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I 
  

 

 

 

 

I  died in the early hours of the 1st of April 2050, aged 70. It 

was a balmy day in the village of Niblad in the north-

western hemisphere. The Sun and supernova Betelgeuse had 

just risen in the sky. 

Some of the men and women of the village had gathered 
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around my wizened body which lay on a bed in apartment 75. 

 “Strange to see him like this,” said Omar. 

Frius had it right, as always. “Well, what do you expect? His 

emaciated body could not last forever!”    

The blocks of apartments had an eerie air about them that day. 

Outside it was utter desolation. A few stumps of buildings 

stood here and there. Half way down a dusty path leading to 

the hilltop rose a small old church. 

It was a sort of social club with tables and chairs, where a so-

lar-powered pad kept showing clips of information about the 

goings on in the world. They could watch the catastrophic 

events which took place affecting about three quarters of the 
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planet, as well as the destruction of most means of communi-

cations, power lines and transport infrastructures. It was in 

those years that nuclear weapons were used in a military con-

frontation. It was the result of a complex middle-eastern cock-

tail of political, economic and forced human migrations. 

These had followed the destabilization of a wide area in the 

Middle East and the insurgence of the latest evil in world his-

tory called Islamic State. This was a group  that, since the 

early part of the century, had gained momentum and had 

caused the greatest upheaval known to humanity. They had 

been responsible for killings in various capital cities in Europe 
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and in other parts of  the western world. Just like Adolf Hitler 

had dreamed of a world essentially dominated by the Aryan 

race, Islamic State aimed at forcibly converting the world to 

their distorted Muslim creed which had nothing to do with the 

Koran. Their ever increasingly successful ability to radicalize 

youth, their killings and suicide bombings, were met with 

stern reaction by the nations affected. These nations found no 

other alternative than using the might of their military power 

to combat them. All this happened against a background sce-

nario of an unprecedented refugee exodus towards Europe. 

These refugees were from destabilized northern African coun-

tries as well as Iraq and Syria, the stronghold of the Islamic 
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State movement. Mil-

lions of refugees, the 

majority of Muslim 

persuasion, created up-

heaval in those Euro-

pean countries who 

had initially offered to 

host them but that 

found it increasingly 

impossible to do so, due to their sheer numbers. Internal con-

flicts between refugees and locals were inevitable. This 

played into the hands of the Islamic State group, stirring con-

flicts between western and eastern countries and throwing 

Europe into disarray. 

Nuclear confrontation was caused by a tit-for-tat military con-

frontation affecting Islamic State, Syria, Israel and Iran. This 

brought about the inevitable involvement of the USA, Russia 

and China. In other words it was a World War III, and a war 

which had disastrous consequences for the entire planet. 

Apart from the destruction through nuclear confrontation, cas-

tigation for this man-made catastrophe came from the sky. 

Between 2032 and 2036 three sizeable asteroids hit the earth 

in three different locations, destroying everything within a 

radius of  hundreds of miles. 

The sky was permanently of a murky grey colour, impreg-

nated with the dregs of radioactive dust mixed with the dust 
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clouds lifted by the asteroids’ impact. 

Apart from these disasters and wars, many countries under so-

called democratic, capitalistic regimes had witnessed unprece-

dented social unrest. Governments proclaiming egalitarian 

social policies catering for all the citizens of their countries, 

was merely pretence. Money was god. Against the backdrop 

of depraved and corrupt capitalism, inequality between those 

who had and those who had not reached breaking point. 

Eighteenth century philosopher Immanuel Kant had said that 

democracy was the summation of the limitation of individual 

liberties for the common good. But common good did not ex-
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ist anymore in the XXI century. It was greed. It was the en-

richment and profiteering by a few at the expense of the ma-

jority of the national populations with the blessing of conde-

scending governments. 

Many had had enough of this state of affairs. Riots and violent 

clashes with the police were very frequent, resulting in inju-

ries and death. 

In the USA, in the 2020s, a racist came to power as President, 

who hated both Blacks and Muslims. It was no wonder that 

Blacks and Muslims teamed up against the government. 

America witnessed the most violent social unrest in its history 

which resulted in thousands of dead. 
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II 
  

 

 

 

 

I n Niblad there was a large pond near the church, which 

was off limits for everyone as it was filled with toxic wa-

ter.  

At times some children would escape their parents’ control 

and dip into that water. The consequences were quite severe. 
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In the space of a few days horrible blisters appeared all over 

their bodies, which led to death. 

There was no proper medical service or even doctors or 

nurses in the village. There were only two villagers who 

owned an ointment which, when applied on wounds would 

heal them. They were also able to perform some rudimentary 

surgical interventions.   

Friendship amongst the villagers had been reduced to a sor-

rowful, silent interaction. Permanently marked by death and 

desolation, each carried the burden of family losses. 

I, for one, was a bachelor and the only survivor of a family 

scattered in three countries who all died during the apocalypti-

cal events.  

Man’s inhumanity to man had survived destruction though. 

From time to time we were visited by dreaded bands of grue-

some, long-haired criminals, who came to create havoc and 

killed innocent villagers for no reason at all.   

Food was in short supply in Niblad. Every week we wel-

comed the visit of vendors of some basic food. They brought  

flour, a few types of vegetables, bottles of water and cuts of 

meat, generally fowl or game. 

They came from Darkynell, the nearby main town, where I 

used to live. 

Although there was an ATM machine in the village which had 

been functioning for a while, villagers like myself, who had 

been settled in Niblad by the authorities, had a private reserve 
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of their money stashed away to buy enough food for frugal 

meals. 

In a corner of the apartments each individual villager or fam-

ily unit kept lots of various little objects. These were trinkets 

and memorabilia which they had brought with them when 

they fled the places where they came from. 

They were valuable items of barter for food and water when 

they ran out of money. From time to time there were violent 

scuffles due to real or presumed thefts of these items, which 

resulted in horrible injuries and even death. 

There was a shelter with wooden benches and tables where a 

group of villagers, similar to a charity order, prepared daily 
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hot meals for the most needy.     

Niblad was a village reserved by the government for the eld-

erly, invalids and orphans who had free accommodation. Life 

was quite primordial there. Sanitation was a problem. Due to 

insufficient water supply, we had to wait for rain to collect 

enough water to wash ourselves. There was a large, deep 

trench where rubbish was brought to be buried and periodi-

cally incinerated. 

As for burying the dead, there was a large field with rectangu-

lar slabs protruding from the ground; once the hatches of sur-

face-to-air missiles with underground compartments.  

Now in these compartments, which, as part of an isolated 
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military installation, had once hosted missiles, the bodies of 

those who died were laid to rest. It was a kind of makeshift 

cemetery. 

That’s where I too was buried without any religious cere-

mony . 

My health had been poor, due to exposure to nuclear radia-

tion. This had happened when the island of Hesiride was at-

tacked just before an asteroid hit the north-west of continental 

Europe. This had caused tsunamis which flooded and sub-

merged some of the large coastal cities.  

These floods were only an addition to those started from the 

beginning of the century due to unchecked global warming.  
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In 2035 I got early retirement due to my state of health. I had 

been lucky to survive some  terrible events, a deadly cocktail 

of disastrous astrophysical events and man-made destruction.   

There had been the use of sophisticated conventional and nu-

clear weaponry as well as biological warfare. 

Not far from the village there was a very high mountain. Vil-

lagers periodically walked to the top which overlooked a vast 

area of bleak landscape, a small lake and the sea on the hori-

zon. On relatively clearer days those who went to the moun-

tain top stared at the distant sea and mournfully remarked at 

the disappearance of coastal cities where their families once 

lived.  

It was like a visit to a cemetery on All Souls Day. 

Nights were never quiet. Sometimes, from the apartments 

where we lived, one could hear either animated discussions, 

shouting or moaning from those who were very ill or about to 

die. 

It was customary that when someone died, he or she would be 

laid on a four-post bed in the middle of the little square out-

side the apartment block. There was no religious ceremony or 

cremation organized by the villagers. The body would be kept 

there for a day until it was buried in the cemetery. 

Once, during one of these primitive wakes, a young villager 

brought the news that we were going to be visited by some 

Pilgrims.  

Pilgrims were a breed of new age messengers or post-
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apocalyptic preachers who wandered from land to land, from 

village to village. They brought the good news as it were, just 

like the apostles did after Jesus Christ’s death. They came to 

inhabited centres with a view of recruiting people. They rarely 

succeeded, for they were met with utter suspicion and resent-

ment. Their trying to convince people that not all was lost did-

n’t go very far. 

