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NAME: CATHY LARSEN 
 
About Cathy 
 
Cathy Larsen is a 47-year-old graphic designer currently working with Penguin. She has worked publish-
ing for over 25 years.  She lives with her three in cats and a lot of pot plants in her house in South 
Yarra. She used to read the Lord of the Rings to her mother in installments. Cathy likes all things gothic. 
 
Experience of Spaced Out 
 
Cathy has enjoyed coming along to Spaced Out nights, particularly the dinners. She finds that everyone 
are friendly, fun and don’t take themselves too seriously. She was worried we all might nerds in Star 
Trek outfits, and was prepared to run a mile, but she was pleasantly surprised. 
 
SF Interests 
 
Cathy likes Dr Who, Blake’s Seven, a bit of Star Trek, pschyological speculative fiction such as Sherry S 
Tepper and Ursula Le Guin. Some of her favourite movies are Beetle-Juice, Edward Scissorhands, and 
The Day the Earth Stood Still. She is not a big fan of the Daleks and the Cybermen. 
Her favourite Dr Who episodes are The Girl in the Fireplace, 
The Idiot’s Lantern, The Planet of  the Spiders and The Talons of Weng-Chiang. Cathy liked the first 
Master, Roger Delgado and found him elegantly evil. 
 
See Cathy’s artwork below  
 
 

Spaced Outer Bio– Graph 
Our Members stories, One by One! 
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Outland Review 

by Stephen Barker 
 

Cast    Crew 
Wes Snelling as Max  John Richards, Troy Hunter, Adam Richard (co-writers) 
Scott Brennan as Dylan  John Richards (director) 
Adam Richard as Fab  Daniel Cardone (producer) 
Mike Frencham as Andy 
Narrelle Harris as Ginny 

               Toby Sullivan as Toby 
Anthony Menchetti as Nelson 

 
In August 2006, members of Spaced Out were invited to the premiere of the locally made short film 
Outland, a send-up of gay SF fandom.  The invitation was made a little tentatively, in case we might be 
offended.  A few of us bravely went along to see how seriously we take ourselves… 
 
The story is about Max who, embarrassed to admit he’s a science fiction fan, tries to hide the fact from 
his potential boyfriend, Dylan.  After seeing a superhero movie together Dylan makes a comment about 
it being formulaic, then suggests they head up to Max’s apartment for a coffee.  Max is uneasy but 
agrees, leaving Dylan waiting while he goes inside to “tidy up”. 
 
In fact Max’s apartment is already tidy, however it is decorated with a vast assortment of SF memora-
bilia.  In the first of many hilarious scenes, involving perhaps more product placement than a James 
Bond movie, Max works frantically to make his apartment presentable to an outsider.  In this odd paral-
lel to a Queer Eye makeover, he transforms his apartment, not from drab to fab, but from already fab to 
alternate fab: Doctor Who CDs are replaced with pop music, prominently placed SF magazines become 
fashion glossies, and Dalek toys (ahem, collectibles) are hidden away. 
 
Dylan is surprised when Max actually makes coffee, but any hope of pursuing what’s on his mind is 
dashed when Max’s friends start to arrive.  Having forgotten there’s an Outland SF club meeting at his 
place that afternoon, Max explains to Dylan that his friends are a support group!  Of course, Dylan even-
tually works it out. 
 
The first on the scene is Fab, who instantly brings to mind our own Aaron.  Fab even wears a Darth 
Vader costume at one point (reminiscent of Aaron’s presence in Pride March several years ago), com-
plete with lightsaber and associated innuendo.  Adam Richard also featured in the filmed introduction: 
“I’d like to thank the technical people who worked so hard to make the background look interesting; 
and yes, I believe there were other actors in it but they were also behind me”! 
 
The club’s president is lesbian matriarch Ginny, who refuses to be seen as a stereotype.  Being wheel-
chair-bound, she is referred to as Davros when she arrives (although an elevator wasn’t evident…).  
Having a Doctor Who fan in the writing team explains why there are plenty of references to that show, 
although Blakes 7 gets a mention and there’s much Star Trek-like techno-babble in resolving media 
compatibility issues so that everyone can enjoy a rare episode of a cult SF series. 
 
The Outland club has parallels to Spaced Out: they’re a predominantly media SF group, and whereas 
we’ve recently widened our scope to include fantasy and other cult shows, Outland is now purely SF.  
Asking why the group is male dominated, Dylan learns that the majority of lesbian members, being fans 
of Buffy and Xena, left to form their own group. 
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Outland has very high production values and is fun to watch.  It’s Galaxy Quest meets Queer as Folk.  
In fact, Max is not dissimilar to Vince (Queer as Folk; UK version).  Both are gay and into SF 
(specifically Doctor Who), but where Vince isn’t out to everyone, Max feels he has to hide his SF inter-
est.  It’s as though gay SF fans have two closets – which is the more difficult to come out of? 
 
The 25-minute film was subsequently included in the OUTer G&L SF/Fantasy Film Festival in Austin, Texas (the 
only such festival on this planet).  Hopefully it will screen here again (www.outlandonline.com.au).  The website 
claim is that Outland is “quite possibly the best gay and lesbian science-fiction fan club-themed short film ever 
made”.  Tongues in cheeks aside, it’s certainly the best I’ve ever seen: five out of five stars from me. 
 
As to whether we were offended, absolutely not!  Perhaps proud that we could so readily identify with it, hopeful 
that there are others out there like us, relaxed knowing that we can laugh at ourselves – or just plain relieved that 
we’re not that geeky!  APART from dressing up for Pride March, making TARDIS and Stargate cakes, eating 
Lost in Space robot lollies, playing Star Wars Trivial Pursuit and Stormtrooper Skittles… but that’s not the same, 
is it? 
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chev’s perspectives 
 
Science fiction, when exploring the human condition at individual and societal levels, fascinates me.  The 
Star Trek: The Next Generation episode “The Measure of a Man”, Robert Sheckley’s novel “The Status Civi-
lization” and the animated feature “Ghost in the Shell” are personal favorites. 
 
What makes us “human”?  What makes them (be they biological, mechanical, hybrid or ephemeral) differ-
ent?  How do we respond –- do we so-called humans accept and embrace diversity or reject and fear it? 
 
As a straight-heterosexual-supportive friend-member of Spaced Out I have discovered a new perspective to 
those questions –- a queer perspective.  I didn’t recognise the Tomorrow People as a metaphor for coming-
out, imagine R2D2 and C3PO as a gay couple or see 7 of 9 as a dykon. 
 
In chev’s perspectives I aim to present a dialogue between straight and queer views of science fiction.  This 
can be an intellectual deconstruction or a tongue-in-cheek dig at a book, movie, series/episode, character or 
theme. 
 
In this, the first of hopefully a regular column, Steve and I take a look at one of our favorite Blake’s 7 epi-
sodes “Orbit”. 
 
Blake’s 7 - Orbit 
 
The crew of the Scorpio is invited to the planet Malodaar by the (in)famous scientist Egrorian with an offer - 
to trade the ultimate weapon, the Tacyon Funnel, for the ultimate computer Orac.  Avon suspects Egrorian 
has done a deal with Servalan.  The action focuses on Egrorian, his assistant Pinder, Avon and Vila, with Ser-
valan watching from the wings.  After a series of double-crosses and betrayals Avon and Vila finally escape.  
Having failed to get both the Tacyon Funnel and Orac Servalan abandons Egrorian and Pinder to their fate. 
 

Steve: What makes this episode interesting for gay audiences is the question mark over the rela-
tionship between Egrorian and Pinder. 

 
chev: Their behaviour is certainly eccentric; they have lived in total isolation together for 10 years.  

Sure Egrorian camps it up, but it seems as much for comic relief as anything else. 
 

Steve: In the past British sci-fi has used camp to show evil and I think that's what's happening here.  
At first glance you could say that Egrorian is eccentric and Pinder is the devoted servant, but 
if you look a little more closely there's more to it. 

 
chev: OK I'll believe the "camp = evil" thing.  We have seen it before in Blake's 7 in "Gambit" 

with Krantor and Toyse.  And, yes, Egrorian seems a bit suss, but I'm not sure we're meant 
to take it too seriously. 

 
Steve: It appears Avon may be aware of Egrorian's sexuality.  When Vila suggests he take one of 

the girls with him to soften up Egrorian Avon smiles.  Does he know what we suspect? 
 

chev: I don't think so, that smile was probably a comment on Vila's cowardice.  Besides Avon was 
going to send Tarrant and Dayna first so sending one of the girls wasn't out of the question. 

 
Steve: I don’t think that Avon was aware that Egrorian had an assistant with him when he chose to 

send Dayna and Tarrant.  When Avon and Vila arrive in Malodaar Command Egrorian in-
troduces Pinder to them as his assistant.  Pinder clearly looks offended by this suggesting the 
relationship could be closer. 
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chev: I took this as being a slight on Pinder's professional pride.  When  Orac reveals Egrorian's 
examination grade as beta-plus Pinder is amused, "only beta-plus!" which implies that 
Pinder is the brilliant student and Egrorian is taking the credit for Pinder's work. 

 
Steve: Orac also said the Egrorian was dismissed on charges of gross misconduct, which was 

probably homosexual. 
 

chev: You mean like Alan Turing [1]? 
 

Steve: Exactly!  Egrorian is stroking Pinder's head when explaining that Pinder was a mere youth 
when he took him under his wing, and while Pinder is 28 he looks 72 because he was acci-
dentally exposed to Hoffal's radiation.  Egrorian is clearly upset at losing his golden-haired youth for a 
silver-haired old man. 

 
chev: Egrorian is touchy-feely in a camped-up sort of way. I see him as someone obsessed with power and beauty 

so he could be attracted to Pinder's youth and powerful intellect - as possessions.  Egrorian seems upset by 
Pinder's lost long-term career as a scientist to me.  But Egrorian is also attracted to Servalan, a beautiful and 
powerful woman. 

 
Steve: In later scenes we do see Egrorian showing affection to Servalan.  This does seem false and we know that 

Egrorian wants to have some of Servalan's power.  He gains nothing of the sort from Pinder. 
 

chev: True enough.  Power is his thing and he'll do anything to gain that power. 
 

Steve: We see Pinder's messy pile of paperwork being constantly left lying around aggravating Egrorian.  In one 
scene Pinder is seen touching a control on the Tacyon Funnel, seeing this Egrorian slaps his hand camply.  
They are behaving almost as a married couple. 

 
chev: Not necessarily.  I've lived in shared accommodation, single sex and mixed, where there haven’t been any 

romantic or sexual relationships involved and you still get those sort of “domestic” behaviors. 
 

