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Convenor’s Corner 
by Cathy Larsen

The Spaced Out gang have been out and about this 

last twelve months. We celebrated Christmas 2008 

with a Dr Who themed Christmas party at the 

Richmond library. Stephen Barker made some very 

yummy Sci Fi themed cakes, Wine and beer flowed 

while we kicked back and watched some vintage 

Dr Who. Penguin and DK donated some books for 

prezzies and we had a gay old time. 

In January we held a very successful banner mak-

ing workshop at the VAC (many thanks to all those 

who helped). This meant we had a great new banner 

to take to the Pride March on the 1st February.

Six Spaced Out die-hards braved the hot and dusty 

weather to march and do our bit for GLBT visibility 

in all its diversity - not to mention Sci Fi. As it says in 

X-Files, the truth, I mean the gays, are out there . . . 

The group included who else but your friendly con-

venor, masquerading as ‘Servalan’ supreme comander 

and. Stephen Lilley as ‘Avon’ from Blake’s 7. Our little 

contingent was very warmly received by the crowd. 

Quite a bit of interest was shown in the club, attract-

ing a few new members.

The club continues to meet at Grandma Funks for 

a social dinner then share various Sci Fi films and 

series at the Richmond Library. These themed nights 

reflect the members interests, so, if you have a DVD 

of interest come along and share it with friends. 

After seeing Watchmen at the Imax theatre we are 

looking forward to seeing the new Star Trek movie 

there on Friday 15 May. What can I say but ‘live long 

and prosper’?

Cathy Larsen (Convenor)

Spaced Out at Pride March. Left to right: Stephen Barker, Scott Ross, Cathy Larsen, Stephen Lilley, Jane Howard, Luke Miller.
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Spaced Out Review:
The Stone Gods by Jeanette Winterson 

Do you like your fiction witty, sexy and speculative? 

If so, this one is for you. Jeanette Winterson is an 

award winning author and an out (and out spoken) 

lesbian.

The story, written in four parts, follows a line 

of thought and shows the cyclical nature of hu-

man history rather than being chronlogical. It is 

in that way like magical realism. It is at once, a love 

story and a survival story where opportunities and 

mistakes repeat across worlds.

It begins on the planet Orbus, a planet very like 

Earth, where the resources have run out, everyone is 

bio-enhanced, shallow, and bored to death. Our guide 

through the novel is Billie Crusoe, a disillusioned 

scientist. Then planet Blue is discovered - perfect in 

every way except it is inhabited by dinosaurs. Billy sets 

out as part of a mission with a radical plan to destroy 

the dinosaurs and open the planet for colonisation. 

Part of the crew is Spike - she is beautiful, perfect 

and robo-sapiens. What happens between them 

explores what is is to be human, to be robot and the 

transgressive nature of love.

We segueway to Easter Island which was originaly 

abundant but becomes a desert. There is no environ-

mental explanation, only a human one, chiefly the 

pointless obsession with carving stone gods . . .

‘That one thing should stand for another is no harm, 

until the thing itself loses any meaning of its own. The 

island trees and all this good land were sacrificed to a 

meaning that has become meaningless. To build the 

Stone Gods, the island has been destroyed, and now the 

Stone Gods are themselves destroyed.’

In our near future, after a war, in a bombed out city 

run by a ‘benign’ corporation called MORE Billie 

and Spike (who is now a robot head designed to 

make decisions for the betterment of the human 

race) meet again and become outlaws in Wreck city.

‘It is a truth universally acknowledged that a robot in 

want of hands can use her mouth. There was Spike, 

moored between the long piers off Nebraska’s legs lap-

ping at the jetty. She looked happy, in a silicon sort of  

a way.

 “Spike, what are you doing? I said, the world’s 

number one stupid question.

 She didn’t turn her head, but that is not her fault, 

she can’t.

 She said, “I am performing cunnilingus on Nebraska.”

 “Why?”

 “It is a new experience for me”

I think I will leave you with that thought . . .

- Review by Cathy Larsen

‘Crackling dialogue moves things right along, the surface of 

her tale scintillates. Underneath it, things are deadly serious’

Ursula K. Le Guin, Guardian 
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I recently went on a trip to Russia with a group of 

astronomers from Sydney Observatory to view a   

Solar Eclipse. There were 20 of us in the group with 

most from Sydney although there was a small con-

tingent from Melbourne. The first question I usually 

get asked is why travel so far just to see something 

that only lasts for a few minutes. While I do have 

some interest in astronomy my main reason for 

going was to see Russia. This was a country I wanted 

to tag onto my first European trip but couldn’t do 

so because of time constraints. The solar eclipse was 

an added bonus.

