
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



​Heathen from Heaven


Karim Gorgi


Copyright © 2026 by Karim Gorgi

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses as permitted by copyright law.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, or products is purely coincidental.

1st edition 2026



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Acknowledgements


[image: ]




I started writing this book when I was about 16 years old, upon entering high school with a head brimming with unbounded imagination. Supported by parents who encouraged my reading by brokering a deal of unlimited spending on literature—a deal they had come to reasonably forfeit—I had thence come to the fortune of reinforcing my imaginative whims with the appropriate literary tools of learned prose.

Throughout high school, I was lucky enough to be surrounded by likeminded friends with whom I would share a passion for the arts of fiction. This passion was developed at a much younger age when my brother and I would play pretend battles pertaining to greater glories and tragedies than the ones reality could afford.

In writing this work, I made sure to only visit the keyboard at times of inspiration, which meant I was only able to finish the story at 26 years old. Now, two years later, I revisited my manuscript and took a leap towards publication. 
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To my faith in humanity, 

I miss you.

PART 8

"Life can only be understood backwards, but it must be lived forwards." - Søren Kierkegaard
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L1. STARCRAFT

OP. LAZARUS

1 HOUR BEFORE THE LAST STRIKE

Midst the vastness of space, the blood-boiling vacuum enveloped the planet they had called 'home'.

The stars gleamed throughout the never-ending night of the cosmos, the ever-expanding universe welcomed each of their glares.

It was the essence of the universe, to be only burdened by the laws of nature, free of conscious duty and desire. At that moment, Brutus thought, It's beautiful. No matter what misfortune comes your way, the stars will always shine for you in the night.

The muteness of space had rendered his thoughts undone, it was time to move on.

"Carlos," said he, eyeing the black figure floating atop Venus, "Charge up the manipulator."

Carlos nodded and charged towards the cockpit alongside Brutus. Momentarily distracted by the wormhole sucking in what's left of the Venusian atmosphere. A limbo encompassed by an amber accretion disk, a torus of circumstellar diffused matter spiraling inward towards where light cannot seem to escape. A colourful spectacle of gravitational lensing drew the shape of the much larger Venus astray, as astrophysical jets emitted through the wormhole's dark center.

"David, Carlos, Jane, Mason... Take your seats, we're heading in," ordered Brutus, charging up the ion thrusters. The L1. Starcraft accelerated and gave into the wormhole's pull.



PART 1

"The knowledge of all things is possible." - Leonardo da Vinci
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FERLICK BRAN ASTRONOMICAL OBSERVATORY

MOJAVE DESERT, SOUTHERN NEVADA

NOVEMBER, 11, 2002

Henry Davidson had barely pulled himself off the bed the day his life took a drastic turn. The sheets were warm, but his wife's cold feet brushing against his back had gotten him up and ready enough to get himself to the observatory. 

NASA had requested the middle-aged astronomer to head to the observatory and collect data and analyze snapshots for a potential Venusian orbiter mission- a recent proposal that is most likely going to be rejected- while space-based telescopes were too busy with higher priority objectives. Henry's unimpressive CV and his unremarkable research papers had rendered him desperate for any available job, so he didn't think twice; however, the five-hour trip to the observatory had given him a fair share of second thoughts. The man was lazy by nature, and he knew it.

The engineers and workers at the observatory had readied the optical telescope for his 'Observing run'.

Formerly known as the Silverstone Observatory, the Ferlick Bran Astronomical Observatory was in perfect alignment and condition to observe a Venusian apparition. With adaptive optics already registered, an intricate process that uses beams to counter the atmospheric distortion, and long-exposure set, all that was left was the snapshot quality approval and analysis, which would normally take Henry a few days to sort. Upon arrival, Henry was exhausted by the countless forms and legal actions he had to take in order to be allowed his observation run, but he was eager to see Venus in her brightest phase, between the greatest elongation and inferior conjunction.

He rushed to the computer unit and the snapshot was already displaying, still improving the focus. His heart felt warm upon the image before him, oh how wonderful Venus was, named after the Roman goddess of love and beauty. Henry wasn't sure about love but it was sure beautiful, with its yellowish-white color, thick clouds, and the barely visible volcanically shaped surface; sounds less pleasing than how it actually looks. He took a minute to appreciate the beauty, but the appreciation lasted early when he spotted an anomaly. Venus was in its quarter phase, he knew, but the image of Venus before him wasn't crescented. It looked double crescented. Henry was confused by the sight, Venus, in the processed image, was crescented in both directions, shaping up like the letter 'H' but the second crescent's side was significantly smaller. Just not small enough to pass by his trained eyes. He also noted how the atmospheric density seemed lighter than usual.

Hmmm, unusual.

It appeared as though a circular black grain was covering the side of the beautiful planet. Thinking it was a glitch, he reset the exposure time to take another snapshot.

After waiting impatiently, Henry adjusted the focus and auto processing to see the final, rendered image. The image didn't change, Venus still looked peculiar. He zoomed in on the image and waited for the pixelated frames to adjust, there seemed to be miniscule circling jets of light streaming along whatever that thing was.

Looks a lot like an accretion disk, but it can't be that small.

Thoughts whirled in his head, what is that?

In a second, one thought triggered his heart to skip a beat, his face lost all its colour, and his pupils dilated as he gasped, "Gravitational lensing."

It can't be!

Can it?

A black hole?

*
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After reporting his findings to NASA, Henry was paid a fine bill to keep the whole thing secret. Only his wife found out, and surprisingly she didn't spill the beans, mainly because she didn't fully believe him. The finding was deemed an anomaly at first, a black hole amid the solar system would have surely spiraled the solar system's orbits out of bounds and caused chaos; however, none of the symptoms seemed to add up. The Imagery was later subjected to the analysis of spectroscopy, as NASA adjusted one of their low Earth orbit space telescopes to obtain finer images of Venus.

As the data flow circulated, analysis polished, and Emission spectrum studied, the conclusion baffled the small team working on the case. It was a stable Einstein-Rosen Bridge, otherwise known as a 'wormhole'. Contrary to popular belief the curvature of spacetime of the wormhole permitted it a strong gravitational field which was proven by a deeper analysis of the gravitational dynamic, knocking Venus only slightly off its orbit. It acted as a newly acquired Venusian moon. Wormholes were, according to acclaimed calculations, unstable by nature and would collapse in under seconds of its inception, but this one was astonishingly stable even though the spectroscopy showed no signs of exotic matter to help stabilize such a phenomenon. What the spectroscopy did show, however, was beyond anyone's imagination: an event horizon. The presence of an event horizon -gravity's point of no return- contradicted the gravitational dynamic and overall orbit, which implied one bizarre thing: A canonical singularity known as 'Cosmic String'. Cosmic Strings are theoretical dimensional topological defects; though they may be classed as exotic matter for having negative mass -due to certain angle excesses- they weren't picked up in the spectral emissions. The whole situation remained veiled for NASA was still not sure exactly what that thing was, even though the director of public relations warned the executives against the action. It was still too much a risk to go public.

NASA, then, initiated the silent Finto_1 under the cover up of a Venus fly-by photography mission, which it technically was.

After three years of work, Finto_1 was put to the test to go and orbit Venus to get clear pictures of the wormhole. Unfortunately, the shuttle malfunctioned during orbit due to the minor Venusian orbit distortions the wormhole caused, turning the shuttle into flames and, soon enough, debris as it flew off course into the thick Venusian atmosphere. Fortunately, though, clear images were already transmitted to NASA and its geeks. A very small crew to keep the information pocketed.

After a year of thoroughly studying the images, NASA commenced a new operation, Warper.
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KENNEDY SPACE CENTER

LAUNCH CONTROL CENTER

WARPER

MARCH, 7, 2012

"Houston, this is Launch Control, go for launch," a voice announced after a series of go/no go system station checks.