On one occasion, in 2047, Remis, the leader of a visiting 

group of such messengers, sent for me as he wished to talk to 

me. Somehow he knew I was a physicist and a lecturer in mat-

ters concerning philosophy and astrophysics. We sat to talk 

over a cup of tea at the shelter run by monk-like attendants. 
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Remis was of formidable build, tall, with sallow skin and a 

salt and pepper short beard. He had piercing, almost hypnotic 

eyes capable of reading one’s thoughts at a glance.  

“Bruce,” he said, “we know you were a physicist and a phi-

losopher. We are trying to put together a team for a revival of 

learning after so many years of destruction.”   

“What use can I be to you?” I asked. 

“Well, the very young who survived the past dreadful events 

are far too traumatised to understand and cope with what has 

happened to all of us. In Greenland we have founded a colony 

for young children and teenagers, especially those who have 

been orphaned. They come from different countries of the 

world.” 

“How did they manage to get to Greenland?” I queried. 

“We have Pilgrims in most parts of the world whose task is 

recruiting children, teachers and scientists. That’s why my 

group is here.” 

I asked: “How do you get to Greenland from here?”  

“We walk to Darkynell. From there we’ll go on a boat.” 

“Are you taking many children from here?” I asked. 

“Only a few orphaned ones. I’ll take five of them.” 

“Very well,” I said, “when are we leaving?” 

“Tomorrow.” 
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III 
  

 

 

 

 

T he following morning, after a meagre breakfast of coffee 

with bits of bread, we set out on the journey to 

Darkynell. Remis and I, laden with heavy knapsacks, led the 

pack of four other Pilgrims and five children aged ten to 

eighteen. 

On our way I questioned Remis. 

“Where do you come from yourself?”  

“I am Finnish.” 

“Wasn’t Finland inundated? 

“Yes, pretty badly, losing one third of its land. I lost my par-

ents, wife and children. I was lucky to escape as I was work-

ing in a town one thousand meters above sea level.” 

“What did you work at?”  

“I was a maths teacher.” 

Darkynell was only ten miles away from Niblad. Two hours 

into our walk we took a rest for my benefit, being the most 

senior in the group and not in good health. We sat on boulders 

and drank some water. 

“What’s wrong with your health?” Remis asked. 

“Well, years ago I was exposed to some radiations. Mine was-
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n’t a severe case. I was treated for it in hospital, but the treat-

ment came to an abrupt end when Darkynell, where I lived, 

was hit by a tsunami which destroyed most of the standing 

structures in the town, including hospitals. When I fled to 

Niblad I took with me a supply of tablets which lasted a cou-

ple of months only, and I have been out of them for a long 

time now.” 

“Pretty tough, eh?” Remis responded with genuine compas-

sion. 

In the meantime a threatening dark purple cloud suddenly ap-

proached from the West. 

“Here comes the rain!” I said. 

Since the recent major disturbance of the Earth’s atmosphere, 

the sky clouded up without warning and rain came down un-

ceremoniously.  

Luckily, not far from where we were sitting, there was the 

stone opening of a shallow cave where we all went for shelter. 

The squall was short-lived and a pale sun re-emerged in the 

sky.  

As we were about to resume our journey, we heard the noise 

of a vehicle speeding towards us. It was a small band of those 

familiar, long haired criminals heading for Niblad. 

“Take cover, take cover...,” I shouted. 

We all scattered back to the cave, but one of the band man-

aged to shoot at us from the speeding vehicle, hitting one of 

the children. 
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Remis rushed to his side to attend to him. He was a beautiful 

ten-year-old child with blond hair and blue eyes. He had been 

hit in the upper stomach area. He showed no sign of life. All 

Remis’ attempts to revive him failed. One of the pilgrims 

practiced CPR on him but to no avail. 

“He is gone!” Remis said, his face ashen with sorrow. 

“Criminals!” he shouted at the top of his voice.  

There was no point in taking the dead body back to Niblad, so 

we dug a ditch as deep as we could and buried him there. 

We then resumed our journey. While walking, Remis made 

some comments. 

“This sort of criminality,” he said, “is something that needs to 

be stamped out. I will inform the police in Darkynell about 

this.” He took his phone from his pocket and made the call. 

Some six hours later, when we reached Darkynell, it was al-

ready dark.  

It was quite emotional for me to see the place which once was 

my home, only that now it had reduced in size. There was a 

kind of bay area with large boulders on one side in the form of 

a harbour. Moored there was a fishing boat with enough space 

for a few people. A ragged, pock-marked skipper waited on 

deck to get us on board. 

I asked: “Is this the boat?” 

Remis looked at me in commiseration. 

“This is it,” he said, “it’s not a transatlantic but it will do!” 

“How long will it take us to get... to...?” I queried. 
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“Our destination is the Centre, on the newly formed shores of 

Greenland,” Remis said, “it will take us about eleven hours to 

get there. Weather permitting. But we’ll stay put here for the 

night; we’ll sail early tomorrow morning.” 

I was curious. “What’s there in the Centre?” 

Remis explained. “We have been able to construct a large 

building devoted to teaching and science. It consists of a num-

ber of experimental labs with scientific equipment which we 

were able to salvage from destruction.”  

It was rather cold and damp aboard the vessel but the skipper 

gave us blankets and served us bread and cheese and cups of 
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tea all night long. 

We hardly closed an eye that night. The cold and the idea of 

facing a long journey on an inadequate boat kept us awake.   

We sailed at about six the next morning. The sea was eerily 

calm for the first four hours of the journey. Then it got rough 

and we realised how perilous the rest of the journey would be. 

A squall broke out from nowhere. The elements tossed the 

boat like a twig in the wind. 

Some of us, including myself, and three children vomited our 

guts. Luckily the storm didn’t last long and on a calm sea we 

reached our destination. 

It was dusk and I was amazed at what I saw. It was a large 
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five-storey building with huge glass windows. Most of the 

rooms were lit up. 

“Has this place got accommodation for us?” I asked Remis. 

“Sure it has!” he replied, “we have to check in first. I will in-

troduce you to the Director, he is a nice Swedish guy.” 

As we entered the main hall the Director was there with a fe-

male assistant as they were waiting for our arrival. 

The assistant asked the children to follow her, while Remis, 

the other four pilgrims and I shook hands with the Director. 

“This is Bruce from Niblad,” said Remis. 

“Pleased to meet you, Bruce, I am Offlan, the Director of the 

Centre.” 

 While the pilgrims dealt with paperwork at the desk, attended 

by two young women and a man, the Director took Remis and 

me on a tour of the building. 

“I will show you this place,” said Offlan, “and your accom-

modation as well.” 

The entire basement and ground floor consisted of small and 

large rooms for guests. I was shown mine, so was Remis. On 

the same floor there was also a canteen. 

The director informed us that the other floors consisted of 

classrooms and laboratories of all kinds. 

I could not believe my eyes. To think that in between catastro-

phic events they had been able to build such a place. 

“Tomorrow morning at ten,” the Director said at the end of 

the quick tour, “we’ll meet in the canteen for a preliminary 
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briefing. Afterwards I’ll show the rest of the building. For 

now I wish you a good night sleep... you must be tired... and 

by the way, if you are hungry you can still go to the canteen I 

showed you for a bite. See you tomorrow...”  

I went to the room assigned to me. It was a small room with 

bare fittings and a tiny bathroom. Somehow it was not dis-

similar from my accommodation in Niblad. Although tired-

ness had taken its toll on me, I had a restless and sleepless 

night. I was in a sweat for hours, experiencing feelings of 

doom. My mind raced through the most harrowing events that 

had affected me in the recent past, both physically and men-

tally. In a nightmarish dream I could see myself running for 

shelter towards a hill to escape the tsunami, at a time when 

my health wasn’t the best, following an earlier exposure to 

nuclear radiation from a bomb that had been dropped on 

France. 

Images of dead or dying people, men and women in distress 

and crying children crowded my mind. 

Then the thought of being brought to an extraordinary place 

like the Centre haunted me. For what? What could I do for 

them, except give lectures on astrophysics and philosophy. Or 

was there another reason for my recruitment? 

At about eight I got up, washed myself and got dressed. I 

went to the canteen where I found Remis having breakfast on 

his own. 

I picked a bowl with something which resembled porridge and 
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a cup of coffee, and sat at his table. 

“Did you have a good sleep?” he asked. 

“Not really, every time I change bed I do not sleep well.” I 

said, trying to hide the real reason for my restless night.  

