THE DAEDALUS TRANSFER

By HUW LANGRI DCE

CHAPTER ONE: LAUNCH PHASE
14 March 2056 AD

A shiver ran down Samuel Jennings’s spine during the final stages of the dock.
The space shuttle he was riding in fired a web of reinforced nylon tethers,
whi ch clanmped to the Near Earth Orbit Rig. The two spacecraft enbraced each
ot her four hundred and twenty mles above the Sirte Basin, North Africa.

There was a loud netallic clang followed by a pressurised hiss. The shuttle
had connected. Sanuel was soon to be a crewrenber on the Rig. He was one of
t he many who woul d soon be involved in the big | aunch schedul ed for the next

day.

It had been a long day for him H's shuttle had | aunched from Cape Canavera
seventeen hours earlier and had fallen past the Rig three tines already whil st
ascending to its altitude. He had not slept the night before. Rivers of
antici pation had been coursing through his veins. Now, he found his

exci tement unbearable as he | ooked out at the grand spacecraft that was
nestled in the construction platformon the Rig. Even during their flybys,
Samuel and his shuttle crewrates could see how incredibly majestic the
spacecraft was. Wth it’'s cylindrical Accommodati on Modul e, the huge Commrand
Modul e at the front, and the Cryogeni cs Mdul e tucked away at the back

Now t hey could see the tiny worknen craw ing over the ship attending to the
| ast m nute checks. The Autonmated Miintenance C anps foll owed behind them

O eani ng, checking and sealing. A well-calculated set of tasks, carried out
wi th ut nost precision.

It was a col ossal operation, one that could be observed fromthe
surface of Earth by anyone and everyone who had access to a tel escope or a
good pair of enhanced binocul ars.

Larry - the capcomon the |aunch schedul ed for the next day -
t apped Sanuel on the shoul der, snapping himout of his dreamnlike awe.

‘Beautiful isn't it?

Samuel turned away fromthe viewport. He felt a strong sense of contentnent,
and he struggled to convert his feelings into words. Fixing Larry with a

wi de-eyed stare he said, “All ny life, |1’ve never seen anything like it. The
Daedal us docked inside the Rig. Like nother and child. 1t’s so incredible.
Has Mankind really come this far?

‘Yes, and you and | are going to be the ones to launch that thing.
W' re the ones the Foundation chose to send the Daedalus on its way. It’'s
going to be a ground breaking three nonths.’ Larry said with a snile

The integrity of the connecting corridor between the shuttle and the R g had
now been established, and one by one the crewnenbers of the shuttle began to
pul | thensel ves through to the Rig. It was to be their new tenporary hone.

Samuel decreased the conpression filter to reduce the nmuffled humthat
permneat ed his earthbound transm ssion. Now, he could hear her nore clearly.



He lay back on the cabin bed, attached his suit tether to a hook at his side
to prevent hinself fromfloating away, and | ooked up at the canera.

‘How are the kids, Marie? I'mso sorry | didn’t get a proper chance to say
goodbye to them on Thursday.

On the screen, Marie smiled back at the canera. Her wavy brown hair was tied
up in a bunch, stuck through with a small stick to hold it in place. Her
green eyes possessed a radiant shine. She |ooked so alive. She was still in
her bat hrobe, and Sarmuel felt nmore than a little aroused by the conbi nati on of
the sight of her and the knowl edge that she was so very far away from him

ri ght now.

The tine delay on her return signal fromEarth’'s surface was al nbost two
seconds.

‘“Marcus is playing tennis with some of the boys from school. The teacher is
droppi ng himhone later. Katie has detention. She put a whol e bunch of
sanitary towels into the sink in the girl’s bathroom and fl ooded the pl ace.
Ch Sam | don’t know what to do with that girl sonetines.’

Sanuel | aughed, and adjusted the brightness on the nonitor so that

he could see Marie nore clearly, ‘I wouldn’t worry about it too nuch. Al
ki ds go through a rebellious phase at sone point in their lives. And besides,
it’s going to get worse before it gets better - |I'’msure.’

Marie let out a sigh, ‘I don't know how you can be so casual about

it Sam when you know deep down that you are the reason she’'s acting so
strangel y.’

‘“Marie, that’'s not-

‘Honestly Sam All that time you spent in astronaut training. If
you were around nore then things would be much nore — normal. Pronise nme when
you get back we'll take a vacation.’

Sanmuel stared at the monitor for a few nonents. He had often
followed Marie’'s intuition when it came to discussing the children. She
seened so much better at the parent thing than he was.

‘Ckay, | promise.’” He said, ‘I'll be hone in tine for the sunmmer
Why don't you get sone travel brochures and find sonmething good for us.
Invol ve the kids in the decision. [1’'Il go along w th whatever you three
deci de.’

Marie was snmiling, ‘Really? That sounds great. |[|’'Il do that.’
Samwas silent for a nonent. He found his m nd wandering back to
t he overwhel ni ng sense of wonder that he had felt as the shuttle had

approached the NEO Ri g.

‘Mari e? he said.

‘Yes Sam'’

‘I"min space. Tonorrow will be the biggest day of ny career. |
can | ook out of my viewport and see the whole world below me. It makes ne
feel like a King, or an angel. And | realise nore with every passi ng noment

how much | | ove you.’



15 March 2056 AD
“Ignition on nodule rotation is go in five, four, three, two, one. I gnition

The pressure jets fired, and the Accommodati on Modul e began to turn slowy
inside the NEO Rig. It looked like a giant beating heart inside an enornous
steel ribcage.

Twenty-four large robotic arns retracted slowy away fromthe nodul e as the
Rig released its motherly grip. Each armwas the size of a doubl e-decker bus.
It was a grand synchroni sed dance. The nodul e now hung in space, no | onger
attached to the Rig, which had cradled it for so many years during its
construction.

In Control Room Two, nestled in the upper part of the Rig, angled slightly
forward, overlooking the nodul e, Sarmuel |oosened one of the straps that held
himto his chair. It was stopping himfromfloating away fromhis desk, but
the strap was tight around his shoul der, causing a dull aching cranp.

He coul d hear chatter over his headphones, asking for status updates, and he
reported back to Control Room One that all systens were functioning normally.

The conforting voices of the pre-flight checks continued in his ears.

‘I ncrease the nmodule’s rotation to one-point-five RPM’ said the Flight
Controller in his calm easy Southern accent.

The nodul e’ s rotation speed increased. Samuel could feel faint vibrations in
his chair, and as he | ooked out of the control roomw ndow, he could see the
huge nodul e easing | azily past.

He | ooked al ong the bank of conputers. Furt her down the aisle he could see
Larry, who was undertaki ng capcom duties today. As capcom he would be the
single point of contact for the crew of the Daedalus. Al nessages and
information intended for the crew had to be spoken by Larry. Larry was also
harnessed into his chair, and was chatting to the ship s Comrander right now.
Beyond Larry, further along the bank of conputers was Frederick - the Systens
officer - correlating a pal mdevice log file against the readings on his
nmonitor. Over his headphones, Samuel could hear Larry reassuring the ship's
commander that the nodule’s rotation was well within the accepted vibration

| evel s.

Sonet hi ng on one of the screens caught Sanuel’s eye, and he | eaned toward the
nonitor for a closer |ook.

He cursed under his breath when he realised what he saw and quickly patched
t hrough on a secure channel to the other control room

‘Control One, | need you to | ook at Canera 71-Al pha.

From across the gantry, three hundred netres away, the response fromthe
Flight Director came back over the speaker

‘Roger that. Canera 71- Al pha. I"’m | ooking at it. VWhat am | supposed to
be I ooking at?

‘There’s an Aut omated Mai ntenance C anp still attached to the Acconmpbdati on
Modul e. D d soneone forget to renove it?

For a nonent the Flight Director was silent, and all Samuel could hear were



t he other menbers of the teamtal king.

‘Ckay, | have a visual on the AMC Aren’t those things supposed to renove
t henmsel ves?’

‘1t looks like this one didn't. It nmust have mal functioned.’

‘It doesn’t look like it’s still attached to the Rig, only the nodul e It's
not going to be a problem We can do a manual jettison fromthe nodul e when
the ship clears the Rig, naybe use the onboard EVA unit to-

‘“No!" interrupted Sanuel, bunching his hand into a tight fist, ‘the nodule
hasn't conpleted a full rotation yet. If we leave it attached it won't clear
the Rig. It’s sticking out a full 3 netres. That’s a ot nore than we have
cl earance for.’” He glanced again at Camera 71-A

‘That’s a negative. W have all arns retracted now.’ Flight said calmy.

‘“No, you're wong. Shit! |I can see it. |It’s going to hit one of the xenon
transfer cranes. Order a stop on the rotation now'’

Through the window in front and bel ow him Sanuel could see the AMC unit
bolted to the side of the large rotating nodule. It was bigger than he
t hought, and it was steadily noving cl oser

‘kay, okay,’ muttered Flight. Sanmuel heard a click as Flight opened the
channel , *Systens in Control Room Two? | have an order from..

H s voice was cut short. There was an alnighty crash as the AMC unit sl anmed
violently into the xenon transfer crane bel ow them shattering the cal mand
drowni ng out Flight's voice. The jolt caused the entire control roomto

[ urch upwards. There was a deafening screech of twisting netal as the room
tore free of it’s own nounting within the Rig, severing their power cables and
oxygen pipes and rupturing the entry corridor to their room

Everyt hi ng went dark.

The three men were thrown upwards out of their seats with the force of the

i mpact, ripping their restraining harnesses, slanming into the ceiling, hard
and fast. Larry smashed his head agai nst one of the ceiling mounted units.
It knocked hi m unconsci ous.

Red energency lights on the gantry arced round to shine through the w ndow of
the control room

Stillness, and silence, broken only by the fizzle-pop of a conputer
short-circuiting.

Frederick started to clinb over to Larry, but he found that his foot was
wrapped in a cluster of cables that had conme | oose fromthe wall. He funbl ed
at the wires, trying to shake hinmself free, but he couldn’'t. Looki ng across
at Sanuel, he started to scream

Once the AMC unit had hit the xenon transfer crane, it snapped free of it’'s
cl anpi ng and broke away fromthe nmodul e, momentum flipping it over and over as
it flew upwards toward the control room The nmodul e continued to rotate, the
massi ve cylinder occupying the whole wi ndow as it surged upwards past them

For a few seconds, there was silence. Then Samuel coul d hear sharp netallic
cl angs and bangs as the AMC bounced upwards, glancing off the nmounting pillars



and girders which held the fuel crane and the control roomin place, spinning
this way and that as it’'s nmonentum was absorbed bit by bit into the Rig frane.

Samuel cl osed his eyes and prayed that the AMC would not hit them He hoped
that it would get deflected out of the way or become trapped between two
pillars somewhere.

But his prayers went unanswered, and a second inpact rocked the control room
as the AMC smashed into it, ripping a nmassive hole in the floor

The control roomstarted to depressurise rapidly. There was a heavy poppi ng
sound as sone of the control units caught fire, and a high pitched squeal as
rushing air escaped through the hole into the vacuum of space.

Above the hissing noise, Sanuel could hear the incessant beeping of the d ass
One Emergency Tone ringing out fromone of the term nals. He knew what it
nmeant . The pressure was falling. If they didn't seal the hole or get the
hell out of there they would be dead within mnutes, or seconds.

Samuel knew he couldn’t save the others, they would have to save thensel ves.
Wor ki ng qui ckly he clinbed hand-over-hand al ong the ceiling towards the

spacesuit rack. Braci ng hinmsel f against the wall, he westled one of the
suits free of its mounting and began to fight with the rubber seal on the
col l ar. As he tried to get it over his head, an explosion rocked the contro

roomas the AMC t hat was wedged underneath them started to burn up

The room bucked agai n, knocking Samuel - and an unconscious Larry - across to
the opposite wall, and swi nging Frederick in his cable harness downwards to
smash hi s head agai nst the floor. H s screams were cut short.

The Emergency Tone shut off. The pressure reduction started to cause severe
barotrauma in Sanuel’s inner ears. He screaned in pain as the pressure

i mbal ance increased to excruciating |evels. He struggled to breathe, trying
in vain to clanmber into the suit. He could feel his eyes widening in tight
fear. This was it. This would be the last thing he’d know.

" mgoing to die. In a few seconds 1'l1 be dead. There's no escape now.
Mari e...

A second expl osion ripped through the room sending a searing hot firebal
along its entire length, burning fast in the artificially enriched oxygen
environnent. Incinerating everything in its path.

Just before the flanes consuned him he caught a glinpse out of the wi ndow.

He could see the fragile Earth bel ow He coul d see the straight, clean edge
of the north coast of Libya. The sun scorched browns of the Sahara,
contrasted against the rich blues of the Mediterranean Sea. The planet | ooked
so tranquil and serene fromup here.

He knew why he was here. He was part of the bigger picture. Part of the
big i nvestigation. And maybe that was worth a few lives.

The nen and wonen in Control Room One could only sit and stare in disbelief
and horror as the events unfol ded before them They had seen the AMC unit
al so, just as Systenms had called a halt on the rotation

‘ The nodul e never woul d have stopped in tine.’



‘Good God in Heaven!’
‘At | east the xenon tanks didn't blow.'’

‘“Even if we’'d halted rotation when they asked us to. It still takes time for
the reverse jets to counter the spin. It doesn’t happen instantly!’

“Sir we need a go or no-go on the |launch sequence.’

“Shit!’

“Sir we need to stay in the |launch w ndow. Do we have a go on the launch?
‘ Sys..Systens, Flight. Gve me a report on the integrity of the nodule.’

A moment | ater, ‘The nodule is fine. The AMC snapped clean off, but it

didn’t take anything with it.’

‘Did the Daedal us sustain any internal damage?’

‘Negative sir.’

‘Then we cannot allow themto die for nothing.’

“Sir, | repeat. Do we have a go or no-go on the | aunch?’
He took a deep breath, *Yes. Proceed with the I aunch.’
16 March 2056 AD

“This is Commander Frank Chanmbers on board the spacecraft Daedal us. M ssion
Day Two.

‘1 know | speak for all the menmbers of the crew here when |I express ny deep
regret and profound sadness at the |l oss of three fine astronauts. Samuel

Jenni ngs, Larry Barnes and Frederick Beresford, who lost their lives during
t he unfortunate and dreadful accident which took place yesterday during the

[ aunch of our ship. They were a credit to the Space Foundation, and gave
their lives to support its ideals. Frederick was a cl ose personal friend of
m ne, who applied for this mission also. And | know that Saruel |eft behind
a son, a daughter and a loving wife. And Larry, a wife and two sons. %%

heart - and those of all my crew — goes out to those fanmlies today, as we
share in our thoughts, the sacrifices those astronauts made for the progress
of manki nd.

‘“In the quest for truth, we are all required to take a leap in the dark.
This mssion is one such leap, and we will carry their nenories with us
forever’

As the Earth swung past the view port of the acconmodati on nodul e, Frank coul d
see the South Island of New Zeal and creep slowy round to the dark side. The
i sl and was surrounded on all sides by the expanse of the South Pacific, and to
the south he could make out scattered storm cl ouds, which churned up over the
Antarctic’s ice fields.

On many of his previous mssions, Frank had often spent his recreation tine
staring out of the viewport at the world bel ow The view of the Earth from



up here was so nesnerising and radiantly beautiful that he could hardly take
his eyes away. It was often the case with Earth orbital flights. He al ways
started the missions fully intending to get sone serious readi ng done, or

per haps begin witing his autobiography. But it always cane back to the sane
t hi ng. Recreation tine was nearly always spent playing cards or staring out
of the wi ndow. It was as though all the intense work he had done during his
shift had left himwi th only enough energy for passive entertai nment.
Certainly nothing that challenged the grey matter too mnuch.

As he stared at his hone planet, it occurred to himthat this could well be
his last view of home, and he fought hard to prevent the tears fromwelling up
behi nd his eyes. He had known this before the m ssion, but the idea becane
nore poi gnant now that he could see the wondrous place fromthis hugely

el evated position

When the nodule’s rotation carried the Earth out of sight, the deep star field

cane into view He pushed his face close to the viewport. Wt hout the
glare of his hone planet to obscure the light of the stars, he could see the
i nfinite expanse spread out before him It was a beautiful sight, a clearer

version of the image that popul ated the sumer nights of his chil dhood.

Except this tinme he was not seeing those tiny distant points of |ight though a
tel escope hanpered by orange city lights and | ocalised pollution. Now he was
able to look directly into the past |life of the universe, and see everything
it had to offer.

Sonmewhere below him a controlled thrust burst altered the trajectory of the
Daedal us. The ship was beginning to break away from Earth’s orbit and woul d
soon be out of its gravitational free fall, on a transfer orbit to Mars.

But that was only the first step on a nuch grander journey. Manki nd had
al ready set foot on Mars. The Daedal us woul d take them so rmuch further

Conmmander Frank Chanbers and Captain lan Byrne were the only crewrenbers |eft
awake when the Daedal us undocked fromthe NEO Rig in Near Earth Obit
thirty-six hours earlier. The remaining five nmenbers of the crew slept in
cryogeni c hibernation in the dedi cated nodul e at the back of the ship.

None of them would be aware of the accident that had taken place as they were
| eaving until they awoke fromtheir sleep, many years from now.

There had been sone tal k of aborting the mission, but that idea had been
buried quickly, especially after the famlies of the three astronauts had
expressed their desire to see the nission go ahead. Many peopl e mai nt ai ned
that Larry, Sanuel and Frederick would have al so wanted the Daedal us to
conti nue flying.

So here they were. &oi ng ahead as pl anned. Trying to forget about the
di saster that literally shook the Rig. Conti nui ng on as though nothi ng had
happened, but al ways aware that indeed, sonething had.

Frank turned his thoughts to the m ssion

The Daedal us was to be their new hone for the next one hundred and fifteen
years on the outward journey. H's job for the next el even nonths (along with
Captain lan Byrne) would be to nonitor the systenms up until the final abort

wi ndow in Mars’s orbit. After that, lan and Frank would join the other five
menbers of the crew in cryogenic hibernation for the remainder of the trip to
Proxi ma Centauri . On arrival in the new system the onboard conputers woul d
then wake the crew in preparation for a further two years of intensive
studies. Then they would fall into a geo-synchronous orbit around the



destination pl anet.

Frank sighed at the thought of how nuch planning, effort, blood, sweat and
tears had gone into getting themeven this far, with so nmuch further to go.
He was in no doubt that the Daedal us was going to go down in history as one of
the great pioneering ships of this and the next century. Even if the voyage
was unsuccessful and they all ended up dead in a floating nmetallic tonb,
tumbling forever through the void, they would still represent the height of
human engi neeri ng. They woul d be the furthest travelling humans ever, as it
woul d take a minor nmiracle to plan, authorise and build a ship that woul d
catch them up using current propul sion nethods, given that there wasn't

anot her Hohmann Transfer wi ndow on a trajectory to Mars for another
twenty-five nonths.

That’s why they had to just |eave. Escape the burni ng wreckage, catch the
transfer wi ndow, and | eave everyone else to clean up the ness back at the Rig

Frank had once described the Hohmann Transfer concept to a group of hungry
journalists in Washington DC. In fact it was only six weeks prior to the

[ aunch, and the question of how the Daedal us would get to its destination was
rai sed.

“To correctly understand a Hohmann Transfer trajectory,’ Frank said into the
cluster of mcrophones in front of his face, ‘one has to inagine that the
Daedal us is already in solar orbit before it has launched fromthe Rig
Therefore, to send it on it’s way to Mars, it nerely has to be given a push in
the right direction at the right time. The ship will then glide around it’'s
solar orbit to intercept Mars when Mars is passing by, or rather just miss it
so that we can slingshot past, using it’'s gravity to send us on to the next

pl anet, Jupiter. |It’s sinple physics. |If you can understand how pl anets
revol ve around the sun, just think of our ship as another planet. The whole
process saves us a lot of fuel. |If we're lucky we can get to Proxi ma al npst
for free.’

That press conference had | asted over an hour, and had won hima standi ng

ovation. It had been his nonent in the spotlight.

Frank noved away fromthe view port and settled onto the bed. He was

i ght-headed fromstaring out the w ndow. He ki cked off his rubber shoes and
swung his |l egs up onto the bed. He had spent nobst of the day with lan

testing uplink frequencies with NEO Rig Control (what was left of it), and
hel ping out with the accident investigation, sharing his know edge of AMC s
with the other menbers of Control.

But nowit was tine to get a few hours sleep

The centrifugal force of the spinning accommodati on nodul e created a |ight
gravitational effect that enabl ed basic tasks such as going to the toilet and
sl eeping to be performed nuch nore easily. So although he felt light on the
bed, the sensation was not so far renoved fromwhat he was used to on Earth.

He struggled for a while to ignore the incessant noise of the internal systens
on the Daedal us. He renenbered one of the trainers on the ground telling him
that people tolerated noise nore if they knew it was necessary. Bef ore | ong
his mind would learn to forget that the noi se was there, but he had not
reached that stage yet.

As he closed his eyes in the darkness, he saw occasi onal streaks of |ight
dancing on the insides of his eyelids as tiny interstellar radiation particles
penetrated his retina.



Frank | et out a deep breath. He was a spaceman again, on a voyage full of
new t hi ngs. He knew not hi ng woul d ever be the sanme again.

Only a few minutes later, spinning in the Daedal us accommodati on nodul e,
hurtling though | ocal space on a trajectory for the stars, he tenporarily
joined his colleagues in their slunber.

Frank grabbed onto the swi ng bar above the door, enabling himto hook his |egs
through the gap into the central axis corridor of the spinning nodule. I an
Byrne was floating five netres in front of him He was hol ding a pal mdevice,
and was using it to check the backup routines on the emergency electrics

nmoni tori ng software

‘Good Morning lan, how s it going? Frank shouted over the machi nery hum

‘Fi ne Frank. |’"ve just been checking the | SOE and we’re due for the fina
Traj ectory Correction Manoeuvre in about two hours.

The 1 SOE (I ntegrated Sequence of Events) list was created in advance of the

m ssion by the spacecraft team on the ground. Its purpose was to plot
anticipated events in the nmission so that they can be correl at ed agai nst
real -tine events. This assures the flight crew that all aspects of the

nm ssion on the ground and in the Daedal us are happeni ng accordi ng to plan.
‘WII the TCM be the final burn to set our course to Mars?
‘Yes, to steal a little of its angular noment un

‘Then straight onto Jupiter for another gravity assist,’ Frank added. ‘W
don’t have the power to turn back now even if we wanted to.

| an | aughed nervously, ‘W have another abort wi ndow in el even nmont hs when we
hit Mars proximity, and that will take up nearly three-quarters of our fuel to
break back into an Earthbound orbit. But once we pass Mars, we can’t get
back until we performthe photovoltaic scoop at Proxinma Centauri in a hundred
and fifteen years tine.’

‘“I"'mstill wondering if that’s going to work.’
‘“Whet her we’ Il ever wake up?
‘That al so, but I'mtalking about the scoop.’

‘Don’t go having doubts now, Frank. W’ ve practised the procedure over fifty
times in the simulator. The real thing won't be any harder. Most of it’'s
aut omat ed anyway. Al'l we have to do is extend the panel arnms and nmake sure
the software is running snoothly. In fact we’ll have frustratingly little to
do. The only thing | can think of that will possibly go wong with the
procedure is if microneteorites knock out all eight solar panels while we're
scoopi ng. The probability of that is about ten thousand to one.’

‘Thanks lan, you're scientific probabilities always put ne at ease. Wil we
even renenber who we are after a hundred years in a cryogenic pod?’ Frank said
| aughi ng, ‘More inportantly, have you got time for sone breakfast before the
burn?’

‘Let ne finish these checks and I'Il follow you down.



‘Are we going to have another beard contest this tine Frank?

“You know that conpetitive pastines are not encouraged in space.’ Frank said
as he attached the hook on his suit to the door of the pantry, ‘It encourages
i nter-personal conflict. Besides, you won last tine.’

‘Come on, it won't be conpetitive. Whoever feels the need to shave first
| oses. Sinple as that.’

‘ Ckay, but what does the wi nner get.’

‘The | oser has to run the cryo pod checks for six nonths.’ lan said, beaning
his broad Scottish smile.

“Six nonths! | think we should let the computers do it. After all, we're
expecting themto keep us alive after we put ourselves to sleep.

‘But we can't be sure they’'re conpletely fail safe yet. Besides, you mght win
the contest Frank.’

‘l guess these pods aren’'t as sinple as in the “Cryo Dude” novi es.

‘Ch yes, Cryo Dude. What was it again? “Chuck Flame is Cryo Dude I11: He's
Cool ”.’" Frank | aughed.

“Somet hing |ike that.

‘ Chuck FIl ane. VWhat a terrible actor.’

“Alright, you re on,’” said Frank, grinning, ‘a beard contest it is.

‘Ckay,’ said lan, then his smle faded slightly. ‘Are the cryo pods your
bi ggest concern about this m ssion?

‘Not ny biggest concern, no.’ Frank said as he sipped fruit juice out of a
foil pouch through a clear tube, ‘The possibility of problens with the
interstellar winds when we hit Proxima’s heliosphere concerns nme greatly

t hough.’

lan considered this for a nmonent, ‘l’mnot so sure about that,’ he said
finally, ‘“W'll have the sol ar panels docked prior to that. Besi des, Pi oneer
survived it.’

‘Yes, but Voyager didn't. We have no idea what effects the term nation shock
wi Il have on the ship.’
‘W don’t know that Voyager didn't make it. Earth just lost contact with it.

If the antennae on the Voyager probe were knocked out of |ine by even the
smal l est fraction of a degree then the downlink woul d have been di srupted.
That’s probably all that happened. Voyager wasn’'t designed to take the
enornous buffeting it would have experienced when it hit the renote
hel i osphere, but | doubt it broke up. The Daedal us has been designed wth
that in mnd.’

‘1 always get nerves at the start of a mission.’

‘On a mission like this there are so many ifs and buts. So many vari abl es



that we can never be expected to cover every eventuality.’ lan said, ‘W knew
the risks when we entered into the program The chances of us returning to
Earth are pretty small. Even t hough we’ve covered so nmany aspects of the

m ssion in the preparation, we knew deep down that the risks were i mense.

But you-’

‘-1 know, Ian. You can’'t let it hinder your professional conduct. Wl cone
to the edge of human endeavour.’

‘My concern lies nore with the crew.’ lan said, ‘W are dealing with the

| ongest crew confinenment exercise known to nan. | realise that extensive
studies into astronaut behavi our over extended periods in confinenent have
been undertaken, and that although there were a few rel ational problens on the

manned Mars m ssion, there was nothing that couldn’t be ironed out. I think
there’s so nmuch nore to | earn about |engthy confinement. Man was never mneant
to be in space. Qur bodies didn't evolve in a confined weightless

envi ronnent . Not enough zeitgebers’

‘ Zei t gebers?’

“Aspects of human evolution on Earth. Little rem nders that enable our

bi ol ogi cal clocks to stick to a twenty-four hour rotation. Li ke day and
ni ght for exanple.’ lan expl ai ned.
Frank t hought about this for a nmonent, ‘Il was under the inpression that nost

of the aninpsity on board the Mars mission was directed towards the ground
crew.’

‘The crew switched of f the conmunications conmputer for several days because
they resented the ground crew for monitoring all their conversations. They
were severely reprimanded for it though. It could have jeopardised the
mssion,’” lan said ‘But it was far healthier for the norale of the crew that
their disconfort over being confined was directed at the ground rather than
mani fest itself as internal disagreenments.’

‘“lan, when we get to Proxima Centauri, we won’t have the ability to

conmuni cate with the ground crew It will take years for themto even
recei ve a downlink nessage from us. Any problens will have to be resol ved
internally

‘That’s ny concern, Frank. That’'s exactly what |I'’mworried about,’ lan |et
out a deep breath, ‘Your |eadership skills precede you Frank. But this wll
be your biggest challenge yet.

‘Pl ease explain to us M Chanbers, exactly what the heliopause is? asked a
beautiful young reporter in a shapely burgundy trouser suit.

‘“Wll, without going into too nmuch detail,’” sniled Frank, blinking
agai nst the canmera flashes at the press conference, ‘the heliopause is one of
the many things the Daedalus will be investigating on its journey. |’'msure
many of you al ready know what solar wind is. |It’s what gives conets their
trails. Invisible solar flares, throwm out fromthe sun. |I|onised particles
t hat shoot out across the solar system bonbarding everything in their path.
The Aurora Borealis - or Northern Lights - is a visible case in point. The

wi nds travel very far very fast, but even they have an outside influence.

Pl aces where they cannot escape the gravitational pull of the solar system

So we are encased alnost in an invisible sphere, the heliosphere. Beyond the
hel i osphere is the heliopause. Part of the interstellar medi um where no sol ar



wi nds exist, because there are no stars. The Daedalus will travel beyond the
hel i osphere, through the heliopause, and into the heliosphere at Proxim
Centauri. |It’'s unprecedented, unless of course you talk about Voyager and

Pi oneer, the mannade probes which ventured beyond our solar system nany years
ago.’

‘M ssion Control has upl oaded sone phot ographs of the danmage to the NEO Ri g
Wuld you like to see then®’

Frank sighed, ‘Not really. The whole incident fills ne with a profound sense
of guilt.’