"Roger that. We are on schedule."

Soon after, the verbal countdown commenced as the numbers popped up upon the big screen across the control room.

"Fifteen... fourteen... thirteen... "

George Fisher, director of the Warper program, stood tensed as sweat dropped down the side of his shaved sideburns. His vision blurred as his blood pressure rose; the countdown hazed into background noise as he felt the weight of each breath. He had every right to feel this way for warper was no ordinary mission. It was still kept a bit of a secret with a cover up story of a Venusian-atmosphere-analyzing-operation. The probe was equipped with a specialized timer to test the time-warp theory, a tracking device, a beep-oriented communicating radio signal transmitter, a shock-resistant camera from the inside to capture the phenomenon, along with, of course, several other standard electronic cargo machinery.

"T-minus ten seconds... nine... eight... seven... six... five... Ignition sequence start... four... three... two...

One."

The room hushed, George was unsure if his mind was playing games on him or if everyone was actually silent.

The voice came back, "And we have a lift off. Lift off of the Aeneas Probe."

Silence liberated George's head as he only opened his eyes to see the rocket, displayed on the big screen at the end of the quarters, ignite, slowly take off and soar through the sky enroute its Hohmann transfer orbit.

The sound returned and all he could hear were the chants, claps and hurrahs that were short-lived.

As the booster rocket reached for the stars, piercing the sky, and left Earth behind, the chatter down below continued. "We are on course."

"Altitude?" A voice asked.

After a short silence the answer came through, "Altitude at one thousand meters."

"Status Report."

"All systems are up and running. Diagnostics checked. Performance is Ideal."

*
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Six months later and there it was, in front of everybody's display screen. Black, empty and soulless. The wormhole.
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JOHNSON SPACE CENTER

MISSION CONTROL CENTER

WARPER

AUGUST, 1, 2012

There it was: the wormhole. As predicted, it was lifelessly somber and powerful as it sucked in the probe bit by bit. The men and women on their computers were tired yet anxious for the breakthrough awaiting before them. Their focus allowed nothing less than razor-sharp efficiency. 

"Here we go," George told himself quietly.

"This is the moment we've all been waiting for," he added, but loud enough to be heard this time.

Buttons were pressed, orders were given, and soon enough the probe's ion thrusters accelerated towards the wormhole in the Venusian orbit. 

The monitors switched from the calculated orbital course to the maneuvering mounted cameras aloft the probe.

Resolution quality was top tier. Though slightly muddled by magnetic strings, the technology was adequate nonetheless.

No stars were shown, only a gargantuan yellowish sphere on the bottom left of the main screen and a jet-black circle centered on the display.

"Fire thrusters to maximum speed, let gravity do its magic," George ordered as he stood at the back of the control room; he was the only one standing as awe wouldn't privilege him with a seat. Pressing his palms together, George was on the epitome of fainting.

The rapid acceleration had its effect on disorienting the footage shown, but according to what the orbital mechanics team said, acceleration would keep the equipment functional for as long as possible by minimizing the gravitational tidal waves. Precise calculations were, rightfully, taken for granted.

All eyes were focused on the display projected on the other end of the wall. The quality of the display worsened but not significantly, rather predictably as the probe neared the event-horizon, accelerating at the right pace to not turn into photonized matter right away, a tendency of concentrated gravity; thankfully this wormhole was nowhere near as powerful as the standard black hole.

After a few minutes, the probe started to drift fleetingly out of control as the boosters could no longer match the gravitational pull, which was what everyone expected. The wormhole was all that was on display for five minutes, but as the Venusian debris ionized into the dark oblivion, the probe began to violently shudder.

George felt his hair climb up on his arms.

The debris-

Before he could even finish the thought, a rock the size of a door slammed into the probe, the hit rotated the probe off its adjusted angle. George cringed at the sight. Another hit, from behind this time, impacted the probe causing it to spin, giving the equipment onboard mixed bearing readings. The delayed video feed was rendered obsolete due to all the spinning; nothing could be comprehended.

But the readings on the bottom of the display still showed the forceful effects of the increasing, gravitational tidal waves.

The yellowish blur from all the spinning slowly began to fade until there was nothing displayed but darkness. The probe had neared the event horizon.

The interior cameras' display was left to view only for a minute before the static engulfed the whole display set.

On top of the shimmering static a message materialized.

/Camera offline/

Eagerness had not faded though, for the tracker and transmitter were still working, as they were the main assets of the mission. They were built thoroughly to withstand a tremendous amount of force; the calculation of the wormhole's strength based on the understanding and observations of its evaporation rate made it seem that the equipment would survive the gravitational forces. However, to everyone's disappointment, the signals were lost, the receiver no longer received a signal from the transmitter. All the work was now trapped in the distortions of spacetime inside the wormhole. The probe no longer existed.
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L1. SPACECRAFT

OP. LAZARUS

The L1. Starcraft was designed with the utmost precision and devotion. The strongest of its kind, built to withstand the immense tidal forces of the wormhole. Equipped with high-end machinery granting it heaps of capabilities, including the duality of vacuum and atmospheric flight. The starcraft also offered interior practicality; though it wasn't particularly enormous in size, it did contain spacious compartments, some were empty, some were brimmed with equipment, some were for accommodation, and two were high priority compartments. One possessed colossal power, for that room had the remaining three Demon Weapons. Each Demon Weapon had enough power to disintegrate and atomize an entire solar system by means of an entropy supported chain reaction of fission, ionized plasma and subatomic particle collision, ultimately leading to what is known as a "Quark Soup". A recreation of the big bang capable of leaving an entire solar system in decay. The other one was the Cryonics compartment, where four nineteen-year-olds, Drake, Angela, Albert and Laila, were kept in cryopreservation pods. The mission was simple: find a habitable planet and repopulate the human race. Start civilization from scratch; however, there was an advantage in their hands. Stored in one of the compartments was an encyclopedia haven, filled with all the essential information to boost the stretch of civilization, all saved in hundreds of micro drives.

Brutus remained in the cockpit, following control board instructions for wormhole submersion, a series of checks he had to quickly confirm for the motherboard to carry the default procedures. After finishing, he hauled back to his appointed seat, packing some rough g's along the way as the starcraft accelerated to its specified sweet spot. This extended g tolerance enough for the Particle manipulator to adapt the protective spacetime warp bubble around the spaceship, counteracting the gravitational tidal forces to insure the crew's survival. However, such an offset was rendered half obsolete from the sheer power of the gravitational forces. The warp bubble's internal gravity's resistance distorted in anarchy with the external spacetime fabric, the crew was not completely immune. As the dimensional fabric of spacetime collapsed into utter turmoil and the curvature of the abundant spacetime slightly overcame the artificial insurgence, the crew began to face the complications of space and time. It started with the views, from behind the cockpit, of what seemed to be the entirety of creation stretching into thin white lines of light, which then blended with the ionizing matter striking around the craft as it descended -or ascended- into the event horizon. These views vanished as the crew began to fall in the heap of their own bone crushing weight in a violent test of fortitude. Through the cockpit, they only saw shining particles appear and perish, photonizing into energy, as they began to feel the crushing weight of each hair on their heads. Consciousness was lost midst the madness, but brought back when an abrupt halt launched them from their seats, tearing through their seat belts, and slamming them onto the floor, only to be saved by their exoskeletal armoured suit.

**
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NASA HEADQUARTERS

BRIEFING OFFICE

DECEMBER, 30, 2012

"Mr. George Fisher, you're telling me that the probe we've been working on simply just disappeared out of existence?" asked the administrator of NASA, Mr. Sherif George, astonished by the results. Mr. Sherif was around 6 feet tall, scrawny, he had dark brown eyes, pale white skin, with short curly brown hair and was dressed in a nice American suit.

George Fisher looked down in shame and said, "You see, it is a little predictable for a wormhole."