Steve: Egrorian is seen leading Vila to a seat arm in arm as though they were lovers walking through the park.  As 
Egrorian explains why he wants to trade the Tacyon Funnel for Orac he is seen strocking Vila's arm up and 
down.  Egrorian later tells Avon that Vila has a wonderfull sense of humour and one “could grow fond of 
that young man”.  Whilst Egrorian is showing Vila some attention Pinder can be seen in the background to 
be  upset by this. 

 
chev: Egrorian is trying to win Vila over as an ally so shows him attention.  Egrorian also lavishes attention on 

Servalan.  Pinder does show signs of jealousy not only towards Vila but Servalan too.  Pinder has had 
Egrorian's undivided attention for 10 years, 60 of his, now he has to take a back seat role, whether it's as 
student, assistant or lover I'm not so convinced. 

 
Steve: Over all this episode hints that there is at least some emotional relationship between Egrorian and Pinder 

that is more than scientist and assistant.  I believe there's a suggestion it's a homosexual relationship. 
 

chev: I'll agree there is some emotional relationship there, after all they have been together alone for a long time.  
Whether this leads to them being a gay couple is still, as you said, a question mark.  The “evidence” could 
easily be seen as either camped-up humour or gay sub-text. 

 
[1] Alan Turing was a brilliant British mathematician.  He did a lot of work on code breaking at Bletchley Park in WWII.  

The "Turing Test" – the ability, or not, for a human operator to distinguish whether responses on a computer terminal are 
from another human or are computer generated – is named after him.  He is regarded as one of the founding fathers 
of computing.  A homosexual, he was convicted of Gross Indecency in 1952 and forced to have estrogen injections 
to "cure" him.  He committed suicide in 1954 no longer able to live with the persecution for his homosexuality. 
 
If you would like to comment on this chev’s perspective or have an idea for future chev’s perspectives contact the 
club by email or snail-mail with “chev’s perspectives” as the subject. Naturally I’ll need to be able to contact you, 
get to read/watch whatever it is you’re interested in, and we’ll need to get together for a chat and to take a few 
notes. All articles for chev’s perspectives are cleared with you before publication. 
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Universal Light 
 

By Greg Fitzgerald 
 

Chapter 1 

 
The lightning made everyone jump. A huge bolt struck a tree just a minute after the bus had passed, accompanied 
by an ear-splitting bang that shook the bus like a rattle. The windows vibrated rapidly but didn’t break. All the as-
tronomers and their assistants were stunned, and some looked deathly pale. Tamara wondered if this was an omen, 
but then chided herself for being silly, she was a scientist after all. There were no further incidents and the bus 
soon arrived at the main gate of the Arecibo Observatory, Puerto Rico. 

The rain had lessened to a steady drizzle. They could see the giant radio dish cradled by the surrounding jun-
gle, with the antennae and various reflectors housed on a platform seemingly defying gravity above the centre of 
the dish, but in reality attached to five reinforced concrete towers surrounding the dish by a series of twenty-five 
cables.  Two extra towers and seven extra cables had been added after a hurricane in 2020 had almost brought the 
platform crashing down. 

They all got off the bus, and were greeted by a fitful wind, which played havoc with Tamara’s wavy blonde 
hair, whipping it against her face. However the air was now refreshingly cool and she breathed it in with pleasure, 
felt enlivened and ready for anything. Most of the astronomers were to be housed in prefab units; she was going to 
share one with Audrie, a French astronomer, who worked at the Observatory. They put their cases on trolleys and 
wheeled them up to their accommodation, which was utilitarian, but adequate. 

Tamara lay down on her bed, but felt lively and ready for anything. ‘Well, Audrie,’ she said. ‘It is finally go-
ing to happen!’ 

‘Yes, Tamara, but get a move on!’ Audrie said. ‘The Director’s starting proceedings in the Conference Room.’ 
‘All right, Slavedriver! But it’ll be good when the preliminaries are over, and the Ultimate Event begins!’ This 

was the witnessing of a rare astronomical phenomenon: a double neutron star, and would take place from midnight. 
 

Half an hour later, the two women entered the conference hall. The audience consisted of many astronomers that 
Tamara had either met or knew by reputation, journalists, and a few of the enigmatic members of the Foundation 
of Universal Light. 

The members were easy to spot; they sported bizarre, gleaming, cerebral implants that were used to connect 
their brains to the Foundation’s Global Mindnet. Only the silvery sockets showed on the left temple; the implants 
were larger inside the brain, connecting with the frontal lobes associated with intelligence, emotions and the con-
scious will. The Foundation preached the worship of the Universe itself. Many photographers were already snap-
ping away, and the room was starting to resemble one of Puerto Rico’s spectacular thunderstorms. 

The Director Dr Almondo Renalto strode to the stage to make the opening speech. He was a tall man, with 
gelled dark hair and a commanding presence. In his booming voice he began: ‘Welcome, ladies and gentleman to 
the Ultimate Event! We’re all in for an extremely interesting afternoon, evening and night! We’ll begin with a vis-
ual presentation of the double neutron star and exactly how we’ll be observing it. Some of this is quite technical, so 
please feel free to drift off at any time!  Later, we’ll have a sumptuous dinner, followed by a very entertaining and 
surprising concert. Then, it is Vasaro’s Twins Time! Right, to kick off proceedings here at the Arecibo Observa-
tory, please give a hand for the double star’s discoverer himself, Professor Vladamir Vasaro!’ 

While the renowned Professor strolled up to the stage, Tamara was studying the beaming presence of Director 
Renalto. Despite his evident charm, good looks and intelligence, there was something about him that she found 
vaguely repellent, although she could not have said what. However she had no further time for contemplation, be-
cause the imposing Professor Vasaro was now standing at the podium. 

Vasaro had long shaggy black hair and beard, and resembled a dark Santa Claus. His Russian accent made it 
difficult for Tamara to follow what he was saying. Already drowsy from the day’s activities, she kept drifting in 
and out of a light doze. She woke suddenly with a strong feeling that someone was watching her intently. She 
looked around the conference hall but couldn’t see who the watcher was, and headed outside for some fresh air. 

The sky had cleared, and the cool air refreshed Tamara, as if the afternoon’s thunderstorm had washed it of all 
impurities. The late afternoon sun kissed the jungle to the east with a soft yellowish-orange light. A cool breeze 
ruffled Tamara’s hair. The rainforest was punctuated with the cries of birds and primates, both lilting and harsh. 
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How beautiful, she thought. It was then that she realized that life and the Universe’s existence were far greater 
miracles than a pair of neutron stars. Perhaps the Foundation of Universal Light had something after all. 

Her reverie was broken by a voice, both deeply familiar and long unheard. 
‘It’s lovely here, isn’t it, Tam?’ She turned and saw a smiling Steve Fransson her former Ph.D. supervisor at 

Cambridge University, with whom she had had a brief relationship just after she graduated. 
‘Yes, it is Steve. How are you? 
‘Doing great, Tam. You’re looking well.’ 
‘I’d forgotten you might be here.’ There was an awkward silence. Steve was the first to speak. 
‘Look, this is a cosmological once in a lifetime event. Can we just forget the past? We were both at fault.’ 

Tamara knew this was true. Steve had been married at the time, and he’d decided to stay with his wife. Tamara had 
taken a long time to get over it. 

‘I think we can behave as professional colleagues.’ 
‘That’s all I ask,’ Steve said, with another winning smile. Tamara had to admit that he still had an effect on 

her. In his mid-forties, he was a very attractive man, with a lean, lightly muscled body, dark wavy hair, only 
slightly receding, and an open and appealing face, which Tamara found hard to stay angry at. 

‘You’ve put on a few kilos, haven’t you?’ she teased, patting his stomach, which was in fact only slightly 
more pronounced. 

‘We’re all getting long in the tooth,’ Steve replied ruefully. ‘Listen, I’m on the Director’s table tonight and 
there’s a spare seat’. 

Tamara considered a moment. Perhaps she’d been unfair and jumped to conclusions about Director Renalto, 
whom she didn’t really know at all. This would give her the chance to get to know him, and to make an informed 
judgement of his character. ‘All right, then I’ll see you at seven, ok?’ 

‘I’ll look forward to it, Tam. Coming back in?’ He indicated the hall. 
‘No, I’m going to get ready for tonight.’ 
‘See you, then.’ He waved goodbye casually and walked back inside, while Tamara headed for her accommo-

dation. 
 

Audrie had also been invited to sit at the Director’s table. At 7pm she and Tamara entered the conference hall, 
which had been transformed for dinner and the evening’s entertainment. The best of mid-twenty-first century tech-
nology had been employed to set the mood for the night’s astronomical wonders. The walls had been festooned 
with holographic strips that displayed multi-coloured, whirling planets, stars and galaxies. A huge tapestry hung 
over the stage depicting two dazzling white neutron stars on a navy blue sky scattered with many lesser stars re-
sembling tiny snowflakes. There were twelve large circular tables of a rich mahogany, covered with tablecloths 
that were variations on the design of the tapestry. Candles lit the hall, resembling normal ones, except that they 
didn’t smoke, drip wax, or go out before they were turned off. 

Most of the guests had opted for smart casual dress, as formal wear wasn’t considered practical or appropriate 
for the Ultimate Event. Tamara had decided on a sleeveless vermilion dress, neither very revealing nor modest, and 
a smart black jacket. She allowed herself the luxury of wearing her mother’s pearls and wore dark high heels. 
Audrie, more formally dressed, wore a beautiful silver dress with complex swirls, with an exquisite brooch shaped 
like an orchid. Her shoes had lower heels, to lessen the possibility of her falling over in front of many important 
people. 
Tamara and Audrie were seated together, with Steve Fransson, on Tamara’s left. He greeted the two women in a 
friendly manner, and introduced the other guests at the table. On Audrie’s right was a young French journalist 
named Jerome Lameau, with whom she soon struck a conversation, mainly on all things French. Next to him was 
Director Renalto’s vacant seat. There were several other astronomers, assistants, students and journalists, but what 
Tamara woke in a bed, in a warm and dimly lit room. For a moment she didn’t know where she was. But then she 
heard Clarissa and her son Sam talking in low voices. The bedside clocked showed 10pm. She turned on the lamp 
next to it and got out of bed, dressed, and opened the door. Clarissa and Sam were in the living room having cof-
fee, and looked up when she walked in. 

‘Feeling better, Tamara?’ Clarissa asked with obvious concern. 
‘Much,’ she replied. ‘Hi Sam.’ 
‘Hi Tamara,’ he said with his usual winning smile. ‘Heard you had a bit of trouble.’ 
‘Just a little.’ 
‘What happened with the Foundation members, Clarissa?’ Tamara asked. 
‘The police moved them on. There wasn’t any violence. But I’m more worried about you.’ 
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‘I’m OK now.’ 
‘I’m not so sure about that. I thought of taking you to the hospital, but they’re all full due to the heat. And you 

appeared to be sleeping normally.’ 
 ‘I’m fine, really. I’m quite hungry in fact.’ 
‘I’ll get you something to eat,’ Clarissa said. 
‘So Tamara,’ Sam said. Like to hear ‘bout all the stuff’s been happenin’?’ She told him about the radio surge, 

the deaths, and the presence she at sensed at Arecibo. She also informed him about the Foundation members on the 
road from Tullamarine Airport and the vision she’d had earlier that day.  ‘Ya don’t think the Foundation’s in-
volved, do ya?’ 

