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	Foreword.


	The observation satellites, launched by the European Union (ESA) sent pictures of the earth on a regular basis, the latest publicized batch showed how much the earths surface had changed, the polar caps had vanished along with the glaciers, and the vast mountains regions lay bare of snow. 


	Due to the rising sea level, many small islands had disappeared, and many lands had erected sea walls along their coasts, that is, those who could afford it, meanwhile the world hungered for a new clean energy source.


	 


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter One.


	 


	 March 13th. 2023.


	In a laboratory somewhere in England two scientists experimented with ore samples brought back from the planet Mars by the robot mining vessel Endeavour launched by Britain seventeen years previously. The ore, similar in structure to Uranium, was discovered in a giant meteor crater, and mass for mass was four times that of gold.


	One of the problems involved was the ore’s tendency to give off heat, up to 80° Centigrade and higher, making handling uncomfortable so that eight months after its arrival on earth, after countless experiments, the heavy metal, in small pellets, was kept under close scrutiny in sub-zero temperatures in a secret location.


	In a laboratory at this ‘secret location’ Professor Marian Timms turned to her colleague Professor William Nielson, “We have to test this in subzero temperatures, what would happen if we exposed it in a vacuum, it was found in a vacuum wasn’t it.” 


	Nielson’s forehead wrinkled and he said, “Yes, it would cool down wouldn’t it. Yes, we’ll do that; give Ian a ring, okay?”


	*


	A large, egg-shaped vessel stood clear of the floor on four one-metre high metal supports, taking up a quarter of the experimental laboratory room’s floor space. The two scientists, enclosed in their bulky pressure suits, ascended the iron steps leading to a door in the side of the huge vacuum capsule along with their equipment consisting of several measuring devices and one small but heavy box made entirely of lead. 


	Once inside the well-lit room they set the lead casket on a table situated in the centre of the circular room. William Nielson opened the box and using a pair of small pincers he removed a tiny silver object no bigger than a grain of rice and placed it in a small ceramic bowl. He spoke via his two-way radio to the technician, Ian Timms Marian’s husband, at the vacuum controls. “Ian, we are ready, start the vacuum, take it to eighty percent.” 


	The pair observed the object intently and it started to vibrate visibly then glowed to a dull red. William said, “Check the temperature.” 


	Marian pointed her digital thermometer at the grain. She gasped at the reading. “Oh my Goodness, it is four thousand degrees Celsius and rising, look.” She held the instrument in front of his head covering. 


	“That’s not possible.”


	She measured the temperature once agin and said, “It’s now 4,500 and rising, albeit a little slower.”


	He stared at the thermometer as she held it to him. “That should not possible even in a partial vacuum.” 


	“Ian, take it to one hundred percent,” he said, and his jaw dropped as the grain glowed from red to yellow and then to white with the increase in vacuum, and suddenly the Geiger counter on the table sent out a rapid four-second long burst of clicks, then it grew silent, and the glow subsided. 


	Marian pointed the thermometer at the ceramic bowl, she said, “The temperature is -.” She looked around the table and dropped onto her knees and scoured the white tiled floor. “Where’s it gone?” 


	The minute grain of radioactive material had disappeared. 


	The two scientists looked to one another in silence; then they heard Ian’s voice as it broke the silence, he called out frantically. “….answer me will you, William, Marian, what’s going on in there, what’s happening, are you alright?” 


	“We’ve lost the pellet, I mean it’s disappeared from the bowl and we can’t see it anywhere.”


	The two scientists could only look around them, the room was well-lit, the floor was bare except for the table and they were afraid to move lest they stood on their experiment. Then they heard Ian’s voice once more as he called out loudly, “I want you both out of there now. I’m reducing the vacuum. It’s down to seventy five percent.” 


	Inside the vacuum vessel, they both experienced a slight movement. 


	Ian called out, “Oh my God, are you all right in there?”


	Marian said, “We’re okay, Ian.”


	William nudged her. “Look at the bowl, it’s back again.”


	She looked at the ceramic bowl, the tiny silver grain of was back in the bowl. She took the Geiger counter as Ian called out. “Vacuum down to fifty percent and holding, should I reduce it further?” 


	“Yes, hold it there for a moment, the pellet is back in the bowl, you can reduce the vacuum fully.”


	Marian looked at the Geiger counter’s dial and said, “No, wait, there is no reading from the Geiger, it’s dead.” She waited a few seconds more then said. “Okay reduce the vacuum to zero, Ian, but nice and slow.”


	William said, “What the hell,” and reduced the lighting to almost zero; then pointed at the tiny pellet. It was surrounded by a purple haze, a cloud of incandescent tiny writhing violet tentacles. “Look at that, Marian that’s static electricity.” 


	As the vacuum receded, Marian said, excitedly, “What have we done, look at it, what do you think, how did it disappear back then.” 


	“Do you mean it was invisible.”


	“Well, it did vanish and now it’s back in place.”


	William remained silent, staring at the pellet, and then she said, “Wait; it is starting to glow again, but there’s no reading from the Geiger counter.” 