The past two days have been harsh on George, he became known as a disgrace to NASA -or at least he felt was the case, in his anxiety brimmed state-of-mind. He stopped talking to his friends from work, paranoid they would be trying to avoid being seen with him. Most of NASA's powerful personnel knew about his misfortune. The operation covered the biggest losses NASA had seen in a while.

"Wasn't that the point of the timekeeper, radio signal and camera?"

George looked up after hearing that question, Mr. Sherif saw his red eyes, not sure if it was lack of sleep or just plain crying, but he doubted the latter. He was sure George was facing major scrutiny; his job was to make everything worse, unfortunately. Protocols.

"Well those were just to test all the theories. We still have no idea how the singularity developed inside this wormhole. Either a star simply collapsed creating a compressed density which results in a massive gravitational pull which light cannot escape hence the blackness of the wormhole. Or an impact by two neutron stars, which in this case, might explain the size of the wormhole compared to Venus... "

George took his breath and then continued, "We figured that since space and time are related to the same concept of dimensions, according to the theory of general relativity. The timekeeper was to test the effects of time dilation inside the wormhole as the probe would enter through where the spacetime fabric is thought to be looped, creating a time warp. Then the probe would appear in a near white hole or something sometime in the future."

Another breath.

"Which means that this wormhole was either proof that the time warp theory isn't true and there are no such loops in space and time, or the gravitational pull was too strong for the spacecraft and-or its systems, the camera, radio signal, and so on, that we couldn't record the warp phenomenon."

The look on Mr. Sherif's face was of confusion; he didn't know that George Fisher was such a calm man, given the circumstances, and since he was the director of the Warper operation, the failure would be framed on his shoulder. 

George saw the look, but he didn't really care. His mind was racing and whirling with his thoughts.

The probe was supposed to withstand the tremendous gravitational pull, plus the wormhole was not that big to have such strong gravitational tidal forces.

He thought about his father and how much did he not only fail him but his own family's name, his father had worked in NASA before him and held the Fisher name high up in the clouds, let alone space. And on top of all that, this was George's first time directing an operation in NASA.

Mr. Sherif snapped out of his awe, took him long enough, George thought.

He said, "Alright, briefing done. You are dismissed."

That's it?

All I had to do was tell him what I thought was gonna happen and what didn't?

Do I-?

He decided to ask it instead of just thinking it.

"Do I still keep my job?"

"Umm, yeah. We all make mistakes, a lot of missions go haywire a lot worse, just be more cautious with your next project, will ya." If we give you another one, he thought to himself.

George knew he wouldn't direct anymore missions.

Alright, great!

"Uhh, thank you, sir. You... You won't regret it."

Mr. Sherif gave him a friendly nod and said, "Now go submit an official report."

"I.... I will"

George closed the door behind him while getting out of the office, sighed in relief.

*
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NASA issued a press release to cover up the story, the whole thing was disguised as a Venusian surface study; they even released the few pictures taken by the probe, which they claimed was not designed for re-entry. 

The whole point was to keep other space organizations from interfering, to give NASA some future leverage as instructed by the CIA. It foresaw some conflict with the Russians and the Chinese. Luckily, the wormhole had an orbit of its own and was in the blind spot behind Venus most of the time. In the press release, NASA published certain findings on Neptune and the asteroid belt, but framed it in such a way to draw attention and framed the Venusian findings as mundane. This was, of course, an attempt to distract the other space organisations away from Venus. In the meantime, the few handpicked personnel who knew about the wormhole devised future plans to test the wormhole and study it; however, in order not to draw any more attention to Venus, they agreed to set their next observation mission in ten years, and then thirty-five years before another probe insertion.
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George continued his career in NASA; he assisted thirteen other projects. three were scrapped, one failed and the rest were successful. The wormhole was left untouched, NASA need not any more failures, it was still kept a secret, an easy one at that for the wormhole soon was out of their sight as it stabilized its orbited and hid behind Venus, out of Earth's line of sight. He never directed or lead any other space operations; his fear of another failure stopped him from living his dream of making a change in the astronomical world. Failure has always been his adversary, as a young man he grew up with a study-strict family, his father, Benjamin Fisher, had always lied to him about how he was a straight A student as a child to encourage little George to do well in school. George believed the lies and studied all the time to be able to live up to his father's expectations. Only in eighth grade did George get his first B grade in Math, he was punished by doing the dishes for a whole month and vacuum-cleaning the house for a week. He was able to maintain his straight A's ever after. Took his long-dreamed-of scholarship in the University of Southern California to study dentistry but dropped out in his second year after taking interest in astronomy, he then studied aerospace engineering in another state. Took him a load of convincing and a couple of lies for his parents to let him switch university altogether. After earning the nickname 'Aero Dude' for being the best in most of his classes -with the exception of calculus- and finished his degree in university as an honour student, he was then hired in NASA right away for his remarkable academic achievements. His parents were surely proud, even though his father, Benjamin, wanted him to be a dentist.

Years later...

George married a beautiful blonde, Lana Rogers, a ninth-grade chemistry teacher. Lana and George got their first child whom they named Markus, two years after marriage.

He was an accident.

Yet they were very glad to have him, Markus had a pretty good start in school and it stayed that way with steady ups and downs. After only a year into Kindergarten, Markus got a little sister, Arya. (Not an accident)

By the 11th grade, Markus had been an A and an occasional B with rare C's student. George retired when Markus was 18 years old. Arya was a B student even though she did have potential; her laziness had been destructive on her grades.

Markus was able to get a solid 1730 SAT score on his first try, then took another one and reached 1860. Soon after, he took a scholarship in Wichita State University and followed in his dad's footsteps in aerospace engineering. Then, like his father, headed to NASA. Arya went on to study Political Science and she was good. Really good, her bright mind had offered intellectual notions which the professors admired.

GEORGE FISHER RESIDENTS

MASTER BEDROOM

DECEMBER, 28, 2062

"It was today," George said staring at the ceiling, lying his back on the bed.

"What, honey?" Lana replied as she pulled the bed sheet on top of her, it was a chilly night.

George just stared at the ceiling and then blew a slight sigh.

Lana knew George long enough to know he was upset about something. 

"What was toda-" Lana started but couldn't finish as George interrupted her.

"The incident."

Lana, still confused, asked, "What incident?"

But before George could answer, Lana Burst out a big, "Ooohhhh" as the memory came crashing to her head.

"Yeah, December twenty eighth."

"You know, it's not as bad as you think. To me, that is incredibly impressive. You were in charge of building such a rocket and launching it to space."

"Yeah, but it failed... " George trailed off.

"The theory failed. You didn't. If it wasn't you, someone else was bound to send a rocket there."

George sighed once more.

A beep echoed.

"What did you say, honey?" George asked.

"What? Nothing."

Another beep.

"Did you hear that?" George took his gaze off the ceiling and sat up straight on the bed.

Lana stayed quiet for a second until another beep.

"Yeah, it's probably just the neighbors."

Beep.

"No, that's too loud to be the neighbors; it's coming from that drawer, I think."

He removed the bed sheet off his legs and stood up next to the bed, walked across the room to the drawer.

Beep...

He opened it, and found nothing. He sighed again.

Another beep came from his right... It seemed to be coming from the closet.

George's eyes widened, his face displayed a horrified expression over his now paled face.

"No. It can't be-"

Beep...

"What's going on, honey?" Lana sat up as well, concerned that something might be wrong.

George didn't answer.

He slowly opened the closet and then the bottom drawer.

A red little light flickered on a remote-like device... Then it beeped.

The radio receiver, it was beeping.

After the incident in 2012, NASA let George take a replica of the radio receiver wired to the same frequency. It was more of a token than anything. He kept it in his room as a souvenir to remind him not to fail again.