‘I think they’re connected somehow.’ 
‘No, Tamara, you’re wrong! The Foundation is a peaceful organization, seeking knowledge about the greatest 

thing of all, the Universe.’ 
‘I used to think they were harmless, but now I’m not so sure.’ 
‘Tamara, Director Tynan’s a great man.’ 
‘Great man, Sam?  A certain German Chancellor was called that a century ago.’ 
‘Aww, come on, Tamara! Director Tynan’s nothin’ like that evil bastard.’ 
‘Well all right, maybe I’m being slightly ridiculous. Anyway, I hear you’re an acolyte.’ 
‘Yeah, passed first time,’ Sam said with a grin. He ran his hands through his mop of brown curls. 
‘Sam, I’ve never tried to boss you around, have I?’ 
‘No Tamara, you haven’t. Don’t start now, will ya?’ 
‘No I’m not. I’m just going to ask you to keep your eyes and ears open, and be careful! Can you do that for 

me, Sam?’ 
‘Yeah sure, Tamara, careful is my middle name.’ 
Clarissa entered, carrying a tray of beef casserole. Sam went up to his room to do some study. Tamara forced 

herself to eat the delicious food slowly; she didn’t want to make herself sick, after all she’d been through. 
 

Tamara and Clarissa sat on the sofa drinking tea. 
‘I should go home in the morning,’ Tamara began. 
‘Stay one more night,’ Clarissa replied. ‘You’ve had a terrible shock.’ 
‘I guess I can do that.’ 
‘Tamara,’ Clarissa said. ‘I want you to see a neurologist. I know a good one.’ 
‘Clarissa, how on Earth would you know any neurologist?’ 
‘I know this one because my aunt had a benign brain tumour. She’s fine now.’ 
‘I don’t need a neurologist.’ Suddenly there were tears in her eyes. You think I’m crazy, don’t you? Thanks, 

Clarissa. Thanks a lot.’ 
‘No, Tamara, I’m don’t. But try to see it from my point of view. You suffer a massive electric shock where 

you are knocked out for hours. It could have scrambled your brain, resulting in hallucinations or just strange 
dreams.’ 

Tamara had stopped crying. She was angry now. ‘And you’re such an expert.’ 
‘I never claimed to be an expert. That’s exactly my point – you need to see one. Dr Jenkins is world renowned 

in his field.’ 
‘Clarissa, why can’t you consider the possibility something came down the radio surge, something alive?’ 
‘Because nothing has been detected by anyone. A thorough search was made in and around the Observatory.’ 
‘That doesn’t prove anything.’ 
‘All right, Tamara,’ Clarissa said. ‘I’ll tell you what, you get the brain scans done, and if they’re clear, I’ll be 

more inclined to be open-minded.’ 
But Tamara wouldn’t let it go. ‘Has anything odd been happening here since the Arecibo Incident?’ 
‘Well there’s the heat,’ Clarissa replied thoughtfully. ‘The summer had actually been a bit cooler than usual up 

to that point. But since then…record temperatures, yesterday it reached 50 degrees. There have been many more 
heat-related deaths; the hospitals are overflowing.’ 

‘There you are then.’ 
‘Tamara, the increase in temperature could have been caused by the radio surge. It isn’t evidence of alien ac-

tivity.’ 
‘All right, I’m not arguing anymore,’ Tamara said. ‘And I’m sorry I’ve been bad-tempered.’ 
‘No, its nothing, Tamara, really. Why don’t you get some sleep?’ 
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‘I think I’ll do that. Night, Clarissa.’ 
‘Night, Tamara. Sweet dreams.’ 
 

Tamara’s sleep was restful and dreamless. She rose before dawn, and crept through the darkened house, not want-
ing to wake its other occupants. They probably wouldn’t approve of what she was going to do. She made herself a 
quick breakfast of toast and coffee, and slipped out of the South Yarra house, just as dawn arrived on the eastern 
horizon. She needed to be alone, to think about all that had happened to her. And the exercise would do her good; 
she’d had none since leaving Puerto Rico. 

She knew exactly where she was going, The Royal Botanic Gardens. She often went there when she was feel-
ing stressed or troubled, early in the morning when not too many people were about. Walking briskly, she soon 
worked up a sweat in the hot, heavy air. She saw no one, only a half-grown kitten, sitting outside a house, watching 
her suspiciously. As she approached, it bolted in fear under the gap in the gate. ‘Frightened, little one?’ she asked 
the kitten. ‘I know just how you feel.’ It didn’t reply. 

She crossed Domain Road, and entered the Botanic Gardens. The light was growing, the sky now a slate grey 
and absolutely devoid of cloud, holding the promise of the sun’s viciousness. It was then she heard a sound that 
didn’t belong here: silence. The gardens should have been filled with the sounds of birdsong, cockatoos, kookabur-
ras, noisy miners and others. There were none. 

She sat down under some trees. A lone jogger approached. Tamara could hear his heaving breath, which 
sounded unnaturally loud in the still air. In the gloom, Tamara was invisible; he was unaware of her presence.  
When he had passed, she moved further into the gardens. She felt as if she was stuck in a painting. Her breath la-
boured in her lungs, and she had to fight the urge to sprint home again. At any moment, she expected to be faced 
with an army of Foundation members, their implants gleaming with an inner fire in the semi-darkness. Or perhaps 
a swarm of the jellyfish things. But none appeared. She gradually forced down the panic and made for the lake. 

 
By the time she got there, it was fully light, sunrise not far away. She was surprised to see that the tearoom was 
open and ordered a coffee. She took it outside and sat down. 

‘Do you mind if I join you?’ She jumped. A small man in his late sixties looked down at her. 
She felt like company. ‘By all means, have a seat. I’m Tamara.’ 
‘Edgar.’ He offered her his hand, and they shook. ‘Hot, isn’t it? 
‘You can say that again.’ She noticed his uniform. ‘You’ve just made a delivery?’ 
‘Yes, people still buy bread, even though it’s damned expensive, like everything else these days. You don’t 

look too good.’ 
‘I haven’t been well lately. I think it’s the heat.’ She didn’t want tell him about Arecibo. Right now, she didn’t 

have the energy. 
‘Yes, the heat.’ Tears slid down his lined face. 
‘What is it, Edgar?’ 
‘My wife passed away five days ago.’ 
‘I’m very sorry, Edgar.’ She placed her hand on his. 
‘She had a severe chest infection. But it was the heat that did for her. You know what she said, Tamara?’ 
‘What, Edgar? 
‘She said the heat was…was…poisoned.’ Poisoned. All she could think of was the black figure near the twin 

stars, grinning, revelling in this man’s sorrow, feeding on it. She could think of nothing to say. So they sat together 
in silence, the grieving old man, and the troubled young woman. The sun crested the horizon, sending its red rays 
over the treetops. Already she could feel its heat. 

‘You come here often, Tamara?’ 
‘Now and then. Usually I find it a comfort.’ 
‘But not today?’ 
‘Not today,’ she said. 
‘You live locally, Tamara?’ 
‘Yes, in South Yarra.’ She looked at her watch. ‘I’d better get back.’ She stood up felt suddenly dizzy, and sat 

down again wearily. 
‘You really don’t look well, Tamara,’ Edgar said with obvious concern. Can I give you a lift home?’ 
‘I don’t know. I…’ 
‘Please, Tamara. I’m an old man and not at all dangerous.’ 
‘Yes, thank you, Edgar.’ She was suddenly grateful for this man’s kindness. She was absolutely sure she 

couldn’t have made it home on foot. 
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Chapter 3 

 
Tamara arrived back at Clarissa’s to a hostile reception. 

‘You got a lift from someone you’ve only just met,’ Clarissa demanded. ‘And what were you doing going off 
by yourself in this heat after you’ve been ill?’ 

‘I just needed time to think,’ Tamara replied. ‘And he’s an old man. I was never in any danger. You know 
sometimes you really do make a fuss about nothing.’ 

‘About nothing, I’m so…’ 
‘Well I’m sorry I worried you, Clarissa. I shouldn’t have gone off like that. I’m really tired. 
‘All right,’ Clarissa said. ‘Let’s forget it. I’ve managed to get you an appointment to see Dr Jenkins.’ She 

raised her hand as Tamara prepared to argue. ‘I mean it; you need to get checked out. It’s at 2pm. I’ve booked a 
cab for you, but here’s the address just in case. I’ve set the alarm in your room, so   you can get some sleep first.’ 

Normally Tamara would have bristled at being talked to like a child. But she was exhausted, and could see the 
sense of Clarissa’s argument. She nodded. 

‘Right, I’m heading off,’ Clarissa said. ‘See you tonight.’ 
She ran into Sam on his way out. ‘Hey, Tamara. The Foundation’s having a public viewing of the next Mind-

net session at the Foundation Chapel. It’s on Thursday. Me and Mum are goin’. You gotta come. I don’t have an 
implant yet, so I can’t join in the ceremony. So, I’ll be watching with youse guys. ’ 

‘I don’t know Sam,’ Tamara replied. ‘I’m still not comfortable with the Foundation.’ 
‘But if you come, you’ll understand they’re peaceful and only want the human race to reach its full potential 

and connect with the awesome Universe. 
‘How do we view it?’ 
‘The audience sit in the next room, and we look through the glass wall. There’s an intercom. It’ll be brilliant. 

It’s changed my life, I’m tellin’ ya.  C’mon, Tamara.’ 
Tamara was in two minds. She was sure the Foundation was intimately connected with the Arecibo Incident, 

and her apparent ‘vision’, but had to admit to herself she was afraid. She had to face her fears. Ignoring them 
would only make things worse. ‘All right, Sam. I’ll come.’ 

 
Tamara slept for a few hours and awoke around midday. She ate a quick lunch. The cab was due at 1pm, so there 
was time to call Arecibo. A quick calculation - it was early evening there. She rang Audrie’s number. The astrono-
mer answered on the second ring, looking tired and drawn on the computer screen. 

‘Hi Tamara,’ she said. 
‘Audrie, are you all right? 
‘Not the best. We’ve got a major hurricane heading for the island.’ 
‘In February?’ 
‘Yes, it’s unprecedented. A Category 5. We’re battening everything down and considering if we should evacu-

ate. There’s something else.’ 
‘What is it?’ Tamara asked. 
Audrie paused, looking worried. ‘There have been incidents.’ 
‘What sort of incidents?’ 
‘We’re not really sure. Several locals and two tourists have been found dead, burned beyond recognition. They 

had to use DNA identification.’ 
Tamara felt a growing sense of dread. ‘Any theories?’ 
‘The main one seems to be some sort of chemical weapon, but it’s not like anything seen previously. Listen, 

I’ve really got to go.’ 
‘Yes, of course, Audrie. Good luck with everything.’ 
As she ended the call, Tamara realized she’d forgotten the reason she’d rung. She was going to ask Audrie if 

there was any further information about the Arecibo Incident. How could she be so stupid? She breathed deeply, 
trying to calm her shredded nerves. 