	Ian called out, “Vacuum down to zero percent.” 


	The pellet’s glow changed slowly from red to yellow and then to white once more. William called out, “Ian, increase the vacuum to back to fifty percent, quickly now.” 


	After a number of seconds the pellet ceased to glow and the purple haze returned. 


	Marian said softly, “It’s returning to its static electrical state.” 


	William took the pincers, placed the grain despite the incandescent glow inside the lead container, and sealed it hermetically. He said into his two-way. “Ian, on my word, decrease the vacuum to zero percent and as soon as we are out return it to fifty percent.” He paused slightly then said, “Ian, it has to be done very quickly, on three.” He looked at Marian and she walked over to the door, William joined her and said, “Ian, one, two, three, go.” The two scientists waited at the door watching their assistant. 


	Suddenly the door opened and the pair exited quickly and resealed the heavy door. They looked around at Ian, standing by the console, white-faced, his hands shaking visibly. They walked over to him, unfastening their suits. 


	He said mechanically, despite his trembling hands, which he clasped together, “Vacuum returned to fifty percent.” Then he gazed past them pointing, and his voice trembled as he said, “Look, look at the vacuum’s supports.” 


	After they removed their bulky headgear, regarding him with concern, they turned and looked at the four steel legs. The half-dozen twelve-inch long bolts at the base of each support had been literally wrenched out of the concrete and lay scattered about the floor. 


	They regarded him, their brows tense. “What the hell happened, Ian,” said William


	He pointed silently to the ceiling at a spherical depression in two of the structure’s steel girders. 


	They looked to him for an explanation and he answered nervously, “The room temperature rose somewhat, and then this happened.” 


	He walked off and the followed him to a television monitor on his desk. He pressed a switch on the desk’s console and a picture of the vacuum sphere appeared. The sphere rose slowly and stopped momentarily as it reached the girders and then proceeded to bend the structure and stopped dead held back by the steel reinforced five meter thick concrete ceiling. Then it slowly came down again and hovered one metre above the ground. It stayed that way for a short while before gradually settling on the floor. 


	Marian told him levelly. “We felt nothing Ian, tell me, how did this occur?” 


	“The sphere rose when I increased the vacuum and came down as I reduced it.” 


	She looked at the sphere. “How much does that thing weigh?” 


	“Eighty-five tons.” 


	William crossed himself and placed an arm around Marian. “Sweet Jesus, Mary and Joseph, what have we done, what have we found.” 


	Marian, the more practical of the two, sighed and said, “I am not quite sure but we had better call Mister Fish at number ten.” She turned to the technician. “Ian, not a word to anyone about this or they will lock us in the tower and throw the key away.” 


	He nodded. “Don’t worry dear sister, our secret is safe. Now, where’s that bloody telephone?”


	 




 


	 


	 


	Chapter Two


	 


	London City, Saint Giles Infirmary. 


	2am July 9th 2033. 


	He looked down at her; she seemed to be sleeping despite death’s pallor and the dark bruising on her throat.


	A man, dressed in a grey suit, indicated unnecessarily the body lying on the mortuary slab, covered up to the shoulders with a white cotton sheet, and asked him quietly. “Is that your wife sir?”


	He tried to speak, coughed once, but he only managed a slight nod, as what he really wanted to say would have been irrelevant to the police officer, who she really was and what she meant to him. 


	She was the mother of their unborn child, his wife of six months and he asked his God to help him forgive the people who had taken away the only joy in his life, the core of his being, his morning star, his wife, and the tears burst forth. 


	He screwed his eyes shut to stop the flow, he blinked and water ran down from his eyes and disappeared inside his full beard, then he sobbed uncontrollably, the sounds echoing around the room, a still and silent room, a room that had heard these sounds many times before and would continue to do so in  the near and distant future. 


	*


	On the 18th hole at Hurley Golf Club, 10am he sighted along his putter, rose up and taking a casual stance, sank his ball with ease. 


	His opponent, Richard Parsons, looked on, smiling and said, “John, you’re not going to gain any customers if you don’t let them win, you’ve beaten me by five holes.” 


	John Ward retrieved the ball from the hole and placed it in his pocket. “You are not a potential customer Richard, just a dear friend and I think our friendship would be in jeopardy if I let you win even once.” 


	Richard nodded. “Well you haven’t changed, still a bugger for the truth.” 


	John placed his arm around his friend’s shoulder and said, “Come on, I’ll buy you a drink; it’s been such a long time.” 


	“It will have to be coffee; I have to work this evening, night flight to Hong Kong. A pilot’s life is a busy one.”


	*


	The two friends sat at the bar drinking coffee. “How come you never stayed with the army?” 


	John emptied his coffee cup and looked at the dregs. “I wanted to be a helicopter pilot just like you did, and then I had this problem with my ears.” He looked at his friend and added, “You came out of it alright though, working for British Airways.” 


	Richard nodded and said sadly. “Yes, I was lucky in a way, as you know; my father ran an air freight business until his accident.” He sat there in silence for a few seconds and then continued cheerfully. “I’ve been flying ever since I could hold a joy stick; I started in Dad’s favourite machine.” 