He held the receiver in his hands, flickering its red light and beeping...
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The next morning George called his son...

"Hey, dad," said a voice after five rings.

"Markus, I need you to listen to me very carefully."

"Dad, what's up?"

"Markus, just concent-"

"What's wrong, dad? Is mom okay?"

George heaved a light laugh.

"Nothing is wrong, just let me get to the point damn it," George said, less tensed now.

"Alright, fire away."

"I need you to go to the briefing office and ask for the Warp documents from December 30th, 1992 from the archives. Then come wait for me at the sidewalk next to the theater."

"Dad?"

"Just do it."

"Got it."

Markus knew exactly which theater George was talking about. The family used to go to the movie theater together at the start of every summer right after the school ending so Markus and Arya could bond with their parents. Fortunately, it was also not so far away from where Markus worked. Other than sneaking dates there, that was all it was for him, a memory-inducing-monument from his childhood.

*
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Markus waited on the sidewalk just outside the movie theater, tapping on his phone checking his social media applications. Texting his ex was starting to get a little too weird for his liking, so he put the phone back in his right pocket and instead, started admiring mankind's greatest creation, cars. He loved to watch as cars went past him, naming each car he saw without looking at the logo as a challenge.

Chevrolet... Jeep umm wrangler, I like those... Fiat, a new Toyota, Renault... Ooh a yellow Lambo... Nice.

His focus gyrated off when he spotted his father crossing the street behind the Lamborghini, distracted by its beauty.

Soon enough, father and son shook hands.

"Hey, dad. Been long since we were both here eh?" Markus started with the small talk; his work was a driving force on his lack of family interaction.

"Markus, this is important. I need you to focus."

Markus's gaze shifted from the distant Lamborghini as it disappeared behind a skyscraper, now he only heard the screeching wheels and loud horns of the public street. "What's the news?"

"Remember the incident from 19-" but before George could finish, Markus answered.

"How can I forget? At one point that was our bedtime story."

"The receiver...  it beeped." George went straight for the pie; he didn't want to waste any time retelling the story.

"What receiver?" Markus said but then remembered. "Ohh... The one they gave you as a gift? I've always thought it was a toy replica not an actual receiver. Maybe it's some glitch, picked up something with a similar frequency."

"Maybe, but I need you to find out."

"Dad, you're getting your hopes too high for this. Odds are it's just a glitch or the receiver's batteries are almost drained. I mean it's been around for what? Forty, forty-five years?"

"Fifty," George corrected. "Son, you do know that I have to report this, right? Plus, if it's not a glitch this could change science forever," George said, planting the urge for Markus to cooperate.

"Okay, okay, do you have it on you?"

"Right here," George answered as he pulled the receiver out if his pocket.

Markus never saw the tracker; it looked like an old Nokia from the 90's to him... He had never seen them except on TV when old movies came on. This thing, though, was rusty, brown and a little bigger than he had imagined an old Nokia would be.

"Looks old, is that how the 90's phones looked like?"

"Son, don't talk about the 90's again." George felt like he loosened up.

Markus took advantage of that and showed him a little smile.

Didn't work...

George went back to finish the pie. "Did you get the documents?"

Markus sighed, "Nope, not yet, it's a hassle, but I can easily make a call to Chavez and he can help me out if I show him this."

"Okay, after you get the docs, I want you to head straight to the administrator and show him what you've come up with."

"You think he'll buy it?"

"Son, this is NASA we're talking about."

Markus laughed, mostly to relieve himself from the tension.

George patted his son on the back and said, "Well... Get to work."

After a familiar embrace, one which reminded Markus of the comfort of kinship, George parted and went on his way home.

Markus got out his phone, replied to his ex then made the call. After three rings Chavez answered.

"What's up, man?"
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Markus felt his anxiety bottle up inside him as he made his way to an associate administrator's office. He took two deep breaths before knocking on the door, and only heaved them out when he heard the voice inside say, "Come in!"

After Markus opened the door, he told himself to take it easy on the man, he probably has loads of documents to check, actions to green light, some to reject, and terms and conditions to recheck...

"Good morning, sir, I'm Markus Fisher," Markus said with a smile as he looked around the office.

"Ahh yes, George's son."

"Yeah, that's me."

Hernandez was the Associate Administrator in the Space Technology department at the Mission Directorates. He was also an acquaintance of George's.

"What a pleasure to meet you," Hernandez said with a confident smile.

"The pleasure is all mine, sir." Markus wasn't sure whether he should refer to him as 'sir' or 'boss' or even, due to his PhD, 'doctor.' 

"Your father was great at what he did, and I hope so are you."

"Thank you, sir, I won't let you down."

Damned movie cliché line, shouldn't have said that.

"All right, kid. You obviously didn't come all the way here to kiss my ass. I have other things to worry about, as I'm sure you know."

"Umm, yeah, my dad and I wanted you to have a look at this."

Markus handed him the filed documents, then got out the still-beeping receiver from his pocket and placed it on the desk in front of him.

Hernandez straightened his back on his obviously comfortable chair and stared right passed the documents at the beeping device.

His eyes sparkled with the confused gaze, as his jaw started to slightly drop, leaving his lips ajar. Markus knew by that look on his face that he recognized the device.

"Where'd you-" Hernandez was about to ask but he remembered who his father was, "What did you do to it?"

"Nothing, it just started beeping yesterday in my dad's bedroom... It's a replica but it's wired to the same signal."

A brief silence followed.

Markus took another look around the room; it was like any office he'd seen. Brown, parquet floor tiles with a light red wallpaper. A library shelf on the left of the room, but unlike most office library shelves; this one's books were actually read. Markus could tell by the yellowish paper color from the side of the books caused by oily palms. 

"I was there, during the mission. At the time I was overseeing the logistics of the gear transport and application," Hernandez finally said, breaking the silence.

"So, umm... My dad wanted you to check it out and reactivate the monitor tracking system." Markus cleared his throat.

"Umm yeah sure, put it on my desk and it'll be the first thing I check tomorrow morning."

"Thank you, sir."

"Yeah, yeah, you're welcome." Hernandez was too focused on the beeping receiver flickering its red light, he didn't bother putting more mental effort into the conversation.

As Hernandez fiddled with the receiver in his hands, the door closed shut behind Markus.

On the other side of the door Markus let out a huge sigh and then whispered to himself, "Well that went better than expected."
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On his way to work the next morning, Markus's phone rang. The ringtone halted the song playing in the car, killing his immersion.

'Unknown Number...' Was displayed on his phone's screen right above the number itself, which Markus didn't really recognize either.

With the uneasy handling of both the steering wheel and the phone, having his eyes alternate rapidly between the road and the phone in his hand; he gently slid his thumb across the touchscreen to answer.

"Hell-"

"This is Hernandez, from Space Tech. Get to my office ASAP and bring your father with you, if you can. This is important. Really important."

"What? What's goin' on?"

"We found it."

"Found wh-"

The car pulled a hard break that the whole neighborhood heard the tyres screech.

*
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George Fisher awoke to a vibration on his right. It was his phone. Calls this early were either an emergency or unnecessary, he thought. He found himself hoping for the former, as he reached for the phone, seeing through half-closed eyelids.

"Hello."

"Dad, no time to explain. Get dressed as quickly as possible and wait for me to come get you under your house."

"What's going on, son?" George asked.

"Son?" George asked again... No answer.

George held the phone away from his ear and had a quick glance at it, then put it back next to his ear. "Hello?"

*
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Within the span of ten minutes George was taking the elevator down to his building's lobby, then went straight out to the sidewalk only to find his son waiting for him inside the car.

The passenger seat window slid open halfway, just enough for Markus to shout, "Get in!"

George did as he was told and in forty minutes' time they were at Hernandez's office. 

The office was more organised this time.

"Good morning," he greeted the two alarmed men at his door.