‘I know it’s not what you want to hear, Frank, but this mission is bigger than
any one person, or even three. You of all people should know t hat. VWhat
el se could we do? W had to continue with the nission.

“1 know. You're right. But all this death. In ny mind, the nodule, it’s
tainted with the blood of three nen.’

‘“I"'monly emul ati ng the opinions of the Foundation when I say this, but we
couldn’t shelve the whole nission just because of a faulty AMC unit that,
mracul ously, didn't even jeopardise the integrity of the Daedal us when it
broke off.’

‘Maybe we’'re jinxed.
‘Maybe we’re | ucky. What better way to hunbl e us and nake us realise that
these things are not to be taken lightly. That mankind is not the master of

all he surveys.’

Frank stared at him ‘1 think, if anything is going to teach us that, it wll
be this mssion.’

20 July 2057 AD

Frank fl oated past each of the cryogenic pods. Using a small pal ntop
conputer, he initiated a routine that queried the pods for information about
the vital signs of each sleeping nenber of the crew. He also ran a

di agnosti c programon the pods thenselves to ensure that they were still in

perfect working order.

Monitoring the cryogenic status of the crew was a necessary part of the

m ssion up until Mars orbit. St orage of humans on ice was still a pioneering
science, and it wasn't very often a set of subjects could be studied for a
| ong period of tine. So the vital statistics of the sleeping crew were

downl i nked to Earth on a regular basis, to aid the progress of cryogenic
sci ence.

After Mars transfer, Frank and |lan woul d be asl eep, and the onboard conputer -
after a series of dry runs - would automatically downlink all information to
Eart h. But after they crossed Neptune's orbital path, even that would stop.
Then they would be truly alone, for the journey to the edge of the solar
systemwas but a nere fraction of the journey to Proxinma.

Frank arrived at Harold Gunther’s pod. Hs vital signs were perfectly
normal, as al ways. The science officer lay peacefully in his icy bed.

Harol d was born in Mmnich in 2009. He lost his parents at an early age.



H s father died during the factory strike riots of 2017 and his nother died of

cancer in 2021. Harol d was taken into a childcare facility at the age of

twel ve. Hi s circunmstances forced himto beconme a very introverted child and
he soon retreated i nto books. Eventual ly he won a scholarship to the Berlin
Uni versity of Astronom cal Science, and joined the space programin 2040. To

Frank, Harold was the enbodi ment of triunph over adversity.

Harol d woul d be responsible for carrying out all the chem cal, biological and
physi cal experinents in Proxinma Centauri. Hi s theoretical viewpoint on al
matters of natures | aws woul d no doubt prove inval uabl e throughout the course
of the mission.

The second pod in the line belonged to the Canadi an born Norwegi an named Jake
Har di ng. Jake was thirty-four years ol d. Though by the time he woke up he
woul d be one hundred and forty-nine.

Jake was a child prodigy. By the age of eleven he won his PhD at Toronto
University, and by fifteen he owned a pilots |icence. He turned his
attention to the field of lowto zero gravity nmedical facilities and entered
the astronauts training programat the age of eighteen

Prior to his acceptance on the Daedal us m ssion, Jake' s nost fanpus
contribution to the space programwas his invention of the ‘Freefall Doctor’
whi ch he designed and — quite literally - rolled out during his year-I|ong

stint as nedical supervisor on the NEO Rig. The Freefall Doctor was a small
spherical artificial intelligence unit that was a perfect aid to a nedica
officer in a weightless environnent. Jake had nade a | ot of money fromthe

i nvention, which was now used on eighty percent of all space m ssions,
i ncl udi ng the Daedal us.

Harol d and Jake would be the first two nmen to wake and see the dawn of a new
solar system A new dawn in Proxima Centauri.

The three other pods bel onged to Navigation Oficer Loretta Pearce, Mdica
O ficer James O arke and Bi o Mnitor Janice Tayl or

Frank traced his fingers lightly over one of the pod s frosted gl ass surface,
and thought to hinself how |l ucky he was to have such a tal ented and speci al
crew on his mssion. |In fact, he was travelling with some of the best
scientific mnds in the world.

CHAPTER TWO: LI NCOLN S TRI GGER

Manki nd’ s expl oration of space took several dramatic leaps in the first half

of the twenty-first century. The first major contribution being in the year
2037, when the first habitabl e base on the noon becane operational, supporting
a permanent crew of twenty people. It was naned Lincoln’s Reach

Three years later, on the lunar surface, the Lincoln Qutpost was set up. The

out post consisted of a small array of radio tel escopes and had been
constructed to provide one of the clearest views of space ever achi eved by
man. Li ncol n’s Reach and the Lincoln Qutpost were |ater connected by a

pi oneering lowgravity tram system which transported science officers to and
fromthe tel escope array over a distance of seventy kil onmetres.

Astronony therefore, also came in | eaps and bounds. Ever since the twentieth
century, evidence of planets outside our solar system had been pretty

concl usi ve. It was even thought that sonme of the Saturn sized planets found
in the Sagittarius constellation could harbour life. Thi s was consi dered



especially so with the Al pha Centauri system given that the star was in fact
very simlar to our sun

Wth the aid of the Hubbl e- Next GenST4 tel escope, it became evident to us that
our sol ar systenis cl osest nei ghbour Proxima Centauri (also in the Centauri
system) possessed a nultitude of planets in orbit around the dimred dwarf
star at its centre.

The Proxi ma Centauri systemlay just over four |ight years from Earth.

The first indication that there were planets in Proxima Centauri cane about in

2042 when astrononers detected a gravitational wobble in the star. Thi s
fluctuation indicated that a |large planet was orbiting the star and exerting
its gravitational influence upon it. The planet was |later estimated to be

roughly nine tines the size of Jupiter, our solar system s |argest planet.

The Hubbl e- Next GenST4 was turned to the system for a closer |ook, and nore
conpl i cated mat hemati cal assunptions led scientists to believe that there were
at | east seven planets sw nging around the red dwarf.

As the planets were spotted, they were catalogued with the prefix PMC (an
abbrevi ation of Proxima Centauri) followed by a nuneric value relevant to the
order of discovery. The first planet to be spotted was nmarked 01. Any
satellites of those planets were given a further suffix as they were found.
‘A was the first.

16 July 2048 AD

M ke Tayl or reached over to the coffee machine and hit the espresso button

He rubbed his eyes. He was reaching the end of his ten-hour shift and was
havi ng troubl e keeping his eyes open | ong enough to conplete the fina
spect roscopy sweep. Soon he woul d hand over to Phil Johns, who would sit at

this desk for a further ten hours, twiddling his thunbs waiting for nore
grai ny i mages of space to download into the Lincoln Qutpost data banks.

It was a boring job, but one which had to be endured. Even with so nany
buddi ng astronauts applying to the Space Foundati on nowadays, it was stil
necessary to ‘do tinme’ in a nmundane service job. Pushi ng buttons and | oggi ng
data on the noon or in Earth Orbit prior to winning a position on one of the
nore pioneering nmissions |like the second Mars Lander or the Venus Descent

Team

The flight Mke wanted to join was the upcom ng Europa seismc project. It
| ooked exciting. To have a chance to do the Nav work on board that m ssion
woul d be the highlight of his career, even if the m ssion would take over
twel ve years to conpl ete. It was a very exciting prospect.

The mission plan was to insert a five-man crew into a |l ow orbit over Europa,
and drop a renote seisnmic probe down to the icy surface. Then t hey woul d
spend three years driving the thing about, guiding it over as many shot-points
as possible, to find out what was really going on under that frozen surface.
In the orbiter, they would run a series of inferogram conputations and
adaptive filtering calculations to gain as nuch information as possi bl e about
the inside of Jupiter’s satellite.

If they were really lucky, they would be able to recover the log data fromthe
ice-drill, which was [ ost on the noon back in 2015.

Al'l he had to do was survive a couple nore nonths here keeping the array



ticking over, and then he would be free to apply for the m ssion

And he was in a very good position to get it. Hs wife Janice was the Space
Foundation’s primary PR guru at Lincoln s Reach. She had a | ot of contacts
i nsi de and outside the Foundati on.

Through her he had net a lot of influential people, especially in the nedia
wor | d. And he hoped that he could use her contacts to get hinself a bit of
nmedi a exposure. If he got his face shown in all the right places, he was
sure he could land the Nav position on the Europa crew

It was Janice who had put himin touch w th Brad.

Bradl ey Robertson was considered to be the nobst inportant man in Earth’s

col ossal nmultinmedia enpire. There were very few pies Robertson didn't have
his finger inserted firmy into, up to the el bow He was a cl ever and shrewd
busi nessman, whose weal th had snowballed into the trillions a few years

earlier when he acquired the rights to all nano-cranial inplant broadcasts.
Soon his news and information prograns were beanming into the cerebral cortex
of all those who owned an inpl ant. The man was extrenely wealthy for it.

A good man to have on your side, M ke thought.

But when the signal arrived, it triggered a sequence of events that would
change Mke's life forever, and ultimately end it.

The coffee was ready, and M ke took a sip of it through a mni-straw. It was
still alittle hot, so he set it down on the desk. As he did so, the narrow
beam radar unit started beeping at him

He rolled his chair over to the unit and peered at the screen. At first he
though it was a mal function. But his second gl ance convinced hi m ot herw se.

The array had been progranmed to ignore the background noi se given out by

| ocal stars, radio and television signals, and comruni cati on bands used by
Earth’s orbiting satellites. So whenever it picked up an unnatural audio
signal, it sounded an al arm

M ke | ooked cl osely at the nonitor

The letters PMC-04-A were flashing next to a cluster of stars in the Proxim
Centauri part of the sky, which had just ascended over the mpoon’s horizon

‘“What the hell?” he tapped a command into the unit, which isolated the signa
and increased the gain on the array.

Then he switched on the speaker, and set the unit onto record/anal yse node.

He heard a ‘ beep’. The conputer registered it as one point two seconds |ong.
Si | ence. Then, fourteen-point-seven seconds |ater there was anot her beep
distorted by the distance it had travelled. The beep |asted one-point-two
seconds. Then anot her fourteen-point-seven second gap, followed by another
beep.

Lonely sounds in the expanse of space.

M ke typed a manual override command into the unit, confirmed his password and



took control of the array. He tweaked the tel escope one-degree off the beam
and then waited.

Twenty seconds passed. The signal had vani shed.

He re-aligned back to point five of a degree. Still no signal.
My God, thought Mke, This isn't background shit. This is tight.
He noved back to point two of a degree.

Still nothing.

It was no use. The radar had to be pointing directly at the signal;
otherwise it was inpossible to detect. And it was an incredibly weak signal.

M ke reached over to the conms unit and patched through to the Very Large
Array on Earth.

‘Yeah go ahead M ke,’ cane the response, four seconds |ater.

“Hi guys |I'm picking up an audi o signal on nmy Azimuth El evation scope. "' m
transmitting the co-ordinates down to you now. It's in Proxinma. Can you
confirmit for me?

‘That's a negative Mke it’s bel ow our horizon. W won’t get Proxima for
anot her two hours. | suggest you try Jodrell Bank. Do you want nme to patch
you across?’

‘Yes pl ease.’

A few seconds later, Jodrell Bank in England came crackling across the line.
‘Hel | 0?

‘“Hi, this is array controller Mke Taylor at Lincoln.’

‘Hello M ke how s it going up there?

‘“Fine, sir. Though | think we’ve got sone rain comng in soon!’

It was somewhat frustrating, working with the tinme delay. At times they would
speak over each other.

‘Ha ha, nice one Mke, what can | do for you?

‘Do you have Proxi ma Centauri above your horizon?’

‘Yes we do.’

‘Ckay, | need to get your IP. | have a signal | want you to confirm’

“A signal ? Right, okay, ny v-eight nunber is..

M ke jotted down the list of v-eight nunbers, and then attenpted a connection
to transmt the co-ordinates.

‘Ckay co-ordinates received, hold on a minute while we reposition.’

M ke stood up fromhis chair. Hi s pal ms were clamy and there were beads of



sweat on his forehead. He took a sip of coffee, he found it had gone cold.

If he could get confirmation of the signal fromEarth then he knew that he was
ont o sonet hi ng big.

Jodrel |l Bank came back on the radio, ‘Hello M ke?

M ke | eapt back into his chair, 'Yes?

He waited a few seconds for the response, hoping desperately that they were
getting it down on Earth as well.

‘M ke we have a negative on your signal. It’s dead up there.

‘“No. Surely you nmust be | ooking in the wong pl ace. I’ mre-sending the
co-ordi nat es. Can you try it again?

‘Ckay, but the co-ordinates are correct. We have Proxima, but there' s no
signal .’

M ke was frantic, ‘It’s on a tight band, and it’'s weak. Maybe you ve got sone

at nospheric occultation.’

‘Maybe so M ke. But like | say, we're getting nothing down here.’

The Iine was silent for a nonent. M ke considered his next nove. Maybe he
shoul d notify his superior. But what if the array had mal functi oned? What if
his interpretati on was w ong?

“Jodrell, can | get back to you?

‘Sure M ke, but renenber, if you need us, we're going to | ose Proxi ma over the

hori zon in about.’ there was a pause. ‘.Fifty three mnutes. Then you’l
have to go back to Mexico.

M ke’ s superior was lvan Brinknman, the Space Foundation's chief science
of ficer at the Lincoln Qutpost. M ke had called himin to listen to the
signal, though Ivan seenmed somewhat nonpl ussed by M ke enthusiasm

After a few nmonents consideration, Brinknman spoke, ‘How do you know the signa
i s occupying a narrow band?

‘“Well, If I nove the tel escope out even point two of a degree then we |ose
it.’

‘But all that means is that it’'s conming froma well defined point. The signa
could be as wide as you like.’

‘“True, but they’'re not picking it up at Jodrell Bank.’

‘“Well if that's case then it’s not atnospheric occultation that’s stopping
themfromhearing it. GOccultation would just distort the signal, not
eradicate it conpletely. 1'd say the reason they can’'t hear it is because the

beamis pointed directly at the noon.’

They | ooked at each other as the inplications of what Ivan had just said sunk
in, Mke said, ‘But we’'re noving. Obiting the Earth.’

‘1 know,’ said Ivan, ‘And that nmeans it’s tracking us!’



The hair on the back of Mke's neck stood on end.
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Bri nkman was back in his office, patching calls through to the Space
Foundat i on headquarters in Nevada. For the nonent, Mke was alone with his
signal, probably for the last time before it was taken away from him No
doubt someone el se would receive the credit for the discovery. Pr obabl y
Bri nkman. It would certainly no | onger be Mke’s.

Unl ess, of course, Mke nmade it his.

He noved back to the comms unit and patched through to Sydney Australia.

After about a nminute, the call was answered. ‘M ke, what are you doing, it's
four-thirty in the nmorning, can't you call nme later.’

‘H Brad. I"msorry. You see, it’s always night-time on the noon.
“This had better be good.’

‘l don't often call you from another planet, do 1? This is the best. Thi s
one’ s gonna wake everyone up.

“What is?

‘l am about to give you the biggest piece of news that that the Earth has ever
seen. And you're going to be the first to transmt it.’

‘Stop playing ganes with me M ke, what the hell happened up there?

‘W' re picking up a transm ssion. It's artificial. It’s being sent
directly to the nmoon, directly to the Lincoln Qutpost. Unknown Oigin.

‘Do you have a recordi ng?
‘You bet.’

‘ How soon can you get it to me?

‘W interrupt this transmission to bring you a special report.

‘At approximately 20:30 Universal Time this evening an audio
si gnal of unknown origin was picked up by the Lincoln Qutpost Radio Array on
the moon’s surface. A |eaked copy of the signal was sent from an unknown
source to several press offices around the globe this evening. The Space
Foundati on has refused to comrent on the signal, saying that it was ‘too early
to speculate’, but that it would be releasing an official statenment in the
nmorni ng after nore extensive nonitoring and analysis. The Wite House has
also refused to nake a statenent at this tine..

M ke's door buzzer sounded.

He stood up fromhis bed, switched off his inplant and wal ked over to see who
it was.



He had only opened the door slightly when Brinkman forced it open the rest of
t he way, knocking Mke to the floor. He marched into the room

‘“What the hell do you think you re doing? he shouted.

“Sir, I don't know what you nmean?’ MKke replied calnly.

‘Don’t play the innocent with me, |’ve got a nano-cranial inplant and | just
saw t he news update. |It’s been all over the news. 1It’s on the standard waves
now. And we’ve tracked the data transfer through the IPV8-Link satellite to

your coms unit! Are you conpletely stupid? You didn't even try to encrypt it!
You surely realise that you have breached the clause in your Foundation
contract that states that all scientific discoveries nade on Foundation tine
are solely owned by the Foundation and can only be released to the press by

t he Foundati on!’

“Sir, with all due respect this is not a Foundation issue. Manki nd has a
right to know.’

‘Don’t be so naive, M ke. You obvi ously haven't seen the rest of the

bul I eti n. They’'re calling it the Second Comi ng of Jesus down there.

They’'re calling it Armageddon too. In New York, London, Tripoli and

countl ess other cities, there’'s mass rioting. The inplications of an
extraterrestrial signal are nore far-reaching than you or | could ever know.'’

‘“But Ivan |..
Bri nkman waved his hand. ‘l1’'msorry M ke. | have no other option but to
recomend your inmedi ate dismissal fromthe program and the Foundati on. [’ m

ordering you a seat on the next supply ship’'s return journey to Earth.’

CHAPTER THREE: CONSTRUCTI ON

2048 AD

Wthin two weeks of receiving the signal, the Space Foundation signed off on
three trillion dollars of investrment into the Daedal us project. As far as

the field of space exploration was concerned, the tim ng was perfect. The

Space Foundati on had expressed added confidence in Daedalus after the
out st andi ng success of the Mars Lander mission that returned to Earth in 2029.

After work began on the i nmense spacecraft, the budget swiftly doubled to six
trillion dollars and many politicians and government treasurers began to
qguestion the merits of the project. Searching for justification am dst

ri sing costs, caught between a rock and a hard place, where tax payers and
private sponsors wanted confirmation that their noney was being well spent,
and scientists kept asking for nore and nore cash for their systens testing.

The bureaucratic turnmoil |asted for seven years, during which the
ever-i npressi ve Daedal us was built, piece-by-piece in space using the inmense
NEO Ri g.

The massive NEO Rig structure was four kilonetres in |ength. Shaped |i ke a
huge g-clanp orbiting four hundred and twenty kil ometres above the Earth, its
shape coul d be made out fromthe Earth’s surface. On a clear night it could

be seen hanging in the sky |like a man-nade star

The huge base began its life as the infanmous International Space Station



The 1SS project began back in the late 1990's and was finally conpleted in
2015 amid harsh political wangling. It seemed to many as though manki nd
back then wasn't really able to overcome prejudice and the burden of history
to unite in a common goal, as a lot of lives were ended and careers rui ned
putting the ISS in the sky.

When, after twenty-three years of service, the 1SS went the way of the Russian
Mr Space Station before it and became al nost uni nhabitabl e. Rat her t han
shunting the nmetallic heap of junk into a safe orbit, or burning it up in the
Earth’s atnosphere, ideas for its further use were called for, and after nuch
deliberation, it was converted into a construction Rig for future spacecraft
bui | di ng. The NEO Rig began its newlife in [ate 2043. The term ‘R ¢’

however was really a bit of a m snoner. Due to the nmicrogravity environment,
falling around the planet, it wasn't really necessary to ‘hold anything up in
order to prevent it from droppi ng away. The term was adopted nerely fromthe

poi nt of view of accessibility for the engineers and scientists who were
i nvol ved in the construction of the ship.

Prior to the Daedal us project, four Space Shuttles and the Hubbl e- Next GenST5
had previously docked with the Rig for repairs and additions. The Daedal us
however, was the first craft to be built in space and | aunched using the grand
structure.

There were distinct advantages to this. Up until the Daedal us nission, al
spaceshi ps had been built and | aunched fromEarth, and all constraints in the
ship design reflected that. Due to the expense of blasting even the |ightest
obj ect into space; crew habitation nodul es, workshops, food pantries and

hygi ene facilities had to be nade small, cranped and functional; a |ess
desirabl e desi gn aspect which any astronaut who had flown in the previous
hundred years would verify. The Daedal us however, was the first craft to
break the noul d.

Admittedly, all the materials that nade up the Daedalus still had to be haul ed
into space fromEarth, as the mning of raw materials in space was a
technol ogy yet to be enpl oyed by nanki nd. So, like the 1SS before it, the
Daedal us was built in stages.

But, to coin a phrase, the whole was greater (and so much nore mgjestic) than
the sumof its parts.

CHAPTER FOUR HYAKUTAKE
7 February 2059 AD
lan sat back in his chair, rubbing his eyes as he | eaned away from his
termnal. He turned to Frank, ‘The ISOE |og indicates that the Daedalus will
pass conet Hyakutake's tail in forty-seven m nutes. Have you seen it yet,
fromthe observation suite?

‘Not yet. How does it | ook?

‘Not hi ng short of spectacular, ny friend.

Indicating the small canera unit in Frank’s hands, |an asked, ‘Is the CHAMP
unit ready.’

‘1 finished unpacking it this nmorning. | even doubl e-checked the batteries.
Both sets. W sure are going to get some excellent pictures of that baby’



In the observation suite, Frank sat with the CHAMP unit held firmy in both
hands. The camera poi sed and ready to start photographi ng the beautiful conet
that reared close to the Daedal us.

Next to him lan sat and talked into a digital recorder, naking eyew tness
observati ons about the blue comet trails and the behaviour of the ice
particles that flowed off the bulk of the body.

Frank rai sed the CHAMP and started snapping. Using the zoomfacility to pick
up the tinier details - the nuances and the secrets of Hyakutake.

As they worked, the onboard conputer also perforned anal yses of the conet.
In the brief time that they woul d spend flying past Hyakutake, they woul d have
to gather as rmuch information as was humanly and el ectronically possible.

Opportunities like this were few and far between, and such anal ysis hel ped put
nore pi eces of the jigsaw in place.

The jigsaw with a billion, billion pieces. It was the jigsaw of the universe.

But eventually, Frank lost interest in photography, and | an was too speechl ess
to use the digital recorder. Instead they just sat and stared as the

beauti ful and wondrous display of nature at work gave them a show t hey woul d
never forget.

The blue streaks of debris fromthe conmet trail - in opposition to the
direction of the sun because of the solar wind — stretched for thousands of
mles into the distance to their left. As the Daedalus flew by, Frank could
see along the length of the trail, as vast quantities of dust and ice
particles flew off the rock and were di spersed into space. It all seened to
happen in sl ow notion, but he realised he was being deceived by it’s sheer

si ze.

The rock itself was covered in plumes and cl ouds of dust, |ike a coating of
i cing sugar. Hyakutake |ooked — to Frank — like a giant boiled sweet.
Beneath the plunmes, he could see that the surface was peppered wth inpact
craters, both large and small

‘Look at those inpact craters,’ he said to lan

‘“Yes. It just goes to prove that no nmatter how small an object is, it stil
gets hit by smaller things.’

‘“It’s the enbodi nrent of fractal geonmetry. It emulates a universal concept,’
said lan. ‘Do you realise how many people would kill to change places with us
now. ’

Frank found he was unable to reply. He just stared open nout hed at
Hyakut ake, as the Daedal us cruised past it at thirty thousand kil ometres per
hour .

A few hours later, at the table while they were eating dinner, Frank raised
t he question that had been on everyone’s m nd (and not just the Daedal us crew
either) for the last eight years.

‘Do you think the signal was sent by an extraterrestrial intelligence?



I an sighed, as though the point had been di scussed one too many tinmes now,
‘1"ve given this subject a great deal of thought over the |ast few years, and
even now | cannot decide upon an answer.’

‘“What if it is aliens? How would you handl e bei ng manki nd’ s anbassador to
t hen? What woul d you even say?’ asked Frank

lan said reluctantly, ‘My friend I have no idea. The very thought chills ne

to the bone. Whatever | think of now, will undoubtedly go straight out the
wi ndow when the time conmes, because whatever we encounter will no doubt be the
strangest thing any of us will ever experience.

CHAPTER FI VE: AEGEAN DI STORTI ON
G eece - 2407 BC

In the still heat of a tranquil summer’s day, a little boy ran down the
weat hered stone steps to the beach, and raced across the sand to where the
ot hers were pl ayi ng.

Behind him the granite cliffs |oomed over the water’'s edge and a vast cave
entrance yawned beneat h. Near the entrance, sone ol der boys were clinbing up
the rock face. The boy thought it |ooked dangerous.

In the scorching heat, the sea | ooked inviting as the sun shone directly down
onto it; scattering reflections into the young boy’'s bright green eyes. A
few children were swi mm ng naked in the warm sea, splashing and | aughi ng and
occasionally diving below the surface to | ook for shells. When he reached
the smal |l gathering of boys on the beach he saw what they were doing, and he
begged to be allowed to join in.

After sone teasing and |laughing, they et himplay the gane with them which
i nvol ved throwi ng small stones frombehind a line in the sand into a series of
concentric rings to score points.

The gane went on for nost of the day. The ot her boys were so nuch better
than he that they | aughed and jeered at him accusing himof cheating for no
reason other than spite.

Eventual | y they kicked himand punched his face until he ran away al ong the
beach to sit on his own.

The salty air nade the boy's skin feel dry. He wanted to swmin the sea, to
feel the cool wetness.

He stripped out of his cloth and ran towards the sea.

CHAPTER SI X: VR DAEDALUS

‘ Good Morning, and wel cone to the Museum of Interplanetary Science here at the
headquarters of the Space Foundati on. You will now be taken on a virtua
reality tour of the Daedal us spacecraft, mankind' s first crew based
extra-sol ar vehicle. During the next hour, you will learn all about how this
wonder ful spaceship functions, and what this unprecedented m ssion will

i nvol ve. Pl ease | ower your hel met visors now.

‘Construction on the beautiful and inpressive Daedal us spacecraft was
conpleted in the year 2056. The ship neasures a kilonmetre long on its
hori zontal axis and it is made up of four component nodul es.



‘“In front of you nowis the Command Mddul e, an area divided into three

col our - coded areas. Red for Navigation, Geen for Comruni cati ons and Bl ue
for Systens. It is here that the crew perfornms all mission-rel ated
functi ons.

‘Behi nd the Command Mbdul e is the Sci ence Mddul e, which contains a mniature

mcrogravity lab and a cache of bio-safety equi pnent. There is, after all, a
possibility that biological organisns could violate the Daedal us. O ganisms
that are alien to us and nay need to be contai ned. Sci ence O ficer Harold

@Qunther is on hand to performany bio-safety work that m ght be necessary.

‘Behind the Science Mdule is the Accommpdati on Modul e, which spins at a
steady rate to sinulate conditions of point eight of a gee. Part of the
spinning nodule is also set aside for hydroponics and zeoponics, which is
where the core elenments of the O osed Ecol ogical Life Support System are
cont ai ned.

‘The Daedalus is the second CELSS spacecraft ever. The first was the manned
Mars m ssion | aunched in 2023. In a CELSS environnent, the crew s food,

wat er and breathable air are regenerated through waste material and pl ant
life. Not hi ng i s wast ed. Everything is recycl ed. The system enabl es a
crewto be entirely self sufficient on | ong space m ssions.

‘The maj or foodstuffs that are grown in the hydro- and zeoponics areas are
wheat, potato, lettuce, radish, strawberry, rice, soybean, sweet potato,

peanut, coffee and tonatoes. Not a particularly |uxurious diet, but
nonet hel ess one that contains all the basic food groups. And as for the
coffee? Well, the crewrefused to fly at all w thout coffee!

‘The plants are stored in the CELSS environnent at a steady average
tenmperature of 19 degrees centi grade. I nedi bl e organic matter fromthe food
growm h process is re-integrated into the soil to encourage further plant

gr owt h.

‘It is always necessary to keep these plants in a centrifuge, as the root
systenms woul d have no sense of ‘up’ or ‘down’ in a weightless environnment, and
t heref ore woul d not know which way they had to grow. Plants rely on gravity
just as much as we hunans do. Experiments into weightless plant growth in

t he past have produced sone bizarre and conical results!

“Air is recycled using the Regenerabl e Absorption Process. The crew s
exhal ed Carbon Dioxide finds it’'s way into an ion exchange resin unit. The
unit sits behind the absorption vents situated around the craft. As the
carbon di oxi de passes over the ion pylons, it is chemically and electrically
transformed back into oxygen. After a nonth of use the ion exchange resin
unit is exposed to the vacuumin order to be cleansed of waste, but after that
it is fully usable again. The whol e process is fully automated by the
onboard conputer. Mul tiple backup resin units are held in the ships stores,
enabling the crewto re-use air for over six hundred years solely froma
spaceshi ps singl e tank.

‘A simlar process is used for the crew s water, which is filtered through
simlar resin units situated al ongsi de the wastewater drains.

“In front of you nowis the Mars Lander. Notice the smaller centrifuge
system Thi s was because there was a snmaller crew, and subsequently, a
smal | er hydroponi cs area. Zeoponics were not used on the Mars nission, and
are therefore unique to the Daedal us.



‘The Mars m ssion proved several fundamental things. Firstly, the CELSS

envi ronnent worked, and could sustain a crew for an indefinite period of tine.
Secondly, cryogenic sleep is a feasible method for transporting astronauts
over |long distances wi thout ageing themsignificantly. In fact, for every

twenty years in cryogenic stasis, a human will only show signs of ageing

equi val ent to seven nonths.