“Tell me Remis,” I asked, determined to get a straight answer, 

“what will I be doing here at the Centre. I mean, what will my 

duties be?”  

Remis replied with a heavy sigh. 

“Well, you, with your experience as a physicist and a thinker, 

will be of great help to us. You will be doing some hours of 

teaching with the older children.” 

“What age?” I asked. 

“Thirteen to eighteen years old. You will impart to them the 

most advanced notions of physics and astrophysics. You will 

always refer to the recent nuclear deflagrations, global warm-

ing and asteroid impact our planet has experienced. I know it 

sounds like a tall order to teach such advanced stuff to young 

people, but I am sure you will manage to explain these things 

to them in simple terms.” 

“You see,” Remis went on, “through the succession of events 

over the last few years these kids, apart from losing their par-

ents, have had their schooling disrupted, and above all they 

have been so traumatized that they are not able to comprehend 

what has happened to the world. In fact, a briefing in very re-

cent history and social and political upheaval will do them no 

harm.”  



26 

“And apart from teaching, what else is asked of me?” I inter-

acted. 

“The other most important task, is to join forces with other 

astrophysicists to study and monitor some extraordinary find-

ings from outer space. Apparently a stone from one of the lat-

est asteroids fallen on Earth has revealed extraordinary prop-

erty. It is behaving like a Galeno stone of communication with 

a mysterious source from deeper space.”  

There was a minute of silence. Offlan, the Director, appeared 

and joined us at our table. 

“Slept well?” he asked. 

“Very well,” Remis and I replied in unison. 

“Ok, Bruce,” turning to me, “I am sure Remis has briefed you 

on the work here. This Centre has been created as a learning 

revival and awareness project. This is not the only one, there 

are five more located in different areas in what is left of 

Europe. We primarily cater for children as we want to educate 

them to be the future leaders of a new and better world. 

“How many students do you have under your care here?” I 

asked. 

“One hundred here, but there are nine hundred of them in to-

tal, including the other Centres. They are the chosen ones to 

represent our future humanity. There are two levels of classes 

for them, junior up to the age of twelve and senior from thir-

teen to eighteen. The junior students will learn the same sub-

jects as at the once-conventional schools with a lot of very 
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recent history. The senior students will get a crash course on 

what they need to know about global warming, the universe 

and astrophysical events. They will also learn about nuclear 

power and its use.” 

“Remis told me that I will also have to teach philosophy,” I 

said. 

“Yes, they will be taught philosophy in that they will be 

taught and warned about the train of thought humanity has 

gone through over the last few decades. They will know what 

has led to almost total annihilation of the world.” 

“Your other assignment is participation in the work that some 

eminent scientists have already started in the exploration of 

space. Actually your contribution will be appreciated in solv-

ing the puzzle of interstellar communications. We have dis-

covered some mysterious properties of a piece of asteroid 

which has fallen on Earth.”    

Having said that Offlan stood up. 

“Come on,” he said, “ I will show you a class in progress and 

then I will introduce you to some of the scientists. You come 

along as well, Remis, after all you are Bruce’s mentor.” 

We took a lift to the first floor and Remis and I followed 

Offlan along the corridor. 

He knocked at the door of one classroom. As the door opened 

we saw the heads of about fifteen teenagers turning to us. 

“Good morning, Freda,” Offlan said to the red-haired teacher. 

“Good morning,” she replied, summoning the students to say 
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the same. 

“Carry on as normal, Freda,” Offlan said, “we are here to 

watch your class in progress for a few minutes.” 

Offlan, Remis and I sat in the last row in the theatre class-

room, and watched Freda conduct her class for about ten min-

utes. She talked about the Solar system, with projected pres-

entations on the latest research and discoveries. 

We left the class very quietly, without words. Only Offlan 

waved his hand to salute and thank Freda. 

After watching those few minutes of the lesson, I was quite 

impressed. I was familiar with what the red-haired teacher 

said. However she made some observations on Sun flares, 

backed by formulas written on the board. They sounded like a 

prediction on the future trends of these flares which was quite 

new to me. I realised that during my retirement years studies 

of the Sun had progressed so much. 

“Pretty scary stuff,”  I remarked, while following Offlan and 

Remis along the corridor. 

Offlan smiled.  

“This is only the tip of the iceberg,” he said, “there is more, 

much more, you will see.” 

We took a lift to the second floor. The brightly-lit rooms 

along the corridor were highly advanced scientific laborato-

ries attended by scientists wearing white gowns. 

Offlan went into one of the rooms and he introduced Remis 

and me to a senior, white-haired man who had all the looks of 
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a professor. He explained to us that in his lab they were study-

ing the effects of nuclear radiations on people, trying to find 

an appropriate antidote. He said they had not arrived yet at a 

definite solution but that they were hopeful they would pretty 

soon. 

The professor’s name was Breskin. He couldn’t help noticing 

marks of radiation effects on the skin of my face and asked 

me about them. 

“How long have you had these marks?” 

“For a good few years,” I replied. 

“Well,” he said, “I am sure you have been treated with con-

ventional tablets. I can give you some new drugs which might 

help you get rid of them.” 

 “Thanks,” I said, while he put a few large tablets in a tub for 

me. 

“Here you are,” he uttered, “the best of luck.” He then took 

leave of us and we left his lab. 

The most interesting encounter for me was when Offlan took 

us to a large laboratory that specialized in astrophysical re-

search.  

There were about ten scientists working there headed by Dr 

Steiner, a rather young man in his late forties.  

“Dr Steiner,” Offlan said, “this is Bruce, a physicist, who will 

be working with you.” 

Dr Steiner shook hands with me and immediately proceeded 

to brief me on the work at his lab. 
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 “We are studying 

solar radiations, 

but we are also 

monitoring a very 

distant mass 

which we might 

call a planet. But 

the greatest puzzle 

we are trying to 

solve is decipher-

ing mysterious 
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signals emanating from a black rock, a chip from the latest 

asteroid which fell on Earth.”  

“I leave you here in good hands,” Offlan said turning to me, 

“have a good chat, and I hope you will find your work here 

interesting. See you soon.” 

Having said that, he and Remis left me there in Dr Steiner’s 

company. 

“Dr Steiner,” I asked, “what kind of signals are you getting 

from the black rock?” 

“Come,” he said, “I will show you.” 

We turned around the corner of the spacious lab, and there it 

was, a very shiny black rock of about twenty pounds in 

weight in the centre of the lab’s computer environment. 

After activating a virtual computer monitor, Dr Steiner ex-

plained that the rock had been at the centre of attention of 

physicists and astrophysicists for nearly a year. Placed in a 

computer environment, it would activate quite an amount of 

coded signals in the form of two way transmissions accompa-

nied with rhythmic blips. After one year’s work, the two 

mathematicians and three astrophysicists working at the lab 

were no closer to solving the puzzle. 

“As we are in constant communication with NASA,” Dr 

Steiner went on, “the suggestion has been made that the 

source may be the planet, Kepler-452b, a larger and older 

Earth, located around a star 1,400 light years from Earth. It is 
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the first terrestrial planet found in the habitable zone revolv-

ing around a star just like our sun. NASA said it is about 60 

percent larger than Earth and lies in the constellation of Cyg-

nus. 

The exact nature of the planet is not known specifically, but 

NASA's modelling suggests it is a rocky planet, orbiting its 

star once every 385 days. 

The planet’s star is 1.5 billion years older than our own, and is 

now growing hotter and brighter - as our star will do in about 

a billion years. At NASA they also have a piece of asteroid 

like the one we are studying here at the Centre which behaves 

in similar fashion in terms of transmitting and receiving en-

crypted  messages from  the source. We are assuming that this 

planet is the source in deeper space, which for some reason 

conveys and receives and transmits messages only through the 

asteroid piece I just showed you. The problem is that neither 

NASA nor we have been able to decipher these messages.” 

Having said that, he introduced me to the other five scientists 

with whom I had quite a stimulating discussion on the matter. 

“Could these signals be similar to those picked up by radio 

telescopes?” I asked.  

“The coding pattern is completely different so far and full of 

figures and symbols which are pretty new,” Fred, one of the 

mathematicians, said. “We have analysed all the signals com-

ing even from the latest probes launched for the exploration of 

the solar system and beyond, but no comparison can be drawn 
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with them, their frequency being quite alien.” 

“Could these signals come from a distant civilization trying to 

communicate with us?” I chanced the question. 

Astrophysicist Rob promptly responded. 