"Long time," George said with a smile, one that was fueled with nostalgia. Hernandez motioned for the two men to sit across his desk.

"Alright, fellas. I'll spare you the reception by cutting straight to the chase," Hernandez said. Without warning, he spun his computer's monitor around for the two men to see what's on it. 
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L1. SPACECRAFT

OP. LAZARUS

Before picking themselves off the ground and recollecting their blemished consciousnesses, came seconds of blinding light that eventually faded. One by one, the crew gathered at the cockpit of the craft, wordlessly, and just gazed out into the open space shimmering with bright dots of stars and auroral nebulae.

We made it.

Brutus consumed a hefty breath of air, turned to face his mates only to notice the only source of light was the vacating white hole.

"All systems are down, I have to manually reboot," said Carlos gazing at the lifeless control board.

"I'm coming with you," said Mason, turning on the armour equipped flashlight.

They left Jane, David and Brutus to admire the stark of the night.

A minute passed before a few beeps echoed across the craft's main hall and the control board came back to life.

As the reboot finalized, Brutus ran a diagnostics check and all equipment seemed to function well. With a few extra touches, Brutus managed to track down their cosmic coordinations.

"Okay, we have a decision to make," said Brutus, "and it has to be concluded unanimously."

The squadron huddled by Brutus.

"Our destination options are open; the safest planet is Epsilon Eridani b which is about fifteen and a half lightyears from our current location. The next is, and you won't like this one, Proxima Centauri b i.e. Rentric, which is a few light minutes from here. And we have Earth, our lovely planet, four and a half lightyears from here. But it's not that simple, our resources can only last us ten years on this spaceship, which means we're going to have to sleep in the cryotubes if we're going to Epsilon."

Before silence could consume them, Jane spoke.

"I have a suggestion."

Brutus nodded.

"Since Rentric is close by, why don't we pass by, aim our radio receivers and check for any signals? If the Daemons won the war, they probably left this resource-exhausted place the second they could."

Carlos added, "we actually understand them well enough to know that their way of living is mostly dependent on exploiting all possible resources. It's actually more likely we find them on resource-fresh-Epsilon or Earth than on Rentric, both have better environments for sustainability than Rentric."

"Exactly," Jane said, "Rentric is probably a ruin by now, and we have enough resources on this ship to make it support life for a primal society."

"Except, they might be efficient enough to leave a sliver of natural resource that might evolve on its own and restore the environment back for use again," Mason mused.

"Alright, we'll make the decision after we know the state Rentric is in," Brutus announced, returning to the control panel.

**
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"We have to retrieve it," George said, his face already showing excitement.

"How do you suggest we do that?" Hernandez asked.

George, sitting on the chair across Hernandez, concentrated as his eyes scanned the patterns on the carpet ground.

After a couple of seconds, Markus broke the silence. "The Erwin Lock!"

George could practically see a bright light bulb hovering over Markus's head.

"The Erwin Lock? It's still very much in its theoretical stages." Hernandez sat straight at the thought, though, resting his back fully on the chair.

"It's been designed for way harsher conditions and bigger payloads," Markus said.

"Erwin Lock?" George wondered more than asked.

"Ahh, yes," Hernandez started, showing a hint of excitement as he went on to explain -or show off- what Markus was proposing. "The Erwin Lock is this new proposal where they attach a thin layer of aluminum coating over a polymer plastic, flexible sheet on the side of a nitrogen-propulsion space carrier. Now, this sheet has a non-androgynous berthing and docking mechanism that locks with itself when folded, with the active and passive units on the two ends of the sheet. The space carrier tracks down the target using radio or whatever, we still haven't decided on the tracking system yet, and folds the sheet around it, then brings it back like a sort of trash bag." Hernandez let out a little giggle with the analogy at the end.

"Best of all," added Markus, "we won't need a live feed, which would have been extremely tedious considering the massive delay... a four year one. All we need to do now is trace the movement of the rogue probe and plan an interception course, the computerized tracking will do the rest of the work."

The 'Space Carriers' were a new breed of spaceships, with an installed rudimentary warp drive, mounting up twice the size and cargo of the Saturn V. The warp drives served the purpose of contracting the fabric of spacetime in front of the Space Carriers whilst expanding the fabric of space behind it, enabling it to reach a speed of 0.9C (0.9 the speed of light).

They've only been tested a handful of times round lunar orbits, save for the one time a Space Carrier reached 0.84C on a trip to Jupiter's moon, Europa.

This would be the first time a Space Carrier is tested on a task worthy of its technological specifications, Hernandez pondered; Would totally get some positive coverage too...

The door knocked, and in a moment later, a tall bald man with a white beard entered the office. He looked to be around sixty years old.

"Sorry I'm late, fellas," he said.

Hernandez stood up and shook the man's hand. "I've taken the liberty to invite physicist Steven Cane here to explain to us what exactly happened to the probe and how the black hole works. Please, have a seat."

Hernandez already knew, but he felt obliged to let his guests stay up to date.

He sat down and exhaled loudly while taking two pieces of paper from his business bag.

"What is a wormhole?"

No one answered, it seemed rhetorical, considering they were in NASA's HQ. "It is the outcome of the death of a star, but this one, it is speculated, is the result of the collision of two neutron stars, probably. If you don't know what neutron stars are, they are incredibly small stars that are also incredibly dense, more than the average star even."

"Alright, go on," said Hernandez, checking his wristwatch.

Steven cleared his throat... 

"It was adrift in space and our sun had come across it from a safe angle, at a safe distance, but then it was attracted by Venus's gravitational pull, as it was closer to its orbit. The wormhole was weak enough not to swallow Venus; however, it did slightly alter its orbit, but to our surprise Venus' gravitational attraction took hold of the wormhole and, oddly enough, it took the role of a moon. Quite the odd couple." He smiled.

"Yeah. Yeah, but how does it work exactly?" Said Hernandez impatiently.

"I'm getting there," The physicist said smiling again, he enjoyed this.

"Now inside the wormhole there is the point where all the gravitational pull is coming from, we call it 'singularity'. Now imagine the universe as a membrane, like this sheet." He held one of the sheets in his hand horizontally. "Imagine this is space, and time goes through it from left to right," then he held the other sheet parallel to it yet it's a bit behind it with his other hand.

"What singularity does is concentrate a load of force so strong that gravity rips through this sheet aka. Our universe membrane and it passes through the fifth dimension, which means that time is not continuous but is altered by space just like we see our own three dimensions." Steven paused for a second. "You follow?"

Markus, George and Hernandez muttered, "Yeah." 

They had heard absurd theories about wormholes before, but they hadn't expected any of them to be ever true or even come close to being tested.

"So, as you can see, this sheet is a little behind the other so in that case when the probe crossed the wormhole it landed in the future in relation to us, but also in a different destination. This answered a lot of questions. It may be the answer to how the universe is expanding. They said that it was expanding by dark energy, but what if that dark energy was just scattered gravity in space? All blown out from the other side of the wormhole."

MILITARY BASE

TRAINING CAMP

A shot jetted through the air and hit the naked mannequin right above the nose, between the brows; the bullet marked a dark circular spot on its head. This caused the mannequin to drop on its back right after the impact. 

"Headshot! Wooh!" Michael Collins barked as Johnny Grey watched him. "You won't be such a good sniper if you get too happy every time you get a headshot," remarked Johnny.

Michael Collins held down his rifle and looked at Johnny with tired eyes, "I'm sorry my Call-sign isn't SpotShot."

"Damn straight. No one is even worthy of that Call-sign," Johnny said with a smile," Gimmie that," he later added, holding his hand out so that Collins would hand the weapon to him.

After taking the sniper rifle, Johnny pulled back the bolt at its right, took aim and then ever so haughtily said, "Pick a spot."

Collins took a second and rested his chin between his thumb and index finger as if he was thinking, which he was. "Hmm, how about the right thumb?"