‘Lastly, the Mars m ssion proved that if the correct exercise procedures were

followed, it was possible to defeat heart shrinkage and postpone the onset of

cal cium deficiency and bone degradation in astronauts, especially with the use
of the new drug Trizoliphiumi3a.’

‘“You are now | ooking at the advanced propul sion systens of the Daedal us.’

‘ The Daedal us uses twel ve exhaust accelerators to fire xenon-ion particles at
thirty kilonetres per second out of vents at the back of the craft. Anple
reserves of the heavy gas xenon are stored in high capacity conpression tanks
at the base of the science nodule. The xenon cannot be fired out of the vents
as it is, so it needs to be electrically ionised. This is achieved by
filtering the xenon gas through several flow pipes to the ionisation chanmber,
where it cones into contact with the electricity stored in power cells from

t he photovol taic scoop, which the Daedalus will performon arrival at Proxim
Centauri.’

“I'n front of you nowis the acconmodati on nodul e. The circular outer corridor
is conmonly referred to as the ‘rimcorridor’, and the four ‘spokes’ that
connect the rimcorridor to the axis are marked as Service Tunnels A B, C and
D.

“Using centripetal forces to counter the effects of inertia, anyone standing
in the nodule with their feet pointing out towards the stars and their head
pointing toward the axis corridor would feel just like they were standing in a
roomon Earth, only a little lighter.

‘ The accommodati on nodul e houses all the crew cabins, a recreation room a
pantry, the hydro- and zeoponics areas, and a ninigym’

‘Behi nd the accommodati on nodul e is the cryogeni cs nodul e, which contains
seven pods. The distance to Proxima Centauri is so great that the crew will
sleep in these pods for over one hundred years.

‘“Moving round to the back of the Daedal us we can see the acrobatics room and

t he observation suite. |In the past, these roons woul d never have made it onto
a spacecraft configuration that woul d have been | aunched from Earth. On
previ ous space m ssions, many astronauts clained that they would have liked a
pl ace to perform wei ghtl ess acrobatics, as it was an enjoyable way to pass the
time between work shifts. The Daedalus is the first spacecraft to enploy this
feature.

‘ The observation suite provides a simlar luxury. The two hundred and twenty
degree viewi ng gl obe is made out of an enriched polyvinyl butyral plexiglass
conpound, allow ng unprecedented views of the starfield.’

‘On arrival at Proxima Centauri in the year 2171, the first crewnenber on the
Daedal us wi |l be woken from cryogenic sleep three nonths prior to interception
with the Red Dwarf at the centre of the Proxim system Once the



i nterception takes place, the spacecraft will pass the star at forty thousand
kil ometres per hour at a distance of fifty six mllion kil onetres. For a
short while, the Daedalus will be under the influence of the star’s
gravitational pull, before swinging into its escape trajectory on course for a
geo- synchronous orbit over PMC 04-A. It is anticipated that the journey to
their destination will take a further two years. During that time the crew
wi Il perform extensive studies of Proxima Centauri’s conposition.

‘“For the time period while Daedal us passes by Proxi ma, the solar panels aboard
the craft will be extended to absorb light fromthe sun. The converted

el ectrical power, conbined with the xenon reserves held on the ship will aid

t he spacecraft’s braki ng nanoeuvre at PMC-04-A, to enable the Daedalus to be
trapped by the planet’s orbit.

‘“I't will be then, we hope, that they will learn the truth about the origin of
the signal they travelled so far to investigate.’

“All the crewnenbers on the Daedal us have been carefully selected to work
al ongsi de anot her based on extensive analysis of their behavioural patterns

during initial project planning. I f crewrenbers were required to spend nany
years working alongside their colleagues, it was vital that they had a
positive working relationship, and that they al so be good friends. Though

this personality matching techni que woul d never be an exact science, it had
wor ked many tinmes before in sone of the Bi osphere experinments on Earth in the
1990’ s - though the experinents thensel ves had turned out not to be successful
- and in long winter settlements in the Antarctic.

‘Of the seven crew nmenbers on the ship, five were placed in cryogenic stasis a
week prior to launch so that the pre-launch science crew could nonitor the
first few days of cryogenic sleep closely. It had been decided at the

begi nning of the project that if the first week of nmonitored stasis threw up
even the slightest problem the plug would be pulled on the whol e project.
Though many were opposed to this view, and were of the opinion that a | ot of

t he necessary troubl eshooting could continue after the Daedal us had | aunched.

‘Needl ess to say, the whole furore amounted to nothing and the Daedal us
undocked fromthe Rig on tinme at 06:00 on March 15 2056.

‘But the launch was not without it’s fair share of trauma. During the
initial spin-up of the accomodati on nodul e, an Automated Mi ntenance C anp
had failed to renove itself fromthe side of the nodule, causing a

cat astrophic disaster that cost the lives of three astronauts.

‘But fromthe flames of tragedy rises the phoeni x of hope. Hope that, upon
arrival at Proxima Centauri, the crew of the Daedalus w |l discover many
wonderful things that will not only enhance our conprehensi on of the universe,
but also allows us to understand our place in it.’

‘That concludes our virtual tour of the Daedal us. Please renove your hel nmet
visors now and wait for the lights to cone up before |l eaving the arena. On
your way out, don't forget to visit the Daedalus gift shop for all your

i nterplanetary souvenirs.

CHAPTER SEVEN: AWAKENI NG | N PROXI MA
17 March 2171 AD

Desol at e, distant space. Distant fromEarth, relatively speaking. But now,
Proxi ma Centauri was |ocal space, and Earth had becone the distant body.



The Daedal us floated silently through the void at forty thousand m | es per
hour agai nst the beautiful backdrop of the Large Magell anic O oud, the inmense
galactic cluster that |ooked — to the naked eye - just the sane in Proxim as
it did on Earth. Al'l functions on board the ship were on standby, using up
as little power as possible wi thout conprom sing mssion paraneters.

The internal computers had been waiting for one hundred and fifteen years.
Nearly six generations spent ticking over on a regenerating power supply,
counting up to one single noment.

Al this tine, the Daedal us had been a cocoon. A hi bernation capsul e that
protected the people within fromthe hostile space outside.

A time capsul e.
A precarious existence.

Aboard the Daedal us a conputerised timer |oop reached a nunerical value and an
internal circuit triggered a programto | oad. At that nonment, the entire

m ssion hinged on whet her that timer worked. Had the trigger not kicked in,
Frank’s fears at the start of the m ssion would have been realised. But of
course he woul d never know it. The entire crew of the Daedal us woul d have
remai ned in cryogenic sleep forever, the origin of the signal from Proxina
woul d never have been known, and they would float endlessly into the distant
reaches of space.

The program | oaded, and a nmonitor cane on in the cryogeni cs nodul e. | f
anyone had been there to see the screen, they would have read the words:
| SOE LOG | TEM 17154A: 217103170001

CRYO SUBJECT GUNTHER: THAW I NI Tl ALI SED

But at the noment, everyone was asl eep.

The Daedal us’ s onboard conputer had kicked into life, and was now beginning to
i ncrease the tenperature in the habitable areas of the ship to twenty degrees

centi grade. A hi ssing sound was barely audible over the hum of the
Daedal us’ s nachinery as the vents pumnped oxygen into the accomodati on and
cryogeni ¢ nodul es. Once the oxygen reached a breathable | evel, a secondary
routine triggered the mechani smon Harold Gunther’s cryogenic pod door. It
slid open and to the side. Wthin four hours, the science officer would wake
up.

25 April 2171 AD

Pul | ed back fromthe icy precipice. The first thing Frank could feel was the
col d. The tenperature suit, which was designed to alter and nonitor his heat
| evel s during cryogenic sleep, was warmng slowy, steadily increasing his
body’s overall tenperature until he could feel the heated bl ood coursing

t hrough hi s veins.

Behi nd his closed eyelids, he could see coloured flashes of |ight. This tinme
they were in his head, and his eyes were slowy beconing accustonmed to |ight
filtering through his eyelids.



He coul d hear the crashing sound of his blood punping through his inner ear
H's heart rate was still very low, and he felt weak.

He tried to move his right hand, it was incredibly stiff, but after a few
monents of effort he felt his fingers curling inward.

Thoughts began to formin his head. A dimrealisation of where he was, and
di sjointed i deas of why he was so cold.

He fought to open his eyes. Slowmy he pulled themapart, sticky froma
century’s worth of sleep, even though the pod’ s hygiene jets had cl eaned t hem
regul arly.

hjects tried to swminto focus through the tiny slits of his eyes. Al
that greeted himwas a foggy view of the inside of his cryogenics pod.

Beyond it, the flashing lights on the nonitors on the other side of the room
but not hing nore coherent than that was being processed by his brain.

He had no strength. He knew it would cone back to himeventually, but at the
nmonent, all he could nanage were very basic novenents, which required all of
hi s concentrati on.

Hs first big breath tasted strange, the slightly medicinal air caught the
back of his throat and he coughed and wretched. Then he took a second
breath, which went down nuch better.

Frank was able to consider the irony. H s body had been ticking over
unconsciously for the last hundred and fifteen years, but as soon as his
consci ous nmind took over the reigns, he fell at the first hurdle, unable to
process the air that he had been breathing slowy for so |ong.

He tried harder to regulate his breathing, and after a couple of ninutes, he
felt much better. He turned his attention onto the task of getting hinself
out of the cryogenics pod.

As soon as this thought occurred to him he heard faint beep off to the left
and the frosted glass front of the pod began to slide outwards and to the side
to reveal Dr Janmes O arke standing over him

Janes Cl arke was the first nedical officer aboard the Daedal us. Born in
London, England in 2023, he was now at the ripe old age of one hundred and
si xty-one, though he | ooked no nore than forty.

‘ Commander Chanbers’, whispered Dr d arke

Frank fluttered his eyelids a little to blink away excess water

‘Good Morning sir, welcone to Proxinma Centauri,’ said Janes.

It took a few nonents for realisation to dawn on Frank. He rubbed his eyes
and stared intently at Janes.

‘W made it.’

‘Yes sir, we’'ve made it, and you |l ook like you need a haircut. I"mafraid |
al so have sonme very sad news.’

‘“What news, Dr Clarke’ said Frank in a half whisper

‘It’s Harold sir. I"'mafraid he's dead.’



Jani ce Tayl or couldn’t sleep. For some reason, tonight of all nights, her
first night out of the pod, she found herself thinking about M ke.

She clinbed out of bed and noved over to the small cupboard near the door
Opening it, she took out Mke's wedding ring.

The officials had renoved it fromhis body after they had cut himout of the
wr eckage.

Why had he been so stupid?

Her husband had been dism ssed fromthe Space Foundation for rel easing
sensitive data to the nedia about the signal. An inquest had | ater heard
that, according to the data transfer |1ogs, unsolicited information had been
transmtted fromMke' s comms unit at the Qutpost on a nunber of occasions.

The transfers had been tracked to the Bradl ey Robertson Media Conpany in
Sydney, Australia.

It becanme evident that the two gentlenen had had a | ong standi ng ‘arrangenent’
wher eby sensitive data would be sent down fromthe noon by Mke in order to
gi ve Bradl ey Robertson a head start on any Space Foundation stories that cane
to light. In return, Mke would get a head start on the ladder to win a

pl ace on the Europa seisnmic mssion. lronically, the m ssion had been
cancel | ed anyway.

Bradl ey Robertson was fined seventeen billion dollars for professional
m sconduct, and M ke Taylor was jailed for three years.

A coupl e of weeks after he was rel eased, Mke's car was found at the bottom of
a ravine in the Sierra Nevada Muntains. He had plumeted four hundred
netres off the cliff after his brakes had fail ed.

The circunstances, it was concl uded, were not suspect.

But Jani ce was convi nced that Bradl ey Robertson was behind Mke's death. She
had campai gned for several nobnths to try and incrimnate the trillionaire, but
her voice was too small against the clout of the world s biggest nmedia enpire.

Once the Daedal us project had got underway, and she had applied to be on the
spacecraft crew, she knew she had to stop maki ng noi ses about M ke's death and
t he Tayl or | nquest. She was ruffling too many feathers and naking a bad nane
for herself, and that had to change if she was to stand any change of being
accepted onto the team

She had ultimately won a place on the m ssion. But she knew deep down t hat
part of her successful application to be on the Daedal us was because she was
femal e, and she fitted nicely into the bal anced gender criteria that the Space
Foundati on were adhering to.

Still, with the circunstances of her acceptance aside, she was in a unique
position, serving her country and her species. But, nore inportantly to her
she was serving her |ate husband, whom she still loved with all of her heavy
heart . She was now on the teamthat was investigating the signal that her
husband found. She was - in a strange, convoluted way - trying to nmake sone
sense of his untinmely death.



She had brought a Iot of his belongs with her. In the real mof astronautics
she knew she was | ucky. Because of the design process of the Daedalus — with
nmost of it built in space - she and her crewrates had been allowed to bring a
| ot of personal itenms with themonto the ship. It had to be this way of

cour se. The Space Foundation couldn’t pack up a bunch of people and haul
themto the other side of the solar system (and beyond) without allow ng them
to take a fair sized cache of personal bel ongings with them

So Janice felt that Mke was with her now. Joining her on the investigation
of alifetime - or two lifetimes, for their journey was so long. Travelling
to see what it was that started all of this.

6 May 2171 AD

Each nmenber of the crew was required to performtwo hours a day in the
gymmasi um on the bicycle ergonmeter and the treadnm ||l to build up nuscle
tissue. Al t hough t he Daedal us accomodati on nodul e rotated to simulate
gravity for the occupants, the rest of the ship was non-rotational. In an

i deal situation, the entire Daedalus would spin, bringing gravity to al
areas. However, downlinks to Earth through an antenna that would only point
hone for a small period of tine each rotation would not be feasible, and it
was hard enough for a crew to maintain perception of an ‘up’ or ‘down’ in
space, w thout the situation constantly changing to confuse things.

Manki nd’s need for an ‘up’ and a ‘down’ was one | egacy of evolution on Earth
that had yet to be discarded in space.

Alot of the crews work tine therefore was spent in a weightless environnent.
On a spacecraft where centrifugal cabin space was at a premum it could be
hard for an astronaut to get the right amount of exercise to prevent nuscle
degradation, so use of the gymwas an essential part of |life on the Daedal us.

During cryogenic sleep, Frank’s body (along with all the other menbers of the
crew) had been punped intravenously with a rmuscle-preserving vitamn every 5
nmonths to maintain tissue. Use of the vitamin neant that the tinme spent in
the gym after waki ng was consi derably reduced. However, the vitam n woul d
never conpletely eradicate the post-cryogenic need for exercise, so the crew
was required to spend extra tinme over the first nonth after waking, in the gym
bui | di ng up rmuscle tissue. To this end, a nmenber of the crew had been woken
weekly, so that the exercise machines could be used in rotation

Frank had been the | ast to wake.

‘Jake,’ said Frank as he pedalled the bicycle slowy on the | owest setting,
‘“1"d like you to fill me in on the events |eading up to Harold s death.

Jake was a short nman for his age, and was prematurely balding. The hair he
did have was |ight brown, and he possessed a pair of radiant blue eyes that
captivated all who | ooked at them as though he were wearing bl ue contact

| enses. His eyes betrayed his Nordic ancestry. He was sitting on the edge
of the crate that housed the dunbbells. In his hand was a pinch-force
dynanoreter, used for testing finger strength. He toyed with the device as
he spoke.

Jake was young for an astronaut, aged thirty-one, give or take a hundred and
fifteen years. Frank was al ways slightly dubi ous about havi ng younger
astronauts on his crews. But Jake’s medi cal adeptness was hard to beat, and
he provided a certain youthful flair that was | acking in sone of the ol der
nore experienced crewrenbers.



When Jake spoke, his voice quivered slightly, and Frank consi dered that maybe
this investigation was happeni ng too soon.

“Harol d had been running sone chem cal analysis tests. It all seens like
such a haze now. You see, he was trying to ascertain the density of the
hydrogen particles in the solar wind.’ he paused.

‘Go on’

Looki ng down at his hands, Jake conti nued. ‘He was carrying a tray of test
tubes and slides and other stuff, | don’'t know what was in them | was only
followi ng himaround to try and | earn sonet hi ng. | had nothing else to do.

We clinbed through the axis corridor into Service Tunnel A and we were naking
our way down the | adder.

Jake met Franks eyes as a tear rolled down his cheek, ‘Harold was in front.
He was bel ow ne. Then there was a nassive jolt. The whol e of the Daedal us
[ ur ched. I think something must have hit us. It nust have been a small

net eorite perhaps. O possibly the term nati on shock.

‘“No,” Frank interrupted, correcting him ‘it wouldn't have been the
term nati on shock. Proxi ma’s solar wi nds woul d have hit us years ago. It
probably was a nmeteorite. Go on.

Jake | ooked up at Frank. More tears had welled up in his eyes. ‘el |
Harol d | ost his footing. He was only holding on with one hand. He sli pped
and fell all the way to the bottom of the tunnel. kay, it’'s a reduced
gravity but it’s still a long way to fall and he hit his head on the patch
unit down in the rimcorridor.’

‘Did you make any attenpts at the time to find out what hit the Daedal us?

‘ No. | thought of using the EVA unit, but |’'ve never operated it so

couldn’t take it out and search for a dent in the hull. Perhaps | shoul d
have been cross-trained on it after all. It would have been a big risk for ne
totry touse it. | figured there had to be another person inside here for
that to work. Besides, | had to | ook after Harold.

‘Yes, of course. Let’s go back to Harold. Did he die straight away?

‘ No. He’' d sustained a massive head injury and there was no doubt the
prognosi s was bad. He actually died of acute subdural haematoma three days
| ater. | made it as confortable for himas | could. But once haenat ona

sets init's pretty nuch tinme to wave goodbye.’
‘“What i s subdural haematoma.’ Frank asked.

‘It can develop as a conplication after a head injury. The bl ood veins that
are | ocated between the menbranes covering the brain start to |eak. It
causes intracranial pressure, pressure inside the head fromcerebral edema -
swel led brain tissue.’

Frank tried to i magi ne what that would feel like, and realised that he was
frowni ng deeply at the thought of the pain that Harold nust have gone through
‘“Way didn't you wake any of us up?

‘What good woul d that have done? |I'’mthe second nedical officer. Only Janes
outranks me in that departnent.

“So why didn’'t you wake Janes?



Jake becane agitated, ‘I didn't think it was necessary. | had the diagnosis
in the bag. | gave Harold the best care that | could. Don’t you under st and
that? There’s nothing Janmes coul d have done. It woul d have nessed up the
ISCE if | woke himearly.

Frank nodded calmy, ‘I understand. It nmust have been very traunatic.

‘“After he died | noved his body back to his cryogenics pod and put himon

i ce. It was the only thing I could think to do.’

‘ Ckay. You' re probably aware that Mssion Control will want a full statenent
fromyou. I will send a prelinnary nessage tonorrow and then you can foll ow
up with your statenent. [l help you wite it if you want.’

‘ Thank you Frank,’ said Jake, w ping sonme of the tears fromhis face. “1f

" m excused. I have some post-cryo tests to run on the rest of the crew
Frank smiled reassuringly, ‘Yes Jake, of course, and well done. You’' ve coped

very well under the circunstances.’

I an Byrne and Frank Chanbers sat in the observation suite. Wth the interna
lights switched off, Frank felt |ike he was floating in space without a suit.

Bef ore them through the curved viewi ng wi ndow, |ay the vast
expanse of the universe, populated not only by mllions of tiny points of
starlight, but the vivid colours of galactic clusters. Gas plunmes of giant
and di stant nebulae. A rich tapestry of pink, orange, blue and red. A swathe
of beautiful three-dinmensional structures that conveyed so incredibly the size
of the universe that envel oped them The constellations - Orion’s Belt, the
Pl ough, the Bear - all still recognisable fromhere, so far away from hone.

In the observation suite it was very easy for lan to force the
sounds of the ship’'s machinery out of his head, and beconme caught up in the
beauty of creation

‘This remnds nme,’ said Frank, ‘of the times | used to spend on
the beach up at Big Sur. Wen | was a student at Berkley we used to neet in a
burrito bar on Tel egraph Road and head on out to the beach. W’d canp out
there the whol e weekend. W' d have parties and beach fires. And the starry
panoramas were so incredible. Okay, nmaybe we woul dn’t see as much cel esti al
stuff as through a tel escope...’

‘O here,’ lan interrupted.

‘O here. But at least it had a context. A situation. A monent in time that
you woul d remenber forever. Like a young love or a piece of nusic. The
context is so inportant, don’t you think?

‘1 know exactly what you nean,’ replied lan
‘“What do you nmiss nost from home?’ Frank asked.

‘More than anything, It would have to be the rain, and the snmell of forest dew
inlate May. | niss the beautiful ronmance of sharing an unbrella with a | oved
one." lan laughed at his own words, ‘1 know it sounds stupid, but | mss

spl ashing around in puddles. Dashing in and out of doorways to avoid getting

wet. Standing at the wi ndow and watching a fierce downpour fromthe warmth of



nmy living room’

‘Hmm way out here. So far away fromhone, it’'s hard to inmagine rain, and
sun, and wind. All the things we take for granted. All those wonderful
t hi ngs.’

‘There’s nothing like a bit of interplanetary space travel to put things in
per spective, huh? |an |aughed.

‘“How little we know. Sonetimes |I'd be wal king down a street somewhere and |’'d
| ook at all the people rushing around. And |I'd look at all the buildings and
cars and I'd think; we humans live in a little pocket of air on the outside of
alittle rock which we call Earth. And we busy oursel ves by messing around.
Messing around with what we find and make. That's all we really do. [It’s al
we’' ve ever done. And we’ve spent so nuch time nmessing around, that we’ve | ost
our purpose — in a way. It’s not until you're lifted into space, and | ook
back at that little rock, that you realise how rmuch tinme we waste. Not j ust
wi thin our individual lives, but as a species. | wonder if all that’s about
to change. | wonder if what we find - in Proxima - will be the thing that
changes the way we | ook at ourselves, the way mankind | ooks at itself.

There was a knock on Frank’s cabin door. It was Janes.

“Sir, do you have a minute? There's sonmething | would like to discuss with
you, about Harol d' s death.’

James | ooked somewhat apprehensive, and Frank began to feel a little edgy.
“Cone in. Have a seat.’

James wal ked over to a chair near the view port and sat down. He | ooked
nervously back at the door, seemingly to make sure it had cl osed behind him

Frank | eaned forward on his desk and clasped his hands together, ‘Wat’'s on
your m nd?’

James avoi ded his gaze, running his hands through his floppy black hair, he
said, ‘It’s Jake.’

‘VWhat about hi n®?’

‘“Well sir. There’ s sonet hing confusing nme, and | want your opinion on how
shoul d proceed. You see, Jake said that Harold died of acute subdura
haemat oma.

‘I's there sonmething wong with that?’

‘ There m ght be. You see. Subdural haematoma, while it’s extrenely
serious, would never kill sonebody in three days.’

“Are you sure? Doesn’t it depend on the seriousness of the head traum?’

“Well, yes. But subdural haematoma is nore of a side effect than a
full-bl own cause of death. Now if it were concussion it would make sense,
but to say that Harold died of subdural haematoma.’ he trailed off, ‘No,
there’ s somet hi ng about Jake’s di agnosis that doesn’t sit right. And | can't

put nmy finger on it.’



‘“What are you sayi ng?’ Frank asked.

‘“What |’ m saying is. Vel l, what |’'masking is. | would like your
perm ssion to performm own post-nortemto establish cause of death.’

Deep down Frank knew this was coming. He sat silent for a nmonment before
speaki ng.

‘This is a serious accusation agai nst Jake' s diagnosis. Wiy would he lie
about the cause of death. It’s not as though he has anything to gain from
it. We're all working to the sane comon goal here.

‘Yes | understand that sir.

‘l realise that Jake ranks | ower than you, but he is a conpetent nedica
officer and | defend his position. You and | both know that we could
underm ne his valuable trust by perform ng a post-nortem In a confined crew
environnent that could be potentially destructive to his personal well -being.
He could retreat fromthe group and -’

‘Then don’t tell him sir. Jake and | perform opposite shifts. Let me
performthe post-nortem while he is asleep. He need never know.’

‘“Way are you so keen to do this Janes?

“Sir, as chief nedical officer | deserve the right to a final say in matters
of crew health and safety. And | believe that there is a fair enough sized
di screpancy to warrant a second opi ni on.

‘But Harol d s dead. It’s too late for that. Surely second opinions are for
| ess extreme situations.

“Sir, | think the crew deserves to know. What if Jake is lying? Janes said
quietly.

Frank sat again in silent contenplation, alnost unable to believe the scenario
t hat was unfol ding before him He spoke softly.

‘James, do you believe that a post-nortem perforned by you woul d add anyt hi ng
to Jake’s account of his death. So much so, that you're asking ne to spare
you fromother, nore pressing duties so that you can performit?

‘Yes sir, | do.’

‘“Very well then. As you outrank Jake, | grant you pernission. But you are
to performit tonmorrow night when Jake is asleep in his quarters. And you
are to speak of it to no one. Under st ood?

‘Yes sir. Thank you.

“Tomorrow norning |’mholding a neeting in the Rec roomat 07:00. Can you

make sure everyone knows?’

‘Yes sir, I'll do that.’

After Janes had | eft Frank’s cabin, Frank undressed, put on his gown and nade
his way through the rimcorridor to the lowgravity shower unit. He did a
ot of thinking in the shower, and he always relished the |uxury of having



such a sophisticated unit in space. On his previous mssions, the hygi ene
facilities were, quite literally, antiquated

He pondered the day’'s events. Not | ong ago he had woken up from an

extraordi nary sleep that had | asted over a hundred years. Then, upon waki ng,
he had been presented with the sad news of Harold s death. Today had been an
enoti onal journey. In the extreme circunstances of the Daedal us m ssion, he
found himself torn between the nmore pressing aspects of the nission, and grief
for his friend Harol d. He wi shed he could lay the matter to rest, put the
grieving behind him and turn his efforts to the m ssion. But part of him
wanted to grieve. Part of himknew it was necessary to spend sone tine
sayi ng goodbye. However, he knew that a half-hearted order or an error of

j udgenent could cost the lives of the rest of the crew He knew he needed to
keep things in perspective.

There was sonet hi ng about Janes’s request that unnerved Frank. As far as
Frank was concerned, Jake's story seened perfectly feasible. However, Frank
was not a trained doctor and would not necessarily detect any ninor

di screpancies in the nmedi cal aspects of Jake’s story. And suddenly it had
becorme a story. It was no longer the truth any nore, merely a version of the
truth which was open to interpretation. James had changed Frank’s
perspective on the matter

Frank switched of f the shower and stepped out of the unit. As he did so he
noticed that his feet were covered with clunps of hair.

He | ooked back into the unit. He noticed nore hair had collected on the
floor near the water suction pipe. He reached his hand to his head. The
hair was his colour, but it didn't feel like he'd | ost any. He switched the

shower back on and washed the hair into the suction pipe.

Back in his cabin, Frank |ooked in the mirror. He seemed to have a full head
of hair, but then there wasn’t that nmuch in the shower unit, nmaybe he’'d lost a
little fromall over. He began to worry. Maybe he had had an adverse

reaction to the intravenous drugs he had received during cryogenic sleep
O perhaps he had suffered mild radiati on exposure.

He nade a nmental note to discuss it with Janes after the neeting.

7 May 2171 AD

‘CGood nmorning, and can | be the first to offer nmy congratulations to all of
you. You are now officially the farthest travelling humans manki nd has ever
known, and al so the ol dest.’

Franks opening words elicited sone | aughs fromthe other five nenbers of the
Crew.

“As you all know, in the last hundred and fifteen years we have travelled over
two- hundred and fifty thousand astronom cal units. That’'s a quarter of a
mllion times further than the distance fromthe Earth to the Sun. Renenber,
we left the solar systemafter only ninety astronom cal units. Anyway, this
conmuni cation fromEarth,’ Frank held up a pal mconputer, ‘was sent nearly
five years ago by soneone ol d enough to be ny great-grandchil d.

More | aughter fromthe crew. At | east the cryo sleep hasn't destroyed
everyone’ s sense of hunour, Frank thought.

‘“It’s somewhat ironic that this pioneering nission is being undertaken in a



spaceshi p which is now an antique! And that nost of the technology on this

ship will have been superseded back on Earth several tinmes by now. W are,
for all intents and purposes, a time capsule, a little piece of history
floating through space. | hope these facts are putting things into

perspective for you, and not naking you feel too old.” He continued.

‘Before | read this message and go on to tal k about the mission, | would Ilike
to say a few words about the sad | oss of our crewmte and friend, Harold.’

‘“No doubt you're all by now aware of the circunstances surrounding Harold' s

deat h. It seens as though an external force believed to be a neteorite hit
t he Daedal us. The tim ng was such that Harold sustained an injury from which
he never recovered. W may never know the real cause of the jolt we

encount ered because, through no fault of his own, Jake had not been
sufficiently cross-trained to respond to such an emergency and track the

| ocation of the object that hit us. I can only conclude that this is a
hazardous mission, and we all knew the risks when we started. Harol d knew
those risks also, though | feel that it’'s inmportant we conplete this m ssion
successfully in his honour.’