	John looked out the window at the sound of a helicopter taking off from the heli-pad, he remembered Richard’s father, a ruddy-faced individual who lived for flying, he had died in a crash-landing after his bi-plane hit a flock of seabirds, he said quietly, on reflection. “Yes, I remember, that old Tiger Moth.”


	Richard nodded. “Bloody seagulls! Messerschmitt’s and Fokker-Wolfe’s couldn’t get him; he shot them down by the dozen. He started with Hurricanes and Spitfires and finished up with Mustangs.” 


	What Richard did not know was that John Ward was an SIS, operative and he hated flying due to his vertigo as he was always near to vomiting, in other words he was prone to air sickness, but strangely enough he was never sea sick, even on the roughest of seas.


	As always, the conversation turned to the future of flying as John asked him. “How is the fuel situation by the way?” 


	Richard lowered his voice, sounding slightly morose. “Stocks are running low since the world governments abolished the manufacture of bio-fuels because they were destroying the environment. The military in Britain has returned the confiscated aviation gasoline and other fossil fuels for some reason.” 


	He sighed. “But the price will rise in the next couple of years before it’s all gone, making air travel the most expensive thing on the planet, only the rich will be able to afford to fly at the very end. This will be one of the last long range flights this year, I’m transporting Asian families out and bringing British and Europeans families back home.” 


	John recalled the episode with the QM2 some six years previous when he was with Special Branch, and the repatriation of British and European nationals from the Americas, and then there was the question of the fair and equal distribution of any discovery of cheap energy he said casually. “Yes I heard something of that sort on the news, but what about this new energy source, is that any help?” 


	Richard lowered his voice to almost a whisper. “Listen John, this is confidential...!” 


	John interrupted. “Then don’t tell me.” 


	Richard smiled and assured him. “It isn’t top secret, the people at the top are in the know, and our CEO told our pilots not to be disheartened.” He paused slightly then added. “I know I can trust you to keep it to yourself; after all you did sign the official secrets act like the rest of us and it will be common knowledge in just over a year, so do you want to hear it?” 


	He looked at John for approval and John shrugged saying. “I can keep a secret Richard, so if you must tell me then do so.”  


	Richard continued in the same tone. “About a month ago, two New Zealand scientists working here in Britain discovered a way of creating non radio-active fuel, they call it clean energy. It provides non-stop energy at no cost, it is useless as modern day aircraft fuel, but they say they are working on another means of air transport and that is top secret.” He lowered his voice to a whisper and moved closer. “It’s still under development, and they say in two years time we will be looking to the stars.” 


	John frowned and said. “Now you are telling too much, let’s leave it at that, Richard.”


	Richard looked briefly at his watch and said. “Well for what that last bit is worth it was all the CEO would tell us anyway, it was after all only so we wouldn’t get despondent. I’ll be leaving for Hong Kong in four hours and-!” 


	He broke off as a waiter came over with a portable telephone. “Mr Parsons, excuse me sir, an urgent telephone call, the caller has been trying all morning.” 


	Richard took the phone and pressed it to his ear. “Richard Parsons.” He sat there listening to the voice at the other end for over a minute, and his face slowly paled, then tears replaced the shocked look and coursed down his cheeks. Suddenly, as if awakening, he dropped the phone onto the table, rose up quickly and without a word left John sitting at the table. 


	John watched as his friend made his way through the half-filled clubroom. He spilled out some small change from his wallet for the coffee onto the table and hastened after Richard who was racing through the foyer fumbling with his blouson pocket. 


	He caught up with him as he reached his Ferrari, the remote in his hand, the driver’s door open. He called out. “Richard, what’s the matter?” 


	His friend turned to him his face a mask of sorrow, hinting at anger, then he spat out. “Something awful as happened, John. Give my regards to Terence will you.” 


	John nodded as Richard slid in behind the wheel; the motor started with a roar and raised a cloud of dust as it sped away. It was then that John felt something die, he recalled his friend’s expression, the unspoken words, and he felt the link of friendship weaken as the sports car receded into the distance. 


	 


	 




	 


	Chapter Three.


	 


	The Decision.


	In his Office at 10, Downing Street British Prime Minister George Fish, seated next to the Energy Minister, Wilfred White, looked across the table at Professor Marian Timms and her husband Ian seated next to her colleague Professor William Nielson.


	“We’ve read your report and I’ve had a meeting with the, er, top brass, as they like to be known and we spoke of this energy source’s potential, I gave them just the bare details, and the three of them agreed to keep it under wraps.”


	Marian said, “When do we tell the whole world of this.”


	Fish said, “We respect your well-meaning intentions, but it is too early to announce anything until we realise it’s remarkable qualities as you mentioned ‘anti-gravity’ and a tiny quantity’s ability to displace eighty-five tons and bend two-feet thick steel girders.”


	White said, “It is this part that must be kept secret as for energy, we still don’t know how to harness it…Or do you.”


	William shook his head, “We need more specialized equipment and somebody with the right knowledge, and then we can proceed.”
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