When the cab arrived, Tamara was glad she could go straight from the house into the car. The afternoon was 
brutally hot. There wasn’t a lot of traffic about, drivers avoiding the hottest part of the day. But Tamara saw sev-
eral ambulances on the short journey into the city. The heat and associated blackouts were exacting their grisly toll 
on the old, the very young and the ill. We did this, Tamara thought, the human race, with its greed, self-interest and 
stupidity. 



13. 

The cab dropped her off at the newest skyscraper in Collins St, a building of shimmering green and turquoise 
glass. The glass elevator made her feel dizzy, even though she didn’t normally suffer from vertigo. She was glad 
when she exited on the fifteenth floor. She’d arrived slightly early, but didn’t have to wait long. She was shown 
into Dr Jenkins hi-tech surgery. He was a serious and quietly spoken man in his early fifties. 

‘Tamara,’ he said, offering his hand. ‘Please call me Arthur.’ 
‘Hello, Arthur.’ 
‘Now Tamara, I’ve received the medical information the Arecibo doctor forwarded. He states you suffered an 

electric shock and a concussion. I want you to tell me about that incident and anything unusual that has happened 
since.’ 

She decided to tell him everything. So she told him about the lightning at Arecibo, the sensing of the malevo-
lent presence, and the vision she’d had on the road from Tullamarine airport. He didn’t react, but she was sure he 
thought she was mad. 

‘Tamara, I’m going to give you a brain scan, to test for any structural damage, it’s routine for concussion’ he 
said. ‘It’s nothing to worry about. In fact, you’re one of the first patients to use my new scanner. It’s much more 
comfortable and all done sitting down. Just over here, please.’ He led her to a gleaming chrome machine that re-
sembled an old fashioned hairdryer, and she sat on the seat that projected from the base of the scanner. ‘Please 
keep absolutely still.’ She did so, he touched some controls on a console and the scanner began to lower over her 
head. There was a soft, whirring noise and flashes of green and white light. But it wasn’t a frightening procedure, 
and was soon over. 

‘Right, while we’re waiting for that to process, I’d like to try a few cognitive exercises.’ These were routine, 
testing her eye function, motor skills and her ability to reason. Dr Jenkins pronounced her completely normal. The 
brain scan was ready; he studied it intently for about 5 minutes. 

‘Is everything all right? 
‘Your brain function appears normal in all respects,’ he said. 
Tamara was relieved; she felt it proved she wasn’t crazy. 
‘Wait a minute, what’s this?’ 
‘What is it, Dr … Arthur? 
He answered with a question. ‘Have you had any brain surgery?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Well there’s some sort of structure in the cognitive part of your brain, that is, the area governing conscious 

thought. See this area here.’ She looked and saw a small irregular black shape against the lighter shade of the brain. 
Tamara felt a black dread settle in her stomach. 

‘Do you think it is a tumour?’ she asked barely audibly. 
‘No, tumours are soft and have fuzzy edges. This is very sharp and defined. I’m sure it’s artificial. Well I don’t 

think it’s doing you any harm, but I would like to do some more tests. Would you be available next Monday?’ 
‘Yes I should think so,’ Tamara said. 
‘I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about, Tamara. The receptionist will arrange a suitable time for you.’ As she 

left, Tamara felt a wave of nausea, and thought she might be sick. After a moment it passed, but she could feel a 
smothering blanket of despair and anxiety descending upon her. 

 
Tamara returned home to her Brunswick flat the following morning. 

‘See you at work tomorrow,’ Clarissa said when she dropped her off. ‘But don’t come in if you don’t feel up 
to it.’ 

‘I won’t,’ Tamara replied. 
She knocked on her neighbour Liz Strauss’s door. 
The slight, middle-aged woman opened it almost immediately. 
‘Tamara,’ she said. ‘It’s really good to see you.’ 
‘And you, Liz.’ 
‘You don’t look too bad, considering,’ Liz said with a smile. ‘Why don’t you come in for a coffee?’ 
‘I’d love to. Has he been good?’ 
‘He’s behaved perfectly. Asleep as usual.’ She indicated the large tabby snoozing on the sofa. Tamara sat 

down next to Boris, and tickled his ear. He woke and rubbed his head against her hand. His purr was a loud rum-
ble. 

‘Hello, big boy,’ Tamara said. ‘I’ve missed you.’ 
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Liz didn’t ask too many questions about Tamara experiences, which relieved her greatly. After promising to 
come over dinner soon, she retrieved Boris and went back to her flat. There were only two messages, one from her 
mother and the other from Steve, offering her a position in the Dept. of Astronomy at Cambridge University. She 
knew he wanted to renew their old romance, something she had no wish to do. She’d call him in a few days. 

 
The next morning Tamara drove to work at the Victorian Institute of Astronomy. The air was filled with smoke 
from the bushfires that ringed the city, only seeming to intensify the heat. She was glad to get into her air-
conditioned car. She put on her favourite Steps CD and tried to relax. At 9am there wasn’t much traffic, drivers 
preferring to travel early to avoid engine boil-overs. It didn’t take long to get to the Institute at Spotswood. 

The Institute building was only 10 years old, when the states had assumed partial responsibility for the running 
of their Institutes, each concentrating on different areas of astronomy. The Victorian one studied neutron stars and 
other bizarre distant phenomena, which was why Tamara had gone to Arecibo. 

She got out of the lift on the sixth floor. Everyone was pleased to see her, and asked after her health, except for 
her boss, Tom Sheppard. He invited her into her office for ‘a little chat’. 

‘Well,’ he said. ‘I’m glad to hear you’re feeling better.’ He didn’t sound at all glad. ‘Now Tamara, I hear that 
you’ve been making bizarre claims.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ 
‘This ridiculous claim of some sort of  presence. It’s got to stop.’ 
‘I did sense something.’ 
‘You had concussion, for God’s sake. Now pull yourself together.’ 
Tamara stared at her boss with open hostility, with his mean little eyes behind his absurd thick-rimmed 

glasses. ‘You have no understanding of what happened to me. And men died.’ 
‘That’s unfortunate,’ he said. ‘Listen, we’re behind here because of your delayed absence. I want you to find 

out everything you can about the Arecibo Incident. There’s a huge amount of data coming in from around the 
world. I suggest you come in early and leave late, until you’re on top of it. You’re not indispensable, you know.’ 

‘Is that all, Tom?’ she hissed through gritted teeth. 
‘It is.’ 
Tamara stormed back to her desk. Clarissa had arrived.                      
‘What is it?’ she said. 
‘Just Sheppard. He’s such an arsehole.’ 
‘Yeah, I know. Don’t worry about him, he’s just a jumped up pen-pusher.’ 
As everyone got to work the tension in the air dissipated, but there was little time for chit-chat as the data 

poured in, mainly from the radio observatory in Jodrell Bank, England. Even though Hurricane Alicia had nar-
rowly missed Puerto Rico, the Arecibo Telescope remained severely damaged. 

At last there were only Clarissa and Tamara. The latter felt she could do no more. 
‘I’m going to call it a day, Clarissa.’ 
‘OK, I’m going just going to finish this dataset. See you tomorrow.’ 
‘Yeah, see you.’ 
 

When Tamara got to her car in the underground car park, all the tyres had been slashed. She swore mightily for 
about a minute. Then she looked more closely. There were scorch marks. It was as if someone had used a blow-
torch to burst the tyres. Suddenly she didn’t think she could take much more. It was probably just some kids, she 
thought. But how had they got in here? The car park became a sinister, threatening place. Scanning the few cars, 
she could see no one. She thought about ringing for a cab, but decided, as the station wasn’t far, and the way was 
well-lit, she’d get the train. 

When she emerged from the building, it was getting dark. She walked out into the oppressive night. No one 
was around.  Two minutes later, the street lighting went out. It was just another blackout, she told herself, but was-
n’t convinced. She had an uneasy feeling of being watched, but could see very little. 

Suddenly she saw two men, saw them because they glowed. And smelled. The same chemical smell mixed 
with death she’d experienced in her vision of the double neutron star. The men looked ordinary; they had no im-
plants. But their skin was translucent.  She looked at the one closer to her. His face was pulsing with ever changing 
colour: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet. Just like the jellyfish creatures from her vision. Fear threat-
ened to overcome her, but an adrenalin surge spurred her into a sprint.  One of the men grabbed for her, but she 
twisted away. A fingertip brushed her bare arm; it burned like acid. She kept running, but they were just behind 
her, and she was tiring quickly. 
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 She heard a car approach at speed and slam into one of the men knocking him into the air. He crashed into the 
road. 

‘Get in,’ Clarissa yelled.  The passenger door was already open. She got in; a hand grabbed her leg, burning a 
hole in her jeans. She picked up a crook lock on the seat and hit him in the face. He stumbled back. She slammed 
the door. He advanced again, blood dripping from his face, and pressed his hand against the window, which began 
to melt. Clarissa stared in shock as she saw the glass conforming to the shape of the assailant’s hand. 

‘Clarissa!’ Tamara yelled. ‘For God’s sake, drive!’ Clarissa came to her senses and hit the accelerator hard. 
They sped off around the dead man on the road. Both women were astonished to see he was on fire. 

 ‘Who were they?’ Clarissa asked. 
‘Not now,’ Tamara replied, her fear being replaced by overwhelming relief, but she was shaking visibly. 

‘Let’s get out of here.’ They drove away from the flickering light of the burning man into impenetrable darkness. 
 

‘We should go to the police,’ Clarissa said, as they turned the corner, the fire no longer visible. 
‘No, he’ll be gone, and they’ll be little left of the other one.’ Tamara thought for a moment. ‘I don’t think the 

police would be any help. This is beyond them.’ 
‘But we’ve got to do something!’ 
‘We will. I want to visit the Foundation Temple. I have a feeling it will be very revealing.’ 

 
Chapter 4 

 
Clarissa drove Tamara and Sam to the Mindnet ceremony at the Foundation Temple. They passed Fitzroy Gardens, 
which was darkened to save power. Tamara could just make out the shapes of plane trees and their large irregularly 
shaped leaves. 