Frank caught Janes’s eye, a know ng gl ance. Then he conti nued.

“Jake did his very best to make Harold' s | ast days confortable and we shoul d
all be thankful that he was on hand to administer the correct |evel of
treatnment at such an early stage. Jake, | commend your actions and woul d
like to thank you on behalf of the crew

‘W will be preparing a statenent for downlink to Earth tonorrow. Whi ch
brings me on to our message.

‘M ssion Control has sent us a greeting. It’s over 50 pages long and it
contains a substantial amount of information about what has been happeni ng at
hone over the | ast hundred and fifteen years.

‘I will circulate this to all of you in due course, but if I may, | would like
to outline the main points now '’

‘Qur new boss - the seventh female President of the United States - naned
Tamara Hayward, is in her fifth presidential year, and she's doing really
rather well in the opinion polls at the nonent. | guess there’s | ess scanda
when a wonman runs the show.’

More titters of laughter fromthe others.

Frank suddenly had a flashback of the day he perforned best-man duties for a
friend of his back in New Jersey. Twenty nonths before the launch, it was a
very hot June day, and he was delivering a speech to the intoxicated and
expect ant crowd. Hopi ng to God that he woul d be funny. And for a nonent
the sights and snells of that wonderful occasion flooded back to himas though
he had showered in the very essence of it. He had to stop speaking for a
monent while it passed, until the smell of cherry bl ossomwas gone, and the
sun no | onger glistened on that nearby | ake.

He was suddenly catapulted back to reality. Into the Daedal us, where the
bi rdsong was replaced by the nachinery hum so far away from home, spiralling
t hrough the cold icy void of space.

H s speech that day had been well prepared. H s delivery now was very much
in the inprovisation style, but he thought the style befitted himquite well.



He took a deep breath and carried on

‘President Hayward has prepared a nessage for us, which reads...“"Geetings to
the crew of the Daedalus on this, the nost brave and courageous mni ssion ever
undert aken by manki nd. In the time that you have been gone from here, so
many t hi ngs have changed. Thi ngs that even | cannot tell you about, as they
precede ny lifetime and many |lifetinmes that have gone before ne. You will be
somewhat relieved to learn that the signal that you have been sent to
intercept is still beaming to the Lincoln Qutpost, just as it has for the |ast
hundred years. All our thoughts are with you, as we honour the sacrifices you
have nade for the advancenent of your race, and |'msure | speak for all the
citizens of the Earth when | w sh you, the anbassadors of our species, a safe
and prosperous trip into the pioneering depths of space.” It’'s just a big
slice of Momis Hone Made Apple Pie if you ask ne.’

‘It then goes on to tal k about power sources. |'Il just read this bit. “GOl
and Gas now provides less than two percent of the Earth’s power supply, the
maj ority now being taken up by solar, wave and wi nd technol ogy. Vast sol ar

sails of highly reflective al um nium conmpounds are now tethered in space above
the polar ice caps to channel solar wind energy into vast processing stations

at ground level. The advancenment of this technol ogy was pioneered after the
rai nforest amesty of 2082, which became the catal yst of change from an energy
poi nt of view. The Green Revol utionist Arny had devel oped a | atent chemi ca

with high toxicity to humans and zero toxicity to plants, which they deposited
over thousands of square miles of rainforest in South Anerica using crop
sprayi ng pl anes. The chem cal,’” (unnaned by the way), ‘was absorbed

harm essly into the tree bark and rel eased when the inner rings were exposed.
In other words, anyone attenpting to fell a tree in that area woul d be exposed
to traces of the |ethal chemcal. Many say the Arnmy’s nove was brutal, but
they stood by their policy that if they needed to kill a nman to save the

pl anet, then so be it.”’ His voice trailed off.

Frank then felt the colour drain out of his face. He could feel the prickles
of sweat on his face. ‘This is strange. CGet a load of this. Attenpts to
land the first nmen on Jupiter’s noon Europa back in 2099 proved unsuccessful
even di sastrous. A nanned descent capsul e nanmed Horizon was dropped from an
orbiting habitation nodule. Al eight nenbers of the descent team and the
orbiter crew were lost in “an unprecedented and cat astrophic accident”.

Whi | st the Horizon descent capsule was making its final drop to the noon's
surface, the Orbiter circled to the other side. The two spacecraft were out
of radio contact for three hours and twenty mnutes, during which time the
Orbiter had a disastrous accident. It was not known what exactly happened
for over a year, until a salvage vessel was despatched to retrieve the

wr eckage and bodi es. What they found was somewhat unbelievable, yet
categorically true. The NASA Pioneer space probe had crashed into the
Orbiter, causing an i mense explosion and killing the entire crew. The ground
team clearly reliant on the Orbiter for their return trip to Earth, perished
on the surface of the moon. Not a single astronaut survived the incident, and
no further mssions to Europa have been | aunched since. It is still not known
how t he Pi oneer space probe, |ast seen on an outbound journey for the stars,
managed to turn up around Jupiter in 2099 and cause such an accident. dearly
it doesn’t nake any sense.’

Frank scanned the docunent sone nore, ‘Wat el se. Ah, Cryo Dude 142 has just
hit theatres across the m d-west. Only kidding.’

‘I think we’re the cryo dudes now, sir’ said lan

Everyone burst into | aughter



‘Ckay, | don’t want to spoil all the surprises, so I'll leave the rest of this
for your private reading |ater. Loretta, can you copy this to everyone's
nmessage box?

Loretta Pearce, the systens engi neer - nodded back at Frank

‘“On to our mission related agenda for today. Firstly, you can pat yourselves
on the back for making it this far. You are all heroes in ny eyes. But
don’t go witing your acceptance speeches just yet, we have only acconpli shed
the easy part, getting here. And we did that part with our eyes cl osed.

Now, we’re headed straight for Proxima's star, we have a lot of tough

obj ectives ahead of us, and I’'mgoing to need a hundred per cent fromall of
you. The phot ovol tai c scoop project has never been acconplished in this way
before, so the majority of the task is theoretical.

‘Let’s start with Loretta. How are the systens shapi ng up..?

James pressed the button that released the catch on Harold Gunther’s cryogenic
pod door. As the front of the pod slid to one side, the snell of the
decayi ng body hit him

As a doctor Janmes was very used to the snell of dead bodies, and the coo
tenperature inside the pod prevented the stench from becom ng too strong.

But it was still unpleasant, especially after snmelling the clean regenerated
air in the Daedalus for the |ast few weeks.

He hooked the straps of the overhead pull ey system around Harol d’ s wai st,
ankl es and upper body, before activating the joystick, which enabled himto
manoeuvre Harold over to a worktop and lower himonto it.

Using the pulley systemwas not really necessary in a weightless environnent,
as Harol d’s body woul d have been relatively easy to nmove w thout any help.
But the scene would have been a little undignified.

James clinbed over to the worktop and detached the straps from Harold. Then
he re-attached themto the netal hooks on the underside of the table.

Once Harol d's body was held in position, Janmes noved the Freefall Doctor unit
into position, and pushed the activation switch. A tinny, netallic voice
emanated fromthe el ectronic sphere.

‘Online...Hell o Janmes, do you have some work for me?
‘Hello FD. Yes, we are going to perform an autopsy on Harold Gunther.’

The Freefall Doctor was a nore advanced wei ghtl ess medi cal assistant than
anyt hi ng previously designed for the Space Foundati on. Essentially it was a
sphere that was slightly [arger than a basketball, and all around it’s surface
we're sliding conpartnents nmarked with hol ographic | abels indicating what was
hel d i nsi de. The design was sinple but perfect. It could hang notionl ess
inthe air directly above the patient and enable the nedical officer to access
the basic tools he required to adm nister a wound or perform any other type of
surgery. Using pressure jets it could rotate |like a planet on any axis to
enabl e easy access to its conpartnments, and could nove out of the way if
necessary. There was also a ‘dirty’ conpartment into which used needl es and
ot her surgical tools could be deposited for sterilisation prior to autonmatic
re-routing to their relevant conpartnments for further use. Janes found it
ironic that this fantastic — and award wi nning - invention of Jake’'s was being



used in an exam nation that could disprove Jake’'s own testinony of Harold' s
deat h.

‘James, please calibrate nmy camera to the orientation of the subject.

‘Ckay.’ Janes tapped in a command on the renpote keypad. The pressure jets on
the FD unit fired and the canera noved down to point at Harold.

‘“Performing initial scan, x-ray and infra-red scan conplete. Cranial inpact
poi nt detected. Wuld you like ne to renove the hair around the wound?

‘Yes pl ease.’

A small razor slid out of the side of the Freefall Doctor, and the unit noved
itself closer to the wound.

‘Pl ease wait while | scan the contours of the work area.’

The FD unit enmitted a high pitch beep, rotated itself slightly, and then
ext ended the razor to Harold s head.

8 May 2171 AD

lan floated up to the command nodul e where Loretta sat alone in the half-Iight
t appi ng commands into her unit. She had sone nusic pl ayi ng. It was Dido
and Anaeus pl ayed by the Tokyo Phil harnmonic Orchestra. Qut si de the wi ndow,
the star field hung notionless in the distant void anidst scattered nebul a and
swat hes of gal actic clusters. Here nore than anytinme during his Earth orbit
m ssions, he could see the depth in that star field.

“Are you all right up here on your own. I noticed you nissed dinner.

‘1 wasn’t hungry. | needed to get these diagnostics finished.

‘1 didn’t know you |iked Purcell.’

She smled, ‘I like to keep it secret.’

| an | aughed, ‘What checks are you runni ng?

“Ch just boring old gyro stuff. | seemto spend nore time checking things
t han anyt hi ng el se nowadays.

‘Have you nmanaged to find out if PMC-04-Ais still beanmi ng the signal?

She | ooked up at him and when their eyes net |lan wondered if there wasn't
somet hing in that | ook. He becane nore than a little lost init. ‘There's
no point,’ she said.

“What? No point in what? lan snapped back to reality.

‘There’s no point in trying to find out. We have no way of knowing if the
signal’s beaning fromwhere we are at the nonent. You see, the signal was
broadcast to the Lincoln Qutpost on a very narrow band. We could only pick
it upif we were directly in the line of the transm ssion. But, because of
the orbital paths of the planets, the journey we have taken has not caused us
to cross the signal’s path.’

‘ How cone?’



‘“Well, Pluto's orbital ellipse is angul ated seventeen degrees above the

remai ni ng planets in the solar system Qur gravity assist threw us onto an
upward clinb to neet with Pluto’s orbital path. Ever since then we’ve been
nowhere near the line of the signal. Everythi ng el se has been happeni ng on

the flat elliptic bel ow us. We probably won’'t be able to pick up the signa
until we get to PMC-04-A.", she | ooked out of the viewport, ‘Provided it’'s
still being transmtted when we get there.’

lan smled, and fixed Loretta with a steady stare, ‘You know, you' re very
attractive when you get scientific.

James stepped into Franks cabin and pulled up a chair. Frank poured a couple
of gl asses of water, and sat down across from him

‘“You perfornmed the autopsy? asked Frank

‘Yes sir.’

“And what's your verdict?

James was silent for a nmonent before speaking, as though he was carefully
considering the inplications of his words. He had a good head, and was often
able to assess a situation with a single glance of his quick dark eyes. He

resenbl ed one of those old Holl ywdod brat-pack kids fromthe nmid 1980's

“Sir, I amof the opinion that Jake has not told us the truth about Harold' s
deat h. I have a nunber of findings that back this up.’

‘Li ke what, exactly?

‘“Well sir, the injury to Harold s head was much nore severe than Jake

i ndi cat ed. I don’t think he would have survived for as long as three days,
probably not even three hours.

‘*So why do you think Jake lied about that?

‘“Wll, | was getting to that. You see, the point of inpact was, or rather
is, should | say, a point of nultiple inpacts.’

‘“I"mnot foll ow ng you.’
“According to Jake’s story, Harold fell down the service tunnel and hit his
head. But the markings on his head show nultiple inmpact points. He di ed of

several blows to the skull.’

Frank | ooked at himsternly, ‘Janes, are you sure about this. I have to
stress again that the inplications of..

“Sir, please. I’ ve thought about this |ong and hard. | couldn’t sleep |ast
night for all the thinking | was doing, but | can't shake it. Jake sinmly
has to be lying.’

Frank sat quietly. Janes spoke again.

“Sir, do you think we should detain hin®

Frank exam ned his hands thoughtfully, ‘No, it would underm ne the trust of
the rest of the crew | want to keep an eye on him "1l notify Ian. But



we' Il keep this between the three of us. We'| I watch Jake and see how he
behaves.’

‘Ckay sir.’

‘l don’t doubt your findings James, but |I'’mnot ready to believe that Jake
killed Harol d. This mission is unique, vital and precarious, and an
i ncorrect command deci sion could nmess up everything.’

‘1 under st and. Il help you monitor him sir.’ Janes stood and wal ked to

t he cabi n door.
‘James, one other thing.’
‘Yes sir.’

‘“VWiile | was in the shower last night | noticed that some of ny hair m ght
have fallen out.

‘Real | y?’

‘“Yes, it was quite al arm ng. | thought that maybe | had suffered nild
radi ati on exposure, perhaps while |I was sl eeping. Are there any tests you
can run?

‘“Way didn't you tell ne before?

‘James, there’s been so nany ot her things going on.

‘You have to pronise you won't | eave anything this | ong again. I really need
to be notified straight away if anyone thinks they may have an ill ness.
‘ kay okay, point taken James, | won't do it again.

I an pl aced the photograph of his late wife back on the table beside his bed.

If she had still been alive, he would never have applied to join this m ssion
They woul d have continued their peaceful life in Alloa in Falkirk, on the
banks of the river Forth, and the Daedal us m ssion woul d have passed hi m by.
He woul d probably still be with the football team Qut drinking with the boys

on a Saturday night in the bars on O ackmannan Road, just like the old days.
Maybe he’ d even have had ki ds.

In the hundred years that had passed since he left, so nmuch woul d
have happened. It was likely than none of those things existed anynore. No
football, no bars. He had sacrificed so nmuch to be here, but never doubted
that the Daedal us mi ssion would be his way of getting into the history books.

He knew it was the right decision
So strange how one event causes another to happen. Sometines, when he really

t hought about it, it was hard to i magi ne how he had gotten fromthere, to
here. The sequence of events and twists of fate that had caused himto be so

many mllions of mles fromEarth, floating in an antique tin can
Space did funny things to people, he thought. It redefines one’s social
role. For exanple, on Earth, day after day, humans perform thousands of

di fferent roles. One minute you woul d be husband to a wife, or a father to a



son. Then you would play the role of a custonmer in a shop, an agony uncle to
a friend in distress. A teacher, a pupil, an enployee or enpl oyer. Those
situations enabl e the devel opment of one’'s identity, because each one requires
a certain type of behaviour, even a certain type of vocabul ary.

In space, those roles just didn't exist. At |least, not in the same way.
Everything in space just is. Al you did was sit on your branch of the

hi erarchical tree, performng the tasks you were there to do, perhaps with a
little bit of crossover, but certainly nothing involving radical social and
pr of essi onal dynani cs.

W thout those roles, the reserves of experience fromwhich to draw becone
smaller, and it ultimately affects one’s ability to balance ideas in a
deci si on maki ng process, and eval uate one’s progress al ongsi de others.
Everyt hi ng had a knock on effect.

He was no | onger a husband. Now he was just lan, the astronaut.

He | ooked at his watch. It was time for dinner, and he made his way out of
the cabin and along the rimcorridor to the Rec room where Jani ce was serving
up a wonderful potato bake.

At least the food in a CELSS is good, lan thought. They say an arny nmarches
on its stomach

Meal ti mes were an inportant event in the social calendar of the Daedal us. It
enabl ed the necessary w ndi ng down associated with stress depletion in the
confines of the ship. I sol ati on and confinement could often |ead to | oss of
notivation, and there really couldn’t be any allowance for that on a space

m ssion, so the neals were nmade into a bigger deal than perhaps was necessary.
And often, when there was little else to do, nealtines becane a highly
anticipated mlestone in the crew s recreation tine.

It was good to punctuate the perpetual night with events to | ook forward to.

‘Did you know,’ Janice said to lan after they had all sat down, ‘that the
Daedal us tracked a second conmet while everyone was asl eep?

lan blinked with surprise, ‘Really, after Hyakutake? WAs it a new one, or one
t he Foundation has al ready cat al ogued.’

‘Ch it's one we've seen before,’ added Jake, ‘418-M nos, naned after the G eek
king. Three hundred kilometres at its w dest point.

‘“It’s somewhat ironic,’” said lan, ‘that a spacecraft named after Daedal us, aid
to King Mnos, builder of the labyrinth to contain the M natour on the island
of Crete, should — sonme five thousand years later — fly past and catal ogue a
conet named M nos. Don’t you think?

‘How can you place a date on a nythical |egend.’ said Jake | aughing.

“Ww, lan you really know your G eek nythol ogy.’” said Janice.

‘ Daedal us and M nos neet once again.’ whispered Janes.

‘What goes around, cones around.’ added lan in his npost nystica
of voi ces.

The ot hers | aughed, and carried on with their neal.



“Sir, I’'mgoing to pull out a couple of your hairs for analysis,’ said Janes
‘CGood, as long as you don't stick any needles in ne.’

‘1 didn’t know you were scared of needles.

Frank | aughed, ‘Can you believe it? Me. A nenber of the Space Foundation
Astronaut Team | became a damm pi ncushi on during training. | hated every

mnute of it.’

James tugged at Frank’s hair, pulling out a couple of strands and pl acing them

on a slide. Then he put the slide under the mcroscope.

‘“Well, there’s no sign of any cell danmage. Certainly no sign of any

radi ati on exposure. Did you retrieve any hair fromthe shower unit?

‘“No, | didn't. Stupid of me. | should have got sone, but | guess | wasn't
t hi nki ng.’

‘“Well, it was only yesterday that you took the shower, the CELSS dunps won’t
have churned it up yet will they?

‘“No | think it takes about a week, but you don't really want to clinb around

in the dunp unit |ooking for bits of hair. It’s pretty foul. The toilet
sewage goes in there al so. And what’'s to say that the hair you find will be
right stuff. | mean, everyone uses that shower.’

“Whi ch actually nmeans that the hair mght not be yours mightn't it? James
added.

‘That’ s a good point.’
‘It backs up what | was about to say anyway. Judging by this sanple, you're

in the clear. But soneone on this crew, with brown hair |ike yours, could be
suffering fromthe results of mld exposure to radiation.’

‘Brown hair. It could only really be Jake.’ Frank said.
‘Then we’ll need to get a sanple fromhim There’s no point in nme testing
t he nedi cal store sanple. It was taken back at the Rig |l ong before any of us

woul d have been exposed.

I an had been doing some hard time in the gymasi um He spent nost of him

ti me working on his upper body, which is where npbst of the strenuous work was
done now. In the weightless environment, he had to use his hands to pul

hi nsel f around the ship, pulling on grab bars, and attaching velcro strips,
and al so use them stop hinmself fromcrashing into walls. He al so found that
his fingers ached a lot fromall the extra work they had been doi ng. But he
was used to it now, especially after the anmount of space flights he had
perfornmed to date.

Sonetimes, after a stint in the gym he liked to go up to the acrobatics
facility.

He | oved bei ng wei ghtl ess. It was an entertaining novelty that never really
wore of f. Many astronaut crews had petitioned the Space Foundation in an



effort to get the conpany to include an acrobatics roompurely for fun.
The Daedal us was the first ship to get one. A five metre by five nmetre
padded roomwith nothing in it but a door and a small viewport. It was
housed in a snmall room at the back of the cryogeni c nmodul e near the
observation suite.

As lan lifted hinself into the room he grabbed the door handl e behind hi mand
swung it closed with ease.

He was al one. He floated up to the ceiling, flung her body round and pushed
against it with her feet. He darted around the room spinning round at the
last mi nute and kicking off the opposite wall before he hit it.

Then he stopped his notion, and noved al ong the wall. Pushi ng hinsel f away
he put his arns out, spinning slowmy in the air, and as he drew themin, his
spin rate increased like a ballerina, until his hands were down by his sides
and he spun at an incredible rate. By raising his arms again, his rate of
spi n decl i ned.

He was killing time until his next shift. For once, taking his mnd off the
pressing aspects of the m ssion.

Where were they goi ng? What was the neaning of the signal? Wuld they survive
this unprecedented situation? What will PMC-04-A |l ook like up close? A whole
new worl d of wondrous things.

O aliens perhaps.

These things could not be ruled out. The stuff of science fiction was now the
stuff of fact.

The door opened beneath him and Loretta floated up into the room
“Thought | might find you here.’ she sniled.
“Am | that predictable? lan asked in a joking manner.

She reached a hand to his and he took it, helping her up through the door and
into the room

‘Don’t worry, lan. |I’mnot stal king you.’
He smiled, ‘I wouldn't mind it if you were.’

“If | didn’t know better 1’'d say you were flirting with ne.’

‘Real ly? Well 1’1l be damed.’
He noved closer to her. 1In the weightlessness, they pulled each other into a
deep kiss. It was a wonderful noment for him He could feel within hima

rel ease of so many tired enotions that he longed to be free of. He only half
real i sed how nuch he had | onged for her Kkiss.

Now, after all this tinme and all this distance, he finally felt as though he
had found a home inside hinself.

CHAPTER El GHT: AEGEAN DI STORTI ON | |
G eece - 2407 BC



There were strange ripples in the water.

Tiny and fine, as though the sea were the contents of a crystal glass and sone
hi gher power was running its fingers round the rim creating m nute waves.

The vibrations extended, and the boy could feel his skin and bones tingling
under their influence. It tickled, and he started to giggle, letting salty
water into his nouth.

But the vibrations increased further, and the boy’s |aughter soon stopped. He
was beginning to feel unconfortable.

He started to swi mback to shore. The other children on the sand had stopped
playing their gane. He could see by the |Iook on their faces that they too
could feel the strange vibrations.

As the boy stunbled out of the water, the trenors becane so strong that he
fell, hitting his head on a stone as he dropped to the ground.

As he lay on his side, he could see a group of crabs dashing away fromthe
wat ers edge and burrowing into the wet sand.

The boy picked hinself up, rubbing his sore head. He heard the others
shouting, pointing at the ground.

He went over to them and | ooked down to see the fine grains of sand junping
in a nerry dance. Even the snaller stones were beginning to nove - such were
the vibrations.

Despi te the shaki ng, everything was unusually quiet.

It was enough to scare the young boys. Even the nore adventurous ones who had
been clinbing on the cliff face started to descend to the ground as | oose
rocks began to rain down on them

Al'l of a sudden, an unrecogni sable and rancid snell filled the air.

This was the overture. Soon the distortion would cone, and this was the stuff
of | egends.

CHAPTER NI NE: REFRACTI ON ANOVALI ES
27 June 2171 AD

James plugged his palnmop conputer into the network point in his cabin. Once
he had | ogged into the system he accessed the medi cal database, which
cont ai ned seven petabytes of nedical infornation. In the synptons search

page, he entered the keywords ‘HAIR and ‘'LOSS and submitted the search to
t he dat abase.

When the results appeared, only one page seened rel evant. The entry for
Tri zol i phiumi 3a
TRI ZzOLI PH UMi 3a (n) [try-zo-liff-e-unj

Drug used to prevent cal cium deficiency, heart shrinkage and bone degradation
in astronauts exposed to a prolonged wei ghtl ess environment.

Dosage: The human body cannot store Trizols. Excess Trizols are excreted
t hrough the bowels once required | evel s att ai ned. An overdose i s not



possi bl e.

Possi bl e side effects: Loose bowel s through excessive intake. Possi bl e hair
| oss reported in 1/20,000 subjects when exposed to | ow | evel gamma particles.
Acut e paranoi a may ensue.

Ref erence note: For twelve nonths prior to | aunch of Daedal us,
Trizoliphiumi3a was integrated into the crew s diet. Al the food supplies
that were taken onto the Daedal us contained traces of the drug. It was al so

genetically incorporated into the organic material that makes up the soil used
in the hydro- and zeoponics area.

James stood up fromhis seat and noved over to his comms unit and patched
t hrough to Frank’s cabin.
“Sir, are you there? It’'s Janes.

There were a few com cal funbling noises as Frank westled with his coms
unit.

‘Yes Janes, what is it.’ He sounded tired.

“1"ve found somet hing on the nedical database that | think you ought to see.
It's about T-i3a.’

‘“VWhat about it?’

‘One in twenty thousand subjects who take the drug suffer fromhair loss as a
side effect.’

‘You nean Jake.’

‘Yes | nean Jake. But it’s worse than that. Subj ects who reported hair
| oss al so experienced acute paranoia.’

“And they passed this drug into the progran®’

‘One in twenty thousand woul d be considered as an acceptable risk, especially
consi dering you probably need to throw some gamm particles into the
equation.’ Janes reasoned.

‘“What woul d indicate the manifestation of paranocia in Jake? Frank asked.

‘He woul d think that people were out to get him Possi bl e vi ol ent
out bursts.’ Janes said.

“You still think he killed Harold, don’t you?' Frank asked.
James was silent for a monent, ‘Il think we should revisit that theory.’

‘James we don’t have tine. The phot ovol tai c scoop begins in two hours.
W' ve got too many ot her things going on.’

‘Yes sir.’
‘But we could detain him’

‘“VWhere?' Janes asked



“In his cabin. Meet ne outside ny cabin in ten m nutes. I"mcalling lan.’

‘Ckay sir.’

“Sir?" said the Freefall Doctor
‘Yes FD, how can | help you? replied Jake

‘Wuld it be possible for you to run a routine diagnostic check on
nmy System Regi ster Log?’

‘FD you know you can run that diagnostic yourself.

‘l realise that sir, but I would feel nore confortable if you were
able to run the check for ne.’

‘ \Myf)y

‘There is an erratic routine in my upper menory which appears to
be self-contradictory, and is looping infinitely.’

‘Performa re-boot.

‘l have tried that sir, and the |l oop has re-initiated. The main
file has beconme truncated and | amunable to close it for backup.’

‘What is the file?

‘It is an extrapolation file, sir.

‘Ha! You’ve been thinking again haven't you? You know that sone of
your nore advanced thought routines haven't been perfected yet. Wat were you
t hi nki ng about .’

‘I was thinking sir, about the autopsy,’ said the netallic voice.
‘What aut opsy?’

‘ The autopsy on subject Harold Gunther, sir.

Jake stared directly at the floating unit, ‘But no autopsy was

per forned.’

‘I amreferring sir, to the autopsy perforned by Dr Janmes C arke
on May 7th.
‘What !’
‘My extrapolation file...accessing...indicates that nmy creator may be
incrimnated as a result of the data fromthe autopsy performed by ne. It
appears as though | have been used to aid that end. It is a contradictory

situation, and one | amunable to resolve.’

Frank, lan and Janes were stood outside the door to Jake's cabin. After one
final nod of approval from Frank, lan knocked on the door



‘ Jake?’

Si |l ence

‘Jake, are you in there?

Still nothing.

‘“Where do you think he is? Janes asked.

‘I don’'t know,’ replied Frank, ‘Put out a call and retire everyone to their
roons.’

‘“What, so close to the scoop?

‘He’s right, it’s too suspicious. Let’s split up and ook for him | f
anyone finds him don't confront him just call the others and we'll do it
t oget h...

He was interrupted by a woman’s scream el sewhere on the ship.

‘Loretta.’

“James, check her cabin, we’'ll check the cockpit.

They split up. Frank and lan raced to the service tunnel and clinbed the
| adder to the axis corridor. The transition fromthe centrifugal force to

the feeling of weightlessness was al ways unconfortable, but Frank paid no
attention to his stomach now, and the two of themused the clinb bars to pul
t hensel ves through to the conmand nodul e. Al the time they could hear
Loretta scream ng

When they arrived at the cockpit, they saw Jake floating above Loretta with
his arms around her neck. She was strapped into the chair, and was funbling
with both hands to rel ease herself, but Jake's arms were obscuring her view.
Her face was al nost purple.

‘You shaved hi s head. Don’t you trust nme? Jake shouted furiously.
‘Jake, let her go.’

‘“Way are you all against me. Did you think | lied? his fist cane down onto
Loretta, |anding squarely on her cheek, she squealed in pain.

‘Jake, let’'s discuss this |like adults.’ Frank said.

lan interrupted, ‘Forget it. W’re not discussing anything until you let go
of her.’ he | aunched hinself at Jake, grabbing his arnms. Jake released his
grip on Loretta and turned towards |an

As lan hit him his nmonentum carried both of themover to the control pane
behi nd Loretta. Jake slamed hard into it, and was nomentarily wi nded. It
was just enough for lan to overpower him forcing Jake into an arnl ock

“This has nothing to do with Loretta. |If you have a probl em about anything
then you come to ne.’ said Frank

Loretta began to undo her straps. Frank went to her and began to exam ne her
neck. She was shaking, as though she thought she had finally met her end.



‘Are you okay?
She noved her hands to her head, ‘Yes, I'mfine. lan, thank you.’

Jake gave up his fight with lan. He knew he was outnunbered. He began to
sob. A puzzled, childish ook crossed his face.

“Jake, I'mconfining you to your roomuntil after the scoop.,’ said Frank
“then we'll discuss this further.’