“It is not unlikely. The point is that we have not been able to 

interrogate the source of these signals, for the stone has taken 

over, acting as a transmitter. It is activating coded replies to 

messages which are still a mystery.  It is unlocking the key of 

these messages that we are finding hard to do.”  

The preliminary briefing I got was quite enough for me to 

keep my mind going for the whole day. I went to the canteen, 

followed by Fred, for a cup of coffee. 

While we were chatting, we heard the alarm bell going off in 

the building. 

“What’s happening?” I asked alarmed. 

“This is to do with some unwanted intruders,” Fred explained. 

“We have to stay put here, our trained security will be dealing 

with them.” 

Apparently, we were informed later, one or two individuals, 

like those criminals we had encountered on our journey to 

Darkynell, had infiltrated the building but they were immedi-

ately caught by security and taken to the nearby police station. 

Remis joined us at the canteen. 

“Our security,” he said, “have just caught two of those ani-

mals who entered the building with God knows what inten-

tion! This evening I will call to the station where I have been 
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asked to identify them as two of the perpetrators who killed 

that innocent child.” 

Fred and I returned to the lab. 

I was given a desk and instructed on how to activate the vir-

tual computer monitor. There staring at me were those indeci-

pherable strings of codes which they had showed me earlier. I 

knew I would be working on them for months.  

I explored the full log of communication messages between 

Earth and the station that had been installed on Mars and on 

the Moon, hoping to find some clue or link.  

I met Remis at dinner that day. There were a myriad of ques-

tions I wanted to ask him.  

“Remis,” I asked, “what’s the latest news on the manned 

spaceship travelling to Mars?” 

“It will reach the planet in about two months,” he responded, 

“the five astronauts are in good shape and ready for this 

unique adventure.”  

“So NASA is still active, isn’t it?” I queried. 

“Yes, in spite of what has happened to the world, since the 

end of the hostilities the Americans have been forging ahead 

with plans to start building on Mars the necessary structures 

to support life and allow return to Earth. Of course all their 

plans have suffered considerable delay but are still on 

course.”   

“Do you think it’s all worth it?” I asked. 

“Let’s face it,” Remis replied, “humanity always wanted and 
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needed to go to Mars, and for several reasons.  For one, 

there’s the spirit of exploration, setting foot on a new world 
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and exploring the next great frontier – like the Apollo astro-

nauts did in the late 60s and early 70s. 

We also need to go there if we want to create a backup loca-

tion for humanity, in the event that life on Earth becomes un-

tenable due to things like climate change and other reasons we 

know only too well. We could also go there to search for addi-

tional resources like water, precious metals, or additional 

croplands in case we can no longer feed ourselves. 

In that respect, Mars is the next, natural destination. There’s 

also a little local support, as Mars does provide us some raw 

materials. The regolith, the material which covers the surface, 

could be used to make concrete, and there are cave systems 
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which could be converted into underground habitats to protect 

citizens from the radiation. 

Business magnate, inventor and investor Elon Musk has stated 

that the goal of SpaceX project is to help humans get to Mars, 

and they’re designing rockets, landers and equipment to sup-

port that. Musk would like to build a Mars colony with 80,000 

people. Which is a good choice, as its probably the second 

most habitable place in our Solar System. Real estate should 

be pretty cheap, but the commute is a bit much. And then 

there’s the great vistas to think about. Mars is beautiful, after a 

fashion. It looks like a nice desert planet with winds, clouds, 

and ancient river beds. But maybe, just maybe, the best reason 

to go there is because it’s hard! There’s something to be said 

about setting a goal and achieving it, especially when it re-

quires so much hard work and sacrifice.” 

“Are there any reasons for not going to Mars?,” I interacted. 

Remis had his answer ready. “Yeah, Mars is pretty great… if 

you’re not made of meat and don’t need to breathe oxygen.  

Otherwise, it’s incredibly hostile. It’s not much more habit-

able than the cold vacuum of space. First, there’s no air on 

Mars. So if you were dropped on the surface, the view would 

be spectacular. Then you’d quickly pass out, and expire a cou-

ple minutes later from a lack of oxygen. There’s also virtually 

no air pressure, and temperatures are incredibly cold. And of 

course, there’s the constant radiation streaming from space. 

You also might want to note that the soil is toxic, so using it 
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for planting would first require that it be put through a decon-

tamination process. Having said that, artificial atmosphere can 

be produced.” 

“Right...Remis, going back to the black stone, what’s your 

personal opinion about the mysterious coded signals coming 

from deeper space?” 

“This is a fascinating question,” he replied, “and one which 

might turn out to be an extraordinary revelation. I wouldn’t be 

surprised if a distant civilization is trying to communicate 

with us. After all, we scientists have always believed that it’s 

practically impossible that we are the only expression of intel-
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ligence in the universe, such is its expanse! Then multiply it 

by two or an infinite number of parallel universes, and the 

number of possibilities is mind boggling! Mind you, if this is 

the case, these signals might be travelling for billions of years 

to reach our galaxy and Earth. Which means that a given civi-

lization somewhere in the Universe could have been capable 

of sophisticated transmissions billions of years before we ever 

devised a similar method. Not to mention the fact that, if this 

is so, right now it might be capable of time travel, in which 

case its presence could virtually be with us or around us.”    

“Fascinating stuff!” I remarked.  

“Yes indeed!” said Remis.  

Then, as it was quite late, he took leave of me.  

 “Well Bruce, time to go to bed now, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“See you tomorrow.” I replied, my eyes transfixed, trance-

like. 

I went to my room and before lying in bed I had a look 

through the window at the large moon in the sky. Not far from 

it on the left the round glow of Betelgeuse the supernova 

which, in November 2022 appeared in the sky. Since the be-

ginning of the century astrophysicists  had predicted the ex-

plosion of this star in the constellation of Orion into a super-

nova. They had also said that it would be visible from the 

Earth almost as a second Sun for a number of years without 

any danger of radiation due to its 642 light years distance 

from our planet.  Due to the catastrophic events the Earth had 
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suffered, this extraordinary event did not have the same im-

pact on people as it would have had if it had happened fifty 

years earlier.  

I couldn’t help staring at the large craters on the Moon from 
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my bedroom window and thinking that the asteroid which 

may have wiped out the dinosaurs on Earth was probably 

somewhere between 2 and 10 km in size. I thought that an as-

teroid that large striking the Moon would release a large 

amount of energy and it probably would eject some of the 

moon rock into space and that the bits would be quite small. 

So if they happened to be going in the right direction to hit the 

Earth they wouldn't cause too much damage. Around 15 mete-

orites found on Earth had been identified as originating on the 

Moon, although this is a tiny amount relative to the total num-

ber of meteorites found on the Earth. 

I lay in bed hoping to fall asleep. I had a relatively quieter 

night, although my mind raced through speculative thoughts 

about the asteroid stone mystery.  
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IV 
  

 

 

 

 

T he following day, after breakfast, I took a tour of the 

other labs in the building. There were three more, other 

than the one devoted to astrophysics, directed by Dr Steiner, 

where they were conducting research studies on metal and 

stone composition. Also there were two medical labs one of 

which was an infirmary with state of the art equipment and 

machinery. 

Back to the astrophysics lab, after breakfast, I went straight to 

my desk where Dr Steiner joined me. He told me that over-

night he had received some coded messages from the mysteri-

ous source, this time relayed by the transmitter on Mars. 

“I cannot understand,” he said, “why the messages show in 

part a different pattern from those coming straight from the 

source.” 

“So, is there a common pattern within the difference?” I 

asked. 

He sighed. “Yes there is, although this is an additional puzzle 

which we will have to solve. On the other hand, it’s likely that 

what seems a further complication now, may turn out to be a 

help. Only time will tell.” 
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He left me while I stared at this new data which flashed be-

fore me on my virtual monitor. 

I had to hold my first lecture at eleven that day. After making 

acquaintance with my fifteen to eighteen-year-old pupils, I 

started talking about the universe and all the discoveries to-

date. I included a presentation on asteroids, especially those 

which had hit the Earth in recent times. I couldn’t but mention 

the mystery surrounding the special properties of a chip from 

one of the three asteroids which was the subject of study and 

research at the Centre. I wrote on the white board and submit-

ted to their attention one string of the coded messages which 

had been received, which contained some pretty unusual 

mathematical symbols. 

“Now, here is a nice task for you.” I said to them. “Just using 

your power of imagination, write down your opinions on 

these symbols.” 