"Ha! Alright, here we go," Johnny said as he cracked his neck and in a second the muzzle popped, smoke rose, air whooshed and a mannequin thumb fell to the ground.

"Show off."

Greg Mints came out of the tent nearby holding his new, upgraded MP5 submachine gun (SMG).

"I don't get why they're making us do this. We're fully trained, we don't need this." His demeanor hindered not his bitterness; he hadn't yet adjusted his sleeping schedule to the early morning.

Brandon Connor came out of the tent from behind him answering his question. "Russia and The United States are on their tippy toes, ever since the media unleashed the rumor that the blueprints for the new space carrier design, including the warp-drive, have been stolen from that Russian space program. I forgot its name."

It was common knowledge at that point. As the year was 2039 when the Russians announced that they had created the 'kosmicheskiy nositel'' (which translates to 'space carrier') with scifi-esque warp capabilities, which had been rumored to be in production for a small while before its official announcement. Their only mistake was they didn't test it right away; the Russians, perfectionists as they were, waited a year to enhance and upgrade its warp capabilities as it wasn't up to its full potential yet, at least not enough to go superluminal. In 2040 before the Russians officially set a launch date for the space carrier's first orbital test flight, a United States private company announced its success in building a 'better' space carrier. Two days after the announcement, Russia postponed the launch in fear that if the carrier broke down, they might be embarrassed in front of their rivals. The media erupted and out came the titles Russian Space Carrier Blueprints Leaked into American Hands, and in the Russian media they replaced 'leaked' with 'stolen'. A thorough investigation found that the private company in question had ties with government officials.

Halfway through 2040, the USA launched its first space carrier which was considered a great success, as it covered the distance from Earth's orbit to the moon's in about three seconds, near enough to the universal speed of light. Five months later Russia launched its first space carrier which traveled the greater distance to Venus before it crashed during a Venusian gravity assist to return to Earth. Or at least that was the published report.

At the time things were on edge between the two superpowers. It was a game of the media; in mid-2042 the topic arose again after things went quiet for about a year. In one of the Russian newspaper's front pages was a picture of an empty desk with a little blue ripped piece of paper, the title was Newly Found Evidence of Stolen Space Carrier Blueprints. A week later an American media outlet made a comeback headlining, Russia Stages Conspiracy: Are the Russians That Bored?

Back and forth the media went while both militaries prepared their armies to a little extent. But the Russians also prepared their telescopes.
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2046

"Carrier in position, 1992 space probe in sight... Carrier is engaging Erwin Lock sequence."

"Spectral Imaging looks promising," said Hernandez through the communication channel.

They all knew that the report before them is four years late, but it's good to check, especially when the space carrier was due to return within a few weeks.

On the screen on the wall, the image of the old space probe was shown in shaky pixelated quality. Closer and closer the probe had gotten to the camera. Some fragments of the footage seemed to be entirely black, like missing puzzle pieces on the screen, due to the effect of electromagnetic interference.

"Probe is in close proximity, Magnetization Maneuvering is going well," announced one of the employees working on his high-end computer, observing the status report and machinery diagnostics.

The probe was shown moving towards the camera now, then a sudden vibration occurred on the space carrier.

"1992 probe successfully docked, sir."

Smiles started to spread across the control room.

Luminous lights were evident across the screen's upper right corner, seemed like a nearby cluster of stars. Truly exquisite yet frightening, though no one could really tell from the vague imagery the faulty feedback presented.

"Sir, what's that at the top right corner of the display?"

"I don't know, probably a close star or a cluster," Hernandez answered.

"There aren't any registered stars in that area, nor is there any gravitational interference from that angle, Sir, I think... " Markus paused for a second to really consider his words, "I think that's a white hole," he said, standing right next to Hernandez, attempting to hide his shaking hands. 

"That would be one hell of a breakthrough," Hernandez replied, grinning in anticipation.

2050

It had taken them a month to equip the Space Carrier with ion thrusters to draw the Carrier's velocity even nearer to light speed in addition to the warp drive. At a speed of 0.889C, which amounted to a four-year trip for the spacecraft to reach the probe near Alpha Centauri B, a secondary star in the binary star system at the heart of the Centaurus constellation. And then, as planned, another four-year journey return.

"Twelve and a half years," said Hernandez, reading the results documented from the timer equipped on the probe. "The probe jumped fifty years ahead to Centaurus. Relativity sure works in strange ways."

"Are you sure the timer was working properly?" George asked.

"Positive, and that my friend pretty much proves the time warp theory. You have changed science as we know it, do you feel success now?" Hernandez stated.

George took a long breath while sitting on the wooden chair next to Hernandez's desk. His most shameful failure had just become his greatest success. Markus too was too shocked to speak.

Hernandez's face turned serious. "We need you to not talk about this to anybody, all of this is still very much still not scientifically processed, and with the whole Russian problem going on, Langley and the NSA ordered the classification of this whole thing. I know this goes against your excitement and philosophy on scientific progress, but it's completely out of my hands. It's a miracle the wormhole isn't even public news, but I suspect the Russians know and are keeping the same secret. I don't know about the rest of Europe and Asia, but I believe they're too focused on escaping the solar system at the moment to consider wasting resources on Venus when we're already supposedly looking over it. The media will probably also talk and slap it into Russia's face. Will you do as I tell you and sign this?"

"Yes, sir," Markus said, eyeing the confidentiality documents before him.
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2051

Jared Zimmer came home one day tired of work. It was a long day, they were still dealing with reconnecting and recharging some of the equipment from the 1992 space probe. "Been a long day at work, honey," he said while sighing. He laid down on his comfortable chair, the one with the most built-in cushions. "But I like it, the fact that we're changing our understanding of science, it's pretty interesting even thinking about what we will be able to do with something like a time traveling black hole in the near future."

Daisy came out of the kitchen to his right and said in a low voice, "I thought you said we can't tell anybody about this."

Jared's face grew a little pale in confusion, then he heard something that puzzled him greatly.

A distant echo that came from the dining room. "A time traveling black hole? Gosh! How many secrets have you been hiding from us, son?" It was his mother.

Jared, still puzzled, looked at his wife, Daisy, and said, "Mum's here?"

Daisy cleared her throat. "Both your parents."

Another shout came from the Dining Room "Son, come here and say 'Hi' to your mommy and daddy!"

"Hi, mom. Hi, dad. I'm coming in a minute!" Jared shouted back, then whispered back to Daisy, "What am I going to do about this?"

"Just tell them to not tell anybody,” She whispered back.

"Since when are my parents able to keep a secret?"

"Just tell them this is important."

"They're never really careful, you know that very well."

Twelve years ago, Jared had planned a great proposal for his beloved Daisy. He bought many balloons and lettered them to spell out 'Will you marry me?' Then he tied their strings on his roof as they floated in the air. He had planned to get her through the back door and let her see the balloons as they both went out onto the front yard, then he would offer her the ring. But things didn't really go as planned, a few days prior to the proposal, Daisy, Jared and his parents, Mr. And Mrs. Zimmer, were out eating in a restaurant. Mr. Zimmer had openly asked, "How many balloons did you buy for the proposal?" Unaware that Jared was yet to go through with it. Of course, after a couple of seconds, and a few glares in his direction, he realized what he did. Daisy, to prevent further awkwardness, agreed to pretend that she didn't hear it and was still shocked by how memorable the proposal actually turned out to be, even when it was kind of compromised.

"Mhm, yeah. Especially that your brother works at Triangle Daily. You know how desperate they've been ever since NewsFish took half of their customers."

The doorbell rang.

"I'll get it, you go and tell your parents not to spill the beans," Daisy said as she walked to the door.