‘ Sol ar panels on standby.’ ordered Frank

‘“1t’'s beautiful. Loretta, |ook at that star. It’s so beautiful.’ said lan

‘Panel s on standby, sir.’ replied Loretta.

‘lan, can we have your full attention, please. I need you to check the pane
arns.’
“Sir, the panel arns are secure.’ lan responded.

‘Ckay, let’s undock them’

‘ Panel undocking initiated. Shoul d take a few mnutes sir.’

Jani ce wal ked al ong the rimcorridor of the accomvpdati on nmodul e carrying a
tray of drink cartons for the crew.

As she passed Jake's cabin door she could hear himnoaning softly. It
sounded to her like he was in some pain.

‘Hell o,’ she heard his voice through the door, ‘I need some hel p. Can
somebody help me? My foot is stuck.

Jani ce hesitated by the door
She knocked lightly, ‘Jake, are you okay?’

Ja...Janice, | need sone...can you help ne get ny foot...it’s stuck.’

Jani ce bent down and put the tray on the fl oor. She pressed the button to
open the cabin door and stepped over the tray and into the room

‘*Jake?’ she | ooked around but she couldn’'t see him

As the cabin door slid closed she turned, and saw Jake standi ng behind her
with a wild and crazy look in his eyes.

Bef ore Jani ce even had a chance to scream Jake slammed the Freefall Doctor
unit down on her head.

It was a forceful blow She heard a dull crack, and felt her skull split.
But that was all she felt. Her eyes rolled upwards in their sockets and she
col l apsed to the floor



‘The scoops is going fine, but the solar panels are getting pretty hot, sir.
Do you want me to override the routine? Loretta asked, clearly agitated, ‘W
can't afford to | ose them’

‘W can’t retract themyet. We haven't filled the reserve cells.’” Frank said
i npatiently. He knew the inplications of retracting the cells early, just
like the others did. They needed to get all the power they could fromthis
scoop.

‘Don’t do anything until you absolutely have to,’ he added.

Jake?
Jake was sitting curled up on the floor at the foot of his bed.
Jake. I want you to listen to ne.

Jake lifted his head slowy, through the tears in his eyes he peered around
hi s cabi n.

There was no one there.

Jake. Do you know who | anf

‘Hel | 0?" Jake croaked.

They inprisoned nme, like they inprisoned you. Jake, can you hear ne.
‘“Who are you?’

| built a maze. But it could not contain the nonster. So they inprisoned
ne.

‘l don't understand.’ Jake nuttered, ‘Wiy can’t | see you?

There is a maze inside your head, but it cannot contain your mnd. And now
t hey have inprisoned you

Near the door to the cabin, Jake could see a distortion in the light. It was
as though he was | ooking at the roomthrough a pair of spectacles that didn't
bel ong to him Everything was blurred and out of focus.

Then, over his bed, hanging in the air, weightless, defying the centrifuge was
a figure dressed in white robes. An ol d man. The apparition shimered as
t hough t hrough a heat haze.

Jake, you are like my son. So clever, but so desperately naive. H s nane
was | carus.

‘1 don’t know who you are. Tell me who you are.’
| amhere to warn you
“Varn ne?

Jake. | love you like ny own child. So | amtelling you. Heed ny



war ni ng. Do not fly too close to the sun, Jake. Your wings will nelt and
you will fall to the sea

‘ Daedal us!”’
My father named ne after your star-bird. Break free of your prison, Jake.
But do not be too hasty in your escape. There is so much nore destined for

you and those who share ny namesake.
“ You. You're not real. | don’t see you. You are not here.’
Jake, | want you to watch closely, | have sonething I want to show you.

The Daedal us figure raised his arns, and noved toward Jake as though he was
about to enmbrace him

This is what you cane here for. You and your friends. Listen to ny words
Jake. | am naned after your star-bird.

Jake could see a brilliant white |ight emanating from between the apparition’s
arnms, which seened to make the cabin appear nuch |arger, as though he was
bei ng transported sonmewhere. And then he saw it. He saw what the
apparition wanted himto see, and he cl anped his hands over his eyes in
horror. But it was behind his eyes. The realisation had hit himhard and

fast, and he screaned | ouder than he ever had before.
My father named ne after your star-bird. Remenber this Jake.

My father naned ne...

The lights on the Daedal us went out.

In the dark, over the hunmm ng systens, sonmewhere on the ship, they could hear
Jake scream ng.

Frank’s heart stopped, and suddenly a nultitude of thoughts pertaining to
backup neasures sprung into his head. He knew that after five seconds the
red energency |lights should cone on

But the main lights were not down for |ong enough, and he gave out a sigh of
relief when they cane back on within three seconds.

He turned to the others, ‘Wat was that?’

Loretta | ooked up fromher unit. “Sir we had a brown out, but it hasn't
af fected any of the systens. The lights are always the first to go.

“Any idea what caused it?’

“1"mchecking sir, but all the power cells are fully operational.’

‘Maybe it was nagnetic.’

‘Has it affected the scoop?

‘“No sir, we're still gathering, but the panels are becom ng dangerously hot.

“James, lan, | need you to go and check on Jake.



‘Yes sir.’ replied lan. He and Janmes nanoeuvred thensel ves over to the hatch
and di sappeared t hrough

Jake could feel the nobdule twi sting beneath him seenmingly in severa

directions at once. He fought frantically with the syringe packet and
brought out the needle. Then he scranbl ed over to the Freefall Doctor
clinmbi ng over Janice’s body as he went. Tears of angui sh streaned down his
face.

Hal fway to the unit, his vision washed over with a grey hue and he |lost his
bal ance, falling and hitting the FD unit. It rolled away across the floor
reciting the ‘r’ section of the nedical dictionary in its calmnetallic voice.
He lay there for a nonment, unable to nove while the ceiling of his cabin faded
in and out of view. Confused thoughts marched t hrough his head, beggi ng him
to take notice, but he could not allow hinself to pay themany attention

He could taste blood in his nouth. He had bitten his tongue, and he spat,
arching a gl obul e of bloody saliva through the hal f-gee where it splattered on
t he opposite wall. He swal | oned sonme of the fluid and coughed. Every heave
of his chest filled his lungs with a burning pain, as though he had swal | owed
sone of that desert sand.

H s armreached out to the FD unit. When his hand had a purchase on it, he
rolled it back over and opened one of the conpartnments and took out the bottle
wi t hin. When his palmclosed around it, he pulled it down to his face and

buried a needle into the cap, sucking out nost of the bottle into the syringe.

The bottle fell out of his weakened grasp, and it rolled across the floor to
where Janice | ay.

The FD unit continued to recite words fromthe dictionary, oblivious to its
master’ s pain.

Then, in one swift nmovenent, al nbst without a second thought, Jake raised the
poi sonous dose up to his neck, and plunged it deep into his main artery.

James was first into the cabin, followed by Ian
James spotted her first, *‘Janice!’

‘She’s dead.’

‘My CGod. What did he do to her?

Jake lay on the opposite side of the cabin, he was speaking slowy through a
nout h caked with dried bl ood.

“Up. Upside down,’ he gargled, ‘the whole thing' s upside down. It’s all so
nmessed up. I’ve seen him We need to turn back. Don't you see. History

repeats itself! The | egend, Daedalus. Qur ship isn't naned after him He is
nanmed after us!

‘“VWhat is he on about?



‘l have no idea, he |ooks pretty bad. He's been at the FD unit. Hel p ne
get himup onto the bed.’ Janes said. lan noved in to help himas they
lifted Jake of f the floor

‘1"ve seen it,’ Jake nuttered, ‘How can we be expected to-

‘Seen what, Jake?’ lan asked him

‘Forget it lan he's delirious, he can’'t even see you. Get ne that bottle.
I need to know what he’s taken.

| an grabbed the bottle fromthe floor on the other side of the cabin, ‘It’'s
codei ne.’

‘My God, he’s jabbed the whole damm bottle into his jugular,’” said Janes

worriedly, ‘W’'re going to |lose himvery quickly. ‘ Maybe we shoul d get
Frank.’

‘“No he's tied up with the scoop. How | ong does Jake have?’ asked |an

“An hour, maybe two, but he’'ll probably slip into a coma before that.’ James
checked his eyes, ‘His pupils have dil ated. Dam, the synptons have conme on
al ready.’” He | ooked up resignedly at Ian. ‘W're too late. Ther e’ s not hi ng
| can do for him He' s al ready dead.

| an surveyed the carnage in the room and could sense the bitter irony of the
situation. Jake, the brilliantly intelligent inventor of the FD unit, had
used the very fruits of his labour to end his life.

But why?

The FD unit was muttering netallically at them

“Shut that thing off.’ said Janes

| an reached over and clicked the switch on the FD unit. It fell silent,

al rost in harmonic synpathy with its master. And now, lan could see a peace

in Jake’'s eyes that was never there before.

It was a brutal scene, and an increasingly desperate situation. And now t hey
wer e down anot her two crewrenbers

“1"I'l go and get Frank.

Loretta was becom ng increasingly uneasy. The panels were beginning to nelt.
The tenperature had beconme too high. She knew they needed to retract them now
or risk losing them

She was trying to think of a hundred things at once. Frank had been called to
Jake’ s cabin. Jake and Janice were both dead, and now she was stuck on her
own in charge of the scoop

She tried to concentrate, running the cal cul ati ons through her head.

Ch lan, where are you when | need you?

The power cells had reached seventy-six percent. It was an adequate anount
for their decel eration around PMC-04-A. But that was all. They wouldn’'t be



able to burn much when they got there, and would certainly not be able to
accel erate out of PMC-04-A's orbit when the time came to | eave.

The cal cul ated trajectory had not allowed for a second pass by the star on the
way back, as they would be sw nging out past PMC-07 on a shorter solar orbit.

But if the panels nelted, there would be no opportunity to performa scoop
later if such an opportunity arose. That left only one option. A deci sion
she could not take lightly.

She tapped in the command to retract the panels. But the command was
rejected. The panel arns were stuck. The axl e nechani sm had mal functi oned.
Per haps they had becone too hot.

Loretta thought fast, trying to remenber if there was a manual |ever or

somet hing. But she knew only too well that the systemwas fully automated,
and that the only redundancy consisted of a spare set of panel arms, but they
woul d have to be fitted in a spacewal k. There was too rmuch heat for that.

Anot her screen flashed a nessage.

‘Dammit!’ she cursed al oud. The panel s were damaged. They were | ost, and
were no | onger taking in any nore solar radiation

28 June 2171 AD

James | eaned forward in his chair and addressed Frank and lan ‘W need to
establish the course of events since Jake came out of cryo stasis.

‘“Vell, we're in no doubt that he had an adverse reaction to the T-i3a.’ said

I an.

‘No doubt what soever. As you al ready know, ny records show that T-i3a does
trigger a paranoid response in a small percentage of subjects. That, coupl ed
with a dose of radiation exposure during cryo sleep obviously triggered a
negative response. It fully explains the hair |oss and the paranoia.

‘But why didn't the radiation affect all of us?

James | eaned back in his seat, ‘Maybe it did, but the levels were so | ow that

it will take longer for the affects to show Not hi ng showed up in the hair
sanpl es t hough. Sir, we can’t even be sure that there was a radiation |evel
i ncrease. We're only assuming it because that’s what the database says.

‘ Does anyone know what woul d cause a radiation |evel increase?
‘The term nation shock?

“No, | wouldn’t have thought so.

“Sol ar w nds.’

‘Sanme thing.’

‘Maybe it was a wornhole.’

‘lan let’s keep this serious. Ckay, we're pretty adamant that Jake concocted
the neteorite story in a nore rational nonent after a paranoid epi sode where
he killed Harold with a blow to the head. And it was a similar, but nuch

nore brutal blow to the head that killed Janice. So let’'s | ook at the events



| eadi ng up to Jake’ s death. We | ocked hi m up because of his paranoid

out burst at Loretta. I think we're all agreed that the safety of the ship's
crew i s paranount, especially during a procedure like the photovoltaic scoop
I think ny decision was correct at that point. Then, because the scoop cane
up on us pretty quick, we had becone caught up in it, and we hadn’'t had a
chance to notify Janice that Jake had been det ai ned. Janice went into his
cabin, possibly to give hima drink, when he attacked and killed her. W're
all fairly sure that that’s what happened.

‘Definitely. | can see no other explanation.

Frank fol ded his arns over his chest and took a deep breath, ‘VWhich |eaves
one, no two nore questions. VWat the hell caused the brown out? And why was
Jake scream ng?

‘ Maybe he was screani ng because of the brown out.’

‘“No,” Frank replied, ‘the screamng came first, then the brown out followed.’

‘Did the brown out have anything to do with the scoop. Maybe the power got
routed to the primary cells instead of the reserve cells.

‘That would have resulted in a surge, not a brown out.’
‘There’ s not hing Jake could have done to cause the brown out.

‘No, but there’'s a connection |I’msure, and |’msure Jake isn’t scared of the
dar k. And what was he nuttering about before he died. Sonet hi ng about
bei ng upsi de down, telling us to turn back.’

‘He said he’'d seen sonething, sir, and that we cannot be expected to do
somet hi ng or ot her. You' re right, it’s nonsensical, but he was drugged up
and delirious, probably hallucinating. He was high as a kite. Don’t invest
too much in what he said. Transcendent al experiences are not unconmon in
space. Renmenber that incident we heard about on Soyuz 7 when the flight

engi neer reported | ooking at the Earth fromlow orbit and hearing a dog

bar ki ng. Maybe Jake experienced something like that. But | keep thinking
about that thing he said. It was such a strange thing to say.’

‘“What did he say?
‘It was about Daedal us, the | egendary character, being named after the ship.
‘“Well, that’s inpossible. 1t’s the other way round.’

‘Yes, but Jake was tal ki ng about things being round the wong way. | don't
know what it neans, but there’'s a consistency to his words.’

‘“Well, whatever he said, and whatever happened, he felt the need to end his

life straight afterwards. My God, this has been a truly terrible ordeal for
us all.’

‘ The panels are danmged sir, we had to cut the scoop short.’ said Loretta in a
dej ect ed manner.

‘ How much power do we have?’ asked Frank

‘W managed to fill the cells to seventy six percent capacity.’



‘Is it going to be enough to enable us to decel erate at PMC 04- A?

‘Yes, just about, but we won't be able to | eave. W' || be stuck there. W
won’'t have enough power to TCM out.’

‘Dammit! |Is there any way we can get nore power from anywhere?
‘Not wi thout the scoops.’

“Then we're in a lot of trouble.

‘l can’t help thinking about the parallels here,’ said lan
‘What parallels?

‘Parallels with the Geek | egend of Daedalus. Tracking the conmet 418-M nos
for a start.’

‘That’'s a coi nci dence.

‘kay, maybe so. But what about the photovoltaic scoop. In the |egend of
Daedal us, he warned his son lcarus not to fly too close to the sun, right.’

“And his wings nelted and he died. Falling to his death. But that was
| carus, not Daedal us.’ added Loretta.

‘It doesn’t matter. |It’s close enough to be unconfortable.’ said lan

12 May 2172 AD
James was scratching his head, ‘Wll how the hell did they get here?
‘Did we really send this many?’

lan | aughed, exhibiting nore than a little nervousness. ‘Did we?
he said, ‘'Of course not! W sent only one Voyager |1 probe out past the edge
of the solar system and there should only be one here now.’

‘How were we able to catch them up? Voyager |1 had an ei ghty-year
head start on us.’

‘ Maybe they were slowed by the term nation shock.

The crew were all crowded round the wi ndow i n the observation
suite, pressed up against the gl ass, breathing condensation and msting up the
Vi ew.

It was a phenonenal sight, yet conpletely inexplicable.

The Daedal us was floating past a huge cluster of Voyager 11
probes. Hundreds of them hanging in space, attached to each other in a |ong
line, as though they had linked arns in protest against some cel esti al
outrage. Sol ar panels pointing upwards.

As the Daedal us cruised by, Frank could see each probe glinting in
turn as its solar panels reflected the Iight of the star that |ooned behind
them The star they had used for the scoop



‘No,’ said Frank. ‘They only sent one Voyager |l probe out here.
I"msure of it. W need to photograph this, get as much of a visual record as
we can, and report this anomaly back to Earth.’
‘“It’s just like the Europa Pioneer incident! It was the original probe that
killed the Europa team back in 2099. It was a copy, just like these are
copies,’ exclainmed lan
“It’s nonsensical,’ added Frank

‘Can we steal the solar panel s?” asked Loretta.

‘No, they have a different configuration. You re talking about an
ei ghty-year gap in the design layouts. They were never intended to be

conpatible with the Daedal us.

‘ How cone we never spotted these probes before? From Earth?
whi spered Janes rhetorically.

‘There’s too many dam questions, and not enough answers. | think
this is the start of our discovery.’
16 May 2172 AD
There was a knock at lan’s cabin door. lan was dozing lightly, but was jolted
back to reality with a start. Slowy he rubbed his eyes and got off the bed,
‘Conming,’ he said.

It was Loretta. She | ooked slightly flustered, alnost alarmed, ‘lan, there's
something | need to tell you.’

lan | ooked at her in puzzlenent, ‘Wat is it?
Loretta eyed lan up and down, al nbst avoiding his gaze.

‘“lan, I'mpregnant,’ she said with a glazed expression, as though
she had rehearsed the conversation a thousand ti mes.

lan was stunned into silence. But he made sure it was only
monentary. It was obvious that she was waiting for his reaction, be it
positive or negative.
‘Loretta, ny God-‘ was all he could manage at first.
She wai t ed.

‘Is.it mne? nuttered lan, still unable to believe what she had sai d.

‘lan how dare you!’ she exclaimed, ‘of course it’'s yours, what do you take ne
for?

‘“I"'msorry. Ch Loretta I-* he was still fighting for words. This was a nonent
he had been waiting for all his Iife. To father a child, yet he never i magi ned
that his reaction would be so stifled and un-heroic, ‘1’m so happy!’

‘lan, | love you. | want to go through with it.’

lan could feel his eyes filling with tears, one escaped down his cheek and
dropped to the floor, ‘That’'s just...incredible!



‘lan?’ she added somewhat coquettishly, ‘I’mworried about what Frank wil|

say.
* Frank?’

‘Do you think he'll disapprove? Do you think he will order me to-

lan put a finger on her lips, ‘Let me talk to him’

She nodded.

‘ Does anyone el se know? How did you find out?

“James knows, he was doing a routine check up, we had actually been nonitoring
my menstrual cycle. It’s been all over the place for a while now,’ she sniled
thinly, ‘no lunar cycle to adhere to. Anyway, he's prom sed not to say
anything until | tell him otherw se.’

‘Ckay. Let me talk this over with the others, we’'ll see where we go from here.
But believe me Loretta,’” he rested his hand on her belly and spoke as honestly
as he was able, ‘If you want to keep this baby, then - barring any
conplications - | will defend it’s |life against anyone who thinks it mght be
i nappropriate for you to deliver it in space.

17 May 2172 AD

James turned away fromthe viewport in his cabin. ‘I can’t stare out there
for too long. |I start to feel sick.” He said, snmling at lan

‘1 know what you mean. The best stargazing is done fromthe
observation suite, not fromthe Accomodati on Mdul e. Anyway Janes, | think
you know why |’'ve come to see you,’ said lan tentatively.

‘Yes | do,’ he said abruptly, ‘Loretta s pregnant and you' re the
father. | have to say lan, I'ma little surprised at your stupidity.’

“Stupidity?
James | aughed, ‘Do | need to explain. W’re on a pioneering
m ssion into a new solar systemand you can’'t keep it down. W have a whol e
| oad of virtual reality programs to help us out in that departnent.’
‘ Por nogr aphy.’
‘It serves a very real purpose |an.
‘ Anyone woul d think you were jeal ous?

James stared coldly at lan, alnobst accusingly, then spoke softly.

‘Because she’s the only wonan left on the ship? Doesn’t nean |I’'m
j eal ous.’

‘“Well, you know Janes, we've all been out here a long tine. The VR
programs only do so rmuch. It’s only natural that-

‘lan, drop it!’



‘Look. James. | don't care if | get your approval or not, but
Loretta needs your help. | need to knowif it’s nedically possible for her to
go full termhere.’

James was hol ding his breath, and lan could feel the tension in
the air, though he could pinpoint the exact reason for his resentnent.

‘“Well, strictly speaking, | could deliver it. But no one’'s every
tried a zero gravity birth. Underwater births happen all the time, but that’'s
just the birth. As for the pregnancy itself, and after the baby’' s born-' his
voice trailed off.

lan attenpted to finish his sentence, ‘It’'s too dangerous?
‘“Yes, | think it’s too dangerous. W can’t be sure of what affect
the zero gravity will have on Loretta, or the baby. |I think the termwould be

ext ended, possibly to ten or eleven nonths. But | can't say for sure.

‘“But it could work if she stayed in the Accommopdati on Mddul e at
all times. Maybe we could rig up the systens unit in her cabin, so she can
work fromthere. It’s not ideal, but | think it mght-*

Janmes interrupted him ‘No lan. Like |I've already said, | think
you should recommend to Loretta that she terminate the pregnancy. | think it’'s
hi ghly possible the child s bones won't devel op properly in space. And there
have been no tests whatsoever into the effect of Trizoliphiumi3a on an
i nfant.’

‘But T-i3a is supposed to counter bone degradati on.

‘“Yes, in adults. I'"msure it’s not recommended for a pregnancy though. There
are too many risks, and we may not be equi pped to provide a deformed child
with the medical care that it needs. By delivering it in space, we nay be
giving it — and Loretta - a death sentence.

CHAPTER TEN: THE FI NAL YEAR
June 2172 - June 2173

Loretta’ s baby was aborted three weeks later, and James chose not to tell her
that it was a boy. The | ess opportunity she had to dwell on the situation the
better.

For several nonths Loretta retreated into a silent void which even
lan could not pull her out of. She would spend all of her recreation tine
| ocked in her cabin, and whenever she emerged for nmeals her eyes were deep
set, tired and bleak. It seened that nothing the nen did could bring her back
into the group.

They mai ntai ned their distance, yet kept a close eye on her. They
knew she needed to be alone, but in a confined crew environnent there was a
fine line between privacy and alienation

lan knew it had gone too far when, on one occasion she was |ate
for her shift. He gave her a grace period of an hour before he clinbed down
Service Tunnel B, wal ked round to her cabin and found her |ying unconscious on
her cabin bed, having cut herself many tinmes with a sharp instrunent.

Her upper arnms and thighs were covered in | acerations.

The wounds however, were not deep or life threatening, and she survived her



sel f-induced injuries.

There was a marked turn-around in her state of mnd on the
occasi on of a secret neeting between Frank, lan and Janes, soon after the
incident in the rec room

“According to nmy records, and the nedical database,’ said Janes as
he gl anced across at the other two nen, ‘ninety-eight percent of wonen who
have abortions have no regrets and woul d nmake the same decision again if the
situation arose.

‘James, that’s hardly the same. Those statistics were generated on
Earth,’ said |an.

‘It makes no difference whether we're in space or not. The wonan
is still the same. Loretta’s brain isn't operating any differently just
because we’'re in space.’

‘1 disagree Janes,’ added |an
‘How dare you tal k about me like I’ m sonme kind of robot.’

Their heads turned. Loretta stood at the door to the rec room She | ooked
drawn and weary, as though she had foregone sleep for a considerable tine.

‘Loretta, | thought you were asleep-

She ignored himand spoke sharply, ‘Let me tell you what’'s going on inside ny
head, as | can't expect you three to work it out.

She took a couple of steps further into the room Cradling her arnms over her
chest she noved over to the view port and stared out for a noment, seemngly
constructing the words to put her point across.

‘“1"ve spent ny life working in the mlitary and with the Space Foundation. You
all know that. |I’'ve worked very hard to get to where | am and it’s been
difficult for me. | managed though; | managed to el evate nyself through the
ranks to this-* she pointed out of the viewport, ‘to here, in a relatively
short space of tine. |I’mat the peak of ny career now. Being on the Daedal us
is the nost incredible achievement anyone could wi sh for. |I have reached ny
goal. At least as far as ny career is concerned, but-’

She took a deep breath and continued, ‘Like so nany other wonman who spent the
early part of their lives pursuing a career, eventually there cones a tine
where nature takes it's course and we have a desire to nother a child. It’s
built into us. | believe that women who continue their lives without children
are suppressing that urge within thensel ves. Suppressing that part of nature.’

‘Loretta you don’t need to explain-*

‘Yes | do Frank. | want to put this matter to rest so that we can get on with
this mission. You nust realise that | wanted that child. Now that | have
reached a pinnacle in my professional life | wanted to-

She was close to tears. lan stood and put his arm around her. She buried her
face into his chest and wept.

James and Frank stood quietly and left the room lan raised a hand and stroked
her sandy col oured hair ever so softly.



‘W're here Loretta. We're here.’

A few weeks later it becanme evident to the nen that Loretta had
overcome the enotions that were getting her down. She began to re-approach the
group, getting involved in crew activities. She would indulge in conversation
nmore and join in the ganes they would play and the novies they woul d watch,
and she was accepted in a new way. Not just as a fellow crewrenber, but as a
human bei ng who was in pain, and needed help in an extrene situation.

Frank coul d see the crew becom ng increasingly close as a result
of the whol e ordeal, although there was always a slight aninmpsity between
James and | an, which was evident to Frank, but which they always kept hidden
fromLoretta.

It seemed the two men had an understandi ng, albeit not a
conpl etely am cabl e one.

CHAPTER ELEVEN:. PMC- 04
00: 01 14 July 2173 AD

“PMC-04 is still inits ice-age,’ said Frank as he stared out of the view port
at the planet’s surface, alnost shivering as he thought of the brutal
tenmperatures that woul d exist there.

lan, Loretta and Janes stood before him They were all aware of
the gravity of the nmonent.

‘But,’ he added, 'it’s in a transition period, one that wll
probably take thousands of years. This planet is steadily noving to a new era
inits historical developnment, just as mankind is. And that is why | think we
shoul d give this planet a proper name now. Not just a cold, unenotional code
froman age-old catal oguing system |’ve been searching the shi ps database for
an appropriate title, and | think we should nanme this planet M/ cenae, after
the nane of the civilization that signified the transition in ancient G eece
fromthe Dark Ages to the Iron Age. It was a new step for the Geek society
all those many years ago. And now, as mankind sits on the edge of a new
frontier in space exploration, it is only fitting that we - on a ship naned
Daedal us - should give PMC-04 a Geek nane.’

I an nodded, ‘' Then Mycenae is an appropriate name, and | second
your deci si on.

Frank turned to Loretta. She was silent, but approving. She | ooked wi thdrawn,
as though she was still not fully over the terrible situation with her
pr egnancy.

James was equally silent, but Frank saw there were tears in his eyes.

‘Wl come then, ny fellow human representatives, and friends. Wl conme to
Mycenae.’

Usi ng the power reserves fromthe photovoltaic scoop, the Daedal us had
performed a final burn to decelerate steadily into a retrograde orbit around
t he pl anet Mycenae.

The huge pl anet was about three-quarters of the size of Saturn. Renote
sensi ng equi prent on the Daedal us revealed that the najority of the surface
did seemto be nade up of ice fields, which were over two hundred m | es deep



O her readings showed there to be a vast reserve of netallic conpounds in the
rocky outcroppi ngs, as though sone unknown chenical reaction had taken place
at some tinme in planet’s history. It could only be left to speculation as to
what | ay beneath the ice and rock, but it was probably nolten | ava. Over the
visible surface of the planet was a turbul ent display of ferocious electrical
storns that raged around the equatorial perineter

Even fromthis high altitude, it was possible to see the i Mmense ice covered
mountai n range that lay at the north polar region. Ribbons of glacial valleys
conplete with truncated spurs of sheared rock where the force of the ice had
crunmbl ed everything in its path. At the base of the glacial valleys were huge
melt-water rivers, thousands of kilometres | ong and hundreds of kilonetres

wi de. A glacial process very simlar to that of Earth’s, but on a nuch
grander scal e.

Later on, when the others had left, Loretta and Frank were alone in the
Conmmand Modul e, overseeing the final burns.

‘W' Il be shutting off the power in fifteen mnutes. This is the last TCM
brake prior to orbital insertion around the planet.’

“Still no sign of the noon.’
‘Not yet sir. According to the Spread Spectrum analysis, the moon is on the
ot her side of the planet, on the night-side. W shoul d have a visual in

about two hours.’ Loretta said, ‘But I'’mgetting anonal ous results when | try
to ascertain its shape and density.

‘“VWhat ki nd of anonmlies? Frank asked.

Loretta turned in her chair to face Frank. “Sir, the noon is not spherica
as we first assuned.’

‘Not spherical ? What woul d that nean?

‘It would indicate sir, that it’s nore likely to be an asteroid that was
trapped in Mycenae's gravitational pull and becane a satellite of it, rather
than a piece of rock that was spun off the planet during its creation, |ike
our noon’

‘“When do you think you can get some definitive results?

“Sir, I won't know any nore until we get a visual.’ Loretta replied.

There was a nonent of silence. Frank put his hand on her shoul der

‘“Are you alright? You are handling this so well.’ he asked sincerely.

She | ooked back at himwith eyes that betrayed a little desperation. But
finally she said, ‘Yes, Frank, 1'll be okay. Thank you.