This novel challenge was enthusiastically received by all the 

students, who, after pondering for twenty minutes, started 

writing. At the end of the class I collected their scripts telling 

them I would have a look at and discuss them during the next 

class three days later. 

I then went to the canteen for lunch, carrying under my arm a 

folder with the students’ scripts. 

I started reading them and was amused at the imaginative sup-

positions. One thing struck me though. The scripts of two of 

the twelve students were extraordinarily similar in the inter-
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pretation of the symbols submitted to them. They both 

thought that they were concealing a message about a space 

journey. 

After lunch I went to the Astrophysics Lab to talk to Dr 

Steiner.  

“Doctor, I had my first class with teenagers this morning,” I 

said, “to whom I submitted a string of the mysterious coded 

messages pertaining to the black stone. I asked them to give 

me their opinions in writing on the meaning of the unusual 

mathematical symbols the messages contained.”  

 “Really?!” the professor interacted, rather amused. 

“Yes, I may have given them an impossible task,” I said, “but 

they showed great interest in the challenge. Now, I have read 

their scripts, and found that two of them came up with the the-

ory that the symbols in the string might refer to a space jour-

ney. Quite amazing that two, not one, would express the same 

opinion, don’t you think?” 

I handed the scripts to the professor, who eagerly read them. 

“Extraordinary!” he said, “We must analyse the messages us-

ing this assumption, no matter how outlandish it may sound. 

You never know!” 

The professor then got up and took leave of me. 

I worked in the lab until dinner time. I then returned to the 

canteen where I sat at Remis’ table. I couldn’t wait to tell him 

about the students in my first class. 

I informed him of the scripts and their contents. 
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“Well, well,” he remarked, “imagine that! I wouldn’t be sur-

prised at all if they are right!” 

“Do you think,” I asked, “that the supposed distant civiliza-

tion has been sending messages announcing the arrival of a 

spaceship at our planet? If so, and if the source is, say, thou-

sands of light years distant from Earth, these messages could 

have taken quite a long time to reach us.” 

“Well,” said Remis, “from what we know about measuring 

distances in the universe, you are dead right. Unless we are 

talking about speeds well over and above that of light, black 

holes, parallel universes and the lot. Have you spoken with Dr 

Steiner?” 

“Yes I did.” 

“And what did he have to say?” 

“He found the whole thing quite intriguing, and said he would 

use the assumption of a space journey as the basis for analysis 

of all data in store.” 
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V 
  

 

 

 

 

T hree weeks went by during which I discussed, as prom-

ised, the scripts with my students, praising them for their 

vivid imagination, without disclosing the fact that some of 

their assumptions were in fact taken on board as a new basis 

of analysis at the lab. 

I also worked quite hard in analysing the data concerning the 

black stone on the new assumption without reaching any con-

crete conclusion.  

On Friday, at the end of my third week at the Centre, there 

was excitement at the Astrophysics Lab.  

Dr Steiner gathered all the scientists for a major announce-

ment. 

“Dear colleagues,” he said in an emotional tone, “it’s with 

great pleasure and sense of pride that I wish to inform you 

that we have finally deciphered the coded messages so far re-

corded in the Astrophysics Lab involving the black asteroid 

stone. We have been working on the assumption that these 

messages, to and from a distant source in deep space, might 

have been a kind of progress report on a journey. This would 

have been undertaken by a spaceship launched by a distant 
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civilization. It would be travelling towards the solar system. 

We have been able to compile a kind of alphabet with the new 

symbols contained in the messages. We have reached the 

point that the whole communication system has finally made 

sense. We have also concluded that the asteroid stone has been 

acting as a relay for these messages.” 

Remis raised his hand to interrupt the professor.  

“I am sorry, doctor, for interrupting you. If we are talking 

about messages through the stone, what and where is the 

source?” 

Dr Steiner was quick in answering. 

“The source is planet Kepler-452b. It has been sending mes-
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sages on the various steps of a long journey undertaken by a 

spaceship. These were followed by messages from the space-

ship itself. These messages are filled with information on the 

state of affairs of the solar system. They mention every pro-

ject in space exploration we have undertaken on our planet, 

including information on our plan to colonize Mars.” 

Offlan, the Centre director, asked a question. 

 “If you have broken the encryption of these messages, are 

you now communicating in the source’s encrypted language 

or our own language? Also, with regard to the spaceship, do 

you have information about when it is supposed to arrive 

here?” 

“We are now communicating in our own language,” Dr 

Steiner replied, “and as to the spaceship, it’s supposed to be in 

the vicinity of Mars just a couple of days before NASA’s 

spaceship is due to land on the red planet. NASA will soon be 

deciding whether the party in charge of communication on-

board the ship would agree to rendezvous with our manned 

spaceship on Mars or whether it would be better to get it to 

land on Earth first. At this stage, from now on, everything will 

be directed by NASA who will keep all our Centres posted.” 

There was a minute’s silence and then a big sustained ap-

plause from all of us. The mood among those working in the 

lab changed from frustration to excitement and sense of pur-

pose.  

At the canteen at breakfast, lunch and dinner the extraordinary 
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news about the alien spaceship was the subject of conversa-

tion and speculations for all the scientists at the Centre. 

I, for one, found the whole thing extremely exciting and 

hoped, in my heart, that I would live long enough to witness 

such an event. 

Eventually, NASA broadcast images of the aliens in conversa-

tion with Earth. It was a momentous event, as everybody 

wondered what they looked like. To everybody’s amazement, 

the aliens were like talking light globes. They kept reassuring 

their interlocutors that were capable to assume any form and 

shape to suit the humans. They announced that, when the ren-

dezvous time came,  they would take the shape of humans.  

With a second broadcast we were informed that arrangements 

had been made for a rendezvous on Mars in exactly two 

months time. 

At one meeting at the Astrophysical Lab I asked a pertinent 

question.  

“What about,” I asked, “these aliens’ intention? Do we know 

what’s their mission?”    

“We were told by NASA,” Dr Steiner replied, “that in two 

days time they will give details on their plan. Their conversa-

tion with NASA will be broadcast to the Centres.” 

Two days went by very quickly and at the appointed time we 

were all gathered in front of our virtual screen waiting to hear 

what they had to say. 

We saw one of the light globes turning into a human being. 
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He looked like a middle-aged man dressed in a kind of blue 

diving suit. His face expressed a benign demeanour. He spoke 

very clearly in perfect English. 

“Friends,” he said, “we come from planet ZERK, that you 

have discovered and call Kepler-452b.” 

Everybody was dumfounded at the notion that they already 

knew that we had discovered their planet. 

“Our planet,” he continued, “is 9 billion years old, twice as 

old as the Earth. It is 1.4 thousand light years distant from 

your planet. We have knowledge of your human race since its 
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beginning. We have been exploring and monitoring, unseen to 

your eyes and devices, your evolution and all that has hap-

pened to Earth.” 

The NASA Director interrupted the conversation by asking: 

“Can you tell us if you have knowledge of other planets host-

ing other civilizations in the universe? Also, how far have you 

explored the universe?” 

The Zerkan responded immediately. “We have knowledge of 

a good portion of the universe. No one has knowledge of the 

entire universe, as it is boundless, just as time is infinite and 

therefore eternal. What you call the Big Bang is only one of 

an infinite number of Big Bangs. The universe, as we know it 

now, is the result of the present Big Bang, but there have been 

and will be other Big Bangs, not to mention parallel universes 

at any given time. We have knowledge of another civilization 

1 billion light years from us, which flourished for 3 million 

years but was extinct 1 million years ago. It was a civilization 

less advanced than ours but several times more advanced than 

yours. It existed on a planet called IXON. The impact on the 

planet of a very large asteroid was responsible for its extinc-

tion. Perhaps this is not the time to tell you, but Earth will 

soon have the same destiny.” 

This announcement caused indescribable consternation among 

those listening at NASA and all monitoring Centres. We were 

all speechless. 

The NASA Director had so many questions to ask.  
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“We on Earth have devised ways of diverting the trajectory of 

asteroids travelling on the Earth’s path. We have been suc-

cessful with some but not with all of them. Surely you seem to 

be advanced enough to be able to do that more efficiently. If, 

as you said, a very large asteroid is bound to hit Earth in the 

near future, why don’t you save human race by diverting its 

trajectory? Also, if I may ask the question, in terms of aster-

oids, we have been battling with a puzzle concerning your 

communications involving a black stone, a chip from one as-

teroid fallen on Earth. They were coded messages of which 

we didn’t know the language, which would have enabled us to 

decipher them. Could you not have made it easier for us, con-

sidering that communicating with us in our own language is 

no problem for you?” 

