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The starship, wide and long
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The thing was lost and gone

The public had moved on 

They sang a different song 

And David Kingston, too

Was feeling rather blue

But unlike all the rest 

A weight was on his chest 

Connections pulled him back 

Towards the beaten track 

A target on his head

A foe who wants him dead

The riddle of the ship

An unrelenting grip

The web of tricks and lies

What is the big surprise? 

THE EPIPHANY

CHAPTER 1

The taxi pulled up outside the Mapharno City Wildlife Museum, and David Kingston climbed out. 

David had been taking things easy for the last couple of weeks. He hadn’t conducted any lectures or museum tours; instead, he’d been relaxing at home, going for long walks along the Gonsai River, and generally enjoying some down time. The Conservation saga had taken its toll on him, and he felt as though he needed to recuperate from it all somehow.

Feeling refreshed after his short break, he was now ready to get back to work and conduct a tour at the museum.

As he entered the building, one of the temp receptionists looked up at him and smiled.

‘Good morning, Professor.’

‘Good morning.’

As David began to walk away towards the staff room, the receptionist called him back.

‘Professor? There’s a letter here for you.’

David took the letter, then entered the staff room to get a drink.

Sitting down with a cup of hot tea, David opened the envelope and took out the letter. Out of habit, he looked towards the bottom of the page first to see who the sender was. His heart skipped a beat when he saw it was Terence Tringley.

34 Taulston Rd  20.9.86

Lingdale

Mapharno City

LD14 6PA

Tel: 0842736210

Dear David,

I hope you are well.

I recently spoke to my son, and he informed me that you’ve been over at Planet’s Reach.

As you know, the issues surrounding the Conservation Project have been stressful and taxing for many people, and I imagine it’s been a very stressful time for you, too. I know how much you care about wildlife, including the wildlife you donated to the project.

It’s been a long time since we last spoke, David. We’re not getting any younger, either, so how about we meet up some time? It’d be nice to see you again. 

My phone number and address is at the top of this letter. Call me, or drop by some time. Also, please accept my attached gift. I feel as though I owe it to you.

Kind regards,

Terence Tringley

David looked at the date at the top of the letter. It was written around the time that the surveillance probe made contact with Conservation.

Attached gift? What attached gift?

The ripped envelope sat on the table in front of him, and he picked it up and dipped his hand inside. A small slip of paper sat at the bottom.

‘What the....’ 

It was a cheque; a cheque for a large sum of money.

David glanced around the staff room, checking whether anyone was watching him. There were a couple of cleaners over in the corner, and a clerk behind him sipping coffee, but none of them were paying him any attention. Placing the papers down on the table, he tried to analyse what was going on here.

Terence Tringley was offering him a large sum of money. Why? Was it compensation for the loss of his animals, or was it some kind of bribe? And if it was a bribe, what was the bribe for?

I recently spoke to my son, and he informed me that you’ve been over at Planet’s Reach.

David suspected that Terence Tringley may have been bribing him in order to stop him from digging up any more information about the generation ship. It was the only explanation he could come up with, and it made sense.

‘Well, it’s good to be back,’ David muttered, sarcastically, to himself. 

Stuffing the letter and the cheque into his inside pocket, David finished his drink and prepared himself for the day’s wildlife presentation.

CHAPTER 2

The bags under Paul Tringley’s eyes had faded, and as he walked along the top floor corridor of Planet’s Reach, there was a slight spring in his step like there used to be before the recent Conservation drama.

So far, Harriett’s prediction had been right. The media frenzy surrounding the suicide footage from the ship had been fierce, and Paul had been forced to conduct several awkward televised interviews during the last few weeks, but things were now showing signs of slowing down. All he had to do was ride out the storm for a little while longer, and the mess would be behind him.

Inside his office, he powered up his laptop, and opened some emails. There were a few emails from Astral Energy regarding new orders and contracts, a report from the head technician about the latest mining shuttle, and one or two emails from corporate insurance companies. 

There was also an email from Paul’s special contact.

The sender of the photograph had still not been found, claimed his contact, but he was working on some leads. Paul’s anxiety had lessened on that front, too. The person, or persons, behind the blackmail campaign were still out there, but he had the best man on the case.

Whoever had sent the damning photograph of his father would soon be dead, he surmised.

CHAPTER 3

Lyssa smirked and shook her head. ‘Last time we were here, you said that it was time to walk away from the whole thing.’

‘I know,’ said David. ‘I did say that.’