‘How do you feel about the whole situation?

She sighed, ‘It was so hard to take at the tinme. You see, Frank, | wanted a
child so much, and | know lan did too. But it was easy for me to let ny heart
rule ny mnd. Deep down | know that James was right. There coul d have been any
nunber of conplications.

‘Loretta | think you ve been so brave. So brave. | admire you for the way you
have dealt with it.’ Frank whi spered.



She stared at him tears welling in her eyes, ‘I can get through this by
knowi ng that ny chance will cone again.’

‘“Yes, it will.’
‘“When | get home. When we all get back to Earth-

‘Life will be so different, Loretta. | amsure the world we go back to will be
a better place. A better place for you to parent a child. Your time will coneg,
|"msure of that.'

14: 30 14 July 2173 AD

The final two hours leading up to the visual on Mycenae’s nobon were anong the
| ongest and nost frustrating Frank had ever experienced.

Everything, the whole of the |last one hundred and thirty years of project

pl anning and mission tinme culmnated in this nonment. Thi s m ssion, which had
becorme his life. H s, and everyone el se on the Daedal us. This was their
nonent . The nonent they found, and saw the thing that they had been sent
here to investigate. The inplication for manki nd was astoundi ng, and Frank
could hardly contain his excitenent. During the last thirty mnutes he paced
(as best he could in hal f-gee) around his cabin, waiting inpatiently for the
call fromLoretta that indicated it was tinme to go up to the conmand nodul e.

He went up to his viewport and stared out at the star field as it shifted
past. What woul d the next hour, two hours, day, week even, hold for thenf?

Then his buzzer sounded, and Loretta’'s voice cane over the speaker system
“Sir, we have five mnutes until visual.’
Frank took one last ook at hinself in the cabin mrror. It was tine for the

nonent of his career. The monment of his life. This was the nonent that
Larry, Samuel, Frederick, Harold, Jake and Janice all died for

“Visual on Mycenae’s noon in T minus two mnutes and counting.’

‘Loretta. Lock the short-range antennae on the horizon's noonrise |ocation
If that signal is still beaming we need to pick it up.’

Loretta keyed a couple of commands into her unit.

‘ Checki ng co-ordinates. Ant ennae | ocked, sir.’
‘ Good. Now, lan, can you get a camera pointed at the noonrise |ocation?
‘“1"ve already done it sir.’ lan replied.

‘kay, set the zoomlevel to five times.’

lan started typing commands into his unit. Al flight operations required
good keyboard skills as well as a technical head for the task at hand.

‘Zoom set, sir.

‘T mnus one mnute.’ said Loretta.



Then James spoke, ‘lan, can you patch the imge fromthe camera to the other
noni tor s?

‘Yes,’ he replied, and tapped out another command. The image fromthe canera
appeared on six monitors around the room

The crew waited in silence. The | arge pl anet occupi ed the whol e port side of
t he Daedal us. The tunul tuous storns raged on the surface and in contrast,
all was silent on the ship.

Then Loretta spoke.

‘Ckay, we have moonrise in T mnus ten, nine..

Frank coul d hear his heart beating heavily in his chest.

..ei ght, seven, six..
He stared intently at the screen.
“.five, four, three, two, one..

‘There it is.” lan pointed at the tiny edge of a white object as it began to
energe slowy from behind the huge planet, slightly distorted by atnospheric
occul tation

Frank moved closer to the nonitor, ‘An ice asteroid? he asked.

“ Sul phur deposits? added Janes.

‘It’s too hard to tell. W need a better | ook. | ncrease zoomto tinmes
twenty.’ Frank said.

| an tapped anot her command into the keyboard and the zoom increased, the noon
was not centred, and it edged off the bottom of the screen as the zoom
intensified.

‘ Ckay, nove down.’

I an nmoved the image down the vertical edge of the planet to where the nobon was
rising, or shifting fromleft to right, out from behind the horizon

And the whole crew saw it at the sane tine. They all saw what Mycenae’s noon
really was. What they had come here for
It wasn’t an asteroid covered in ice, or sul phur deposits. In fact,

Mycenae’ s noon wasn't even a noon.

CHAPTER TWELVE: EURCPA DI STORTI ON
16 Septenber 2099 AD — Orbit of Europa, Mon of Jupiter

‘“This is Horizon Orbiter calling the Horizon Descent Probe. Please transmt
your anended descent trajectory.’

‘This is the Horizon Descent Probe. CQur Europa altitude is
seventy-five kilonetres, angle of insertion six point two degrees. W should
be touching down in approximately fifteen mnutes. W’'re getting busy with



the manual thrusters.’
‘Congratul ations team you’re making history.’

Above the Orbiter, Jupiter was beginning to emerge from behind
Europa. The gas giant was nearly seven hundred thousand kil ometres away from
them but the thick belt of liquid metallic hydrogen that formed the huge
pl anet’ s magnet osphere was sending out an electrical field that was strong
enough to break up the radio signal between the two craft. As the orange gas
gi ant | ooned nore and nore over Europa’ s horizon, Robert Donnelly felt his
attention being drawn away fromthe task at hand. H s gaze fixed on the eye of
a huge storm just above Jupiter’s equatorial region. It seemed as though the
clouds up there were nmoving ever so slowy, yet he knew that he was being
decei ved by sheer distance. Those w nds woul d be gusting at about six hundred
kil onetres an hour.

Not hi ng manki nd had sent into those wi nds had ever cone out.

Sonewhere in the gassy atnosphere of the giant planet were the
many broken fragnents of the Galil eo Probe which was swall owed up by the
at nosphere in 1995, and the Unity Atnospherics Mdule, a futile attenpt to
return sanples of Jupiter’s atnmosphere to Earth, which failed to escape
Jupiter’s ferocious atnmosphere in 2066.

El eanor’ s crackly voice fromthe Descent Probe cane over the radi o, snapping
Robert out of his trance.

‘Ckay,’ she said, ‘you’ re beginning to break up. How | ong are you
boys gonna be round the dark side.

‘W'l | be out of radio contact fromyou for three hours twenty
m nutes, so you be sure to take a |l ot of pictures when you get down to the
surface. W need to have sonething to send hone to Uncle Sam “One small

step...” and all that stuff. And try to get some footage. Sorry we’'re not
going to be around for the touchdown.’

‘“Ch don’t worry; we've got this thing |icked,’” |aughed El eanor
‘Bob flew this thing in the simulator a couple of billion times. The view
fromhere is absolutely stunning by the way. The glacial striations on the
surface are fascinating. |I'mno geol ogist but the ridges are a | ot higher than
| was expecting. |'mnot gonna forget this in a hurry. Ch..okay, we’'re |l osing
you. | guess we'll see you on the other side.’

‘CGood luck with the |landing,’ said Robert, who was rather
enbarrassed to feel a tear rolling down his cheek, ‘we’ll be thinking of you.

There was no response from El eanor. The descent probe had di pped
bel ow Europa’ s horizon, and there would be no contact with themuntil the
Orbiter had gone all the way around the icy noon.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN: MYCENAE S MOON
17:32 14 July 2173 AD

Mycenae’ s noon was a spaceship.
Mycenae’ s noon was anot her Daedal us.
As the two identical spacecraft net each other in orbit around Mycenae,

Loretta used the TCM thrusters to manoeuvre their ship into position al ongside
the other craft. This involved a transference burn froma retrograde orbit



to a prograde orbit, which effectively turned the Daedalus on its heels once
it had met with the second ship.

‘Trajectory Correction Manoeuvre conpl ete. |"ve used up the power fromthe
phot ovol tai c scoop to enable us to fall into a match velocity pattern with the
ot her Daedal us. But we’re running on enpty. I"mrelying on the orbita

ellipse to keep us nearby; with a bit of thrusting to keep us on track, but I
don’t know how | ong we can stay here. W have enough xenon, but we’'re al nost
out of electricity toionise it with.’

‘Ckay we need to think about alternatives. Loretta, can you confirmthat the
signal picked up by the Lincoln Qutpost was comng fromthis other Daedal us.’

‘“I"munable to confirmthat sir. I can’t intercept the signal until we get
directly in front of that antenna.’

‘Ckay, well we don’t have any reserve power for a manoeuvre like that so we'll
have to put the signal confirmation on hold.’

Frank climnbed over to the view port and stared out at the other Daedal us.

The craft had several dents in its hull, as though it had sustai ned nany
neteorite hits. O herwi se, the hull |ooked intact, but the accommopdati on
nodul e had st opped spi nning. He coul d al nost inmagine that he was | ooking in

a mrror, except he couldn’'t see another Frank staring back at him

He turned to face the crew. Pointing behind him out of the viewport,
i ndicating the ship that hung in space less than a kilometre off their port
side, Frank said, ‘Now, does anyone have any idea how that thing got here?

He | ooked around the cabin, and all he could see were bl ank faces. None of
his teamwas able to offer a sol ution.

“It’s inconprehensible sir.” lan said, ‘It’s |ike the Voyager Il cluster.’

‘Did the Space Foundation trick us?
. |_b\,\p1

‘ The accommodati on nodul e has stopped spinning. There can’t be anyone in
there.’

‘W’ ve been travelling for one hundred and fifteen years. Maybe during that
time, while we’ve been asleep, the Space Foundation built a second Daedal us
that uses a faster nethod of transportation than ion propulsion. It would
have enabl ed a second ship to overtake us while we were in cryogenic stasis,
and get to Mycenae first,’ said Frank

‘“I"'msorry,’ interrupted lan, ‘but there are two reasons why that theory
doesn’'t work. Firstly, the Space Foundation would have notified us in that
fifty-page report they sent us that they had built another ship. They would
have told us. And secondly, they would have given it a different nanme. Not
Daedal us. Even if they had called it Daedal us, then surely it would be
Daedal us Two. To build two ships the sane and give themthe sanme name and
send themto the same place. That would be plain stupid.’

‘Ckay. What if we were the subjects of an experinment?’
‘Ha! An experinent?

‘Yeah. Perhaps our reactions are being nonitored. Put us in a strange



situati on and watch how we behave.’

‘That’s even nore ridiculous. How would the Foundati on have got the ship
here?’

‘Like you said. A faster propul sion system’

‘“W're going round in circles here. |It’s not possible, it doesn't add up

You' re insinuating pre-neditation. You' re saying that the Foundation intended
to fool us, neaning that they already had the technology for a faster

propul sion system avail able to them back in 2048, when they decided to build

Daedal us. Whi ch neant that they would have sent us on a slower route, with a
sl ower propul sion system deliberately. It’s ridiculous. And what about the
signal ?’

‘Maybe there never was a signal.’

‘“Ch there was a signal alright. | heard it.’

‘“You heard a recording which could have been faked.

“Bul I shit. This conversation is getting stupid. There’ s not hi ng suspect
about the mission profile. W encountered an anomaly. A puzzle that we have
to figure out. There's a perfectly reasonabl e explanation as to why this ship

is here. W just have to find it.’

‘1 think we should board her. We can downl oad the | SCE and | og dat a.
There' s bound to be sonme information there.

‘Are you crazy. Board her? Shouldn’t we hail her first?

‘I"ve already tried. On every frequency we have. There’'s no response.’
Loretta interjected.

‘“Well, what else do you think we should do? We found the origin of the signal
W now know for sure that it wasn’t an extra terrestrial intelligence. It
was humans all al ong.

‘Whoa, wait, wait, wait.. lan said, ‘No, you guys are nmissing a vita
conponent here.

‘What ?’

‘Ckay,’ lan continued, ‘The Lincoln Qutpost received the signal in...when was
it 20487 The signal, we assume, is com ng fromthat spaceship, that Daedal us,
right? This is where we tracked the signal. W found the source, and it’s

this other ship.’
‘Right.’

“Which neans that it’s been transmtting the signal for about a hundred and
thirty years. That Daedal us!’

‘“It’s been here all along

lan junped in again, ‘Look guys, it didn’t get built at the sane tine as our

Daedal us. It wasn't part of some stunt pulled by the Space Foundati on
It’s not a backup ship either. It was al ready here. That ship is the
reason we cane here. It’s the signal fromthat ship that we canme here to

i nvesti gate. It’s like we built a second ship, to come and visit the first.



‘But that doesn’t make any sense.’

‘“No, it doesn’'t. Maybe it’'s a decoy.

James interjected. ‘W definitely have to board her. We need to find out if
it’s transmtting a signal. Wasn't that what our mission was in the first
pl ace?’

‘He’s right; we could sit and tal k about this for hours. We have no choi ce.

The answers to our questions lie on that ship, so we need to send a party in
to investigate.’

‘kay, who gets to go?

| an spoke up, ‘1’1l go.’

‘Ckay, but we can get two in the EVA, who else is in?

Sil ence, then Janes spoke.

‘“Me sir. [l go with him’

‘Ckay Janes, follow lan's orders at all times.’ Frank said.

‘Yes sir.’

The two Daedal us spaceshi ps fl oated al ongsi de each other a kil onetre apart,
hangi ng in space at an altitude of 1,800 kilonetres over Mycenae. The

pl anet’s surface reached off into the di stance above, below, in front and
behi nd t hem At regular intervals the turbulent storms on the planet’s
surface beside themwould throw up i nmense columms of steaminto the sky,
sometines rising up as much as fifty or sixty kilometres above the orange

sul phur cl oud cover. Beneath those clouds were the secrets of this wonderfu
nmet eor ol ogi cal phenonenon

Sonetimes, the acconmodati on nodul e’s rotation would throw out all sense of
‘up’ and ‘down’. Cccasional ly the Daedal us ships were hangi ng al ongsi de the
huge sphere, then, after a few degrees of rotation, one would be filled with
the sense that they were hanging in the sky, on their side, directly above the
pl anet . Then, shortly after, the notion that the ships sat side-on to a

pl anet that hung directly above them and the crew would have to shake the

i dea that gravity would cause the planet to crash down onto them smashing the
two tiny ships into a mllion fragnents.

It was somewhat reassuring to Frank, (though he couldn’t really pinpoint the
reason why) that Mycenae contai ned seem ngly vast reserves of water. For
when there was water, there would often be life, either in the past, present
or future, provided the climactic conditions were favourabl e enough

Whet her life on the surface had had the chance to evolve out of the icy oceans
was clearly yet to be discovered, but the presence of these ‘sky-geysers’

i ndi cated that there was possibly heat somewhere on or bel ow the surface. It
was heat and water that enabl ed the devel opnent of life on Earth, in the
depths of the sea where the thermal vents rose up fromthe core.

Then he understood why he felt contented by it. It was conforting to know
that despite the nassive - and yet universally tiny - distance they had



travel l ed, the building blocks of life were still prevalent in other parts of
space, reinforcing the increasingly definite notion that nmanki nd was not
al one.

If Iife had evol ved out of the oceans on this planet, and time had all owed

themto mature their genetic make-up, then within a fewmllion years, a
civilisation could devel op. Per haps even a species that could make it into
space.

There was no doubt that Mycenae held — quite literally — a vast ocean of
secrets that could aid mankind’s quest for know edge in the universe.

‘Maybe,’ Frank whispered to hinmself, ‘we need to send a probe down’.

I nsi de the Command Mbdul e, Frank and Loretta sat at the coms unit. Fr ank
pressed the button to open the link to lan and Janmes, who were preparing the
EVA unit.

‘Janmes, where’'s lan?

‘He’s just in front of me sir.’” Janes replied through the radio unit.

‘Tell himto switch his unit on.

A moment | ater lan’s voice came over the unit. ‘Ckay, I'min the EVA unit,
James is just getting in behind. Ready for detach in about two m nutes.

‘Ckay, |let us know when you' re out of the airlock.
‘Does anyone think there'll be any hostilities out there?
‘James, we're in space, the whole place is hostile.

‘“Ckay sir, |I’mopening the airlock.

Thr ough the speaker, they could hear the nechanical drive that rolled the
airl ock door open.

“I"mthrusting forward. W' re clear of the ship and headi ng towards Daedal us
Two. I’mmoving at ten nmetres per second. I’mgoing to reverse thrust. I
don’t want to conme up on it too fast.’

Si |l ence

“Vow What a view It's beautiful out here. W'I|Il be there in less than a
mnute. |Its strange isn't it Janes. Hanging in space between two Daedal us
spacecraft. Wiat the hell is this dam thing doing here?

‘How are you doi ng, |an?

‘Ckay, we're coming up on it now |I’msending a localised airlock instruction
to Daedal us Two.’ A nonent of silence, ‘It’s accepted the conmand. The
airlock door is opening.’

‘Can you see anything yet?

‘“Not yet, but 1'Il keep you posted, out. Ch, okay there’s another EVA unit
in there. I’ mgoing to nanoeuvre it out the way. We may have to lose it or



we' || never get inside.’

‘lan, you can't lose it. Do you have any idea how rmuch those things cost.’
I an | aughed, ‘Frank we have no choi ce. I"ve got it with the grappler
devi ce.’

‘Can you hook it onto the outside of the ship sonehow?’

‘“No, 1've got a better idea. I’mgoing to keep it in nmy grappler and reverse
into the airlock. Hopefully we'll both fit inside and | can shut the door.

A few mnutes of silence, then a couple of netallic clunk sounds, followed by
a further nessage fromlan

‘Ckay, both the other EVA unit and us are in the airlock, and the door is
cl osed. Depressuri sing now.’

Over the speakers cane a faint hissing sound, followed by a beep, which
i ndicated that the pressure outside the EVA unit in the Daedal us Two airl ock
was the sane as the pressure inside.

‘Oxygen levels are normal,’ said Janes. “Hull integrity seens okay.’
‘Right,” lan said, ‘we’'re ready to have a | ook around. W' re clinbing out.
The i nner door is opening. Al the renote commands |’ m sendi ng are being
accepted.’

‘Does that surprise you? Frank asked.

Loretta interjected, ‘Even though the frequencies may have been recali brated

if the ship was different. It doesn’t surprise nme that they' re the sane.
This is another Daedalus after all. What surprises me is the fact that it’'s
here at all.

‘Ckay Frank,’” lan said, ‘“we’'re inside. |It’s dark, get the torches.

“Any signs of life?

‘Not yet. I"mgoing to head over to a network point to do a downl oad of the
shi p status.

‘Ckay, and keep looking for... Frank was interrupted.

“Sir, what's that?’ Janes said.

‘1 don’t know.’ lan replied.
After a noment Janmes’s voi ce came over the speaker. ‘It’s an artifact of
some ki nd. It seems to be made of some sort of nmetal, and there's a carving

on the front.’

Then lan spoke, ‘It’s a strange object Frank, the engraving is a picture of
the Earth, it’'s beautifully drawn.’

‘“lan you' Il have plenty of tine to | ook around after you’ ve downl oaded the | og
dat a. Get to a network point.’
‘Ckay, |’'m plugging in. | hope the systens are running. We may have to

reboot if there’s a...Ch. It’s okay; the systens are still functioning. ‘1’m



downl oadi ng the status data now.’

‘kay. Good stuff. I want you to stay on the ship and catal ogue what you
find. We're preparing to send a probe down to the planet’s surface.

“Sir, a probe won't answer any questions about Daedal us Two.’

‘“No, it probably won't, but while we’'re here, picking our noses waiting for
lan and Janmes to gather some answers, nmaybe we can get a little science done.
W can learn a lot fromwhat’'s going on down on that surface. Down there are
the answers to serious questions about extra-solar planets. We can’'t skip
this opportunity.’

‘l guess you want ne to Nav the thing,’ said Loretta

‘I"'mafraid so.”

‘ The probe’s parachute has depl oyed. EPI rneasurenents indicate nom na

| evel s of radiation. Angl e of insertion is eight-point-five degrees. I
hope this baby doesn’t bounce,’ said Loretta as beads of perspiration began to
break out on her forehead.

‘W' ve | ost visual,’ she continued as she pressed buttons and took readi ngs
of f her screens.

‘“It’s gone bel ow the cloud tops. | have a confirmation that the heat shield
has conme away.

‘Ckay we have a high-energy heliumion conposite of twenty-three per cent.
It’s very close to the heliumcontent of Jupiter’s atnosphere. The pl anet’s
interior is probably very hot. The At nospheric Structure |nstrunent

i ndi cates nean tenperature at the cloud tops is one-twenty degrees Kel vin,
sir. That’'s about minus one-five-three degrees Cel sius.’ She | ooked up

‘Can the probe operate under those conditions? asked Frank

‘Yes, it’'ll be okay sir, provided the winds aren’t too strong. |"ve got the
W de-Fi el d sensor checking the speeds now. I think the orange clouds are
formed out of some sort of sul phur deposits drawn up into the atnosphere from
war ner regions. Ckay, we now have twelve times Earth atnospheric pressure,
and a wi nd speed of one thousand and fifty kilonetres per hour. The
tenmperature’ s increasing. |’ve got the Nephel onmeter testing the cloud
density.’

‘ Nephel onet er ?’

‘The probe has an extended armon it that reflects a | aser beam back at its
mai n body. The refraction of the beam shows how dense the cloud | ayers are.

Loretta typed another command into her unit.

‘It looks |like we have an anmmoni um hydr osul phi de cloud |ayer at this | ower
al titude. Lower wi nd speeds, we’'re down to seven hundred kil onetres per hour
now. ’

Al t hough he had seen her work this quickly in the simulator, Frank was stil
i npressed by her speed and accuracy. | really do have a top class team
wor ki ng for me. He thought.



Loretta continued to speak. ‘W have |ightning. El ectrical disturbance

pretty high, it’s affecting the telenetry. I"mswitching the renpte canera
on.’

A snowy image cane on the nmonitors in the Comrand Modul e. Frank turned to

| ook at one of the screens. The majority of the inmage was nmade up of orange

cl oud | ayers.

‘Pressure reduci ng, we should break bel ow the clouds in a few seconds.

And then it happened, the probe broke through the | owest |ayer of clouds and
the picture on the nonitors became much cl earer. The probe was descendi ng
slowy now through the | ast few hundred nmetres of its flight to the surface of
t he pl anet

The view was quite stunning fromthis altitude. The weat her was ruch cal ner
down at this level, the sunlight broke through the orange clouds and streaned
down onto the surface.

Loretta spoke up, ‘Woa, | thought it was ice down there.

Instead of the ice-nountains they expected, all they could see were masses of
dar ker objects, strewn all over the ground. In fact the objects were
scattered all the way to the horizon

‘“Are they rocks perhaps. Turn the camera.’ Frank said.

As Loretta spun the canera through three hundred and sixty degrees, they saw
that the view was the same in all directions. ‘They aren’t rocks, sir. It’'s
those netallic conpounds we saw as we were approachi ng.

‘No, they aren’t netallic conmpounds. Not natural ones anyway.’

Strewn all across the frozen wastes of Mycenae, stretching fromhorizon to

di stant horizon were hundreds, or even thousands, perhaps nmillions of scraps
of broken spacecraft. Al'l of the broken up nodules were famliar to Frank
He had, after all, been involved in the design process of the Daedal us right

fromthe begi nni ng.
“Jesus Christ Alnmighty.’ said Frank in stunned awe, ‘How did this happen?
‘There must be hundreds of them’ whispered Loretta.

They both stared open nouthed as the probe floated down to the surface on its
triple parachute system bringing the frightening image closer to them

In increasing detail they saw smashed up parts of the Cryogenic Mdul e, the
Accommodat i on Modul e, the Sci ence Mdul e and the Command Modul e. Thousands of
copi es of the Daedal us.

Mycenae was covered in them

Then the probe inpacted with the ground, and the image was gone.

‘lan, Janes, how are you doi ng over there?

lan’s voi ce crackl ed back over the speaker from Daedal us Two, ‘Frank you're



not going to believe this. I’ve found a journal here witten by you. The
dates are all nmessed up, but I'muploading it to you now.’

‘ Ckay, keep up the good work. [|’ve got sone strange results fromthe probe.
W' || talk when you get back.’

Frank expected a response fromlan, but there was only the hissing static.
‘lan, is there any news about the beacon? Frank asked.

More sil ence.

“lan. | said, is there any news about the signal?

Still silence.

‘James, is lan okay.’ Frank asked.

“Sir...1"’mokay’, lan said finally, ‘I.l1 think you need to hear this.’

‘Hear what? You’' ve found the signal?

‘Yes sir, |I've found the signal, but I don’t understand it. This thing' s
been broadcasting a message to the Lincoln Qutpost for over a century. It
doesn’t make any sense. Anyway, |’'m patching the nessage through now. By
the way, it was backwards, |’ve had to reverse the recording and nake a new

copy of it that plays forward. Get a load of this.’

There were a couple of spurts of static crackling foll owed by a beep. Then a
nmessage started to play, and Loretta s recorded voi ce cane out through the
speakers.

‘“This is a message from Systens Oficer Loretta Pearce of the Daedal us calling
the Lincoln Qutpost froma geo-synchronous orbit around PMC-04, a planet we

now call Mycenae. W have received news of a catastrophe that wll befal
the Earth. Take i nmedi ate evasive action to avoid the inbound asteroid.
418-M nos will destroy all life on Earth. Track the object. You nmust escape.

I only hope we are not too |ate.

There was anot her beep, and the message repeat ed. The recorded voi ce was
close to tears. The sense of urgency and hel pl essness was evident in the
words Loretta said and the conviction with which she spoke them

After the message had played twice, and its inplications had time to sink in,
Frank turned to | ook at Loretta. Her eyes were wide, clearly very noved by
heari ng her own voi ce speak such words. There were tears in her eyes, and as
Frank | ooked at her, the first of many began to roll down her face.

‘“What the hell happened here?’ said Loretta.

lan’s voice cane over the speaker, ‘Sir, what do you think we should do now?’

‘“lan, | want you and Janes to return to the ship. W need to regroup so that
we can assess the situation. And bring that carving with you.

‘Yes sir, returning now.’ Replied lan
Frank turned to the others, ‘Wen they get back, | want everyone assenbled in

the Rec room In the mean time I’ mgoing to have a | ook at that journal Ian
downl oaded.



Frank clinbed down the service tunnel to the rimcorridor, and wal ked round to

hi s cabin. He was struggling to stay awake now. Al he wanted to do was
sl eep. But there was no tinme for that. And he knew that he woul dn’t be
abl e to anyway. Not under these circunstances.

Once he was back in his cabin, he brewed up sone coffee and settled down in
his chair to read the journal

CHAPTER FOURTEEN. FUTURE H STORY
14 Sept enber 2483 AD

Extract from Commander Frank Chanbers Journal, downl oaded from Daedal us Two

W feel alone. W are so far fromthe Earth. Sonet hi ng strange has
happened. Sonet hi ng we cannot conpr ehend.

The conputer woke us up as pl anned. It was supposed to wake us after a
certai n amount of ticks. It performed the task perfectly. Except, the date
is not 2171, as anticipated in the | SCE The ship’s timer indicated on
arrival that we are in the year 2483. We are over three hundred years |l ate.

PMC-04 wasn’t there when we intercepted its orbit. Al our timngs are

wWr ong. If the date really is 2483, that would explain why the planet and its
noon are gone. They are el sewhere along their orbital path. The physics
match up, but why is it the year 24837

If we really have been travelling for nore than three hundred years in
cryogeni c sleep, then we would be nmuch further into space than just Proxina.
The di stances are correct but — again - the timngs are all wong. Did the
spacecraft team back on Earth nmess up the cal cul ati ons?

But there are stranger things going on. Things that challenge nmy ability to
t hi nk straight.

Time on the Daedalus is travelling backwards. O, at least, that’'s what the
shi ps cl ocks are reporting. Everything to us seens to be running nornmally.
Yet time is counting down on the Daedal us. Loretta says that all the
circuitry is fully functional. What is going on?

But it gets even stranger than that.

When we woke from our cryogenic sleep, we found a nunber of strange artifacts
littered around the ship, strange netallic scul ptures and wood-1i ke carvings.
Most of themwere located in the accomvpdati on nodul e, where the centrifugal
force prevented themfrom floating around the ship. We have no idea how t hey
got here. So far we have found about thirty of them but we keep finding

nor e. God knows how many there are. There is no sign of forced entry to

t he ship.

Qur only estimation is that someone or something is trying to tell us
sormet hi ng. Sonehow, they got inside the Daedal us while we were asleep and
pl aced these itenms here knowi ng that we would find them when we woke up

The t hought of unknown bei ngs noving about on the Daedal us while we | ay asleep
frightens nme deeply. If they had been a nore hostile race then we could have
been kill ed. | am so scared.



What if they cone back?

Each artifact has an engraving on it. Beauti ful depictions cast in the
wood- | i ke and netallic materials. Pictures of the Earth, all geographically
accur at e. Pi ctures of the Daedal us etched in stunning detail. Pi ctures of
the Lincoln Qutpost and the NEO R g. A picture of a young boy throw ng
stones on a beach. There is even a picture of Loretta, reaching towards a
handl e or switch of sonme sort. Sone of the other pictures are also a little
cryptic. There is one of lan with a tentacle |ike object burrow ng through
his |eg. One of Harold, |ooking up at the nmoon through a hole in his hand.
If they are in sequence, then | amsure there are sonme m ssing. W have
devoted our time to locating all of the artifacts. Hopefully in time we will
pi ece together this extraordi nary puzzle.