“As to your first question,” the Zerkan responded, “we could 

divert the asteroid to prevent collision with your planet, but 

there would be no point in doing that. After all you have been 

destroying yourselves with wars, natural disasters like CO2 

emissions with subsequent destructive floods, social unrest 

and all the rest. Besides, there will soon be an unprecedented 

increase in volcanic activity and powerful sun flares. These  

will totally annihilate your race. We have no control over 

planets’ volcanic activity or sun flares.  With regard to our 

messages, we deliberately waited until you deciphered our 

code, a kind of test for your intelligence!” 

Other questions followed. 
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“If your planet is 1.4 thousand light years away from Earth, 

when did you start your journey? Surely, it hasn’t taken you 

1.4 thousand years travelling at the speed of light, to get here! 

We on Earth have been hypothesising the possibility of time 

travel, but it is still science fiction, unless we manipulate the 

fourth dimension! We have reached the conclusion that by 

interfacing Einstein’s general relativity and quantum mechan-

ics, time travel, at least theoretically, could be possible. I am 

sure you know who Einstein was!”  

The Zerkan replied: “Yes we know all about Einstein, and you 

are quite right. To time travel we have used wormholes, 

which are bridges through time and space. This has made it 
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possible to shortcut journeys through space.”  

All those listening were once again speechless. The NASA 

Director asked the most pertinent question. 

“Can you tell us why are you visiting us?” 

“We are coming in peace,” the Zerkan said, “to save you from 

total destruction. We will help most of your surviving popula-

tion to relocate on Mars. But let me tell you one thing. The 

condition for that is that the word “war” will have to be erased 

from your vocabulary and your lives. We have the means to 

totally annihilate entire worlds, if we wished to. So, once on 

Mars, your actions will be monitored and any breach of this 
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condition will be promptly punished.”  

At these words, an uncontainable sense of fear descended on 

all those who were listening. Although we all felt like children 

scolded by a big daddy, we realised that the day of reckoning 

had come. Something was happening that was both unex-

pected and extraordinary.  
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VI 
 

 

 

 

 

F rom the time of  this announcement two months went by, 

during which all those working at NASA and at the Cen-
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tres were extremely busy analysing and recording data. We 

were preparing for the manned spaceship’s landing on Mars 

and the rendezvous with the aliens. 

On the appointed landing day, we were all glued to our moni-

tors. NASA started  transmitting just one hour before touch-

down time. The landing of our spaceship was smooth and 

trouble free. On and off, for two days, we were able to watch 

our five astronauts walking about the area surrounding their 

landing site and listen to their constant communications with 

NASA. They spotted an area behind rocks, which, in their 

opinion might be ideal for the aliens to land on. At the end of 

the second day, just as planned, the Zerkan spaceship ap-

peared as a distant small dot in the sky. It was travelling at an 

extraordinary speed, and it soon entered our atmosphere and 

smoothly landed exactly on the spot that our astronauts had 

pointed out. It was something that left all of us at the Centre 

agog!   

It was a shiny sphere, about twenty meters in diameter, with a 

long and narrow lit up window.  

A hatch opened from its lower section from which a footboard 

stretched downward to touch the ground. Ten tall, human-

shaped aliens, wearing a sort of blue diving suit, stepped out 

of the ship. One who, we thought, must have been the leader, 

was wearing a silvery suit. 

Our astronauts in their spacesuits and sealed helmets ap-

proached them. The aliens, in contrast with our astronauts, 
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seemed to manage without helmets, as if they were used to 

breathing Mars’ atmosphere. Amazingly, they naturally re-

sponded to their hand shaking. 

They invited our astronauts onboard their ship, who were sur-
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prised at the minimalistic control dashboards and fittings they 

saw. The aliens had no drink or food to offer, as they did not 

drink at any given time during the day and every day like hu-

mans. As they informed our astronauts, once a week they 

swallowed a capsule which constituted food and drink in one.  

At the meeting between the two groups which lasted for about 

five hours, they were all standing as in the ship there was no 

sign of chairs. The leader of our five astronauts was wired to 

NASA and its Director. He kept prompting him on the ques-

tions to ask the aliens and they were able to satisfy their 

friends from Earth’s obvious curiosity, giving details of their 

planet and their civilization.  

“Does your planet revolve around a star?” the NASA Director 

asked. 

“Yes, Zerk revolves around a star called Xor,” the alien re-

plied, “which is 1.5 billion years older than the Sun and has 

almost the same temperature but is 20% more luminous.  

“Would humans be able to live on Zerk?” our astronaut asked. 

The Zercan did not hesitate in replying. 

“Only in an artificially created atmosphere as you have to on 

Mars.” 

The questions went on. 

“Apparently you can take any shape you like. What’s your life 

span? Tell us about your life in general.” 

“We are shaped like light globes,” he replied, “as we are en-

ergy and need only energy to survive. We get this energy 



60 

from Xor. We have what you would describe psychokinetic 

powers and we do things through these powers. We have also 

the capability of taking on other shapes, as we have done with 

you now. Only when taking the shape of humans do we need 

to eat. Not in the way you do. We ingest a capsule every week 

which is enough to give us food and water as required by hu-

mans. We live for exactly 100 of your years, but after death 

most of us regenerate, and this is how we multiply. But those 

who are constantly time travelling, like us, live much longer. 

Our lives are devoted to exploring and monitoring the uni-

verse as you know it or are aspiring to know it. 

For us moving back or forward in time is no problem. Time 

for us has no meaning actually. We know that you on Earth 

have had philosophers who said that time is only a category of 

your mind. They were right. Also, the existence of parallel 

universes that your scientists have theorized as “multiverse” is 

real, just as real is the existence of an infinite number of uni-

verses.” 

The five astronauts were struck by these extraordinary revela-

tions, so were all the others on Earth witnessing such conver-

sation. 

A second astronaut engaged the aliens with other questions: 

“Do you believe in a God?” he asked. 

“God?” the alien replied, “The god or gods your race have 

believed and are still believing in, are the result of your limit-

edness as beings. You have always needed them, for comfort, 
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although your mere impossibility to explain God should have 

been your religion. You, for example believe in creation by 

God. As we said before, space and time are infinite. So there 

was no beginning and there will be no end. If you can under-

stand and believe in that, the notion of a God creator has no 

sense.” 

The philosophical nature of this conversation caught most of 

the listeners quite unprepared.  

The NASA Director thought he would change the subject of 

conversation and said: “When you land on Earth, you will be 

guests at our United Nations centre, where you’ll meet all the 

heads of state in our world. You can then present all the plans 

you have in store for us.” 

“Thanks for saying that. We were going to suggest it,” the 

alien said. “By the way, when we travel to Earth we would 

like to go to your Moon first. We would like to meet your 

people and see your installations there.” 

“No problem for us!” was the answer.  
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VII 
 

 

 

 

 

T he events which followed were to have a tremendous 

impact on mankind and above all on the astrophysics 

community. We were dealing with an advanced civilization, 

capable of the most incredible feats which went beyond our 

wildest imagination. 

A few minutes before departing from Mars, with our astro-

nauts onboard, the Zerkans gave them some special capsules 

to take. “Swallow these capsules,” their leader said, “you 

won’t survive the speed of our journey without taking them.” 

Most likely the capsules contained some potent substance 

which would make them hibernate or put them in some form 

of suspended animation. At least that’s what we thought. In 

the realm of science fiction to-date, we had hypothesized the 

necessity for astronauts to hibernate during very long space 

journeys. In spite of the aliens’ revelations and explanations, 

the gap between their level of advancement and ours was far 

too great for us to fully appreciate, let alone understand. We 

really felt somewhat belittled and humbled, fearfully respect-

ful of our visitors. It was as if we were immersed into an 

ocean where our limitedness was drowning. These thoughts 
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went through our minds while we watched the departure from 

Mars of the Zerkans’ spaceship.  

The spherical craft gently and silently lifted off. When it 

reached the altitude of about one thousand meters, it sped up 

so much that it disappeared into infinity. The Zerkans were so 

considerate as to transmit the outside views of space all 

around. They shared with us on Earth the wonder of time 

travel in a phantasmagorical array of colours and fourth di-

mensional structures whizzing past the ship. 

It was going so fast that it seemed it was slowly going back-

ward. No matter how incomprehensible this may have looked, 

it was, in some strange way, in line with our simple formula 

of velocity; the formula that velocity equals space over time, 

with the result that the higher the velocity the shorter the  

time. 