Before leaving I had heard stories about corrupt 

customs officials requiring bribes, being approached 

by prostitutes in Moscow and pickpockets in Saint 

Petersburg. These now appear to be thing of the

past. People are generally quite well off especially in 

Moscow driving European cars and having access to 

most things I arrived in Moscow on the 26th July at 

Domodedovo airport, cleared customs quickly and 

went into the arrivals hall. My first impressions of 

Russia were not very good as the airports are gener-

ally old and can’t cope with large crowds. This was 

true of the arrivals areas at Domodedovo. However 

the departures area has recently been done up and is 

a little better

We were greeted by our tour guide in the arrivals 

hall and taken to our transfer bus. We arrived late 

afternoon at the Cosmos hotel, now the largest ho-

tel in Moscow. The hotel was built for the Moscow 

Olympics and has a casino, souvenir shops and a few 

restaurants downstairs but the rooms look like they 

have not be done up since the 80s.

The following day was our first full day in Moscow. 

The temperature was warm and humid in the high 

20s. The day was spent on a city tour in which we 

saw Red Square, St. Basil’s cathedral, Lenin’s tomb 

and Novedevichy convent to name but a flew places. 

The highlight of the day would have to be Red 

Square with the Kremlin near by and St. Basil’s 

 cathedral at one end giving some nice photo oppor-

tunities. A photo will probably do the place more 

justice then words.

The next day we travelled by the Metro to the 

Kremlin visiting many impressive stations with art. 

The Kremlin is a fortified enclosure with distinctive 

red brick walls, tall towers, cathedrals and palaces. 

While on the Kremlin grounds we visited the Armoury 

A Solar Eclipse in Russia  
by Scott Ross
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museum which has a large collection of royal  treasures.

The afternoon was free so I spent the time having 

a look at some of the sights around Red Square and 

visited the Guam a large modern shopping complex. 

There was also a major change in the weather this 

day dropping down to 15 degrees and rainy. The 

weather remained like this for the rest of our time in 

Moscow and Saint Petersburg.

The next day was one of the highlights of the tour 

for me. We visited Star City. Star City is a restricted 

military facility northeast of Moscow, where Cos-

monauts have been trained at the Gargarin Cosmo-

nauts Training Centre since the 1960s. In the Soviet 

era the town was a highly confidential and secured 

area. Today, many Russian cosmonauts live in Star 

City with their families. The place feels more like a 

University campus then a military base. The facility 

contains full-size mockups of all major spacecraft 

developed in the former Soviet Union, a hydro- 

laboratory for simulating weightlessness  and two 

centrifuges (one the largest in the world) to simulate 

G-forces. In addition to seeing the above items we 

had lunch with a cosmonaut and were able to ask 

questions.

That afternoon we travelled back to Moscow and 

spent the evening around a pedestrian shopping 

mall which I can’t recall the name. We left in time 

for a 10:30 departure on a Trans-Siberian train. A 

total of 48 hours was spent on the train travelling to 

Novosibirsk. This was mainly time to relax, look at 

the window and catch up on some reading. While it 

was a relaxing two days there were a few minor prob-

lems, mostly around the toilet and washing facilities 

and a lack of space. Plus we were for the first time 

without a guide so there some issues with commu-

nicating with the hostesses who did not speak any 

English. The most interesting thing of note is that 

at stops on route there would be people selling all 

sorts of stuff such as food and Vodka on the plat-

form. Russian trains would also have to be the most 

punctual in the world. Almost without fail they leave 

at the scheduled time to the minute. 

We arrived very late in Novisibirsk and headed to 

our hotel which was located near the airport. Novo-

sibirsk is Russia’s third largest city. It was founded 

in 1893 as the future site of the Trans-Siberian 

Railway bridge across the Ob river. There are a few 

places of interest in Novosibirsk but we were here 

for the Eclipse so only managed a short city tour in 

the morning.

Because of our late arrival the night before with 

only a few hours sleep behind us we went on the 

short city tour of Novisibirsk. Then we drove out of 

town to Lake Ob although the locals prefer to refer 

to it as the Ob Sea. This is a very large man made 

lake. We found a beach to settle down on to wait for 

the eclipse. Because of the size of the lake it really 

does feel like you are on a real beach (the weather 

also helped as it was sunny and close to 30 degrees).

The eclipse started at approximately 4:30pm. 

It takes approximately 1 hour for the moon to cover 

the sun. During this time I could watch the Sun 

through special glasses. There was also plenty of 

stuff going on around the beach as there were a lot 

of people both locals and tourists there (A group of 

a few hundred Americans had roped of one section 

of the beach all to themselves).

At totality I was greeted with the sight in the  
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photo above. This is referred to as the diamond 

ring effect and was taken through a telescope 

 attached to a camera. At this time I could take of my 

 glasses and observe the sun directly (but at any other 

time it is dangerous to look at the sun directly). 