‘How are your burns?’ Clarissa asked. ‘Did you get them checked out?’ 
‘What?’ Tamara replied. ‘Oh, nearly better.’ 
‘Nearly better? That’s not possible! It’s only been two days!’ 
Clarissa turned on to Brunswick St. The traffic lights had turned red. Clarissa took the opportunity to glance at 

Tamara’s arm. Where the burn had been there was only a pale, slightly moist patch of skin. 
‘How can that be?’ Clarissa asked. Tamara shrugged, thinking about the strange object in her brain, and wish-

ing she hadn’t. 
There was an impatient beeping from the car behind. 
‘Mum,’ Sam yelled from the back. ‘The lights!’ 
‘All right, Sam. I see them.’ 
‘Mum, we don’t want to be late. Sometimes I don’t think you realize how important this is to me.’ 
‘I do realize, Sam. There’s plenty of time.’ 
Tamara felt her stomach roil. She should have had something to eat. She turned around. 
‘I like your T-shirt, Sam!’ she said. 
‘Yeah, it’s pretty cool, huh?’ It had a midnight blue background with the Milky Way emblazoned diagonally 

from left to right. Numerous smaller galaxies surrounded it. The Foundation logo was displayed in large multi-
coloured bold script, in outline, allowing the rest of the design to show through: The Miraculous Universe that 
Created Itself and All Else. He also wore a pass around his neck, which was printed with ACOLYTE in black, with 
name, photo, and logo in bottom left hand corner. ‘It’s goin’ to be awesome, Tamara!’ 
Clarissa found a parking space near the Spanish restaurants around Johnston St as Sam had warned they wouldn’t 
be able to park near the temple. It was about a ten-minute walk and Tamara’s face was soon glistening with sweat. 
Is it ever going to cool down? The straps on her pale yellow sleeveless dress were digging into her shoulders, mak-
ing them itch. 

They arrived at the Foundation Temple, previously an unremarkable Pentecostal Church, with tacky post-
modern architecture, painted off white. But the Foundation had enlivened the building with a large banner detailing 
a design similar to the one on Sam’s T-shirt, and interactive displays showing moving planets, stars and galaxies. 
The Temple was filling up fast, with many, mostly younger, people wearing identical Foundation T-shirts. A few 
Foundation members, with their characteristic implants shining in the garish lighting, stood out from the crowd. 
They wore long silvery robes which refracted light into sparkles of the colours of the rainbow. 

Two acolytes similar in age to Sam stood at the entrance, handing out information packs. The guests were ush-
ered into the viewing chamber adjacent to the room in which the ceremony would take place. Tamara, feeling re-
lieved the Temple was air-conditioned, looked through the glass partition and watched the Foundation members 
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setting up. Red velvet tapestries with complex geometric patterns adorned the other three walls; the floor was cov-
ered with opulent carpet coloured a rich, dark purple. Beneath the tapestries were twenty desks supporting com-
puters with concave attachments shaped like the members’ implants. There was a stage at the front about half a 
metre in height. 

‘You’re gonna love this, Tamara. You’ll see the Foundation could never be violent,’ Sam said. 
‘I’ll keep an open mind. But I am curious.’ And she was. There was a thrumming in the air, which she could 

feel vibrating her bones, or perhaps it was just her nerves and imagination. She glanced at Clarissa on Sam’s other 
side, who looked nervous, but fascinated. 

A bell pealed a single note. The Foundation members entered through a door at the side of the stage, nineteen 
of them like those Tamara had already seen. The other wore a gold robe. 

‘That’s the ceremony convenor and the Chief Member of the Melbourne Temple Jeremiah Talbot,’ Sam said 
to Tamara. But Tamara didn’t get time to reply. Talbot was at the podium. 

‘Welcome, Foundation members, acolytes and guests to this Mindnet session, which is occurring simultane-
ously in tens of thousands of ceremonies all over the world, some in temples like this one, others in private resi-
dences. To our guests, we hope you will gain a greater understanding of our peaceful purpose and worship. We 
invite you to a light supper at the conclusion of the ceremony, where you will be able to chat to members. We will 
now cross live to London to Foundation Director, Marcus Tynan, who will open the session.' 

Screens flashed on to reveal Director Tynan resplendent in a shining gold robe with a sapphire blue implant. 
He had a strong face, Tamara thought, one used to power and all its trappings. He was clean-shaven and sported 
thick-wavy greyish hair, shaved as usual on the left-side to expose the implant, but there was something about his 
storm-grey eyes that her think him older. 

‘Friends,’ he began. The Foundation of Universal Light welcomes you all to our humble and peaceful worship 
of that huge and most marvellous of all living entities: The Great, Beautiful and Terrible Universe. We need no 
man-made gods, my friends, when we are connected with the Living Universe. It is the only way we can fully 
achieve our potential as we join together in communion with our wondrous Maker. 

‘Our members have a unique privilege. We can enter into this blessed communion through the connection of 
our Global Mindnet. Alas, we cannot describe this joining to those who of you have not experienced. Mere words 
do not do it justice. I can only tell you that if join us you will know, as we do, true happiness and harmony. This is 
what we seek; we do not yearn for an artificial paradise, nor fear a place of torment. In merging with Our Creator 
Universe we become truly whole human beings! 

‘And now my fellow members it is time to Connect!’ On the screen Tynan turned to his computer and attached 
his implant to the concave socket with an audible click. An incandescent burst of light ran from the socket to the 
implant. The screen turned off. 

In unison the twenty Foundation members sat perpendicular to their computers and plugged in, all receiving 
the same blaze of incandescence. But Tamara thought she saw striations of black travel down the light pathways of 
a few of the members. I’m imagining things, she told herself, but she didn’t believe it. 

 
The Mindnet session lasted for about fifteen minutes. After the ceremony Sam introduced his mother and Tamara 
to the Chief Member. 

‘Jeremiah, this is my mother and my good friend, Tamara.’ 
‘Welcome, both of you,’ Jeremiah Talbot said. ‘I hope you have had an enjoyable and eye-opening evening!’ 
They replied they had. 
‘I wonder if I might have a word with you alone,’ Talbot said to Tamara.  She felt uncomfortable at the 

thought of being alone with this obsequious man, but couldn’t think of a reason to refuse. He guided her through 
groups of chatting guests out on to one of the small balconies that overlooked the street and its trendy boutiques. 

‘Sam has told me of the attack against you,’ he said. 
‘He shouldn’t have done that.’ 
‘I see your point, but he was concerned that you suspected Foundation involvement.’ 
‘Well I …’ 
‘I just wanted to assure you the Foundation is a peaceful organization that abhors violence of all kinds. Did 

these men have implants?’ 
‘No,’ Tamara said. ‘They didn’t.’ 
‘So it couldn’t have been the Foundation. I hope you realize that.’ What he said made sense, but she was still 

suspicious. 
‘It’s so hot out here. I’d like to go back in now,’ she said coldly. 
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‘Of course. 
They rejoined Sam and Clarissa who were chatting to two Foundation members, Nick and Corin. 
‘Yeah, Sam’s doing really well,’ Corin said. ‘He’s a cert to get his implant on his sixteenth birthday.’ 

Clarissa’s face went a little green. 
‘Yes, well I’m sure he’s doing well. He’s good at most things he applies himself to it. I just wish he’d apply 

himself to his schoolwork a bit more.’ 
‘Mum!’ 
‘Your Mum’s right, Sam.’ Nick said. ‘The Foundation’s all for learning and achievement, and if you want to 

be an astronomer like your Mum and Tamara, you gotta get the grades.’ 
‘Well, I think we’d better get going,’ Clarissa said. Tamara was relieved. She’d had enough of the Foundation 

for one night. 
 

The following night Tamara was catching up with her ironing, when she received yet another call from Steve in 
Cambridge.  This time felt she had to answer. She took the call while she stroked Boris who was fast asleep on the 
brown synthetic leather sofa next to her, purring loudly. 

Steve was in the study of his Cambridge apartment. His face appeared on the computer wall screen. She could 
see through the window behind him the sun reflecting brightly off a pile of glistening snow. How blessedly cool 
and inviting it looked, she thought, as she sat in her hot and stuffy flat. She didn’t tell him about her recent adven-
tures and mishaps. When they had been together she’d been far too dependent on him. 

‘Tam, what I was ringing about, is the position on the teaching staff. It’s still open. It’ll also provide plenty of 
opportunity for research on neutron stars. I can put in a word for you, but it needs to be soon.’ 

‘Steve, it’s been a bit hectic here. It’s very tempting, but I’m just worried you have an ulterior motive.’ 
‘What do you mean?’ 
‘You know very well what I mean.’ 
‘Oh, you mean I still might have a flame for you? I’m not saying I do but would that be such a terrible thing?.’ 
‘No, not terrible, but it just wouldn’t work. Remember what happened last time.’ 
‘But I was married then, I’m not now. You’re right, though, perhaps it isn’t a good idea.  So how about just 

being colleagues … friends? I …’ 
The doorbell rang. 
‘Hold on Steve, there’s someone at the door.’ 
‘Sure no problem, Tam.’ 
‘Computer, show entrance.’ The screen changed to reveal two of the young men from the Mindnet ceremony, 

Nick and Corin. What did they want? She still didn’t entirely trust them. ‘What can I do for you guys?’ she asked, 
activating the intercom program. 

Nick held up her address book to the camera, which she’d been missing. His smiling young face looked oddly 
incongruous with the silvery implant on the left side of his head which gleamed dully in the artificial lighting. She 
decided she’d just retrieve her address book and not invite them in. But when she opened the door they marched 
right in as though they owned the place. 

‘Ah guys, thanks for returning my address book, but I’m on the phone at the moment.’ 
At that moment there was a hissing and spitting sound. Boris had awakened and stood on the brown leather 

chair with his back arched and his claws extended, staring at the two Foundation members. Tamara knew she’d 
made a terrible mistake. 

She tried to sound casual – and failed. ‘Please, I have to get on.’ 
‘We’re leaving,’ Corin said. ‘And you’re coming with us.’ 
‘What are you talking about?’ 
‘You have been chosen.’ 
‘What…?’ 
As she looked at him his implant started glowing with rapidly changing and pulsing colours. Nick’s was doing 

the same thing. It had a hypnotic effect upon her. She couldn’t move or speak. Her mind roiled with fear and anger 
in equal measure, but she had no means of expressing her emotions. Her face was set in stone, as if she had been 
struck down with tetanus, she couldn’t move a single muscle in her body. 

Both men’s implants began to run like molten mercury, breaking into globules which disappeared into their 
heads like water into a crack in a desiccated landscape. Their entire heads had become translucent, pulsing with 
colour. 

‘Tam, for God’s sake, get out of there,’ Steve yelled. His voice broke the hypnotic spell. She came to her 
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senses, realizing the danger she was in. Like a dam bursting, she launched into action. She reached behind her, 
grabbed hold of the iron and slammed it into Nick’s face. The effect was immediate. His entire body burst into 
flames with a whoosh that singed Tamara’s hair and eyebrows. She could smell the sickly sweet odour of burning 
flesh, and feel blisters beginning to form on her face. Nick writhed and screamed in agony and collided with Corin 
who also ignited. Boris shrieked, ran for the window and jumped out. 

