FEBRUARY 20, 2012


18 WAINMONT AVE., DALLAS, TEXAS


Brian DeVoe was startled out of his near catatonic state when the sound of the alarm went off. He shook his head and stared at the monitor in disbelief. "Son of a bitch," he grumbled under his breath. "These bastards really have this one tight."


The message in the yellow box on the screen read "INTERFERENCE DETECTED". The bars on the upper corners of the screen were going at incredibly rapid speeds as the system tried to find the proper code to block the transmitting computers probing security program. Brian grimaced as this small techno drama played out on the colorful fourteen inch monitor before him. He had his hand poised over the power button on his surge suppresser. If he saw the message "Counter Tracking Eminent" he would have to shut the system down immediately or he was busted.


The yellow warning bar continued to flash. The smaller bars rushed, right to left, so quickly that they were no more than small flashes of blue and red against the black backdrop. This continued for what seemed an eternity to Brian. In actuality it lasted only three minutes. Then the battle between the two mechanical minds was over. The yellow bar was replaced by a green one that read "Crisis Controlled". Brian sat back in his seat and let a heavy sigh escape from deep within his lungs...


***


FEBRUARY 20, 2012


NASA TECHNICAL HEADQUARTERS, DALLAS, TEXAS


"Did you see that?" Garvin asked the woman sitting next to him.


"Yeah," Sheila replied, brushing the light brown bangs out of her eyes. "Think we should shut down?"


Garvin mulled this over for a moment, then replied, "Nah. Inform Pantos. See what he thinks. I'll keep an eye on the board while your doing that. It might have been some sort of malfunction in the security system. And even if it wasn't it was only a brief interlude. Let's face it, Sheel, ain't nobody gonna get anything from this but the Chinese. The way they got this set up...well, there's no way anybody can possibly keep up with it."


"Hope you're right about that," Sheila said. She reached for the red phone that sat just to her right...


***


 


FEBRUARY 20,2012


CHAN LAI OBSERVATORY, TIBET


Soo raced back into the room. Unseen as she made the turn through the doorway a red bar disappeared from the screen of her monitor... 


*** 


FEBRUARY 20,2012


WAINMONT AVE., DALLAS, TEXAS


It had taken slightly over seven and one half hours to finish the transmission that Brian De Voe was intercepting. He was patting himself on the back that, except for that one small glitch, his specially designed program had managed to keep up with the entire procedure without any problems. Even the frequency changes had been detected and corrected for in milliseconds. Brian had been excited when he had inadvertently come across this transmission while probing around on areas of the Internet that most others could not access. It had been the perfect test of his little brain child.


Now that he had all the data safely tucked away in his massive computer system's equally massive memory banks he was not sure what he would do with it. View it, of course. He suspected that it would be of little use to him. Probably just some political mumbo-jumbo that was not as important as its producers deemed it. More than likely some White House aide had already leaked whatever it was to the press anyway. But he would view it. Just for shits and grins. And then he would probably just purge it from his files. It was taking up too much space on his drives, what with the mountain of data bytes it had amassed.


Brian had not always been such a computer whiz. In all actuality he had been a jock. And a darn good one. That was, until his "accident". One poorly thrown tackle in the state championship game eight years ago and the promising young star quarterback's future was forever altered. No scholarship to Texas University. No exciting career in the NFL. No, none of these for the eighteen year old with the stringy blonde hair. Instead it would be a life of sitting on his butt, trapped forever in the confines of this damnable wheel chair. One small break in his spinal column had assured his lack of a future in sports.


It had taken almost two years and the mentorship of another kid (Brian had always thought of David Starr as a nerd until that time) to make Brian realize there was another world he could enter. One where not having legs that functioned did not matter. From that point on Brian dove into the world of computers and the Internet with a fanatical obsession. He read everything he could get his hands on about computers. It became rapidly apparent that he had found a hidden talent. He understood these things like few did. And he could make them do just about anything he wanted them to do. A talent that he found could be used to turn a tidy profit in the world of business.