It had also gone from daylight to night in a few 

short minutes and stars were out. The effect was 

quite eerie. There was also a bit of a party atmo-

sphere as fireworks had been let off and someone 

started playing music thru a loud speaker. The only 

disappointing thing was that totality only lasted for 

two and an half minutes and then I had to put my 

glasses back on to watch the moon moving off the 

sun (which went for another hour).

Most of the next day was spent travelling via plane 

to Saint Petersburg. I won’t bore you with the details. 

We arrived late afternoon so I spent the evening 

wandering around Nevsky Prospect the main shop-

ping street. Saint Petersburg is a long way north so 

the sun sets late (close to 11pm) so it felt more like 

late afternoon. It is also one of the most beautiful 

cities in Europe. It has more of a European look 

then a Russian look about it with many grand pal-

aces and canals.

The next day I spent most of it in the Hermitage 

Museum the former winter Palace of the Tsars. The 

museum is big and I think you could easily spend 

many days in it with a very large collection of art. I 

finished off the day by walking around the city and 

took a short canal cruise before heading back to my 

hotel.
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The next day was a morning city tour of Saint 

Petersburg with more churches. In the afternoon 

we travelled out of town to Pushkin a small town 

where Catherine’s Palace is located. This was quite a 

spectacular palace with large gardens. The next day 

we went to the more famous palace of Peterhof 

which was Peter the Great’s summer palace located 

on the Gulf on Finland. Of the two I thought that 

Catherine’s palace was grander but Peter’s had some 

very spectacular grounds with golden statues.

After Peterhof we travelled by train to Moscow 

(a five hour trip) and went back to familiar grounds 

at the Cosmos hotel for my final two nights in 

Moscow. The tour the next day was to Sergei Posad, 

a monastery town located outside of Moscow. We 

finished up that night with a group dinner at a 

restaurant near Red Square. As we were leaving the 

restaurant I got to see Red Square lit up at night 

a very spectacular sight.

The next day I left Moscow early in the morning 

for my flight home (with a stop over of a few days 

in Thailand) after experiencing a very memorable 

holiday.
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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 gaz-

ing up at the dense star field. Large bright stars like 

Canis Major 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 ap-

pearing to grope towards them.

Great shards of brilliant white and pink light-

ning 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?’

Worlds Unknown
Fiction by Gregory Fitzgerald
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‘It’s just thunder.’

‘No. Listen.’

Jamie listened. He could hear a low subterranean 

rumbling which grew slowly until he could feel the 

vibrations in his body.

‘Rick,’ he said. ‘Let’s get out of here.’

‘Yeah, I think you’re right.’

Jamie unzipped the tent 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 down-

wards, 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 friend and quickly exited their tent. But they 

were closer to the sliding ground and had to high-

tail 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 moon-

light was reflecting off something uncovered by the 

landslide.  

‘Let’s go and have a look.’ Mark’s eyes were fever-

ishly 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 go-

ing 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 every-

one was covered head to foot in mud. 

As Jamie suspected, the moonlight was reflect-

ing 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, mak-

ing 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 rect-

angular hatch in the surface of the metal.

‘Oh, my God,’ he said. ‘It’s a spaceship!’

‘Far our, man!’ Mark said. 
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The others remained silent, apparently as awed as 

Jamie. His heart thumped in chest. A wave of eupho-

ria swept over him. 

‘We’ve got to get in there,’ Rick said. 

 Sarah looked at him incredulously. ‘Are you cra-

zy? 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 an-

swer.

Jamie had an idea. ‘When I touched it, I felt some-

thing, 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 concen-

trated. 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 ridic-

ulous 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 go-

ing 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 com-

pletely 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 impos-

sible 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 
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found himself fascinated by the interior of the space-

ship. 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 crystals, 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.’

‘But why …’

‘Can you feel it? Sarah yelled. ‘Air!’

‘Whoaaah, man. It is too.’ 

Mark grabbed his girlfriend and whirled her 

around in sheer delight. Jamie and Rick joined in 

the celebrations.

The bulkhead door slid open.

Jamie gasped. 

The cockpit was filled with more of the crystal 

computers, much larger than the wall console. Sev-

eral banks of them were in front of the four chairs, 

which appeared to be made of hard, contoured, 

transparent plastic.

They all piled in. They sat on the chairs which 

proved to be extremely comfortable, conforming to 

their body shapes, feeling rather like a bean bag, but 

with the backs straight.

‘Cool man,’ Mark said. ‘Hey, we can see outside.’

Some sort of camera must have exited the space-

craft at its uncovered top, like a periscope. A light 

showed the ruined hillside, with its fractured splin-

tered rock, and piles of wet soil and branches. 