Jared walked into the Dining room as he greeted his mother and father, he heard the door shut outside along with his wife chattering with someone. He started to explain to his parents the great discovery and then finished it off with a "Don't tell anybody, this is classified information and if you leak it, I'll get fired."

"What's a leak?" His mother asked.

"Telling people about it," Jared answered and then turned around only to see his brother with his jaw dropping. 
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"Well, it's about time you say something that interesting!" Marshal Zimmer, Jared's brother, exclaimed.

"Don't tell anyone, did you hear the last thing I said?" Jared retorted in valiant defense.

"Don't tell anyone? Are you mad?" Marshal began to raise the tone of his voice in an attempt to shed light on the degree of Jared's absurdity.

"Now, now, boys," Mrs. Zimmer tried interrupting, but didn't succeed, the children ignored her.

"Do you have any idea how much Triangle Daily will pay for a story like that?" Marshal asked, playing the card of astonishment.

"A story that can... Will get me fired, the speculation is still in its early phases and there's still a lot of paperwork to be done before everything is official, but the discovery will have to be announced eventua-" answered Jared.

"A million, maybe more. Triangle Daily needs something as good as this desperately, to be able to fight off News Fish."

Jared grew silent for a minute and before he could answer Marshal continued.

"If you're too scared for your job, I'll just write it under anonymous. So, you'll be safe and we can split the money fifty-fifty."

Greed showed up on his face, Marshal could practically see the dollar signs replacing Jared's pupils, the moment he mentioned the secret word: million.

If he writes it under anonymous, no one will know and I'll still have my job. Plus, half a million or maybe more sounds great. Even if I get fired, I'd be set. Nasa's supposed to be a public domain anyway...

The justifications in his head accumulated, and competing reasons evaded him.

Jared stole a glance at Daisy then looked down at her bloated stomach.

His face started to show care now, he looked to Marshall and nodded, then back at Daisy and said, "It's for the baby."

"Good, anonymous it is," Marshal said, then took out his cellphone from his pocket and opened his notes application. "Now say everything you just said again with a little more detail. Sell the story," Marshal ordered while tapping on his phone's screen.
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2051

The news spread like wildfire, Nasa had to make a statement an hour after the publication with the frontpage titled, "NASA DISCOVERS BLACK HOLE AND KEEPS IT SECRET"

It was soon followed by various online publications conspiring and construing possible reasons why such a discovery was kept a secret. Most of them mentioned the Russians and a rebirth of the cold war as they had technological advancements concerning the space carriers and hovercrafts the Americans have yet to achieve.

After the information regarding the wormhole became common knowledge, Jared got caught. He was the only one suspected after some background checks found out his brother worked for Triangle Daily, which was the company that leaked the information, and that his bank account money greatly increased, most of which was traced back to Triangle Daily. The investigation didn't take long, but the legal action was postponed as Nasa had much more important tasks on its plate.

The China National Space Administration (CNSA) was quick to publish a statement that it, too, discovered an anomaly in the Venusian orbit and luminosity.

In a rushed press conference, Nasa's administrator issued a statement which followed with his resignation.

He clarified the situation, giving more details, and making a distinction between a wormhole and a blackhole. He also talked about the reasons why it was kept a secret, while also apologizing to the public for betraying their confidence in Nasa's public domain interactions and that rather than issuing a motion of no confidence, he will make it easier by a formal resignation. The purpose of the statement was to make it clear to the public that this was the only secret Nasa kept from them, and that there need not be any further paranoia.

After the Administrator concluded, the Deputy Administrator added a few words of reassurance and promised, on behalf of Nasa, that the public will hereafter be informed on the wormhole situation and any progress the agency makes.

Fame ran its course as the news blew into the skies and clouded every computer screen and every newspaper. The media was in turmoil insofar as its natural reaction to anything worth a thought or a hint of excitement would ever be any less frequent and repetitive than the birds which sing every morning. Family dinners and friendly conversations would be, for the moments under the shadow of the news, considerate of nothing else. For a moment, there seemed that there was no more beyond the discovery of a wormhole. Yet, as the usual developments in history, when the public is distracted, the politicians sharpen their knives. For as much as knowledge precedes power; in the corrupt nature of men and the nature of corrupt men, power precedes avarice.

What followed could only breed loss.

2051 was the year for politicians to sharpen their knives. Russian media overtly expressed contempt, accusing the United States for obstructing the progress of science by veiling such information. The outcry later extended to China, India, and then most of the world. The United States was antagonized in front of the whole world, at least more than it usually is. Nasa was still accused of concealing information and not giving everything to the public, as there seemed to be a lot of questions about the wormhole unanswered. This was altogether unsatisfactory to those holding contempt in their dismissive sighs. And of course, the conspiracy theories surfaced with all their romantic glory.

The Russian and Chinese space agencies were quick to scrap projects in order to initiate projects to study the wormhole. All while urging Nasa to publish any information it had left, which implied that Nasa was still under suspicion. 

The whole thing was later knocked out of proportion when the words "cold war 2" were repeated over and over in the press. Civilian pressure and anxiety increased drastically.

The Russians were quick to set up a new mission for the wormhole, however the nature of the mission remained somewhat vague and the details disclosed were unsatisfactory to Nasa. Paranoia started to kick in and the Russian intelligence agency noticed unusual American military activity in the Pacific Ocean. American "commercial" satellite orbits were adjusted for longer flyby intervals over the Russian Far East, where the Vostochny Cosmodrome works day and night preparing for the upcoming launch.

*
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Social media broke out and did what it knew how to do best, and that is to create division among people. Whether it was the conspiracy theorists, the Nasa supporters, the scientific community, astronomy enthusiasts, diplomats, politicians, Russians, Chinese, Europeans, Africans, Australians, or even internet trolls; everyone had something to say that others did not approve of.

Nasa publicly urged the Russians and the Chinese to be as open as they could possibly be regarding the wormhole missions, emphasizing that the exotic matter responsible for the black hole's stability may be very fragile. It urged them not to green light any wormhole insertion missions, but the Russians were having none of it. After all, Nasa not only indulged in the insertion mission before, but did so secretly and kept the whole thing a secret for years. Roscosmos, the Russian space agency, still insisted on keeping the nature of the mission secretive whilst publicly shaming Nasa for its double standard, accusing it for attempting to halt scientific discovery.

Nasa's main fear was not the insertion itself, but the method with which the insertion was to happen. Russia's growing interest and capacity for using warp capabilities was the primary issue. Warping may not only be favorable for protecting the insides of the spacecraft from the gravitational tidal waves, it was also a much faster and effective manner of transportation. The issue was, for Nasa, that warping, which included the bending of spacetime, might interfere with the wormhole's singularity and lead it to its fated demise. Though the most prominent theory incorporated the presence of exotic matter, how the wormhole remained stable was still considered a mystery. Any spacetime interference might cause the collapsing of the wormhole prematurely and thus conclude the story without all the glory of potential scientific discovery.

The American military present in Kazakhstan was noted by the Russians for following up on the appliances transport routes from the Baikonur Cosmodrome, the other Russian spaceport. The transport route was later adjusted to go through convoluted pit stops and divisions. The attempts to hinder American observation were done candidly to seem deliberate.

Soon enough, Russian military began advancing and provoking the American reconnaissance agents keeping track of their machine transports. All it took was one act of aggression. One shot fired at an American soldier installing a camera right in the middle of the road between the spaceport and the nearest airfield.

To the Russian military, it was an act of defense. To the American military, it was an incautious soldier. To the media, it was a declaration of war.

Russian authorities as well as politicians scorned the Americans for violating their workspace and blatant espionage.

American authorities as well as politicians scorned the aggressive Russians for killing a soldier who was merely testing the seismic effects of the airfield on the road work as requested by the Kazakhstan locals.