The living torches collided with furniture, tapestries and the thick drapes, setting all alight. The heat was in-
tense as the room rapidly became an inferno and began filling with toxic black smoke. She had to get out. But they 
were blocking her way. Then she saw her chance as they moved in opposite directions. She bolted for the front 
door, opened it and stumbled out into the corridor. 

She activated the fire alarm. Liz opened her door, and gaped in alarm as she saw flame gushing out of  
Tamara’s flat. 

‘Come on Liz, we’ve got to get out.’ They ran down the stairs and out into the street. The fire spread rapidly. 
Tamara turned and saw Clarissa driving towards her. She stopped and got out of the car. 

‘What happened?’ she asked, looking at the burning building. Tamara told her. Clarissa’s face was transfixed 
in horror. 

‘What … what is it?’ As soon as Tamara had asked the question she knew she didn’t want to know the answer. 
‘He’s gone.’ Clarissa’s voice was barely audible. 
‘Who’s gone?’ 

        ‘Sam,’ Clarissa said. He left a note. To England. With those monsters.’  
        (To be continued.) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
In Their Wake 

 
By Sandra Scholes 

 
There were four of them, four things, their heads as that of a twisted dragon, salivating, waiting for him to make 

the next move. In their hope it would be a wrong one, in their favour. He held it, a sword, huge and imposing aloft 
- it doubled as a gun, deathly on impact, and as short on patience as he was. 

 
 He was here. He had ascended to become a true warrior, but at what cost? All he could think of were the years of 

training, the excuses, the events that led him to the hear and now, this treacherous, god-forsaken now. 
 

 One of them lurched at him, his face, which no longer bore a helm protecting it. That luxury had been cracked 
when he battled the aliens before he went into this den of a mess. 

 
  He slid into its flesh while it screamed into his ears. Its pain was audible enough as was the amount it bled as he 

forced the blade deep into its throat. He had to be swift though, as at his side another wanted him as his quarry. No 
chance! His aim was sure and with his 

other arm he pointed the gun at its heart, or what would have been one inside that chest of his, but even animal or 
creature however alien had a heart which beat, showing some kind of sentience, however good or evil. After a mo-

ment glancing confidently through the sights of the gun, he fired a shot, one which blasted that beast right open. 
 

  Delphin Rybus, Commander of the Dark Heirus squadron polished off the rest of the Rhond with the greatest of 
ease, shouting over to his comrades, their tough minds alert and souls ready for battle. 

 
All Rybus could think about was his lover who worked fast in the other room in the alien complex. The Rhond 

were intelligent, though they had sent their thirty, less brainy new bloods into the fray - there was no thought, there 
would be no reason for them to stop once out here. 
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Rybus had come upon the aliens during a routine mission on Sevrun IV, a planet already capable of sustaining life. 
The Rhond becoming the victors, the planet instantly theirs, then we came.  The humans, unknowing, new life-

forms, we were cannon-fodder, to put it mildly. Our intention was to step onto their land peacefully, not to invade. 
But they had other more sinister ideas once we had let ourselves be known to them. Dashing out of that corridor 

and into a room adjacent where his lover Marxus fiddled with wires, ready to detonate the entire place on his com-
mand. 

 
‘Korran, you keep watch outside in case anyone comes sniffing around.’ Rybus lifted his gun, shoving it into the 

holster on his back. In his armour he could carry the weight necessary for battle, in his other hand he held the dread 
gun-sword; foe leveller he called it, resting it on the ground while he talked to Marxus. 

 
‘We had to leave you here. There was too much going on.’ 

 
‘I know.’ Rybus fussed far too much over him, even in times of war, though it was understandable. At twelve, Ry-
bus had witnessed his entire family die at the hands of the Rhond's allies, the Zerva of Brachia V. He had learned 
the hard lessons of life on his own, and making his own way. There was a certain thought that gnawed at his heart 
constantly, though. The possibility of the death of his lover. 
 
‘Rybus, you do what you have to do, and I do mine. We both take orders from a higher source. We all wonder 
around to live to give the opposition a good beating, and Vogh-willing, you'll keep it up.’ 
 
Marxus set the timer for ten minutes - that would be enough for them to leave the complex where a new breed of 
enemy was being created from the DNA of both Rhond and Zerva. A terrible, beast-like race. Destructible and 
cruel. Though, able to use genetics to their advantage. It was the efforts of Marxus that they knew of this new race. 
 
Had they not found the digital blueprints on a Rhond Captain they captured a month ago, they would have already 
grown several of that race to terrorise their planet. 
‘I know I do - I just worry.’ Rybus could see the look on his face. 
 
‘Come on. It'll blow soon.’ Marxus watched Rybus pick up his foe-leveller, to run the length of the corridor, and 
out into the blazing sun-filled sky above them.  Pressing a red indentation in their palm where a chip had been sur-
gically implanted, a cyan halo enveloped their bodies, transporting them back to their ship; the Interstellar Blade. It 
was shaped as the name suggested, long, thin and almost indestructable in a fight. 
 
Appearing in the cargo bay, Rybus, Marxus and the men all filed into the recreation room, where Admiral Nerra 
was pleased to receive their company.  
 
‘Mission accomplished, I see?’  The Captain's smile could not have been any wider, though it soon waned when he 
glanced at Rybus, 
pointing at him.  
 
‘You I must see in my office.’ Rybus looked at Marxus, wondering what he had done wrong. 
 
‘Now.’ The Captain barked his order impatiently, while Rybus left the rec room. 
 
‘Rybus, several of my officers; of which all would gladly give their lives in your service, have noticed you and 
Marxus's relationship is threatening to disable the morale the group has within it. Now, for I know I am a modern 
man, Rybus. I cannot judge your choice of mate, though the men notice how sentimental you have been lately 
around 
him.’ 
‘I have had reason, Captain. Everyone I serve with dies.’ 
 
‘That is part of the job. Rybus. You signed up for that along with the others when you came aboard this vessel.’ 
 
Rybus could not argue. He was right. His closeness with Marxus grew ever stronger and he knew all too well what 
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this conversation meant. He could not go on any other mission with him. 
 
‘If you are with your officers and Marxus, you must keep a professional attitude. That is all I ask of you.’ 
 
‘I understand, Captain. And I will.’ When he realised he was not asking for the inevitable, he smiled inwardly. 
 
‘That is all.’ Nerva concentrated on his paperwork, tapping over the thin keyboard, the monitor, a holographic pro-
jection stood in the air as he inspected several files at once. 
 
                                                        * 
 
Rybus bowed, seeing himself out. Then as the door slid closed, he rested his hand against the wall, his head down, 
shamed that Nervan had reprimanded him in such a way. He knew he deserved it - but he knew Marxus was spe-
cial. He was his. He stood like that for a moment, in that mood, then on gathering his inner thoughts, he went in the 
direction of Marxus's quarters, not delaying - he had not the time. He spent, as he remembered no quality romantic 
interludes with his lover. He keyed his number into the illuminated panel at one side. The door opened to a scene 
he missed so much. 
 
Two tall flutes of Champagne sat on a tray along with nibbles of food and fruit. Marxus lay along the length of the 
bunk, naked his shaved hair bristly in the dim light of the room. 
 
Rymus took off his armour and clothes, flinging them to the ground, each one a hindrance to his final goal. Now 
they were both naked and unimpeded. Rybus picked up one of the flutes. How long had it been since he had tasted 
this, the real thing - not a synthetic representation of what should have been. He took all around him in mentally 
and physically. His senses understanding the scent of freshly picked flowers, and his man's cologne, sandlewood 
and lily. 
 
‘How long have you waited?’ I asked. 
 
‘Long enough to know you would come.’ His eyes darkened with his gaze on him. 
 
‘Come here.’ Rybus obeyed his lover's instructions. Laying on the bunk with him. He set the flute down, instead 
fondling Marxus, his slim waist and slightly sloping shoulders were the stark opposite of his own body. Rybus was 
built for war. Extremely muscular in every way, all of his bodily areas were developed to their maximum, while 
Marxus, 
a weapons and explosives expert bore a more svelte frame if well-exercised in different ways. Marxus stroked over 
Rybus's shoulder-length, blonde hair, unusual for men in the service, but he was not just any man. 
 
‘You know I love you too much...I couldn't let you go if I tried.’ Rybus ran his index and second finger over his 
lover's back, as though they were legs in a comical way, tickling him. They came together, their embrace made 
them one. They became one heart, one soul just for the night. 
 
‘I heard that was becoming a problem.’ So he had heard the same stories going around. 
 
‘Some.’ He neglected purposely to mention the Captain. ‘They say our affair might weaken on the battlefield.’ 
Rybus smiled when he said the words. At first it troubled him having to even tell him the news.  
 
‘I heard the same.’ Marxus pulled his body back as they fell into one, long needed embrace. ‘I don't know how 
we'll prove them wrong.’ 
 
How long had they lived together in the same compartment room they called quarters which hardly was enough for 
one person to live in. Perhaps that was why Rybus liked it so much. It gave him a firm excuse to get close to his 
lover. 
 
Marxus trailed his hands over his heated body, his fingers brushing over the indentations, the bruises, the scar tis-
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sue that fixed to his skin as reminders of the battles he had been a part of. He was a true hero in every sense, and 
Marxus enjoyed being in his lover's shadow, though there were times he realised their mortality as much as his 
own. One day they would fall ill and die, or on the battlefield. And he hoped it would be far away in their distant 
futures. 
 
‘We've never been weak, you and I.’ Rybus cupped his fingers around Marxus's chin, bringing him over to him. 
 
‘No, we have, apparently, Marxus." Rybus feigned seriousness, his lips curling into a smile.’ 
  
Marxus laughed, closing his eyes, allowing Rybus to take him. 
 
                                                            * 
 
‘You wanted to see me, Captain.’  Rybus bowed to Trynher. He had worked his way up the military ranks by sheer 
guts and determination as had Rybus. And he was the second Captain on the ship, a weapon's expert and tactical 
genius. 
 
‘I wanted to see you about the new guns your men will be using in the 
next mission.’ 
‘Mission?’ Rybus was caught off-guard by this new turn of events. ‘But I thought the men were to be on shore-
leave in two days?’ 
 
Trynher fixed him with an apologetic gaze. ‘That has now been officially delayed as of today. You and your men 
will be entering the Rhond's main base. It is a deadly mission so your weapon will require updating and that is why 
you and your men will be the first to use these.’ Trynher held them out. As usual they would hold two in their 
hands, each with a separate use – part gun-sword, whole gun, total killing machine. Placing one down, he stripped 
it apart, piece by sliding piece, then explained each parts use. ‘I want to see you put it back together, and train your 
men to use it as well as the other weapon. You, however will only be taking one of these weapons - the one you 
have in your 
hand and of course you will take the foe leveller to protect you men should the need arise. There is no room for 
failure, Commander.’ Rybus understood only too well. 
 