‘It’s really exciting, guys,’ Sarah said. ‘But we’ve got 

to find a way of getting out of here. Remember?’

Jamie nodded. ‘But how?’

‘We’ll just have to start pushing buttons … or 

twisting crystals.’

They tried that. Jamie found the crystals strange, 

you had to twist first to the right, then left, and 

right again, before they would move. Lights went on 

and off, the door slid open and shut, but nothing 

else happened. They were starting to get desperate. 

They had air, but no food or water and they were all 

thirsty.

Then Jamie twisted a particularly large green crys-

tal, and a cylindrical structure of the same material 

descended onto him, swiftly covering his head. At 

once he felt an alien presence invading his mind. 

Alien, but also artificial, the ship’s computer. It 

picked through his conscious mind, examining his 

memories. The process was uncomfortable, but not 

painful. But it made him angry. It was also a vio-

lation, like some stranger rummaging through his 

photos. 

The crystal cylinder lifted off his head and as-

cended back into the ceiling. 

‘You all right, man?’ Mark asked.

‘Yeah I think so. What’s that?’

There was a screen on the wall.

‘It’s the White House.’

‘Yeah I know that. What’s it doing there?’

‘It came to life when you were in that thing,’ Rick 

said. ‘It kept changing rapidly showing images from 

all over the world, finally settling on good old Uncle 

Sam. I’m not sure…’

There was a deep rumbling from within the space-

craft, followed by a violent shaking. Webbing shot 

out of their seats, confining them.

‘Oh god, I think its trying to take off,’ Jamie said.

‘Oh man,’ Mark groaned. ‘We’re a goner for sure.’

The shuddering became even more violent, till 

Jamie felt certain his teeth would be shaken loose. 
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Then there was a tremendous explosion as the space-

ship tore itself out the confining wet earth.

Jamie saw a huge gout of soil fly up in front of 

what were now revealed to be front windows. The 

ship ascended rapidly above the dark hillside. The 

first faint touch of dawn kissed the eastern horizon. 

‘Phew, we made it,’ Jamie said.

Mark grinned. ‘Yeah, but what happens now.?

The ship answered  him. After rising to an un-

known height, it shot forward horizontally.

‘Oh god,’ Sarah pointed. ‘The screen – we’re going 

to the White House!’ 

CHAPTER 2

The ship sped northwestwards across the Pacific 

Ocean. As they passed the tropics Jamie could see 

huge thunderclouds spitting lightning between 

them. Once these were left behind there was azure 

ocean shining brightly in the sun, broken only by an 

occasional island.

The ocean crossing took just half an hour. Then 

they were racing over the southern Californian coast 

and over the snowbound Rocky Mountains.  A mere 

five minutes later they were over Washington D.C. 

Here the spaceship slowed, drifting over the city, 

searching for the Whitehouse.

‘What a ride,’ Mark breathed. ‘Makes a Jumbo 

seem like a snail.’

‘But what now?’ Rick asked. I’d say we’re in a fair 

bit of trouble.’

A sudden thought occurred to Jamie. ‘Why haven’t 

we been challenged.

The ship must be cloaked,’ Sarah said. ‘Look it 

might take a while to we arrive. Let’s find something 

to drink.’

Jamie went with her. 

‘We are in trouble,’ he said.

‘Yes I know, but at least it hasn’t been boring.’

They found out there were three levels to the ship. 

The food store was on the middle one. There was 

some clear liquid in pink crystal bottles, which tast-

ed like water with a hint of honey. They also discov-

ered food, cubes, all the same size, 3 cm in all dimen-

sions, of many colours.

‘Mmm, this is some sort of bird,’ Sarah said, 

munching on a blue cube. ‘A little like chicken but 

not much. Not bad.’

‘This one’s a fruit of some kind, something like a 

peach.’ Jamie’s cube was light green.

They took some supplies up to the cockpit.

The ship was approaching the White House. It 

drifted across Pennsylvania Avenue and over the 

fence. They met no challenge as the spacecraft land-

ed on the front lawn.

George and Laura Bush came around the side of 

the building with their dog 

Rover. They were walking straight towards the 

ship. The President of the United States of Ameri-

ca bumped into the alien spacecraft and fell to the 

ground reeling.

Rover licked his face in consternation and con-

cern.

The First Lady was about to help him up when 

she looked up and screamed. 

‘Gee,’ Mark said. ‘We’re visible. We’re in deep shit 

now.’ 

George Bush stood up and dusted himself off. He 

stared at the spacecraft in stupefied amazement. His 

wife was the first to recover. She was gesticulating 

wildly to the White House and trying to drag him 

away. She finally succeeded. Rover trotted along 

happily behind his master and mistress. The space-

craft and its occupants were left alone on the lawn.