So - we thought - if these guys are travelling at an incredible 

speed, time is so small that it goes to zero or even into nega-

tive figures which means it is going backward. 

We were utterly mesmerized; it was mind boggling stuff. 

A week later the aliens’ spaceship reached the vicinity of the 

Moon. Here the fifteen astronauts inhabiting our installations 

waited for its landing. 

They had followed all the events and communications regard-

ing planet Zerk and the ten Zerkans travelling to the solar sys-

tem, whom they were very anxious to meet. They got the co-

ordinates of their landing which enabled them to install video 
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cameras around the touchdown spot in order to record every-

thing, although the aliens managed till now to broadcast all 

their moves without external video cameras.       

Finally their space ship landed, slowly, silently and with in-

credible precision. 

The ten Zerkans and our five astronauts emerged from the 

open hatch and were warmly welcomed by our representatives 

on the Moon. 

They all adjourned to one of the large installations nearby, 

where one of the fifteen hosts, a physicist, queried the Zerkan 

leader with some questions. 

“We have learned about and watched you with great interest 
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and marvel. What your civilization has been able to achieve is 

well beyond our wildest imagination. We are also grateful for 

your benevolent intentions towards us and our planet. I would 

like to ask a question about Mars. A respected physicist and 

author, John Brandenberg, has claimed that intelligent life 

once flourished on Mars – but was annihilated by a nuclear 

attack so intense it left the planet cold and lifeless. The Mar-

tian civilization apparently perished due to a planet-wide ca-

tastrophe of unknown origin, citing craters visible on the sur-

face. Many physicists believe that an event such as an asteroid 

strike may have robbed Mars of its magnetic field, and thus its 

atmosphere, in the distant past – but Brandenberg believes 

that the planet may have been killed by another civilisation or 

even a rogue artificial intelligence. 

He also warns that we could be next. Also, the Astronomer 

Edward Harrison has suggested one major factor cutting short 

the lifetime of civilizations was older predatory civilizations. 

They would wipe out young civilizations once they became 

detectable through radio broadcasts. He said that the motiva-

tion for such genocidal actions would be to avoid later compe-

tition. What’s your knowledge about the red planet as we call 

it?” 

The Zerkan leader responded with authority. 

“Mars was inhabited once by a civilization which had an evo-

lution somewhat similar to yours. It flourished three billion 

years before yours. Its extinction was caused by the impact of 
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a giant asteroid, just like the one that will hit Earth. But before 

the impact, the atmosphere on Mars was already drastically 

depleted due the same mistakes you have been making on 

Earth, although there were no nuclear wars. In your solar sys-

tem Mars and the Earth are the only two planets which share a 

presence of life and a similar destiny.” 

Our physicist was dumbfounded at this revelation.  

Conversation continued inside the Moon installation on tech-

nical details about the Zerkans’ plan to relocate a good section 

of the population on Earth on Mars. The announcement was 

made that, once they landed on Earth, many more huge space-

ships would follow to pick up people from Earth from six dif-

ferent locations on the globe. As many more spaceships 

would go directly to Mars with the necessary installation ma-

terial to build proper housing for the Earth’s colonizers. All 

this would be completed in the space of six months.  

Preparations were made to continue the journey to Earth and 

it was decided that the Zerkan spaceship would land on a 

plain in Arizona. A delegation from NASA and the American 

government would be present at the landing to pick up all 

those onboard and bring them to New York for a reception at 

the UN.  

The Earth bound spaceship with the ten Zerkans and five as-

tronauts onboard departed five hours after its landing on the 

Moon. The journey took three days and eleven hours at the 

speed the spaceship was capable of travelling, although that 
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was a more moderate speed for the Zerkan.  

It was an extraordinary event, at the designated landing site 

near Phoenix, Arizona. There were hundreds of TV crews, 

scientists and ordinary people, anxiously awaiting the Zerkan 

spaceship’s landing. 

It was with extreme curiosity and wonderment that all those 

present watched a dot in the sky which, travelling at incredi-

ble speed, got closer to Earth. Then it gently approached the 

landing site. 

They were all amazed at the silence, effortlessness and preci-

sion of the whole operation. 

When, with trepidation, they all saw the hatch open and the 

ten Zerkans, followed by our five astronauts, walk out on the 

footboard, they all broke into applause. 

The Head of NASA, sided by the American President, two 

high ranking military men and a couple of scientists ap-

proached them to welcome them to Earth.  

The Zerkans, although closely scrutinized by all bystanders, 

stood back, as only our astronauts entertained the media with 

brief interviews. 

Then a convoy of limousines took the welcoming party and 

the astronauts to New York, where a big meeting had been 

planned for the following morning at the UN. The aliens were 

asked to go along with them but they declined saying they 

preferred to stay in their spaceship. But they promised that 

they would be present at the UN meeting. They did not need 
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any vehicle to take them there. Teleporting was one of their 

capabilities. They were so accommodating that, once the New 

York bound convoy moved off, they allowed all the people 

and media representatives present at the site to visit their 

spaceship if they wished to.  
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VIII 
 

 

 

 

 

E very television station in the world reported what had 

happened and every page of every newspaper was filled 

with photos and articles featuring the amazing event. 

The following day New York city was in a frenzy with expec-

tation of the grand meeting at the UN.  



70 

The whole affair caused indescribable commotion as the me-

dia divulged for the first time all the details of the extraordi-

nary encounter since the beginning. They published full re-

ports on the nature and shape of the visiting aliens and their 

benign intentions and plans. 

We, at the Centre, spent days and nights watching all the live 

broadcasts, feeling proud of our latest achievement in deci-

phering the aliens’ codes as a successful “test of our intelli-

gence”, as the Zerkans had put it. 

I, for one, felt honoured for having participated in this mighty 

test. I was quite apprehensive at the prospect of not living 

long enough to witness the completion of the salvage opera-

tion of our human race. I accepted the fact that I, like so many 

like me, would be excluded in the relocation on Mars. 

But right now, we were all waiting for the most important 

event. This would be the meeting and the historical confer-

ence delivered by the Zerkans at the UN, which we were able 

to watch on our screens. 

There was palpable expectation at the UN’s huge hall, which 

was packed with all the world’s heads of state and eminent 

scientists. The podium area was empty until, to everybody’s 

amazement, we could see ten flickering lights appear. These 

soon materialized into the bodies of the ten Zerkans, in the 

shape of tall humanoids dressed in tight diving suits.  

Everybody witnessed this startling incarnation with murmurs 

of wonderment. The Zerkan leader started his address. 
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We did not know exactly what to expect. But his speech soon 

revealed itself to be the most powerful sermon ever delivered. 

“Dear friends, representatives of the human race,” he said, “I 

am sure you know why we are here on your planet. We come 

from planet Zerk, which is 9 billion years old, twice as old as 

the Earth, 1.4 thousand light years distant from your planet. 

For a long time we have been monitoring life on Earth and 

your behaviour as the human race. All the advancement which 

has been taking place in your civilization has been accompa-

nied by destructive and negative downside actions. This is 

because, since the very beginning,  you have preferred war to 

peace, arrogance to humility, profiteering to social equality. 

Now most of you who have survived a series of catastrophic 

events, most of which have been your own doing, will have a 

chance to redeem yourselves and adopt a peaceful approach to 

your finite lives. We are providing this chance, while relocat-

ing you on planet Mars. This is because your planet is 

doomed, as it is destined to suffer major destructive forces 

which will obliterate your race. But let me be clear; you will 

definitely have to change your way of thinking and living for 

the better. Otherwise we will have to use our power to totally 

annihilate you.”  

A sense of guilty embarrassment was felt by all those listen-

ing. 

“You have built doctrines,” the Zerkan leader continued, 

“around Gods as superior beings in whom you believe, but 
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only to compensate your inadequacy in understanding the pur-

pose of your existence. There have been special men among 

you who have revolutionized the way of thinking for the bet-

ter. I would in fact mention your Jesus Christ, for example, 

who, as a man, left a legacy of love instead of hate, peace in-

stead of war, humility instead of arrogance, generosity instead 

of greed. You made him the father of a whole creed only to 

behave in a way contrary to his teaching. In his name you 

have killed, you have committed the most heinous crimes. 

You have waged war against one another. Swords and spears 

were replaced by guns and cannons, guns and cannons were 

replaced by nuclear weapons, always used to kill each other. 