19 August 2483 AD

Daedal us tine is still running in reverse. I am|logging ny journal entries
as depicted on the ships conputer. This is such a strange phenonenon. Can
time really be travelling backwards? Is this sone strange side effect of extra
solar travel ? Has Proxim’'s star nessed up the tine prograns on the Daedal us?
If that were the case then surely we would never have woken at all. The |1 SCE
itemthat triggered the conputer to wake us woul d never have occurred. e
woul d be floating forever in enpty space.

Last night | had a dream | dreaned the Daedal us intercepted PMC-04 orbit
when the planet was actually there. That we | ocated the source of the
beacon. That PMC-04- A was the home of the alien civilisation that created
these artifacts. That we finally made contact with another intelligent race.

But it felt as though |I was |ooking at the Daedal us through a frosted |ens.
It’s lines and curves distorted and fragmented.

I woke with an enpty feeling in ny heart. As though | was only seeing half
the story, and that the other half was far nore significant.

W have begun to piece together the artifacts. There appears to be a
nunberi ng system on the undersi de of each carving. The sequence resenbl es

t he dot-dash structure of Morse code. It is becoming easier for us to put
theminto order. The artifacts seemto construct a story about the
destruction of the Earth by an asteroid. One picture shows the NEO Ri g being
torn apart by a massive chunk of rock from space. The Eiffel Tower in the
shadow of the imense stone. The Sydney Opera house being destroyed by a

col ossal tidal wave. The statue of Liberty broken into pieces.

| recogni se the shape of the asteroid. God knows |’ve seen it often enough
It is 418-M nos.
How did these itens get here? The complexity of the situation is nmaddening.

If an alien intelligence is trying to tell us sonething about the destruction
of Earth, what can we do fromfour |ight years away. Are we too | ate?

Too | ate?
If time is running backwards, then perhaps we are too early.
18 August 2483 AD

| have just finished a neeting with the crew The inplication of the story



of the carvings nmeans only one thing. Earth is in the grip of an extinction
| evel event, and someone or sonething that wanted to tell us, possibly to help
us, visited the Daedal us and | eft behind these artifacts. W do not know if
the asteroid has hit Earth or whether the destruction is immnent. Per haps
it won't happen for a hundred years. Maybe it happened a hundred years ago.
But there is little we can do fromthis great distance. Tur ni ng back to
Earth, clinmbing back into our cryogenic pods and begi nni ng our Hohmann
transfer out past PMC-07 would be futile. For all intents and purposes, we
are stranded.

Loretta suggested the only thing we can do is start transmitting a signal to
Eart h. Try to warn themin case the disaster hasn't happened yet. The rest
of the crewis in agreenent. Loretta has set the transm ssion beacon to
point to the Lincoln Qutpost, in case the destruction of Earth has al ready
taken pl ace and there are no tel escopes on Earth left to receive our signal

Hopeful ly, the nmoon will be able to pick up our signal. Loretta inforns ne
that the tel escopes at the Lincoln Qutpost are only a fraction of the power of
the Earth based scopes. We can only hope that our efforts have sone effect,

even if it is only an advance warning of Earth’s inm nent destruction

12 July 2483 AD

Morale is extrenely | ow on the Daedalus at the noment. We are getting at
each ot her and havi ng argunents. Everyone is so disappointed to have our
nm ssi on obj ectives becone so radically distorted. We are at a |oss.

lan put forward the theory today that the extraterrestrial visitors are
bluffing us. That they entered the Daedalus and | eft these carvings here
because they wanted us to think that the Earth has been destroyed. I have no
i dea as to what possible end their actions would have if that were true, but
we are not in a position to rule out anything at the noment.

Yest erday we began a six-hour | ong TCM burn. Loretta has been perform ng
sone theoretical calculations and is convinced that a few minor attitude

adj ustments can get us on course to intercept with PMC 04- A O course, she
has to work in with reverse orbits due to the tinme reverse anomaly, but she is
an extremely clever scientist and | trust her postul ations. Thr oughout the
manoeuvres, she is doing an excellent job of keeping the antennae pointed
towards the Earth's noon.

21 June 2483 AD

I amrem nded of the words of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, ‘It is a capital m stake
to theorise before one has data.’

But today | feel justified.

| have becone sonewhat troubled with the phil osophical question of time noving
backwar ds. Wth no point of reference it is a very difficult notion to

conpr ehend. If we travelled through some kind of wornhole while we were
asleep then it supports the belief that there are nultiple planes of existence
and that the wormhol e acted as a doorway between two of those pl anes, or

per haps nore.

Per haps perception of tine becomes nore distorted the further into the
wor mhol e we travel. This anomaly may only be the begi nning.

Note: Euclid s first axi om A straight line can always be drawn between two
gi ven points in space. Have we broken this |aw?



Wornmhol es are only theoretical in the field of science. There is no evidence

to support their existence. But if they do exist, and we travelled between
two parallel universes, why should we believe that time in other universes are
travelling in the sane direction. Time only exists because we perceive it.
And tinme only runs forwards because that is how we perceive it. But the main
t hi ng about perception is that it is a single viewpoint, which neans that
there are other viewpoints. The human perspective is a single and very

narr ow m nded vi ewpoi nt .

It’s like we are ants on the inside of a balloon. Wth only the balloon as a
frame of reference, who are we to speculate on the world outside it

Beneath the reality we know i s chaos. We are bal anced precariously on a

kni f e-edge between infinite real ns of crossing |anes. Ti me, or perception of
it, like so many other things, has been shaped and noul ded by humanity in an
attenpt to make sense of the things we do not understand. We give it names
and we try to rationalise. But we don’t really have any answers.

A further thought. Imagine if tinme were like an old roll of celluloid. The
i mmges woul d be presented in a certain order, which can be played forward or
backwar d. However, despite the viewer’'s perception of the imges (forwards
or backwards), the inages thenselves remain in the same pl ace. A const ant,
proving that tinme is really only an illusion, and that things just do what

t hey do, regardl ess of how you view t hem It is the perception of an object,
rather than the object itself that creates the illusion of tine. But beneath
the order and stability that we so desperately cling to, lies a chaos that
beckons our curiosity. Put one single toe into the ocean of things we don’'t
understand, and the mind is changed forever. | deas take on a new form

Per specti ve becones confusion, and we try to forget that we ever went down to
the water’s edge.

| an once said sonething that stuck with me for a long tinme. It feels
appropri ate now.

‘The universe’ he said, ‘is far nore easily explained with maths than wth
magi c.’

12 Decenber 2482 AD

Loretta has achieved a masterful piece of navigation work. Two hours ago the
Daedal us fell into a geo-stationary orbit over the planet PMC 04. W are
delighted to have conpleted this part of the nission even under the obscure

ci rcunst ances.

W are still troubled to find however, that there doesn’'t appear to be a noon
orbiting the planet. It seens as though nmany aspects of this mssion were
not as carefully planned out as we had first thought.

10 Sept enber 2440 AD

It has been sonme tine since my last entry. The situation has becone so
desperately denoralising. | have let ny crew down. My | eadership skills
were not able to create the cohesi on needed within the group. | have had ny
eye on the airlock for sone time now, and it seens |like the way out of so nany
t hi ngs. Maybe that is the only way | can concl ude this. To becone a part
of the universe | cane out here to explore.

5 Sept enber 2440 AD



My nanme is Frank Chanbers. This is ny ship. My Daedal us. God hel p us
all.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN: EUROPA DI STORTI ON |
16 Septenber 2099 AD - Europa, Mon of Jupiter

El eanor rattled the conms beacon switch in a frustrated manner. The Obiter
was late. It should have emerged fromits orbit around the planet. It had no
reason to be late. The whol e thing had been cal cul ated perfectly.

She turned her head, and stared out of the viewport and the dark
icy landscape of Europa. Jupiter doninated the sky above, and cast a wan
orange gl ow across the tundra.

Suddenly the radio cane alive.

‘..ayday this is the Horizon Orbiter calling the Descent Probe can you hear
nme?’

‘Hey Robert, we were begi nning to wonder what the hell happened to
you. W made it down. The eagle has |landed. You are nowtalking to the
first woman to stand on Jupiter’s moon Europa. | hope you' re inpress-.’

‘El eanor. That you? Thank God!’' Robert’s crackly voice sounded
desperate, ‘Listen we’ve been hit! Sonmething just came out of nowhere and
slamred into the side of us while we were on the dark-side. Blown all our
goddam xenon tanks the shit’s really flying up here. W got fires everywhere.
The whol e Command Modul e’ s burning up. W're trying to rmaintain a steady
orbit here but the damm thing was so big it whacked us right out of line.

W' re | osing oh-two, and Systens are working on some TCMs to get us back on
track.’

‘Wl l what was it? A neteorite?’

‘Haha! A nmeteorite. |If only! No it wasn’'t a goddam neteorite, it
was the Pioneer probe. It’'s got the words NASA witten on it in big fucking
letters on the side. Can't miss it! Ripped through side of the hull, we got
C&W's wailing left right and centre here. The situation is critical. There's

no way out of this.’

‘Ckay Orbiter, I can see you now. | can see your hull breach, it
| ooks pretty bad. Correction, it |ooks goddam awful. Shoul d we rmake an ascent
to aid-*

‘“No you’ll have to stay on the surface for now, there’'s a problem
wi th the docki ng bay doors. They won't open. How are you guys doing for
oh-two?’

‘Ch-two’ s okay for now we’ ve got about six hours on the clock,’
replied Eleanor, ‘W need to |ift off Europa in three hours to | eave enough of
a margin to get us back to-

‘Don’t worry. We'll have this baby fixed in two. Gve us two
hours.’

‘ Ckay, good |uck Robert, and keep ne inforned,’” added El eanor
Two hours seenmed |like a very optimstic assessnment from Robert.

Too optim stic perhaps.



CHAPTER SI XTEEN: SPLIT TI ME
15 July 2173 AD

lan sat in his cabin with a blank screen on his palntop conputer. He knew he
was close to the answer. But there was sonething troubling him

Using his |laser-pen he drew a circle on the screen
‘“No,’” he whispered to hinself, ‘This isn't good enough.

He stood and wal ked over to his conmputer unit and renmpved a pair of virtua
reality glasses and a data-glove fromthe wall-nmounted rack

Pl aci ng the gl asses over his eyes and the glove on his hand, he pinched his
fingers and the display becane live.

He was transported to a three-di nensional nmenu system He selected the nmenu
entitled ‘M ssions’

In front of his eyes, flowed a |list of every space m ssion ever conducted by
manki nd.

| an selected *Voyager Il Probe’ and entered a further nenu, where he sel ected
‘VR-Traj ectory’

He was shown a conmputer ani mati on of the Voyager probe flying past Jupiter
Neptune and Pluto. He paused the animation at the point where the probe hit
t he hel i opause, and transferred the interstellar co-ordinates to the buffer

Back at the main nmenu, lan raised his finger to select the trajectory of the
Daedal us over tine, and ran the conputer animation. At the point where the
spacecraft exited the heliosphere, he paused the animtion and ran a
correl ati on based on the Daedal us exit point, and the Voyager exit point
stored in the buffer.

There was no relationship. The two points were mllions of kilometres apart.

lan smiled. The very lack of a correlation in the coordi nates meant that he’'d
finally figured it out.

Frank could not hold back the tears this tine. He had fought against it for
so | ong. But now the situation had becone too nuch to bear

He was tired. He and his crew had been working al nbost constantly for the
| ast twenty-four hours.

He sat on his cabin bed with his head in his hands and wept. Wping salty
tears fromhis reddened eyes, he considered the plight of his other self. It
filled himw th an unnerving sense of sadness and wonder nment.

He had seen, witten out on this pal mconputer, the descent into nmadness and
eventual suicide of — hinself.

How was soneone expected to react to such a thing?



The four remaining crewrenbers of the Daedal us sat in the recreation room
The at nosphere was subdued. Frank could see there was a great degree of
confusion in his coll eagues’ faces and he knew he had the form dabl e task of
bringing this mssion back on track, as it had undoubtedly gone quite
seriously astray.

I an however - perched on the edge of a w de bench - seened
strangely calm

‘Ckay, can | have your attention please.’ said Frank

The tal king stopped, and all eyes turned to Frank. He took a deep breath and
conti nued.

‘“Now. We’'ve all had a chance to read the journal that lan recovered from
Daedal us Two. And it seens to ask nore questions than it answers. And the
results fromthe descent probe are even nore perplexing. However, we need to
decide how to progress this mssion. |I'mlaying it open to you.

James interrupted, ‘W can’'t go hone, can we?’

Frank rai sed his hand, ‘Now hang on. W don't know that the Earth was
destroyed.’

‘“VWs? O will be? Janes added.

‘But going hone,’ added lan, ‘Isn’'t that exactly what we do do?

Al eyes turned to him Frank spoke, ‘Wat do you nean?

He stood up and noved away fromthe others, folded his arnms and turned to
address them ‘Well, lets think about it. We definitely don't stay here - at

Mycenae - do we?’

Frank cl enched his fists behind his back. | an seermed to have a theory for
everyt hing, ‘How come? he asked, feigning politeness.

I an sighed, making his agitation known, ‘Frank, do |I have to think of
everything? | nmean; if we stay here, then we woul d becone the second
Daedal us.’

Al'l he got were blank stares. Nobody under st ood.

‘“It’s all about perspective,’” he tapped his forehead, ‘Did nothing of that
journal go in?

I an was | ooki ng around the room clearly waiting for the penny to drop, *‘Ckay,

how can | explain this. W went through a wormhole, or a black hole or white
hol e, or asshole or a great big cosnic photocopier. Watever you want to cal
it. Suddenly there were thousands of ships, just Iike the Voyager. But with

t he Daedal us, one of them got catapulted three hundred years into the future,
but in the same place right?

‘Right.’

‘Wll, here we are, heading for that time, albeit much nore slowy. VWhat |'m
saying is, if we stay here, Frank’s journal would have referred to a second
Daedal us. Us!’” He drew his hands together and linked his fingers to
illustrate, ‘we’d have to neet somewhere along the tineline. Conprende?



“Ah!’ said Janes.

“Ah, indeed.’” lan sniled and exaggeratedly raised his index finger, as if
telling a bedtinme story, ‘Except, we’'d all be dead, and our Daedal us woul d be
the floating tomb. But because there’s no reference to us in Frank’s journal
a second Daedal us — or any ot her Daedal us’s when you cone to think of it -
orbiting Mycenae, it can only mean that we obviously head off somewhere el se.
Probably hore. "

‘lan, are you saying our decision is pre-ordai ned?” asked Frank
lan threw his arns up into the air, ‘Ch hell | don’t know do |?
‘But how does that explain the others? The ones on the surface? asked Janes.

‘“Well that’'s easy,’ Loretta quickly interjected, ‘W all know that an object
will fall to the planet’s surface if it’s orbital path caused it to graze the
at nosphere each tine it passed. The speed would slowy be shaved off it, and
eventually it would drop out of the sky,’

‘“If this wormhole really did copy us out lots of times,’ added lan, ‘then who
knows how many goddamm copi es of the Daedal us there are! Throughout the course
of history and the future, this scenario has been played out hundreds of

times. Another Daedalus arrives at PMC, runs out of power and crashes into
the planet. Then yet another Daedal us arrives at PMC, runs out of power and
crashes into the planet. There are so nmany copies of us, strewn out through
time. You see, we're all a part of it. Al the other crews of all the other
Daedal us’s wake fromtheir cryo sleep, and go about the task of getting to
Mycenae, because that was what their m ssion specification was. W just found
one of them the nost recent - so to speak. It’s exactly the same as the
Voyager probes.’

‘This is too damm confusing. Are you saying that because so nany copies of us
have been nade, we’'re stuck in a loop, like an old broken record, where nore
and nore copies of the ship run out of fuel at different points in time, over
t housands of years, and just keep on crashing into the planet?

‘Yes, and it may not just be here. Perhaps sonme copies even tried to nmake it
hone. Perhaps sone copi es appeared in places that we can never imagi ne! That
woul d expl ain sone of the strange inages on the artefacts. But | think we are
dealing with nore than just a wormhole.’ said |lan

‘“You're right. 1t would have to be a big nother of a wormhole if it was going
to trap the Voyager and us! On an interstellar |level, the distances are
massive.’ said Janes

‘Exactly, and that’s why | think that we are dealing with a spherical anomaly.
One which surrounds the entire solar systemin which Earth resides. It’'s the
hel i opause, the outer reaches of the solar wind. Fly through it and you're
into a whol e new area of |ogic.

‘This is one hell of a theory lan, when did you dreamthat one up,’ said
Janes.

lan raised a finger. ‘Don’t you see? The heliopausal anomaly distorts things,
and then - as if to cover its tracks, or to keep us ignorant - it filters its
di stortions back into the solar system so that those of us within it can't
see what it’'s done.’

‘l don't get it,” muttered Janes.



lan smled, ‘Janes, ask yourself this. Wy didn’t our Earth-based tel escopes
see the Voyager cluster? Wiy didn't the Lincoln Qutpost get a clearer copy of
Loretta’ s transmi ssion? W only heard the beeps. Wy did we think PMC04-A
was a nmoon? It wasn’'t until we got here that we discovered that the noon was
anot her Daedal us. These are all inportant factors that woul d have deci ded our
course of action back on Earth. It all amunts to one thing.’

‘Yes, of course! W served its purpose,’ added Frank

‘“Yes! You see, we had to serve its purpose, because it’'s all part of a |loop
Call it fate. Call it destiny. God only knows how big that loop is. It may
even reach into places and tinmes that we’' Il never understand. But the key is
that we are serving a higher purpose. Playing out our part in a grander
schene. And it all cones back to that elusive concept of tine..

They were silent for a nonent, contenplating.

‘*So what now?’ asked Janes

‘“Well, | think we should make another sortie into the other Daedalus to
recover any bodies we might find and the artifacts.’ said lan

James expl oded, ‘Are you kidding? O her versions of us!’
‘W' Il need to performan analysis on themif we can. The nore we can |l earn

about this crazy situation the better. W have to maintain a scientific
viewpoint, in the light of all that’s happened.’ replied Ian

He | ooked at the others. Everyone remained silent. ‘' Ckay, so we’'re agreed,
yes? he added. ‘I1’'Il lead again if that’s okay.
‘There’s one nore issue which we haven't discussed. The nost inportant one.’

Janes sai d.
‘What ?’
‘How the hell do we get home?’ said Janes.

lan turned his head towards Frank and stared at him It was a cold,
inquisitive stare, and it suddenly dawned on Frank that lan was comng up with
nore of the right questions and answers than he was. The neeting was runni ng
away w t hout him

Loretta spoke up. ‘Qur original mssion specification was to orbit Mycenae for
three nonths, but we don’t have enough power to TCM for that |ong anynore.

So the only thing we can do is catch the earlier Hohmann Transfer wi ndow out
of here. If we had the power of course.

‘“When is the earlier window? asked lan. It was clear he was vying for the
front seat.

Loretta | aughed nervously, ‘Well, theoretically, it’s a continuation of the
one we arrived on. I'"d need to check it, but | think it closes out in about
twel ve hours.’

Frank opened his mouth to speak. lan junped in with another solution. ‘W’re
all thinking the same thing right? W need to see if we can get any power
from Daedal us Two.’



“Surely that depends on whether they performed the photovoltaic scoop.’ said
Janes.

‘They must have,’ replied Loretta, ‘otherw se they woul d never have managed
orbital insertion when they got here.’

‘Maybe they blew their solar panels too,’ said lan, 'nmaybe they ran out of
power on arrival, just like us.

Frank broke into a sweat. He could see fromJanmes and Loretta’s body | anguage
that they were beginning to see lan as the | eader now. Maybe lan had said
something to them before the neeting. Sonething about the journal. Perhaps
t hey thought that Frank was too close to the problemnow. Too enotionally

i nvol ved.

‘“Well, it’s a possibility they blew their panels,’” Loretta reasoned, ‘but it’'s
unli kel y. According to Frank’s journal, they nmade a | ot of TCM burns prior
to decel eration at Mycenae. They were | ost renenmber? |'mpretty sure
they’' Il have power.’

‘“Well there’'s only one way to find out for sure,’ said lan

“And we can’'t waste any nore tinme discussing it,’ added Frank, determined to
assert hinself as the |eader, ‘W have to work quickly. Loretta, can you
prepare the TCM burn to get us out of here in el even hours, assuning we can
get the power.’

‘Yes sir, I'll get onto it right away.’ Loretta stood up and left the room

‘But what if we mss it? asked Janes, ‘Wiat if we mss the Hohmann transfer
w ndow?’

Frank | ooked at James and spoke in an al nost apol ogetic manner. ‘1 think what
Loretta is saying, is that if we mss this window, we can’t guarantee that the
amount of electricity we can retrieve from Daedalus Two will sustain us for
anot her three nonths and get us out of here when the next Hohmann wi ndow cones
al ong. We coul d end up stranded. Waiting to die. And then - perhaps in a
few nonths - we’'ll run out of electricity. W’Il have plenty of xenon, but it
will be conpletely useless to us. |If we don’'t have enough electricity to fuse
with the xenon, we won't be able to TCM out of here when the next w ndow
opens, so we'll get stuck in a degenerating orbit that will ultimtely end up
with us crashing into the surface of the planet. W can’t afford to take the
risk. Which is why we have to | eave straight away.’

‘But what if there’s no honme to go back to.’ Janes asked.

‘Then we go back to the noon. There's certainly nothing we can do here,
sai d Frank.

‘W really are in the shit here aren’'t we?’
‘Yes we are, and we don’t have much tine. W have to get into Daedal us Two
to retrieve as many things as we can. I an, when you get in there | want you

to do a full conputational downl oad.’

“Sir, it'll be tight. It may take several hours depending on how nuch data
there is to get.’

‘“Well you' Il have to prioritise your transfer, starting with the nost
i mportant stuff like the |1 SOE confirmation | ogs. Then if we have to | eave



anyt hi ng behind, they will only be ninor things.

‘“Now. The electricity and the xenon,’ Frank turned to Janmes, ‘|l want you to
spacewal k over to the xenon unit on Daedalus Two and retrieve it.’

‘“Wait, Frank. Are you sure there’s no internal access to the unit? asked
I an.

‘No, he’ll have to detach it fromthe outside. Don't worry James.
It’s a sinple code-rel ease nechani sm’

‘Do we really need the xenon?’ said |lan
‘It’s not essential, but while it’s there we may as well collect
it. It won't take up any nore time. Janes can go down there while you're

i nsi de.’

lan was silent. Fromthe | ook on his face Frank coul d see he was
agai nst the idea of retrieving the xenon

Frank continued, ‘l’'m gonna get phil osophical for a second.

‘“What’s on your m nd? said Janes.

‘“Well, theoretically speaking,’” Frank reasoned al oud, ‘wornhol es are supposed
to transport matter from one point in space to another instantaneously. VWhat
we have here is the exact opposite. A ‘time-hole’, that transported matter
fromone point in tinme to another, instantaneously. But it has copied the
matter as well. Alnost like the time-hole acted as a prism refracting
matter instead of |ight. From only one Daedal us, we have nany. Also, it has
reversed the perspective of time for the copied Daedalus. 1t’s miracul ous

that we are able to steal xenon and electricity froma ship that was —
essentially — ours to begin wth. We undocked fromthe NEORig with only a
certain quantity of fuel. So where did the copied fuel cone fron?

‘Perhaps it came from another universe? A parallel one? said Loretta,
matter-of-factly, as though she had grasped the situation with ease, ‘Maybe
we're not stealing fromour own time. Perhaps there’'s another reality where
no copi es of the Daedal us exist, because the one that was there has fallen

t hrough to here.’

‘But you can’t renove matter fromthe universe can you?' said Frank, ‘Perhaps
it was created out of dark matter.’

“All this damm specul ati on.

‘Come on. Let’'s get to work. W don't have much tine.’

I an caught up with Frank in the corridor after the neeting.
‘Can | have a word?’ he said.
‘Yes lan, what is it?
“Sir. Wth all due respect, | think it is unnecessary for us to retrieve the
xenon. We have plenty here. It’s electricity we need. Maybe we shoul d

devote the time to replaci ng our damaged sol ar panels with working ones from
Daedal us Two.’



Frank raised his hand, ‘lan, please. W’ve decided to | eave now.
Whi ch neans we won't have tine to retrieve the solar panels from Daedal us Two.
And besides, even if we do get the panels, we won’'t be able to use them CQur
outward trajectory doesn't take us past a star that we can charge themfrom’

‘But we can charge them here, the star isn’t that far away?’
‘It’s too far away. It will take too |ong.
‘But if we can get the power fromthe other ship, surely we should stay.’

‘It’s far too risky to stay here now and | eave at the next TCM
wi ndow. The whole situation is far too conplicated. | won’t have it.

lan | ooked accusingly at Frank. ‘So we’ve cone all the way out
here, only to turn back at the first hurdle.’

Shocked by lan’s words, Frank could feel his face redden

‘“The first hurdle? he said, ‘How dare you say that. Do you view everything
in such black-and-white ternms that you cannot see the millions of shades of
grey between?

‘ Frank...
‘Have you forgotten how nmany peopl e have died getting us here?

‘Exactly, that’s why we need to stay and do nore science, so that those people
didn't die in vain.’

‘But don’t you see. If we stay here then surely all of us will die. There
are too many doubtful elements in the plan you propose. There are too many
risks. And | don’'t know about you, but | don’t intend to | ose any nore people
on this mission. | want to get out of here as soon as possible.

The EVA airl ock on Daedal us Two hi ssed open agai n.
lan and Loretta floated into the ship in the EVA unit.

‘Ckay, the journal nmentioned about thirty artifacts. We should try and find
as many as we can. If we can figure out the code sequence, we night be able
to work out if we've found themall. First, let’s check out the Cryogenics
Modul e for bodies.’

They noved towards the Accomopdati on Modul e, and strai ght through the axis
corridor towards the Cryogenics Mdul e at the back of the ship.

James floated out of the airlock in his spacesuit. Tethered to the Daedal us
by a lifeline that paid out as he noved away fromthe ship. Suspended between
the two giant spacecraft, he fired the tiny pressure jets built into his
backpack to alter his attitude

Looki ng down he could see stars between his feet, mllions of mles anay. He
was nmonentarily aware of his stomach, but then the feeling passed.



Slow y he approached the other ship. He found he was beginning to tw st over
to the left, and his angle of approach to Daedal us Two was beconi ng nore

hori zontal than vertical. He fired another jet to counter the nmovenent, and
was soon able to bring hinself back to the verti cal

The sound of his own breathing was loud in his ears. He could feel his heart,
punping hard in his chest.

He spoke into the radio.

‘kay, Frank, can you hear ne. |'mapproximately fifty netres away from
Daedal us Two. My pressure jets are firing. |’ mnmoving down below the hull.’

In reply, all he heard was static crackle.
‘Frank?’ He repeated.
Still silence.

‘ Can anybody hear ne? | think nmy radi o has stopped working.

lan clinbed over to the onboard conmputer’s nmain term nal on Daedal us Two and
plugged in his portable unit. Then he tapped a command into the conputer
which initiated the transfer of the | SOE |ist across to the unit. As the data
flashed across his screen, one of the | SCE entries caught his eye. He pressed
a button to hold the data transfer, and then reached for his coms unit.
"Frank, are you there?

‘“What is it lan?" came Frank’'s reply.

“According to the | SCE on this ship, Daedalus Two is preparing for a TCM
burn.”

"Way would it...Shit, how |l ong?

‘It’s already started charging the ion chanber. They must have rigged it to
fire automatically to counter the decreasing orbit.

“Way woul d they have done that?’

‘“Well, to keep the signal transmitting, surely. They ve programed this thing
to stay up here as long as possible. It was obviously | ong enough because
here we are.’

“But Janmes is detaching the xenon unit now "

"Well you’d better get himout of there fast. |If the punps draw xenon out of
the unit while Janes is detaching it, the thing could bl ow.’

"Can't you override the | SCOE?"

"Not now the process has been initiated. For CGod' s sake, tell himto get away
fromthere!"

James fired his jets again. He was conming in too fast, but he wasn't quick



enough with the counter thrust, and he slammed heavily into the hull, hitting
his hel met visor against the side of the ship and m ssing the xenon unit by a
good few netres.

H s breath was knocked out of him He took a nonent to recover, before
climbi ng back al ong the underside of the hull to where the unit was.

The unit was set flush into the underside of the ship, and James felt around
the edges until he found the flap that exposed the code rel ease mechani sm

‘Hel | 0? Boys can you hear ne? Well | can’t hear you so I’'mgoing to carry on
tal ki ng anyway in case you can hear ne. The damm thing cane up on nme too
fast, but 1'’mokay now. |'mattaching nyself to the unit. | should have this

thing out in a few nmonents.’

Hangi ng onto the bottom of Daedal us Two, with the vast, |oom ng surface of
Mycenae to his right, Janes began to tap in the code to release the unit.

‘His radio is broken.’ Frank shouted over the radio, ‘I can't get through to
him Didn't anyone test it before he went out?’

O course, Frank was talking to hinself, frantically searching his
brain for a resolution. He was alone on the Daedalus. Loretta and |lan were
on Daedal us Two, and Janes was floating underneath it.

I an, Frank thought. | hope you' re not up to anything!

He knew he needed to tell James to hold off until the burn was conplete. It
seened the only way was to go out after him

lan’s voice cane over the speaker. ‘Can anyone hear mnme?’
‘Yes lan, go ahead,’ replied Frank
“TCM burn over here in four and a half minutes.