‘So what happens now?’ Jamie asked.

‘We’ve got to open the hatch,’ Sarah said, munch-

ing on an orange cube.   

‘But how?’

‘Try pushing some buttons.’

They did so, but nothing dramatic happened. 

Lights came on and off, compartments opened, and 
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Rick’s seat moved into a reclining position. Then 

they found the audio feed.

Jamie could hear the stomping of booted feet. He 

looked up and saw to his alarm a large number of 

people in black armoured complete with face visors. 

It was impossible to discern their gender. They car-

ried huge machine guns and smaller blunt weapons 

that looked like lasers. Behind them was a huge 

dark blue truck that stopped near the spacecraft 

and turned around, revealing open doors. Two uni-

formed officers, slid a ramp down to the ground.

‘Oh god,’ Rick’s face was strained and pale. ‘This 

doesn’t look good.’

An officer strode forward, the blue stripes on the 

shoulders indicating seniority.  

‘Greetings,’ he said, speaking into a palm-sized 

silvery block.  ‘Welcome to our planet. Unfortunate-

ly you are not permitted to land here. Therefore we 

will take you, for your own safety, to a secure loca-

tion, where your every need, particularly medical, 

will be met. Please do not resist as we do not wish 

to use force.’ 

A winch was lowered down the ramp of the truck. 

Officers grabbed it and tried to attach it to the 

ship.

They couldn’t get through the force field.

‘Please lower your force field or we will be forced 

to fire upon you.’

The ship made no reply.

‘I’m really scared,’ Sarah said. ‘How did we get 

ourselves into this mess?’

Several officers fired their machine guns, but the 

bullets just pinged off the field in all directions, 

slightly wounded a couple of the attackers. Lasers 

also proved to be ineffective.

‘Oh shit no!’ Jamie saw what Mark was referring 

to.

Two people in uniform carried a mobile rocket 

launcher and set up the stand about twenty metres 

from the ship.

The spacecraft’s response was immediate. It 

launched.

Jamie heard and felt a subterranean rumbling 

beneath him. Seat webbing shot out of their seats, 

strapping them in. With a roar the spacecraft lifted 

from the ground. He looked out the window and 

saw to his horror some of the attackers caught in 

the blast. Those nearest were incinerated in a bright 

orange ball of flame, while officers further away were 

afforded some protection from their armour.  

But he couldn’t speak. He was slammed back into 

his seat by the G-forces and blacked out. When con-

scious returned he was shocked to find the ship in 

orbit around the Earth.

‘Pretty cool, huh?’ Mark’s face was beaming. 

‘We’re in space, man!’

Jamie looked downwards. He saw the blue of 

water and green and brown of land, with scattered 

white cloud systems, and descried what he thought 

to be the Himalayas covered in a white blanket. 

He turned his attention to their other compan-

ions, his brow furrowing in concern.

‘Oh, they’ll be all right, I checked their pulses. 

They’ll be coming round any moment.’ 

He was right. Sarah, followed by Rick, was soon 

awake and wide-eyed with amazement. 

She was worried though. ‘How are we going to get 

down? We can’t stay up here forever. 

‘We’ve got some more immediate problems. 

Look!’ Rick pointed.

A new orbital fighter was approaching and fired 

a green laser. This shook the ship, but didn’t seem 

to cause any internal damage. The ship returned fire 

with a violet light, briefly illuminating the enemy 

ship but not destroying it. It didn’t fire again.

‘I think we knocked out its weapon systems,’ Rick 

said.

‘Cool,’ Mark chimed in. 

‘Hey, what’s happening?’ Sarah’s face was pasty 

white. ‘Is the ship doing what I think its doing?’

Jamie knew the answer. ‘Yes it is. We’re leaving  

orbit.’ 
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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 astronomers and their as-

sistants were stunned, and some looked deathly 

pale. Tamara wondered if this was an omen, but 

then chided herself for being silly, she was a scien-

tist after all. There were no further incidents and the 

bus soon arrived at the main gate of the Arecibo Ob-

servatory, Puerto Rico.

The rain had lessened to a steady drizzle. They 

could see the giant radio dish cradled by the sur-

rounding jungle, with the antennae and various 

reflectors housed on a platform seemingly defying 

gravity above the centre of the dish, but in reality at-

tached to five reinforced concrete towers surround-

ing 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 fit-

ful 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 any-

thing. Most of the astronomers were to be housed in 

prefab units; she was going to share one with Aud-

rie, a French astronomer, who worked at the Obser-

vatory. They put their cases on trolleys and wheeled 

them up to their accommodation, which was utili-

tarian, but adequate.    

Tamara lay down on her bed, but felt lively and 

ready for anything. ‘Well, Audrie,’ she said. ‘It is fi-

nally going to happen!’ 

