimmer, and with more hair than Green, despite being twenty years the scientist’s senior, was the first to reject the impracticalities of ADFFSR or Future Applications of Stellar Radiation which he then dubbed FASR which was a much easier word to morph one’s lips around. FASR became phaser. And, before he could stop himself, Green agreed to set his phaser to stun, and present the wildest application of the as yet undefined, unexplored, and wholly unproven unimaginable stellar radiation he could dream of.
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