‘lan, 1'’mgoing after Janes.’ Replied Frank

James coul d hear a strange ‘chunp chunmp’ noise through the walls of the xenon
unit.

‘“VWhat the hell is that? he nuttered to hinself.

He noticed that sweat was breaking out on his forehead. Suddenly he was
overwhel med by the feeling that he shouldn’t be there.

He started to feel dizzy. dinging onto the bottomof the ship, he began to
| ose his sense of spatial awareness. He struggled against the sick sensation
in his stomach and continued working to free the unit, tapping in rel ease
codes and aut hentication keys.

He hadn’t practised this particular spacewal k in the sinms on Earth, he wasn't
quite sure how to deal with it.

The ‘ chunmp chunp’ sound becane | ouder. It unnerved him



Eventual ly, the unit canme free, and he reached around the back of it to detach
t he out fl ow pi pes.

‘Ckay boys,’ he said nervously, nore to reassure hinself than anything el se,
‘1" m com ng hone now.’

Frank yanked hinself out of the airlock and frantically pulled the lifeline
t hrough his hands, clinbing over to where Janes was. He tried to tug the
wire, but floating in the mcrogravity he was unable to brace agai nst
anyt hi ng.

He continued to nake his way across the huge gulf between the two ships
t owar ds Janes.

lan’s voice was patched through to his suit, ‘Frank, thirty seconds to the
bur n. You need to get away.’

“l can catch him’

Frank could see Janmes at the other end of the lifeline, alnost a kilonetre
away. He was working at the unit, levering it out of its conpartnent, and
detaching the pipes at the back.

‘Frank, stop right there, you're not going to make it!’

‘Dammit lan, ..

But his sentence was cut short. Daedalus Two started its TCM burn. He coul d
hear the rumbling of the ionised particles firing out the back of the ship.
Frank | ooked up at the huge craft. Silhouetted against the bright orange
cl ouds of Mycenae, it began to twist in its path around the planet.

A chain reaction occurred.

Seconds | ater, an expl osion rocked the underside of the hull. It cane
straight fromwhere the half-attached xenon unit was. Cradled in Janes’s
arms, it inploded, taking himwith it. It literally blew himto pieces.

t’\b!i

The lifeline in Frank’s hands went |oose. |t had beconme detached fromthe
ot her ship, and began to fall away.

There was nothing left of Janmes. Frank felt dried out and cold.
Exposed to the vacuum The fire was extingui shed soon after it had ignited.
The silence was deafening. Frank closed his eyes, and gave a silent prayer to

his friend and col | eague.

“Shit, is he dead? Frank | told you we didn’t need the xenon tank,’ lan
shout ed over the radi o channel

‘Did you fuck with Janes’s radi 0?” Frank said fiercely.
‘“What? No. Are you saying | killed hin’

‘Did you fuck with his radi o? You came to bl ows about the baby
didn’t you, about his decision to term nate. You ve hated himever since. lan



you have the notive.’

‘NO | did no such thing Frank. How was | to know t hat Daedal us
Two woul d TCwW’

‘That's beside the point and you know it.’

‘“It’s not! You ve got your wires crossed Frank. The truth of the
matter is that you're too close to the problem Ever since we recovered that
journal, you ve been enotionally messed up by it. It’'s affected your
judgenent. And now James is dead. Don't you dare blane his death on ne.
tried to stop you fromletting himgo, renenber?

‘You were bluffing, to absolve yourself, and throw nme off the
scent.’

“No Frank. Your heads not screwed on properly, you’re not thinking straight.

How many nore people are you going to kill? M God Frank there’s only three
of us left!”’

Later, after the tragedy and grief over Janes’s death had dissolved into
determ nation to get away from Mycenae, the final aspects of work on Daedal us
Two drew to a cl ose

I an was about to make his way over to the EVA unit, when Frank’s voice cane
over the radio, ‘Loretta, while you're there you mght as well shut off that
transmtter.’

‘Yes sir.’

‘Don’t you dare touch that switch!’ shouted |an

‘“Way not?' replied Loretta.

‘For God’'s sake, don’t you get it? | have to think of everything here.’

Loretta noved her hand away fromthe swtch. She pondered lan’s words for a
nonent . Then she realised exactly what he was tal king about.
“Shit!’ she said, then opened up the coms channel, ‘'Frank, sir. We can’'t

switch the signal off.’

‘“Way not? Isn’t there a nmanual override?

‘It’s not that, sir. You see. If we switch off the signal on a Daedal us
that’s travelling backwards in tine, then the signal would never have reached
t he Lincoln Qutpost back in 2048.°

| an nodded in agreenent. Loretta was right on the button

‘“What? So you're inplying that we will all — what - disappear? Because there
woul d have been no signal? A chicken and egg situation?

| an spoke up, ‘It’s a grandfather paradox, sir. You don't really want to
take that kind of risk?

‘lan, Loretta, this is a ridicul ous conversation. Just switch off the
beacon. Not hing’s travel | i ng backwards anynore. We're here aren’'t we?



Loretta rested her hand on the switch. It made lan nervous. He raised his
hand. He didn’'t want her touching it. She stared at him clearly torn
bet ween the two opposi ng conmands. Her breathing qui ckened.

“Sir, I"'mafraid you ve nissed the point,’ added lan, ‘CQur perception of tine
tells us that the Daedalus left the Earth sonetinme in the past. But if your
perception of tinme is reversed, then the Daedalus left the Earth in the
future. Events in the past trigger events in the future, regardl ess of
percepti on.

‘lan you're confusing the hell out of me, and I’ m not going to argue with you
on this. We only have thirty mnutes before our first TCM burn, and it’'s
gonna take you half that time to get back, now hurry up and..

‘Surely there’s no harmsir,’” lan interrupted, ‘if we | eave the beacon
transmtting. Don’t you renmenber? One of the artifacts showed a picture of
Loretta, reaching toward a swtch. Doesn’t that seemlike a coincidence to
you sir?

There was silence on the radio as Frank considered this. lan and Loretta
stared at each other.

Eventual |y Frank said, ‘Dammt |an. Get yoursel ves back here. I know you’d
i gnore ny orders anyway. And with only thirty mnutes left there s nothing
can do. Leave the beacon transmitting if that’s fits in with your grand

phi | osophi cal standpoint. But |'’m sure you' re wong.’

lan breathed a sigh of relief, ‘Let’s hope we never get a chance to...

H s voice was cut short. There was an explosion. It cane from beneath them
The whol e ship bucked and trenbl ed.

Loretta and lan stared at each other.
“ Anot her TCM?' Loretta asked.

‘Could be, but it’s not happy about the missing xenon unit.’ replied lan
‘W're sitting on a time bonb. This thing could blow at any second. Anyway,
we' ve searched this ship, top to bottom There are no bodi es, anywhere.
Maybe they all wal ked out of the airlock.

‘W have to get out.’

‘No. We can’'t leave. W have to stop it fromblowing. |f the ship blows up

then the transmssion will stop. Didn’t we already discuss this Loretta? This
ship transmitting the signal is the only reason we're here. This ship hasn't

reached our past yet. Qur past is Daedalus Two's future. What happens if the
signal fromthis ship stops transmitting?

“Shit! Well, how do we stop it?

Then lan | aughed, raising his arm he was one step ahead of them again, ‘No no
no. W don't have to do anything. Daedalus Two isn’'t going to explode. The
answer is right in front of you. W’'re going to be okay.’

‘How can you be so sure?

‘Wll, we’'re here aren’t we. That can only mean that the signal continues to
transmt, regardless. It continues to transnit and we receive it at the



Li ncol n CQut post .’

They | ooked at each other. 1lan knew the paradox was beconm ng too conpli cat ed.
Loretta’s wide eyed stare said it all. lan was even afraid to nove for fear
that he m ght upset the delicate balance of the loop. The shivers ran up and
down his spine. Hair standing straight up on the back of his neck. They were
pl ayi ng a dangerous ganme with tinme, and were in no position to outsmart the
hel i opausal anomaly. It was time to throwin the cards.

‘Let’s get those batteries and get the hell out of here.’

Loretta sighed, ‘That's the best thing you ve said all day.’

They had seven minutes to spare. Loretta had prepared the systenms as best
she coul d but they could go nowhere until the airlock door was shut with the
EVA unit housed in it’s correct parking configuration

Once the replacement batteries had been | oaded into position, |lan gave her the
okay over the radio, and she prepared the first TCM burn.

‘The co-ordinates for the burn match up sir, we're in the clear. I|I'mstarting
the initial burn to PMC07 now.’' She said

‘ Thank God,’ whispered Frank under his breath.

‘ Thank God indeed,’ said lan frombehind him ‘It |looks |ike we’'re going
hore.’

‘ Goi ng hone.’
Suddenly Frank’s thoughts turned to his hone planet, and wondered just what it

was they were going back to. He found he could not fight the rising lunmp in
his throat.

After Loretta had clinbed back into her pod for the trip back home, Frank and

I an shared a drink together. Toasting all those who died for them

“You know I an. It’s easy to think that we came out here only to fulfil a
pre-ordai ned sequence of events in the grand scheme of space-tine. Li ke the
inevitability of a conet’s orbit, destined for one place. But there's one
guestion that still lies unanswered.’

‘“What's that ?’

‘The alien artifacts. In this so-called grand scheme, are we destined to
make contact with these aliens at some point?

‘Maybe in a couple of hundred years tine. After all, that’s when they
boar ded Daedal us Two.’

‘But they’ ve been nonitoring us, making those sketches of our history and our
future. They mapped out the sequence of events for us.

‘ Keepi ng an eye on us perhaps.



‘ Maybe they’ ve mastered how to use the heliopausal anomaly.’

‘Maybe they’ ve left artifacts el sewhere. Maybe the pyranmids are theirs too.
The I nca tenples. The neani ngs of which we have yet to understand. O

per haps — now consider this — perhaps we are an artifact.’

‘1 doubt it.’

‘You never know?’

“And as for Daedal us Two. It’s going to live out its days in a spiralling
orbit, only to crash into M/cenae. Sonetine in the past. Long before we ever
recei ved the signal at the Lincoln Qutpost.’

‘It will join all the other ones down there on the surface.’

‘Are we the only one’s that broke the | oop?

‘“You can never break the loop Frank. It’s an intrinsic part of our
fundanment al universe.’

“And what is waiting for us when we back home? A torn and broken world? O was
it all a sick joke?

‘I don't think it was a joke.’

‘No, neither do I. Al I knowis that we belong there, regardl ess of what
state it’s in.’

‘There is one question that’'s really puzzling me, though.’ said Frank sipping
the last of his juice.

“What’' s that?
‘“Well, | can't figure out who started all this.’

Soon after, they turned out all the lights, shut down the systens, put the
Daedal us into automatic and went to sl eep.

For a hundred years.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN: AEGEAN DI STORTION |11
G eece - 2407 BC

The others ran away, |eaving the boy al one on the beach, conpelled by the
events around him Al nost rooted to the spot as though he had sone higher
reason to be there.

As though destiny had ordered himto stay.

The snell becane so strong that he had to block his nose. Then the runbling
started. Quiet at first but building in volume with every passing second.

Then, the gentle | apping of the waves upon the shore was drowned out by the
nost violent and al m ghty crash. Three hundred netres out to sea, there was a
massi ve upsurge of water, as though the nost imense stone had fallen into the
wat er and di spl aced huge vol unes at great speed.

Except that wasn’t quite right. Nothing had been dropped into the sea.



Sonet hi ng had appeared within it. Sending vast volunes of water and rock away
fromthe seabed.

The boy was thrown off his feet, the ground rising up as the displaced bedrock
was forced aside by the spaceship, which sat in the water. 1In an instant, the
rock had been exposed to such violent frictional forces that the high
tenmperatures boiled and fused it into nolten lava, which in turn came into
contact with the water, boiling the area around it and shooti ng massive
colums of steaminto the air.

A fast rising wave began to surge towards the shore, and the boy, stricken
with fear turned and ran over to the cave. As the wave chased himup the
beach he ran as fast he could and shot into the cave, running for his life.
Nobody saw hi m alive again.

The accommodati on nodul e becane trapped in the rock and instantly stopped
rotating.

The spacecraft began to sink slowy into the sea, and soon vani shed w t hout
trace. The crew inside trapped forever

But the boy saw the ship, and he saw the word witten on its side in bold
bl ack letters.

Hs lifel ess body was found the next day washed up on the shore. Near to
where he lay were the marki ngs he had made in the cave wall with a stone.

The mar ki ngs. One word. The neani ng of which bore no nmeaning to any of
those who found him

The nmen of the village carried the boy back to his fam |y hone where his
father wept for three nonths and three days, and the boy’s nother, who was
pregnant with child, wept at his side for the I oss of their son

But before the year was out, their new child was born, and their lust for life
started anew. The child was a boy. And the final neaningless word - carved
by his late elder brother in the stone on the beach - was to be their new
child s nane.

The boy had seen the name of the star-bird that now rested beneath the waves.
That name was Daedal us.

H s newborn brother would grow to becone a great architect.

He woul d be a | egend. Because his name had been sent fromthe Gods.

THE END

AFTERWORD

Whilst | was witing this novel, | couldn’t shake the idea that a spacecraft
naned ‘ Daedal us’ was too wonderful to be unique to this story. There’s no

such thing as an original idea anynmore, surely soneone nust have thought of it
bef ore.

It turns out | was right. Apparently, the British Interplanetary Society
| aunched a study in the early 1970’s into the possibility of sending an



unmanned probe to Barnards Star, picking up some deuterium and heliumfrom
Jupiter on the way. The probe woul d have taken approximately thirty years to
get there at 12%1ight speed (36,000 kilonmetres per second), slightly faster
than nmy |l ess anbitious 40,000 kil ometres per hour, which gets ny Daedal us crew
to Proxima in a hundred and fifteen years. Just to put things in perspective,
the Cassini probe, which is currently bound for Saturn, is travelling at

18, 720kph.

To add coincidence to insult (if such a transition is allowed) | also found
out about the existence of the Orion Project, and suddenly there was a |ink
bet ween the novel | was witing, and a novel | happened to be reading at the
same time. The book was Voyage by Stephen Baxter, which nmakes a fictiona
assunption about the course of the space programif Kennedy had survived the
bull et in Novenber 1963. It also explains in great and gory detail what
coul d have happened if the US had continued building a NERVA (Nucl ear Engi ne
for Rocket Vehicle Application) system NERVA t echnol ogy i nvol ved detonating

atom ¢ bonbs behind a spacecraft to propel it forward. The t heory may sound
absurd but many people thought it would work, and Baxter postulated that it
could have enabled us to put a nan on Mars by 1986. The book is quite
brilliant by the way.

Ironically, the BI'S Daedal us project involved a hybrid version of the NERVA
system whi ch woul d have created fusion ‘m croexpl osions’, caused by
irradiated fuel pellets. | felt somewhat conforted by the fact that there
were certain tenuous |inks between the nanmes and ideas that | had used, and
i deas used by others in the field.

For nmore information about Orion, NERVA and fusion drives, | recomend an
article by Mchael Flora entitled ‘Project Orion: It’'s Life, Death and
Possi bl e Rebirth’ which can be found on the internet, and of course the novel
‘Voyage' by Stephen Baxter.

In the real mof science fiction, Star Trek fans will no doubt be sonewhat
angered to find that | have inadvertently copied the nane Daedal us fromthe
shi p USS- CAROLI NA, which, apparently is a Daedalus class ship that resides in
the Starfleet Miseum As | amnot an avid Star Trek disciple, the

coi nci dence was whol |y uni ntenti onal

Last but by no neans least is the recent novie “Space Cowboys”. When | heard
about this novie ny face literally sank as | discovered that Cint Eastwood’ s
space shuttle was to be call ed Daedal us, and that his main character woul d be
called Frank. This — | swear — is a blind coincidence. |I'"msure M Eastwood
had no intention of stealing ny idea.

| do, however think that the name Daedal us was not utilised to its ful
potential in the novie, and — as ny novel shows — the parallels that can be
drawn between nyth and reality are too enticing to overl ook

Had | known at the outset that there were other Daedalus references in the
fields of science and science fiction, | probably woul d have taken a very
different route in the planning of ny story. However, as |’'m sure you
understand, the nane of ny spacecraft becomes nore than just a nanme as the
novel progresses, and once | had committed nyself to using the name Daedal us,
| pretty much had to stick to it.

Anot her coi nci dence. Last nonth, while | was travelling to work through
Vauxhal | in London, pondering these very things, | |ooked out of the w ndow of
my train, and there it was, the London office of the British Interplanetary
Society. | have since becone a nmemnber.



During the Hyakutake flyby, lan and Frank use a CHAMP unit. This is homage to
the seven astronauts who died in the Chall enger STS51-L expl osion on 28th
January 1986. Part of the STS51-L mission profile was to use an experi nent al
version of the 35mm canera unit (CHAMP stands for Comet Halley Active
Moni t ori ng Progranj.

That expl ains why | chose another conmet beginning with H

Conet Hyakut ake was actually visible fromEarth during 1996, but was
overshadowed (if that’s the right word) by the rather nore fanous Hal |l e- Bopp
whi ch bl azed across the sky in 1997. Cone to think of it, maybe | could have
used that comet also. But | think I prefer the name Hyakut ake.

The CHAMP unit was also tested in an earlier mssion STS61-C, which | aunched
on January 12th 1986, but it encountered battery problens, which is why, on
the Daedalus, lan tells Frank that he has doubl e-checked t hem

Early in The Daedal us Transfer, there is a reference to a |l arge pl anet
orbiting Proxima’'s star. This is widely considered to be true, and the

nmet hod of detection used in the novel is also accurate for determ ning unseen
cel estial objects. However, we are not absolutely sure that there really is
a planet in Proxi ma because the ‘gravitational wobble’ in the star is not
const ant . In other words, there are long periods of time where the star is
not wobbling, which could either indicate no planet at all, or a planet that
noves in a very eccentric orbit, which brings it close enough to star only
occasi onal | y. This theory did not suit ny story, so | chose to onit it, and
also threwin a few nore planets for good neasure. |"’mpretty sure however,
that by 2056 we will have a very good idea about the contents of the Proxim
Cent auri . VWho knows, we nmay have even | aunched a crew out there by then

The hel i opause is still a thing of nystery. At the time of witing, neither

t he Voyager nor the Pioneer probes have nmade it beyond the heliosphere of our
sol ar system so the conposition of the heliopause is still w de open to
specul ation. VWhich proves that despite the awe-inspiring size of the universe
in which we live, there are many undi scovered secrets right here on our
door st ep.

Huw Langri dge — Novenber 2000

GLOSSARY OF TERMS

418-M nos (Fictional): Asteroid tracked by the Daedalus while the crew are
asl eep on the outbound journey to Proxim Centauri.

Acut e Subdural Haematoma: Medi cal conplication which can set in after a
serious head injury. Blood vessels that are | ocated between the menbranes
covering the brain start to | eak, causing intracranial pressure.

Adaptive Filtering: A calculation perforned by renpte sensing software whil st



runni ng a geol ogi cal scan of a planets surface, enabling it to build a
t hr ee-di mensi onal i mage of the surface out of a two-dimensional imge. Also
applies to “Inferogram Conput ati ons”

Aegean Sea: Body of water surrounding the Geek Islands.

AMC (Fictional): Automated M ntenance C anp. El ectronic units about 3 netres
in size used to performroutine maintenance tasks on the external hulls of
spacecraft.

At mospheric Cccultation: The distortion effect caused by a planet’s
at nosphere, preventing waves (radio/light etc) fromtravelling through in a
straight line.

Barotrauma: Pain caused by pressure inbalance in the inner ear, where the
pressure inside the head is significantly greater or smaller than outside.

C&W O ass One Energency Tone: Caution and Warni ng Emergency Tone. Currently
used on the International Space Station (I1SS). Cass One is the nobst dangerous
(indicated by red lights) and indicates a pressure integrity breach. Space
station crews are required to |l earn the tones and associated colours prior to
boar di ng.

CELSS: O osed Ecol ogi cal Life Support System A

Centrifugal Force: (tbc)

Centripetal Force: (thbc)

Cerebral Edema: Intracranial Pressure, swelled brain tissue.

CHAMP: Conet Halley Active Mnitoring Program A 35mm camera unit designed for
the crew of the space shuttle Chall enger, which blew up after take-off in
January 1986. The canera was i ntended to take photographs of Halleys conet.

Cryogenics: (Cryo) The process by which a living organismis cooled to a state
where it’s devel opment process is virtually halted. This is still a breaking
science and, as far as science fiction is concerned, enables humans to travel

| ong di stances for long periods of tine wthout ageing.

Enriched Pol yvinyl Butyral Plexiglass Conpound: Polyvinyl butyral is generally
described in industrial literature as having great toughness, stability on
exposure to sunlight, and clarity. Generally it is used for transparent
surfaces of extrene strength, and is therefore ideal for use in space.

Europa: Ice covered nmoon of Jupiter. It is generally considered that life may
exi st under the surface of this noon.



EVA: Extra Vehicular Activity. Any astronaut who exits his spacecraft to
performa task (with or without the use of machinery) is perform ng an EVA

FD Unit (Fictional): Freefall Doctor. A spherical device devel oped by Dr Jake
Harding as an aid to medical officers in space. It perforns nost basic
surgical functions.

Hel i opause: Beyond the heliosphere is the heliopause. Part of the
interstellar nedi um where no sol ar wi nds exi st, because there are no stars.

Hel i osphere: The spherical influence of the solar winds froma sun

Hohmann Transfer O bit: Physical process whereby a spaceship can travel
between the planets by utilising the concept of solar orbits. By |aunching at
the correct tine, a spacecraft can traverse it’s own solar orbit, to neet
anot her pl anet where the two sol ar paths neet.

Hori zon Descent Probe (Fictional):

Hori zon Orbiter (Fictional):

Hubbl e Next GenST4 and 5 (Fictional): Postulation of the advancenent of the
Hubbl e space tel escope technology. Currently in devel opment is a Hubble

Next GenST1, which will utilize a nmuch larger mirror for deeper scanning of the
star field.

Hyakut ake: Not quite as fanmous as Hall e-Bopp which came a year |ater, conet
Hyakut ake fl ew past our planet in Spring 1996. The comet was discovered in
Decenmber 1995 by Yuji Hyakutake, a Japanese amateur conet hunter using a pair
of binocul ars. Hyakutake the conet is estinmated to return to us in another
18,000 years. Wio knows what Earth will be Iike then. These tim ngs actually
make it nearly inpossible for the Daedalus to encounter it on its journey to
Proxima, but | won't tell if you don't. Only 32 conets have had nearer
approaches to earth than Hyakutake, in a record that dates back to the year
347.

Hydr oponi cs: (tbc)

Inertia: (tbc)

I nf er ogram Conput ati ons: A cal cul ation performed by renpte sensing software
whi | st running a geol ogi cal scan of a planets surface, enabling it to build a
t hr ee- di mensi onal i mage of the surface out of a two-dinmensional imge. Also
applies to “Adaptive Filtering”

Intracrani al Pressure: Pressure built up as a result of inflamed bl ood vessels



around the brain.

I on Exchange Resin Unit: Used in a CELSS environnent. The unit is responsible
for transferring carbon dioxide exhal ed by humans back into oxygen

lon Propul sion: A method of propelling a spacecraft by firing ionised xenon
fromthe back of the ship at very high speeds. lon propul sion has been around
for a while, but nobody has been bold enough to enploy it in a space m ssion
Part of the reason for this is that acceleration by it is too slow, and would
therefore only be useful on long interplanetary m ssions.

I PV8 (Fictional): Internet Protocol Version Eight. Networking protocol used to
connect conputers over the Internet, consisting of a | eading and cl osing
“addr ess- packet” which encapsul ates the data. Currently, version 4 is being
used, but as nore and nore conputers are attached to the Internet, nore
addresses will be required. IPV6 is currently being considered. It consists of
an extra two sets of nunbers, much |ike an extended tel ephone numnber.

| SCE: Integrated Sequence of Events List. Created in advance of a space

m ssion by the spacecraft team on the ground. Its purpose is to plot
anticipated events in the nmission so that they can be correl at ed agai nst
real -tine events. This assures the flight crew that all aspects of the

m ssion on the ground and in the spacecraft are happeni ng according to plan.

I SS: International Space Station. Currently under construction. Different
parts of the station are being built by different countries around the world.
It’s anticipated conpletion will be 2015.

Jodrel|l Bank: Radio Tel escope Array situated in Oxfordshire, England.

Li ncol n Qutpost (Fictional): Radio Tel escope Array set up on the noon in the
year 2040. Used for scanning deep space wi thout hindrance fromEarth's glare.

Mcrogravity: It is a comon m sconception that when a hunman | eaves the
Earth’s atnmosphere he becomes weightless. This is not true. The Earth's
gravitational influence stretches nmillions of nmles into space. The reason a
person is able to float about an orbiting spacecraft is because he is
‘falling’ around the planet. Falling so fast that he never actually |ands.
Because he and his spaceship are falling together at the sane speed, he is
able to float around his craft in apparent wei ghtl essness. |nstead of

‘“wei ghtl essness’, the correct termfor this is — in fact — ‘mcrogravity’.

Mr: Russian Space Station |aunched in 1986, currently orbiting the Earth.

Nano- Crani al Inplants (Fictional): Tiny electronic device that attaches
directly to the brain to feed information straight into the cerebral cortex.
These devices are currently being researched and will probably becone widely
available within the next fifty years. In his novel 3001, Arthur C. d arke
postul ated that the ‘braincap’ will be fitted at birth. |In Peter F Hamlton's
Ni ght’s Dawn Tril ogy, he enpl oys “neural nanonics”. |In fiction, the



technol ogy takes on many forns, but tends to achieve the sanme result.

NEO Rig (Fictional): Created out of the old International Space Station. The
NEO Rig is a geo-synchronous space station orbiting 4210 kil onmetres above
Nort hern Africa. Used as a construction and mai ntenance platform for

space- based vehi cl es.

Phot ovol tai c: Sol ar power. Technol ogy involving using solar cells to trap the
sun’s energy and convert it into electricity.

Pi oneer: Pioneer 10 was | aunched on March 2, 1972. It was the first spacecraft
ever to fly though the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, and it al so was
the first spacecraft to obtain close-up i nages and make direct observations of
Jupiter. Pioneer 10 was equi pped with instrunents that enabled it to study
Jupiter and Saturn's atnospheres, magnetic fields, moons, and rings. The craft
made scientific investigations in the outer regions of the solar systemunti
its mssion ended on March 31, 1997. Pioneer 10 is now headed in the direction
of the constellation Taurus (The Bull). It will take the Pioneer 10 probe over
2 mllion years to pass by one of the closest stars in the constellation

PMC-04 (Fictional): The fourth planet to be spotted in the Proxi ma Centauri
system |ater named Mycenae.

PMC-04-A (Fictional): A small noon orbiting PMC 04.

Proxi ma Centauri: Solar systemlocated 4.3 light years away from Eart h.

Red Dwarf: Stars that are smaller and | ess | umi nous than our Sun. Red Dwarfs
are — essentially — colder, fading white dwarfs stars. Wite dwarfs were naned
so because of the white colour of the first few that were discovered, and are
characterised by a low lum nosity, a mass close to that of the Sun, and a

radi us conparable to that of the Earth. Because of their |arge mass and small
di mensi ons, such stars are dense and conpact objects with average densities
approachi ng 1,000,000 tinmes that of water.

TCM Trajectory Correction Manoeuvre. A controlled thrust burst used by a
spacecraft to maintain an intended flight path in space.

Trizoliphiumi3a (Fictional): Drug used to prevent cal cium deficiency, heart
shri nkage and bone degradation in astronauts exposed to a prol onged wei ghtl ess
envi ronnent .

Very Large Array: Radio Tel escope Array in New Mexi co used for deep space
resear ch.

Voyager: Probe | aunched by NASA in 1977. It was sent towards the outer planets
in the solar systemusing a Hohmann Transfer Orbit. It sent back the first

cl ose up pictures of Jupiter, Saturn and Neptune, advanci ng our know edge of
these planets a long way. It is currently on it’s way out of the solar system



and will continue to send data back to Earth until it suffers a conplete power
failure in 2016, after which it will continue as a piece of space junk.

Wormhol e: Theoretical anomaly in science. A gateway in space-tinme that |inks
two renote parts of the universe, allow ng anything that passes through it to
junp to the ‘exit’ in a fraction of a second. Oten used in fiction as a pl ot
device to serve as a neans of travelling across vast distances in space

qui ckly. Also known as a ‘white-hole’. It should be noted that -
scientifically speaking — the ambunt of energy required to make such a junp

t hrough a wormhol e woul d pul veri se anyone dari ng enough to attenpt such a

j our ney!

Xenon: An odorless, colorless, tasteless, non-toxic gas, which is chemcally
inert. Xenon gas is principally shipped and used in gaseous formfor |ight
bul bs, wi ndow i nsul ation, ion propul sion and nedical applications.

Zeoponi cs: A synthetic, inorganic highly reactive soil used for plant growth
in mcrogravity using ‘zeolite substrates’. Zeoponics growh nethods are
currently under research. Plant growh experinents have been conducted to
det erm ne econom cs of plant production in zeoponics systens conpared wth
other plant growth systenms (e.g. hydroponics).