‘Yes, Tamara, but get a move on!’ Audrie said. 

‘The Director’s starting proceedings in the Confer-

ence Room.’

‘All right, Slavedriver! But it’ll be good when the 

preliminaries are over, and the Ultimate Event be-

gins!’ This was the witnessing of a rare astronomi-

cal 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 as-

tronomers 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 bi-

zarre, 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 conscious will. The 

Foundation preached the worship of the Universe 

itself. Many photographers were already snapping 

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 visual presentation of the double 

neutron star and exactly how we’ll be observing it. 

Universal light
Fiction by Gregory Fitzgerald
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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 surpris-

ing 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 discov-

erer 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 fur-

ther time for contemplation, because 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 con-

ference 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 Ta-

mara, 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. How beautiful, she thought. 

It was then that she realized that life and the Uni-

verse’s existence were far greater miracles than a pair 

of neutron stars. Perhaps the Foundation of Univer-

sal Light had something after all.

Her reverie was broken by a voice, both deeply fa-

miliar and long unheard.

‘It’s lovely here, isn’t it, Tam?’ She turned and saw 

a smiling Steve Fransson her former Ph.D. supervi-

sor 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 col-

leagues.’

‘That’s all I ask,’ Steve said, with another winning 

smile. Tamara had to admit that he still had an ef-

fect on her. In his mid-forties, he was a very attrac-

tive 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 Di-

rector 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 charac-

ter. ‘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 ac-

commodation.

 

Audrie had also been invited to sit at the Direc-

tor’s table. At 7pm she and Tamara entered the con-

ference hall, which had been transformed for din-
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ner and the evening’s entertainment. The best of 

mid-twenty-first century technology had been em-

ployed to set the mood for the night’s astronomical 

wonders. The walls had been festooned with holo-

graphic strips that displayed multi-coloured, whirl-

ing 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 resembling 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 nor-

mal 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 for-

mally 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 Ren-

alto’s vacant seat. There were several other astrono-

mers, assistants, students and journalists, but what 

fascinated Tamara was the presence of a member of 

the Foundation, named Lyall Johansson. He was a 

young man in his early twenties with close-cropped 

light brown air, ordinary except for the visible part 

of the cerebral implant at his left temple. He was 

dressed casually in jeans and a T-shirt, with the 

Foundation logo of an eye with the pupil opening 

on to the known Universe and its motto, The Mi-

raculous Universe that Created Itself and All Else. 

He smiled at Tamara with some warmth, and asked 

her if she was looking forward to tonight’s viewing. 

She replied she was and asked what he expected to 

get out of it.

‘We consider the Universe itself to be the cre-

ative force of all existence, including life, Tamara,’ 

he replied in a cultured London accent. ‘Therefore 

we wish to give worship and thanks to that force. 

Unlike many of the established and historical reli-

gions we are non-violent, and don’t attempt to con-

vert people to our beliefs. We think that, deep down, 

we’re all in touch with our Creative Universe.’

‘So do you know Foundation Director Marcus 

Tynan personally?’ Tamara asked. 

‘Yes, he’s a kind, gentle, complex and highly spiri-

tual leader. I hope you get the chance to meet him 

soon.’

Tamara just had time to reply that she’d like that, 

when Director Renalto arrived, looking slightly ha-

rassed, sporting a luxurious dark-green velvet suit.

‘Problems, Director?’ Jerome Lameau asked in a 

typically journalistic way.

‘No, Jerome. Just a few last minute things to at-

tend to,’ Renalto replied with a warm smile.  Is ev-

erything in readiness, Audrie?’

‘Yes Director, it should be quite a show.’

‘Good, good. Ah, here’s comes the first course,’ 

the Director said.  Tamara suddenly realized she was 

ravenous, and looked with relish at the aromatic sea-

food bisque. After the superb dinner, the evening’s 

entertainment began. First there was a concert with 

both local and international singers. This was fol-

lowed by some funny stand-up comedy, including 

one particular joke that perhaps the Universe def-

ecated humanity into being. 

Ten members of the Foundation of Universal 

Light performed the final act. This was a dance set to 

eerie electronic music. All lighting was extinguished 
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so that the entire conference hall was plunged into 

total darkness. Then the cerebral implants of the 

performers began to glow with a ghostly blue light 

that only lit their heads, which appeared to be float-

ing in defiance of gravity. The glow intensified, 

showing their torsos, and matching lights ignited 

at their white leather belts, until they were entirely 

visible, in their neck to toes (with long sleeves) tight 

orange one-piece Lycra suits. 