‘Cole, Clancy, Hector, Korran, and Linus. But…’ Trynher paused. ‘Not Marxus. Hector will be your new weapons 
and explosives expert.’ 
 
Rybus felt like arguing the reasoning behind his lover's absence, then he decided to keep his thoughts to himself. 
‘As you wish, Captain.  
 
‘Rybus?’ 
 
‘Yes Captain?’ 
 
‘You're a great officer and you know what you're doing. Your record is unmatched. Keep it that way.’ Trynher 
thought of going out on a mission with these men. Although all these men's work records were exemplary, they 
had not been his men. He had served with them on only four occasions and he had doubts as to their effectiveness 
on the battlefield. 
 
‘You have to inform your men they have two days to do what they please after they master those weapons, under-
stood?’ 
 
‘Most definitely, Captain.’ Rybus left the gun on the table in fully working order. Trynter smiled as the door slid 
back, leaving him alone again, thinking Rybus would make a decent Captain one day. 
 
                                                             * 
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‘Marxus, I know...’ 
 
‘But they're leaving me out. I knew that would happen.’ Rybus wrapped his arms around his lover, trying desper-
ately to give him the comfort he deserved. He was going on a mission without him and that was tantamount to go-
ing alone in Marxus's mind.  
 
‘Who've they teamed you up with?’ Rybus obviously showed the doubt in his facial expression rather than his 
words.  
‘You remember the Carybdis squadron?’ 
 
Marxus nodded. It was one of his most hated journeys into enemy territory. ‘That squadron?’ He laid back on the 
bed, letting him stroke his hair. 
 
‘And you're leaving in such a short space of time.’ Marxus planted a kiss on his hand as he grasped it, then 
squeezed hard. ‘You know I'll miss you.’ 
 
Rybus kept stroking his lover's hair, his eyes closed tight trying not to tell him how dangerous a mission he was set 
to go on. ‘You realize I'd miss you more when I'm with those guys, and not with you.’ He could see the look in his 
eyes, the one that said he might not return, but he neglected to speak anything more. Instead Rybus kissed him 
until they settled down for the last time alone. 
 
                                                            * 
 
They had all been briefed and prepped on their mission, guns in hand, ready to go. They might not come back, and 
Marxus was not even considered for part of the back-up team in case they failed.  
 
In the grimness of this, Marxus laid on his bunk, alone and in a state of worry so unlike him in every respect. His 
life had been threatened by this and the knowledge of any officer not returning bit at him as word had spread the 
place like fire. He served with every last one of them, and the thought that they would be dead within fifteen hours 
or 
more was a daunting prospect. He clenched his hands behind his head, thinking, hoping he would come back to 
him. He heard from the ones who were going. Linus told him 
enough. 
 
Swinging his legs round, off the bunk, he stood up, his finger over the panel of the door. He was now on leave, the 
only one who was, and that felt bad as he went along the corridors and into the bar area named Zlinkies, after an 
alien who had been brought to the ship and became a useful ally. A few drinks might do him good. Marxus pointed 
the barman to a tall bottle twisted at the top to resemble a snake. Glass fangs and all. The liquor within was a bright 
pink, a special Champagne which  knocked him dead after ten glasses; he had enough credits for it, thinking he 
would use them well. 
 
‘Faru, you can leave it with me.’ Marxus placed his palm over the opened bottle. Faru grinned, what a night he 
would be in for. He took his thin card from inside his patent, silver pants, handing it to Faru. He pushed it into a 
panel on the wall, chip side down as it 
read his credit allowance. 
 
‘You've been allowed extra, Max,’ Fehu reminded him. 
 
‘Extra? I'd no idea. No one, just...’ Marxus sent the first drink down, starting to pour another. ‘Leave the rest for 
when my fella comes back.’ 
‘He's brave, and strong.’ Faru hardly saw him in Zlinkies, not even with Marxus, but he read the computerised ar-
chives and was told of the stories of his near-death missions. 
 
‘I'm worried about him, Faru.’ 
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‘That's understandable.’ Faru tapped him on the shoulder, letting him know Captain Tryner informed him he was 
down to his fourth drink of Fire Blush. 
 
‘I didn't want him leaving without me, but you sorted it out despite how much I think of him.’ By now Marxus was 
seething, downing his fifth glass. 
 
‘You can't watch over him all the time, Max.’ Tryner ordered a Kaner beer. 
 
‘Well, I can't now. You denied me that.’ 
 
‘Max, he needs to realise he's great even without you. He has the makings to be more than a Commander.’ 
 
‘I know.’ Marxus could not deny he told the absolute truth. 
 
Tryner necked the bottle, taking it down as fast as Marxus did. ‘You want to get drunk with me?’ Tryner offered, 
patting him on the back. 
 
‘Why would I want to do that?’ Marxus lowered his glass, placing it down on the chrome mat, confused. 
 
‘You know Hector?’ 
 
‘Yeah. I know him, why?’                                   
 
‘He's my future husband.’  
 
Marxus rested his head on Tryner's shoulder. ‘I had no clue you had anyone in service.’ 
 
‘So, as I said. Do you want to get drunk with me?’ 
 
Marxus raised his glass, filling it to the brim with Fire Blush, clanking it against Tryner's. ‘To our fellas!’ He an-
nounced the toast, downing the Blush quickly, ready to pour again. 
 
                                                           * 
 
The air was stifling as was the building they wondered around. On Rybus's signal they each went into the rooms 
looking for further blueprints while disabling their main power sources, as well as take prisoners. It became all part 
of the mission, while Hector tried to 
find where he could set up a way to re-wire the entire place ready for detonation. 
With the blueprints, they could find clues to their other bases. The Rhond spread like a plague wherever they went; 
settling and multiplying. 
 
Rybus sent one of the Rhond drones flying with his foe-leveller while, unaware, one behind him shot at his back, 
then head, knocking him unconcious.   Cole and the others in the midst of the drones were shocked, while Clancy, 
injured laid there telling the others to escape and let their ship know what was going on. 
 
                                                         * 
 
They had him trapped inside the glowing circle; the Rhond drones keeping watch over him as he was held, sus-
pended by the lengthy, black tentacle of one of their chief interrogators. The proboscis had an elongated tube, cold 
and sharp which had pierced Rybus's back, keeping him in the air without effort. 
 
They observed him writhe around, his muscular, naked body twisting, turning, trying to find release. When he real-
ised there would be none of that - only torture and pain at the hands of these...things, these deadly alien drones. His 
head lolled to the side, defeated. 
 



‘You destroyed what was left of our secret base. Our new creation also destroyed in the blast and it was your do-
ing. There is only revenge, only hurt we must make you feel, so as we have found you have a high pain tolerance, 
we thought of making you suffer another way, Rybus.’ 
 
He heard their speech around him, not able to think, the pain was too much even if he would not admit to it. How 
had he come to be here? He had been captured obviously. He had checked around him in the complex. He remem-
bered the shots he gave out, then the blackness overcoming him like a blanket of doom. 
 
Rybus coughed up blood. They kicked him when he was captured, stripped rather unceremoniously and thrown in 
a shower to revive him. The thing must have only just attached itself to him, surely. 
 
‘You were out a good fourteen hours, Rybus.’ The interrogator spoke, reading his mind. ‘They will think soon that 
you died in action.’ 
 
‘They'll come looking for me!’ Rybus screamed as the interrogator lashed out with another tentacle, slapping his 
face like a slap from an electrically charged eel. "They don't send their own back to look for the fallen, human. It is 
not in your nature to come back for just one man." 
 
Rybus hated to think it, but the bastard was right, though Clancy was there along with him in that room. 
 
                                                            * 
 
‘I'm sorry to tell you this, Marxus, but you're fella's been captured by the Rhond.’ Clancy lowered his head, feeling 
for Marxus as he sat at his bedside in the hospital. 
 
‘I knew something would go wrong if I wasn't there.’ Marxus got Clancy a drink of water, handing him it. ‘At least 
you're recovering.’ 
‘You aren't supposed to know this, Max. Everyone else thinks he's dead.’ 
  
‘I'm sure he isn't.’ Marxus got up, leaving him there. He had his own mission to complete. Dressing in the regula-
tion armour for an officer, he collected the necessary guns and ammo, going through to the cargo bay and beyond, 
transporting himself over to the base where he hoped his lover would still be. As he materialized on the complex, 
he could still see the blood-spattered remains of a soldier, his gun held up. He surveyed the area, eyeing anyone 
around the corridors who looked his way. 
 
He saw one of them backing into a corner. Too late. Marxus knocked him flying with two shots from the new issue 
weapon. Turning to glance behind him. Another came up wanting to try his look. He could still feel the effects of 
the Fire Blush in his system working overtime. Kicking the alien to the floor, he knocked the weapon out of its 
hand, 
and with a sweep of his foot it became out of reach too. Marxus wrapped a hand round its scrawny neck, bringing 
its face close to his. ‘Tell me where the human Rybus is and I might consider letting you live.’ He saw the look of 
terror in the things' face. 
 
‘Your human is not far from here. Let me direct you.’ It spat, standing. Marxus watched his moves. "Try anything 
funny, fucker - and you'll not get chance to see your future!" He vowed, his gun in its back, they made their way 
down the hall, then into a maze of corridors. ‘Where now?’ 
 
‘Down here. Then I must leave you or they'll surely kill me if they see I'm your prisoner.’ 
 
‘Fair enough.’ Marxus was pointed down the corridor to an immense part of the complex, over run with drones and 
interrogators. 
 
He came back to the front, and the alien was gone out of sight. He charged his gun, everything was primed and 
ready. Turning the corner with determination, he entered the place. Never had he been more hell bent on revenge, 
never more propelled toward 
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succeeding in his goal to free his love, his soul-mate. 
 
As he turned, he saw the object of his love hung there about one-hundred feet in the air. The sight of his tortured 
body made him more angered as he prepared to fire at the ones who came in his way. 
 
He made their jaws blast away into pieces; his swift shots and moves precise, judging their next actions he created 
his own body-count, coming nearer to his lover who looked down to see what he had done. ‘Max?’ It had been the 
first time in ages he had smiled. 
Powering up again, Marxus pounded his sword into one of the drones, cutting him, watching him fall to the 
ground. Others surrendered, running out of the building, leaving the interrogator there alive. 
 
‘Lose the tentacle,’ he ordered. ‘And don't drop him.’ Marxus watched as it lowered Rybus into his arms, discon-
necting the probocis, it directed its gaze toward him, waiting...  
 
waiting... 
 