‘But now you’re thinking about doing some more digging.’

David and Lyssa were sitting in a coffee shop in District 2, the one next to the busy roundabout. Lyssa held Terence Tringley’s letter in her hands, and the cheque was sitting on the table in front of them.

‘It seems to me that I’m being bribed, Lyssa. And if I’m being bribed, why am I being bribed?’

Lyssa glanced around the coffee shop to check no one was listening. ‘Maybe it’s not a bribe. Maybe it’s compensation.’

‘It could be, but...’

‘But what?’

‘But I’m just not sure.’

Lyssa lapsed into thought for a moment, pulling her dark silky hair behind her head, tightening the ponytail that she wore. ‘Why don’t you phone him?’

‘I can’t quite bring myself to do it,’ replied David, gazing out the window towards the roundabout. ‘It’s been too long.’

‘Are you going to cash the cheque?’

David clenched his jaw. ‘Not if it’s what I think it is.’

‘You need to find out, then,’ sighed Lyssa.

‘Maybe there’s one last thing I need to check out.’

‘What’s that?’

‘Well, when I carried out my previous research at Planet’s Reach, maybe I should have had a look in the government archives as well.’

‘Hhmm, that’s true,’ said Lyssa, taking a sip of her coffee.

‘The Inignian National Archives are in Deritchford, South West Mapharno. I’m thinking about going over there to see what I can find. There must be some kind of information about...you know who, over there.’

Lyssa was well aware that David was referring to Dolph Veale. ‘Maybe there is,’ she said, weakly. ‘But are you sure you want to do this? Are you sure you want to get involved in this again?’

David was quiet for a few seconds. He took a sip of his tea, placed it back down on the table, then said, ‘I’ll have a look in the national archives, just to see whether there’s anything of relevance over there. If there isn’t, I’ll be prepared to walk away from the whole entire fiasco for good.’

‘And if there is?

‘If there is,’ said David, adjusting his glasses, ‘I think I may give Terence Tringley a phone call after all.’

CHAPTER 4

The residential street was quiet and leafy; situated in District 12, it was away from the commerce and bustle of the central districts. When a car appeared in the distance there were not many people around, apart from a few kids playing football by a row of garages.

There were two men sitting in the car as it rolled slowly along the road. A slim man in the driver’s seat, and a hulk of a man in the passenger seat. They scanned the houses as they cruised along the street, looking for door numbers. When they found the one they were looking for, they stopped outside.

The driver’s door opened, and Raige stepped out of the vehicle. Slim, suited, hair neatly combed, briefcase in hand, Raige could’ve passed for an estate agent or an accountant. For this reason, he was always the one to exit the car first in situations like this. Niko’s huge physique attracted too much unwanted attention; he only got out of the car if it was required.

Raige walked up the garden path, and knocked on the door of the house. The garden was unkempt and overgrown. He suspected no one would answer. Nonetheless, he patted his suit pocket to make sure his counterfeit business cards were still in there.

After looking through files in the National Archives, Raige knew that Dolph Veale had lived at this address at some point in the past, before he boarded the ship, and so he needed to check it out. He wasn’t sure what he expected to find here, or whether he would find anything at all, but it was a lead that simply had to be investigated.

After two knocks, there was still no answer. 

Raige crouched down on the doorstep, and opened his briefcase. Inside the briefcase was a neat array of locksmith tools, and he used them to pick the lock of the front door.

When the door clicked open, he waved at Niko.

Niko had the kind of appearance that imprinted itself upon one’s memory. He was not a man who could be passed on the street without a second look. At six feet four inches, he was a giant; coupled with his steroid-saturated muscular frame, he was a monster. His legs had the thickness of redwood tree trunks, his chest resembled a beer keg trying to break free from the inside of his leather jacket, and his shaven head had the appearance of a haphazardly sculpted boulder. During his days as a debt collector, he had made a few grown men soil their underwear without even laying a hand on them. Some would say he looked the part.

The house was quiet, and boxes were stacked and scattered around the place.

‘Somebody’s moving out,’ said Raige, as he walked into the living room and saw more boxes. 

After asking Niko to search the upper floor, Raige busied himself in the downstairs living room and kitchen. The place was a mess. Piles of clothes were draped across chairs, dusty ornaments were stacked on kitchen surfaces, and boxes full of papers and books were lined up against almost every wall. Raige knelt down beside one of the boxes and sifted through its contents, looking for any identification.
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