They were young, five men and five women, and 

danced in an erotic and hypnotic way, even though 

they never actually touched. They described com-

plex geometrical patterns, and, when two of the 

dancers met, sparks leapt between their cerebral im-

plants; this seemed to result in great pleasure for all 

the dancers.  So sexually arousing was this dancing 

that, if it had not been for The Main Event, many 

people may have retired to their accommodation for 

some lusty lovemaking.  Tamara, however, was more 

circumspect, as she now began to seriously suspect 

that most of the world had only scratched the sur-

face of the Foundation, and that underneath was 

an unknown depth. The performance concluded 

with uproarious applause and calls for an encore, 

but this was declined due to the rapid approach of 

the night’s culmination. All the candles reignited si-

multaneously to show Director Renalto, once more 

standing at the podium with an exuberant smile on 

his face.

‘Ladies and gentlemen’, he began. ‘I hoped you 

have enjoyed tonight’s festivities. It is now 11pm; 

the viewing of Vasaro’s Twins will begin at 11:30pm 

and will continue until dawn for those that have the 

stamina. Just to remind you, the reason why this 

viewing is taking place now is because a star much 

closer to Earth has been, up until recently, partially 

obscuring the double neutron star. But now we have 

an unimpeded view.  Most of you will be observing 

from this conference hall, along with our esteemed 

Professor Vasaro, but a few of you have been chosen 

to do so from our control room. The names of these 

lucky people are displayed on the screen. So I hope 

you all enjoy this momentous event, and that it will 

exceed your hopes and expectations. Goodnight, la-

dies and gentlemen!’ 

Tamara, Steve, and Jerome Lameau were among 

the names displayed on the wall-sized screen above 

the stage. The privileged observers left the confer-

ence hall for the short walk to the building that 

housed the control room. 

The night seemed preternaturally bright, with 

most of the Observatory’s lights being turned off. 

The centre of the Milky Way Galaxy was an intense, 

luminous blanket spread over the sky, which Tamara 

thought resembled a fisherman’s net, the brighter 

stars looking like crustaceans. 

The group of 15 people had to walk past the giant 

radio dish, a well of darkness, to get to the control 

room. Near the edge of the dish a solemn group of 

Foundation members with heads bowed in prayer 

to their wonderful Universe. The group walked past 

the supplicants in silence.   

The Observatory’s control room was one of the 

new generations of buildings, made out of a com-

posite of plastic and titanium. It allowed an inge-

nious low-energy cooling system, and also excluded 

much of ground and atmosphere based radio trans-

missions. The group entered the building through 

the soundless sliding doors of the front entrance, 

and got in the lift to the first floor. Audrie met them. 

‘Welcome everyone, to the Ultimate Event!’ she said 

with an inviting wave to enter.  

The control room was a marvel, filled with state-

of-the-art and expensive astronomical monitoring 

equipment, and the best of computer hardware. But 

centre stage was a huge screen showing a 3-D simu-

lation of Vasaro’s Twins, depicted as two huge, lumi-

nous, deep blue, regularly and synchronously puls-

ing stars. Adjacent to this screen, was a spectrograph 

that registered these pulses as a perfect sine wave. 

Various computers were continuously analysing 
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data as it came in from the double neutron star.

Audrie explained what they were seeing. ‘This 

double neutron star is over 5,000 light years away 

from Earth, near the constellation of Cerberus. The 

two stars revolve around a central point exactly half-

way between them. They pulse every 0.277 seconds, 

exactly together. But what is extremely fascinating is 

that the space between is extremely unstable, and we 

think, may not be bound to the laws of physics, as 

we understand them. There is a rippling effect that 

we can’t explain, and occasionally a phenomenon 

very like lightning sparks from star to star.’

‘But can you hazard a guess?’ Jerome Lameau, the 

French journalist, asked.

‘No, Mr Lameau,’ she told the journalist with a 

smile. ‘There are a few theories, but none that the 

Observatory would be prepared at this stage.’

        

They stood staring at the remarkable simulation 

for about half an hour, when the lightning started. 

Flickering forks passed each of the stars to the other 

simultaneously. Tamara was the first to speak. ‘Aud-

rie! Look, the lightning has started again.’ Audrie 

rushed over with others of the Observatory team. 

Just then Director Renalto entered the control 

room. Audrie saw him, and cried out, ‘Director! It 

has started again!’

‘So it has! Jack, can you check the speed of the 

pulses?’ 

‘Up to 1 pulse per 0.013 seconds, 0.009, 0.0005, 

Director, its frequency is increasing exponentially’. 

Jack Wells’ young face was flushed with excitement. 

‘Still accelerating, Director, look at the spectro-

graph!’  It was going crazy, with a frenetic and ir-

regular movement right across the paper. On the 

simulation the lightning was a solid pulsating line 

connecting the two stars, the light becoming more 

and more intense. Then the luminosity of both stars 

began to increase dramatically until they could no 

longer look at the simulation, which abruptly shut 

off.