Without warning, Marxus fired, the alien exploding from the impact, pieces of its age old body flying everywhere, 
then transported them out of that place leaving devastation in their wake. 
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Worlds Unknown                       by Gregory Fitzgerald 
 
Chapter 1 
 
‘Hey, Jamie,’ Mark said. ‘This looks like a good place.’ 
‘Sure, looks fine.’ 
The little sheltered valley in the Grampians was a perfect campsite.   They set up in a flat area halfway down 

the hill. The clearing was surrounded by tall, graceful eucalypts. 
The autumn night was cool, but it would be just perfect for a roaring fire. With his boyfriend Rick, and his 

best friends Mark and Sarah, it promised to be a great weekend.  
The others put the tents up while Jamie got the fire going and started dinner. Soon the night was filled with 

flickering flames and the smell of sizzling steaks. Sarah had brought her sublime potato salad and freshly baked 
bread. 

They ate with gusto, until they were all stuffed, and lazed about chatting and drinking beer. 
Mark and Sarah started kissing. 
‘Hey guys, I thought we decided no sex. It’s a friendship weekend.’ 
‘We did decide that,’ Sarah said. ‘We’re just having a little kiss.’ 
‘In that case…’ Rick grabbed Jamie and pulled into a passionate kiss. Tongues embraced.  
A competition ensued. The two boys won. Their prize was to have a cuddle while their friends washed up.  
Then the four of them lay on their li-loes gazing up at the dense star field. Large bright stars like Canis Ma-

jor and Sirius looked like luminous fish caught in a net. 
‘Worlds unknown,’ Jamie mused to himself, as he absent-mindedly ran his hand through his blond curls. 
‘I wonder if friends on a distant planet are looking up at our Sun,’ Rick said. ‘Hey, is that lightning?’ 
‘What, I didn’t see anything.’ 
‘Over there.’ Rick pointed to the west.      
At first Jamie could see nothing. Then there was a bright flash. It was distant, but a second followed, much 

closer. 
‘Oh, crap,’ Mark said. ‘The weather forecast was for a fine weekend.’ 
‘When do they ever get it right? Rick asked. ‘Gee, it’s really moving.’ 
It was. A dark smudge reared up, with fingers appearing to grope towards them. 
Great shards of brilliant white and pink lightning stabbed at the ground and between the clouds. Thunder 

growled and then boomed. They began to pack everything up. As they moved into their tents Jamie heard the first 
fat drops of rain slapping on the canvas. 

It soon became a downpour. The torrential rain was like a physical assault 
‘Wow, the tent really is waterproof,’ Jamie said. 
‘Sure is, only the best for you, lover.’  
They started kissing again, but not for long. 
There was a blinding flash that lit up the interior of the tent like a neon sign. This was accompanied by a 

deafening bang more like an explosion than thunder. The rampant electricity in the air threw both boys against the 
side of the tent. Jamie’s curls were all standing up on end.  

‘Are you all right?’ Rick asked. 
‘Yeah, I think so. You?’ 
‘Yeah, a bit bruised. I think I hit a tent peg. What’s that noise?’ 
‘It’s just thunder.’ 
‘No. Listen.’ 
Jamie listened. He could hear a low subterranean rumbling which grew slowly until he could feel the vibra-

tions in his body. 
‘Rick,’ he said. ‘Let’s get out of here.’ 
‘Yeah, I think you’re right.’ 
Jamie unzipped the te and they stepped out into the deluge. The wind drove the rain into their faces like icy 

needles. In matter of moments they were soaked through.  
‘Look!’ Rick pointed up the hill. Near the top the ground was shifting. Mud began to slither downwards, 

slowly at first, but soon picking up speed alarmingly. 
‘Guys, get out of the tent,’ Jamie shouted. ‘There’s a landslide.’ 
Fortunately, there was a temporary lull in the driving rain and the thunder. Mark and Sarah heard their 
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friend and quickly exited their tent. But they were closer to the sliding ground and had to hightail it across the face 
of the hill over to the clearing where they’d had dinner.  

They only just made it. Mud containing boulders and uprooted trees roared past as they joined Jamie and 
Rick.    

They all hugged, celebrating their salvation. 
Then they sat down on the soaking ground, still hugging to conserve warmth. 
‘Well, guys,’ Sarah said. ‘We’ve got a long freezing night ahead us.’ 
Her red hair was plastered to her well-made face. Everyone else looked a similar mess.  
Then the moon broke free of the clouds, just for a moment. But it was enough. 
About half way down the hill Jamie saw a metallic glint.  
‘Did you see that?’ he asked. 
‘See what?’ Mark smiled. ‘Let’s not get jumpy guys.’ 
‘But I saw it. I know … Look!’ 
The ragged edges of the departing storm clouds pulled free of the moon. It shone with unrivalled brilliance. 

This time they could all see it. The moonlight was reflecting off something uncovered by the landslide.   
‘Let’s go and have a look.’ Mark’s eyes were feverishly excited under his mop of long dark hair.  
‘It’s not safe, Mark,’ Sarah said. 
‘It’ll be OK. We’ll just take it carefully. Let’s vote on it. All those in favour.’ 
The three boys raised their hands.  
‘Men!’ Sarah said. ‘All right, but I’m sure I’m going to regret this.’ 
The four of them eased themselves down the slope, slipping and sliding through the mud. They made it to 

their destination without injury, although everyone was covered head to foot in mud.  
As Jamie suspected, the moonlight was reflecting off metal.  A small amount of what appeared to be chrome 

was exposed. He touched it, finding it slightly warm.  
In fact the ground under his feet was not as cold as it should be.  
‘Hey, feel it.’ 
They all did so. 
‘I think it’s vibrating,’ Rick said. ‘What is it?’ 
‘Let’s dig it out,’ Mark suggested. 
Sarah looked incredulous. ‘Are you crazy? What with?’ 
‘Our hands’ll do. Look the mud’s really soft.’ 
Mark demonstrated. 
Jamie shrugged. ‘There’s nothing better to do. At least it will keep us warm.’ 
They set to, working under the moonlight, making surprising progress. 
An hour later, they’d uncovered an area of metal about two metres long and one wide.     
It was then Jamie realized. He looked at the rectangular hatch in the surface of the metal. 
‘Oh, my God,’ he said. ‘It’s a spaceship!’ 
‘Far our, man!’ Mark said.  
The others remained silent, apparently as awed as Jamie. His heart thumped in chest. A wave of euphoria 

swept over him.  
‘We’ve got to get in there,’ Rick said.  
 Sarah looked at him incredulously. ‘Are you crazy? 

We’ve got to report this.’ 
‘We don’t know what it is,’ Mark replied. ‘It could be a 

hoax for all we know. Let’s check it out first, then we can report 
it.’ 

‘It could be dangerous, you idiot! And anyway, how are 
we supposed to get in there?’ 

She looked from face to face, receiving no answer. 
Jamie had an idea. ‘When I touched it, I felt something, an intelligence perhaps.’ 
Rick shook his head. ‘You’re imagining things.’ 
‘Am I imagining the spaceship?’ 
‘What do you want us to do?’ 
‘We all put a hand on the hatch and think it open.’ 
‘Why not?’ Sarah said. ‘When it doesn’t open, we can go and report it.’ 
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 ‘It could be dangerous, you idiot! And anyway, how are we supposed to get in there?’ 
She looked from face to face, receiving no answer. 
Jamie had an idea. ‘When I touched it, I felt something, an intelligence perhaps.’ 
Rick shook his head. ‘You’re imagining things.’ 
‘Am I imagining the spaceship?’ 
‘What do you want us to do?’ 
‘We all put a hand on the hatch and think it open.’ 
‘Why not?’ Sarah said. ‘When it doesn’t open, we can go and report it.’ 
‘Agreed.’ 
They all placed a hand on the hatch and concentrated. Jamie formed the image in his mind of the hatch 

opening. After a couple of minutes, he was ready to give up. Sarah it was right; it was a ridiculous idea. He was 
about to lift his hand when he heard a click. The hatch snapped open. 

‘We did it! Whoaaaaah!’  
The others joined in, whooping and hollering, even the more sensible Sarah. 
‘What do we do now?’ she asked. 
‘We go in of course,’ Jamie said. 
‘I’m not sure that’s a good idea.’ 
Mark grabbed her and gave a quick hug. ‘Sarah, this is a once in a life-time opportunity. We gotta grab it! 
Sarah’s face became resigned. ‘All right, just a few minutes, just to make sure it’s not a hoax. Who’s going 

first?’ 
‘I am.’ Jamie couldn’t wait to get inside.’ 
He looked into the open hatchway. It was unlit. A ladder led down into the interior. Fortunately the moon 

shone into the opening, so it wasn’t completely dark inside. He put his left foot on the first rung and then his right 
on the second. He began his descent. Rick came next, then Mark, and finally Sarah. 

Jamie wished he’d a torch, but he didn’t. So as the moonlight all but disappeared he proceeded with extreme 
caution, testing each footfall until he struck bottom. 

‘Nearly there, Rick.’ His boyfriend stepped onto to the floor, followed by his two closest friends. 
‘What do we do now?’ Sarah asked. ‘It’s pitch black in here.’ 
‘Maybe there’s a light somewhere around here,’ Jamie said more in hope than expectation. 
‘I think we should wait until morning. It’s impossible to see anything.’ 
Jamie recognized the sense in Mark’s advice but was reluctant to give up so easily.  
‘Come on, let’s get out of here!’  
In her haste to escape Sarah tripped on Rick’s foot, and hit the wall heavily.  
At that moment two things happened. A blaze of violet light erupted around them, so bright after the pitch 

black they had to cover their eyes. They heard a loud clang from above.  
‘Was that the hatch?’ Mark asked with fear in his eyes.  
Jamie nodded. ‘I’ll just go up and have a look.’ 
He tried to open it with a hard push but it wouldn’t budge, then started a frenzied banging to no avail, nearly 

resulting in him falling off the ladder. 
‘How could we have been so stupid?’ he asked, when he rejoined them. 
‘Shh,’ Sarah said. ‘We’ve got to conserve the air. No talking unless absolutely necessary. Now, we’ve got to 

find the hatch control.’ 
They looked around. Despite their urgency, Jamie found himself fascinated by the interior of the spaceship. 

The walls exuded a pulsing violet light that was strangely soothing once he got used to it. The floor was made out 
of a jet-black material rather like very tough plastic. Their footsteps echoed softly.  

He pointed. ‘Let’s try this way.’ 
They came to a grey bulkhead door with a wall console to its left. It consisted of what appeared to be crys-

tals, all the same size and rhomboid shape, but with different colours of the rainbow. Jamie waved his left hand in 
front of it. As if a magnet, the console pulled his hand towards it. 

Jamie couldn’t escape. His hand was stuck. The console pulsed with a dazzling white light. He felt suddenly 
dizzy and would have collapsed, if Mark hadn’t grabbed him. 

‘You all right, mate?’ 
‘Yeah, I think so. What happened?’ 
Rick gave him a quick hug.  
‘I think it scanned you.’ (To be continued.) 