The televised network framed the situation and caused an outcry among those for whom it was displayed. Creating the illusion of inference was the method of media after all. Civil unrest ensued, and again, the world was in a dispute with itself. People hated each other by virtue of their birthplace once more, propaganda was pedantic, and violence spread among those who disagreed with each other. War was already loaded and there remained only the trigger. That one moment whence all wrath would rain down.

Eyes in the streets were wandering more and more, suspicion was given to every strange accent, and thunder was more frightening than the storm; for who knew when would be the last time the sky cleared and not parted.

*
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"This is shaping up to be the third world war," said Markus.

Markus was sleeping over at his parents' as he felt that at the time, with everything that's been going on, is best spent with the family.

"Yeah, heard my neighbor say Egypt will be returning the favor and team up with Russia. But I think it's just a rumor," George said.

They were sitting at the dining table eating leftover pasta.

"Marku-.. Ketchup," George said pointing at the ketchup, while his mouth was full of spaghetti with red sauce staining the unshaven stubble.

After the spoons and forks scratched the empty plates, Lana, George's wife, asked Markus, "honey, can you go check if I forgot to close the kitchen's window?"

He went to find the window already closed, and when he came back from the kitchen he couldn't help but notice both his parent's faces were in awe staring at the TV. 

"Markus, quick! Hand me the remote," his father requested rather urgently.

Markus handed his father the remote then finally focused on the TV with merely half a care.

The title on the bottom stated Extraterrestrial Forces Warn London of a Peaceful Visit.

George pressed on the remote to raise the volume.

The TV channel transitioned from the news anchor to display the English prime minister standing in front of a desk preparing a stack of papers. He was wearing a suit that Markus could tell was more expensive than his car. The official stared at the stack of papers in his hand, took a breath, and then began the statement.

"Earlier today, we received a message through one of our radio telescopes in Withington. The message was decoded and then broadcasted across all radio stations in England and, soon enough, the rest of the world will hear the news. We have been warned of an Extraterrestrial presence that will soon initiate contact with us. King Marshal hereby urges you to contact the authorities as quickly as possible if you establish first contact with any extraterrestrial visitors. The suitable emergency number will be displayed on your screen shortly. Anybody who will not follow these procedures will be arrested and charged for treason, and such will also be the case for anyone who misuses the emergency number. We ask you to not only do this for your beloved country, but to do it for humankind and the world. Thank you."

The screen switched back to the news anchor woman, her right hand anchored to her earpiece. She takes a breath, and then says, "The president is currently reaching out to the prime minister, and will be making a statement shortly. In the meantime, we are waiting for permission to rebroadcast the extraterrestrial's message."

She forced a smile to distract the viewers from the confusion in her eyes. After a moment, the screen went blank, and only the channel logo was visible on the top right corner of the display.

Crack sounds were heard then a male robotic voice came to life.

"Good evening, Inhabitants of Earth. We are not your enemies; we are here only to negotiate. We are only slightly different from you, and we wish for peacefulness among the universe. We will arrive in your atmosphere within a few days; we hope that you will not act in aggression but in hostility. Thank you."

The news anchor reappeared. "Sources tell us that the message was actually English and the decoding was only for the signal itself to be translated-

"We just received word that astronomers from NASA will assist in finding the source of the signal, stay tuned."

The TV cut to the commercials, blaring out, "What better way to spend your evening than eating a fine plate of chocobebos, freshly cooked and-" George muted the TV before the commercial continued.

*
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Exactly five hours later a truce was announced between the Russians and the Americans.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


15


[image: ]




L1. SPACECRAFT

OP. LAZARUS

Beyond the starcraft's thick hull as well as the lifeless vacuum laid the planet that housed humanity's demise. A coloured ball of a wasteland swam across the ocean of spacetime. Keeping a high orbit, the starcraft aimed all its receivers towards the deserted planet. The squadron kept an ear open on the radio reception and nothing was intercepted except background microwave static which was a default. Holding the controls, Brutus lowered the craft to a low orbit of about 900 kilometers. This should be close enough to intercept any viable lower frequency radio waves, Brutus thought, but to no avail. The planet was transmitting nothing of worth-no radio-, it was either abandoned or ruled by primal species; the latter was unlikely.

"It's safe," Jane concluded as she observed the system's final readings.

"Okay, we'll stay in orbit a little longer for the systems to run a topographical scan of the planet," said Brutus, "then after we figure out a safe location to land, we'll go on scavenger errands and collect as many resources as we can. We're still completely in the blind here, we need some stable grounds to be able to consider what our next move might be."

"Yeah," Carlos added, "we still have no idea where the Daemons are, Earth may be four light years away, but it's only a minute's travel with their superluminal spaceships."

"Or maybe we won the war," said David. They all looked in his direction as his words hung in the air, surprised at his remaining shreds of hope.

"What? It's still possible. We don't know."

"Even if we won the war, we can't risk checking. It will put our entire mission in jeopardy," said Mason.

"Okay," said Brutus, pointing at a two-dimensional topographic map on one of the screens, "that hill by the river delta there seems flat enough for a good landing; readings of the air streams and atmospheric pressure there are stable enough to make for a safe descent."

"Why not land by the delta there? It looks flat enough, and it has a green surface, in case we want to run tests for potential edibles," pointed David.

"We're in a too fragile position to risk heading straight for a potential agricultural site. Just because we didn't detect any radio signals doesn't mean the Daemons didn't leave a few farmers here to help restore the planet's sustainability."

David nodded, "Those damn scavengers."

"The greenery doesn't seem ordered though, looks more like a natural restoration due to the lack of habitation. Can we get decent infrared imagery from up here?"

"To pick up any warm-blooded life forms? Don't think so," Jane answered. "We are going to need some samples from the vegetation and water source though."

"It's about a ten-minute hike from the landing site, don't worry," Brutus assured her.

The cramped atmosphere in the cockpit motivated the team to get down where there was air as soon as possible. Each individual wanted to take off his or her armour, and lie down on a comfortable surface. Perhaps, thought Jane, that was the first flat surface they found, and Brutus was just eager to land anywhere and take a breather. She couldn't blame him.

**
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"Might just be a group of hackers," Johnny Grey suggested as he sat on the couch. The team was invited over for dinner at Michael Collins's new apartment.

"I think the British government would have figured it out if it were hackers," Michael said. Connor had just finished his plate of spaghetti and said, with a mouth full of dripping noodles, "Aliens or not, it's a big deal. If they're aliens, then they're technologically advanced to send signals to radio telescopes. That also means they have an understanding of how we communicate or our languages for us to easily decode their message. Or, if it really were just a bunch of hackers, then there will be an international outcry."

Johnny and Michael went silent to process what he just said. Greg broke the silence.

"Brandon Connor and his theories, everybody."

The whole group laughed, more so to relieve stress than because what was said was found humorous.

"Mac, can you come here for a second," Debra, Michael's wife, called out from the bedroom.

"Be there in a second, honey."

Collins arose from his seat and headed straight to the bedroom.

"Yeah?"

"Mac, your friends are too loud. How are Brutus and Nathan gonna sleep?"

"Alright, alright, I'll tell them to quiet down," Michael said, rolling his eyes and sighing.

"Please, you know Brutus has a quiz tomorrow," Debra added.

"Yeah, yeah," Michael exhaled, closing the door behind him.

He went back to the living room. "Hey guys, can you keep your tone down a bit, Brutus and Nathan can't sleep."

Greg snorted, "I cannot be tamed!"

"Alright, I think it's time for us to go," Johnny said while getting up.

"Yeah, I second that," Brandon joined.

"Okay, see you guys tomorrow at practice," Michael said and accompanied his speech with a wave goodbye.

And he received a synchronised 'Bye!' in return.

They were an established squadron in one of the ranking special forces units, Navy SEALs. Tasked with practice runs every other day before briefings and operations are administered.

A minute after they left, Mac's phone rang... 

Unknown number

"Hello?"

"Collin."
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