You have had evil individuals capable of wanting to conquer 

entire continents, spreading destruction and despair among 

millions of people. 

And, in what you call the civilized modern world, you are also 

capable of killing others, not necessarily with physical weap-

ons, but intellectually and psychologically. Your race is 

doomed, what you think is civilization is backward evolution. 

Because, if left to your devices, you would slowly turn into 

brutes. But all seeds in your race are not bad. There are some 

which could be salvaged and that is why we are here, to help 

you regenerate in the right way. Although this will entail the 

relocation on to another planet of most of you, who have sur-

vived catastrophes of your own doing as well as cosmic 

ones.” 
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With these words the Zerkan leader concluded his speech, 

handing the audience over to the Director of NASA who pro-

ceeded to give details on the relocation plan. 

Disconcerted rumblings were felt in the big assembly hall. 

This was by far the most sensational speech ever hosted at the 

UN. 

Two hours later the assembly disbanded only to form consul-

tative groups of scientists and politicians. 

There were discussions on the immediate future plan and the 

drafting of lists of those allowed to be included in the reloca-

tion programme from Earth to Mars. Transportation of people 

to Mars by Zerkan spaceships would commence in three 

months’ time. First would come the completion of the neces-

sary hosting installations on the red planet, followed by the 

relocation operation. All this would take about two years in 

all. It was quite a short time in human terms, but although the 

Zerkans were capable of doing all that in a fraction of the 

time, they knew that somehow they had to accommodate time 

and motion schedules which were consistent with the human 

race. 

The day after the meeting at the UN, the ten Zerkans departed 

for Mars, taking with them twenty five of our representatives 

including engineers and physicists. 

Subsequently, there were a few daily broadcasts we could 

watch at the Centre until the arrival, three months later,  of the 

first huge Zerkan spaceships on Mars and the erection of in-
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stallations. All of this was directed by the Zerkans with the 

involvement of our own team. It was quite amazing to see 

how huge pieces of construction material were lifted and as-

sembled without cranes, as the Zerkans used their psychoki-

netic powers to move objects no matter their size. 

After the completion of installations special government 

agents came to our centre to pick up all the young and the per-

sonnel up to the age of thirty. They were taken to a place in 

Hungary, which was the designated collection point for the 

whole of Europe. Operations like these took place in four 

other continental pick-up points from where huge Zerkan 

spaceships would begin the transportations of the selected 

people to Mars. 

As there was no necessity for me to stay any longer at the 

Centre, I sounded Remis and the Centre Director Offlan about 

my position.  

They said that I could stay for a year, as the Centre would 

soon be depleted of scientific personnel and I could be useful 

in the research work they had started. 

A week went by during which I monitored what was happen-

ing with the arrivals of the Zerkan spaceships with the first 

loads of humans.  

One morning, while watching these operations, a report was 

broadcast on a terrible event which took place in the island of 

Sicily. There was a massive eruptive explosion on one side of 

Volcano Etna, which destroyed several towns and part of the 
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city of Catania. This was also the cause of subsequent tidal 

waves which submerged several towns and villages along the 

eastern coast of the island. About one million people died. 

The Zerkans were soon on the scene, not to prevent the hap-

pening, for, as they had said, they had no control over the 

Earth’s volcanic activity. They helped salvage what could be 

salvaged and look after the wounded with special drugs in the 

form of capsules to be taken orally.  

This dreadful event made me ponder. Was this the beginning 

of an increase in volcanic activity on the Earth as the Zerkans 

had prophesized? 
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This, together with what we all heard the Zerkans say at the 

UN assembly, gave me sleepless nights. 

The Zerkans’ speech had a profound impact in all of us. It dug 

deep into our consciences. Each one of us must have gone 

through our past lives, and see where we went wrong. We 

tried to examine what we should have done that we didn’t do 

and what we did that we shouldn’t have done. We had been 

through calamities after calamities. We were responsible for 

some of these. I thought that, perhaps, we were paying the toll 

for our misdoings by being subject to other catastrophes for 

which we were not responsible.  

In the meantime my health was markedly deteriorating. I was-

n’t sure whether I could stay for one more year at the Centre. I 

planned to have a good talk about it with Remis, who was 

temporarily away for two weeks. On his return, I approached 

him at the canteen. 

“Remis,” I said, “I do not feel great. I am having more and 

more sleepless nights and my health is deteriorating by the 

day. I would feel more comfortable if I could return to Niblad. 

Would it be possible to be taken there? I really do not wish to 

inconvenience you...” 

“Well, Bruce,” Remis responded, “if you can wait for one 

more week, I can make arrangements for some of our Pilgrims 

to accompany you to Niblad.” 

“Thanks Remis,” I said, “you are a friend!” 

“Oh, don’t mention it,” he replied, “I understand perfectly. 
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After all your contribution at the centre has been very valu-

able and it is I who have to thank you!”. 

We left it at that and, after consuming my lunch, I took leave 

of him. 
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IX 
 

 

 

 

 

A  week went fast, at the end of which I met Remis again 

at breakfast. He was with three of his Pilgrim friends.  

“So, Bruce,” he said, “this is Joe, Max and Terence. I have 

talked to them about accompanying you to Niblad and they 

are ready to undertake the journey with you. I have also in-

formed our boat man who will be waiting for you to take you 

to Darkynell. Would you be ready to leave tomorrow at, say, 

eight o’clock?” 

“That’s great, Remis,” I replied, “I will be ready after break-

fast tomorrow morning.” 

Then Remis left, while I entertained the three Pilgrims. We 

talked about what we had witnessed over the last few weeks, 

although they said that they missed some of the broadcasts as 

they were travelling on other missions. 

They had missed the most important broadcast on the Zerkan 

leader addressing the UN assembly, and I was able to fill 

them in on the extraordinary message he delivered. Upon 

hearing the details of the Zerkan’s condemnation of human-

ity’s behaviour, they lowered their heads in a submissive way, 

pondering on the significance of what they heard.  
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“We must admit they are right.” Max said, “Take our catholic 

religion, for example, based on Jesus Christ’s teaching. We 

seem not to have learned much about good heartedness, char-

ity, love, respect for our fellow beings, or humility, which he 

preached. We have built a structured empire around him and 

on his name. We have killed in his name, practiced depravity 

under his mantle. The same can be said of other religions. 

Man has behaved and continues to behave on the side of evil 

in every aspect of life, politically, economically and socially. 

Greed and money have become the real gods. People are just 

numbers.” 

I couldn’t but agree with Max. By now there was an air of dis-

comfort all around us and all those who had been following 

the latest events. The intervention of an alien civilization was 

the last thing we could have envisaged on top of the calami-

ties we had witnessed in the world. Although we all knew that 

they had come to “rescue” us, the conditions they had set out 

for this arrangement were quite scary. Did we deserve all this? 

Human nature being what it is, we felt a lot of resentment. We 

also realised that there was no way out. 

The following morning Joe, Max, Terence and I set out for 

Niblad on the same boat which had taken me to the Centre. 

The journey began in inclement weather which, once again, 

made the sea crossing quite perilous.   

When we reached destination, all those I knew in the village 

welcomed us. The frightened look on their faces said it all. 
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Sitting at the shelter, surrounded by a good number of villag-

ers, young and hold, I was asked all sorts of questions. They 

all knew that I had been away to work in an astrophysical en-

vironment with other physicists and that I was quite a reliable 

source of information. I answered all their questions, filling 

them in on the recent encounters. 

“Is it true,” a senior villager asked, “that these aliens are trans-

porting to Mars only young people up to the age of thirty?” 

“True,” I replied, “I suppose it makes sense, doesn’t it?” 

“So,” the villager retorted, “people like you, me and millions 

like us will be left behind!” 

“I am afraid so,” I replied, “but think that the end of life on 

Earth, prophesized by the aliens, will happen in a distant fu-

ture. We will be all dead by then unless some of us continue 

reproducing.” 

These and other questions  kept us busy for a few hours. The 

three Pilgrims stayed in the village overnight. The following 

morning after breakfast they bade farewell and left. 

At that moment I felt quite a void in my heart. Somehow I 

missed their company which reminded me of dear Remis and 

all the interesting people I had become acquainted with at the 

Centre. For a moment I thought that my recent encounters 

were only a dream. 

I spent many days, weeks and my last few months of life 

keeping abreast with the aliens’ plan. My health, in the mean-

time took a turn for the worse. Less than a year later I died. I 
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spent my last few hours thinking of all that had happened 

wondering what the future held in store for all those who sur-

vived me.   

*****************************
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