Of course this particular program was his own private project. It was like a game of chess to Brian. He did have ethics. What he got from all of this was the pride of having outwitted some of the greatest scientific minds in the world. The information he stole was classified, and except for his own private viewing, it would stay that way. Or at least he would not allow it to go any further. 


As he waited for the computer to down load the newly acquired information he found himself wondering what he would find. It had crossed his mind more than once during the recovery process that it was very odd that NASA was even communicating with the Chinese. As far as Brian knew the Chinese had no real space program as such. Then, this was not his field of expertise. Perhaps the two countries were forming some sort of alliance in this field, just as they had done with the Russians in the previous decade.


With the down loading complete data began to formulate on the screen. The first screen was nothing but numbers and calculations. There were a lot of weird symbols that Brian did not recognize. As he paged through the screens he began to become bored. Line after line of these numbers and symbols scrolled past. None of it meant squat to Brian.


He leaned back in his chair and yawned as his finger flicked the button on the mouse almost subconsciously and the screens fluttered up and then off the monitor, replaced almost instantly by the next. At the end of this long yawn he nearly choked. Starting at the top of the screen and rapidly reproducing itself down, a graphic image began to appear. It was some sort of simulation. Most of it was black space. There was a small gray object near the upper left corner. Near the bottom right was a sphere that was obviously meant to represent earth. Four lines appeared, generating themselves from the small gray object and then moving slowly down toward the right. Brian watched in fascinated amazement as the four lines drew closer to the little Earth in the opposite corner. Small script appeared at given intervals down the lines and Brian had to lean in close to read them. They were dates.


"What the hell?", he muttered under his breath.


The lines drew closer to the tiny image of their world. He noted that the one most directly in line with the small green and blue icon stopped. The other three continued, narrowly missing the Earth symbol. One below, two above. Dates and what were obviously distances appeared at the points of passage. The fourth line remained motionless for a dramatic moment longer, then began to inch forward. Brian noted that the gray icon was now the leading edge of this line. When the gray icon touched the green and blue one there was a large flash from within the screen. The two separate symbols were replaced by a larger orange and black one. It was obviously an explosion. To Brian's discomfort the explosion symbol faded away and was replaced by a series of smaller ones that were flying out across the screen in a helter-skelter pattern. The Earth icon was gone. 


As Brian was still trying to absorb the essence of what he had just seen another group of small script appeared near the ends of the lines. Brian swallowed hard. They were percentages. The lower one read 21.54%. The upper most read 18.64%. The one just below it read 16.34%. And the one that had impacted the Earth icon read 38.76%. Brian was so mortified by what he was viewing he missed the small note on the bottom left corner that stated "Leaving a 4.72% unknown region based on a given deviation of 40,000 miles."


Brian scrolled rapidly through the rest of the information. It was mostly more numbers. There were two other graphics screens. The first was obviously a computerized rendition of a photograph taken through a telescope. It showed a black space, some stars, and, enclosed within a blue circle, a small object that was not as bright as the stars but still easily visible. The script beside it read "ASTX11_0045_789".


The third and final graphic was the one that left Brian in a cold sweat. It showed the Earth in animation, hanging peacefully in a jet black void. Slowly a large gray thing, looking for all the world like a distended and somewhat out of scale version of the moon, began to creep from the left edge of the screen toward the Earth. Writing was popping up all over the screen as the object slowly continued forward. Brian did not read it. He had an idea what it was. Time data, temperatures, reports on the devastating effects this approach would create. Earthquakes, tidal waves, ect. Brian did not want to see them.


As the edge of the gray thing grew near the Earth an orange glow formed at the leading edge and rapidly engulfed the entire blue and green sphere. Then the screen went bright white for a second. The white slowly faded to a soft blue. Across the screen in equally soft pink letters was written the message "LET'S HOPE WE'RE WRONG!" Then the program abruptly ended.


"Oh, my god," Brian whistled through his clenched teeth. He reached for the phone...


***