Jack’s computer screen suddenly went blank. He 

was still touching the keyboard when a bolt of light-

ning shot out of it and entered him, killing him in-

stantly. The electricity jumped from him to Jerome 

Lameau, who had been looking over Jack’s shoulder 

at the computer. He fell to the floor, convulsing 

briefly, before death took him. 

Tamara, a bit further away, caught some of the 

charge and was thrown to the floor, and knew she 

was losing consciousness. But before she did, she 

sensed a presence in the room. It was a monstrous, 

malevolent presence, horribly aware of her and ev-

eryone else in the room, and it wanted them all, 

wanted to consume them all, slowly, taking a gloat-

ing pleasure in their suffering. She closed her eyes 

and welcomed the blackness of oblivion. 

Outside, the group of Foundation members saw 

a visible bolt of purplish-white lightning strike the 

platform housing the antennae above the giant dish. 

Some of it ran along the cables and into the rest of 

the Observatory, and the rest hit the dish resulting 

in a giant crack. If anyone had been watching the 

group of supplicants they would have seen them 

looking jubilant in the light of the massive bolt of 

electricity. Their implants lit up too, with a deep in-

ner fire that claimed a kinship with the visitor from 

space.  

Tamara awoke in her bed. The sun shone under 

the blind with a red hue. ‘Thank God!’ said Audrie, 

sitting in a chair. 

‘Audrie! What happened?’ Tamara tried to sit up, 

and was rewarded with a knife blade in the back of 

her head. She sank down, groaning.

‘Don’t try to sit up! You’ve had a dreadful time. 

You’ve been out for 7 hours. I’ll get the doctor.’ With 

that Audrie beat a hasty retreat for the door. She re-

turned a minute later with Dr Michael Sonderez, the 

Observatory’s Chief Medical Officer. He checked her 

pupils, and determined that she had a severe con-



cussion, but was out of danger. He told her she’d be 

able to fly home in a week’s time, but he’d check her 

progress over the next couple of days. 

Tamara was too weak to argue, and thanked him. 

But she was starting to remember the previous 

night’s disaster.  ‘Any news?’ she asked Audrie.

‘Both Jack Wells and Jerome Lameau are dead,’ 

Audrie, replied, near tears. ‘But there were no other 

serious injuries. We were very lucky.’

‘But what happened?’

‘We don’t know yet. We think some sort of radio 

surge came from the double neutron star. The tele-

scope has been extensively damaged, the same in the 

control room. There’ll have to be a lengthy investi-

gation.’

Tamara grabbed Audrie’s arm. ‘Did you sense a 

presence in the room?’

‘Presence?’

Tamara told her what she’d felt.

‘Tamara,’ Audrie said. ‘You’ve suffered a severe 

concussion and have probably been in shock.’

‘I guess you’re right, Audrie. It just seemed so 

real!’ 

‘Just rest, Tamara. We’ll talk again in the morning.’

They did talk in the morning, but about nothing 

of consequence. Steve Fransson also dropped in for 

a chat. He looked worried and drawn.

‘You OK, Tamara?’ he asked with genuine concern.

‘I’ll live. You know what happened?’

‘I think we were zapped by Vasaro’s Twins. There 

have been effects all over the world, with massive 

power failures in parts of Europe, Asia, and North 

America. Several severe hurricanes have formed 

since the surge. We don’t know any more.’

Steve put his hand on Tamara’s. ‘Why don’t you 

come to Cambridge for a while? It’s freezing and 

there’s lots of snow. We can have snow fights and 

build a snowman. It’d be a lot more pleasant than 

roasting alive in a Melbourne summer.’

Tamara was tempted, but she’d a lot of work to 

catch up on, and still wary of Steve and her feelings 

for him, declined, but promised to pay him and 

Cambridge a visit in the not too distant future.   

Tamara took another three days to recuperate 

from the pain and confusion of her concussion.  Af-

ter that she felt much better and Audrie took some 

time off to show her around Puerto Rico. However 

Tamara still suffered recurring headaches and had 

to take it easy. No more news of the Arecibo Inci-

dent, as it was now being called, was reported before 

Audrie drove her to the airport, for her flight to Mel-

bourne.

The two women hugged goodbye. ‘Look after 

yourself, hey!’ Audrie said with a worried expression.

‘Will do,’ Tamara replied with a smile. ‘Let’s keep 

in touch!’

‘Sure will. Email me when you get home. See you 

soon.’

‘See you Audrie.’

As Tamara walked into the departure lounge, she 

counted herself lucky she’d come through the terri-

ble events of the past week, and hoped her life would 

soon be getting back to normal. 
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