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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

Pickles was a great cat, and she was
beginning to have a bad night. Something was different, something
she had never felt before. She made her rounds of the three-story
house and was taking her post-midnight nap in Dinky’s crib. Pam,
Pickles’ ‘kitten’, would be cross if she saw the cat in the doll’s
crib, but Pam was deeply asleep. Pickles never put a toe in the
crib during the daytime, but she owned the entire house after dark,
she loved the two stairways and would spend most of the night just
going up and down. The crib was perfect for a little snooze because
the doll never moved or kicked. Yet the nap was not going off well
at all.

Pickles turned around, shook her head, sat down and tried to
close her eyes. The room was too bright; light was streaming in
both windows, but it did not trouble the cat. She licked her paw
and rubbed her ear for the fortieth time. It did not help. Her ear
hurt. Both ears in fact.

Becoming more agitated, Pickles lay down and stretched, rubbing
her head against the doll. Back and forth she would rub, back and
forth. She growled very softly, not really knowing why and sat up
again. Maybe she would feel better in the kitchen. Pam moved her
legs slightly in her little day bed, lifting the quilt corner and
the cat watched the cloth rise up the side of the bed. She made no
sound as she arched her back in a quick stretch and bounced out of
the crib to sneak back down the dark stairs and into the kitchen,
shaking her head a bit as she walked.

Across the wide street, the neighbor’s dog was having a bad
night too. He hated being inside, but spent an hour barking his
head off in his back yard and was now taking a time out in the
garage. His ears were sore, so he rubbed his head on the doormat.
He whined softly as he rolled over on his side and began to rub his
ear with his paw.

The cat never saw her neighbor-dog, but she smelled him when the
wind was right. She ran in her own yards as she pleased, chasing
Pam, and digging in the flowers or just hanging on the side of the
big cottonwoods. But she never crossed the street and never looked
at the dog directly. She hated it when he barked because he always
sounded like he was yelling at her. That was one of the reasons she
never wandered that way. He eventually stopped the noise and
Pickles noticed it was finally quiet across the street.

They made identical movements with their paws to their heads,
across the street from each other, without knowing why began to
pace about at the same instant.

Downstairs in the living room, Pickles’ water bowl and
fish-display was having a bad night too. All the guppies swam in
circles for a half hour, faster and faster until, one by one, they
drove themselves headlong into the glass. Some floated now, too
dazed to swim; a few sank to the bottom of the tank, their mouths
gasping like they had run a marathon. Pickles paced the kitchen
several times, sat down several times, and left the room for a walk
of the house. Her routine was messed up, big time.

As she leapt to the kitchen window seat and looked out to the
patio she knew it would feel wrong to be in the window seat. It was
never comfortable there until the sun started to peek in many hours
later. Rolling on her side, the cat refused to settle down, and
pushed the side of her head against the fluffy cushion, back and
forth. She wanted her nap, but it was not there on the window
seat.

In the bedroom on the second floor Pam made a small cough as she
moved again. Exactly the kind of noise Pickles would check out on
any other night, but maybe the nap would be good under the couch in
the den. Sitting up, the cat noticed the glow outside, not so dark.
It was too early to be so light; it was not time to be in the
window seat.

It was not time to hide under the couch, but she wanted to go
hide. Pickles’ felt afraid, so she headed for the couch - but sat
down in a few steps to lick her paw and rub her ear. Lick and rub.
She did not notice the darkness begin deepen in the room, but she
noticed she felt a bit better.

Ten minutes passed while she sat rubbing her ears nearly raw.
She felt like padding back to the crib in Pam’s little room
finally, so that was where she went, slowly up the stairs. She did
her usual hop onto the jumbled bed to sniff at Pam’s nose and hair,
licked the little girl’s finger for a moment, and then leaped
perfectly back into the crib. Pulling her legs completely
underneath herself, the cat definitely felt at ease being in the
bedroom. She liked being back in the crib. Her eyes closed almost
completely and she relaxed, letting her head droop a bit as she
began to softly purr. The nap was coming, and she was really tired
and wanted it.

A few billion other cats closed their eyes at nearly the same
instant; dogs too. Everywhere, every animal with four feet paused
to drop their head or stop moving. They closed their eyes together
in a movement which had never happened in the life age of the
planet. It was a coordinated sigh of relief, because nothing on
four legs wanted to move for a while.

 

The Internet buzzed for several hours about the spectacular
light show in the sky, the same topic was on nearly every website
working in real time. Without a news flash from anywhere,
cyberspace reacted to how the global aurora faded. Cable news
outlets took thirty seconds to start making mention of it, but the
Internet chatter circled the globe dozens of times. While less than
a quarter of the people slept, the rest of the world reacted and
began to talk.

Drudge did something on his website that was uncommon. No
flashing red light, but an entire page of pulsing text with a terse
message:

 

GLOBAL MAGNETIC
EVENT…NASA/NOAA/ESA PRESS CONF. 01:13:22. HOURS.

 

And the clock was ticking backward - headed to zero. In a few
eye blinks other Internet news sources began to flip their pages to
the same message, all counting backward to the same moment. The
cable news channels picked up the feeds and the world turned every
electronic screen into the same weird “don’t you dare have a nice
day now!” greeting card. Pickles was actually falling, finally,
asleep.

 

The nighttime preparations in Pickles’ house were perfectly
normal. Nothing was out of place. Pam heard a bedtime story at 7:30
p.m., her drink at 7:40, and her kisses from Dad at 7:45 and the
visit from Pickles at 7:48. The Aurora was already an hour old, but
only NASA and other space agencies knew anything about that.

For several days, there were observations of odd solar flares,
but up into the nether regions of the solar system, nowhere near
the ecliptic plane. Earth wasn’t about to be fried; at least not
fried directly. But earlier in the day there were a few, quite
normal, coronal mass ejections rising off the sun in predictable
directions, and those meant some satellite disruption in about
eight hours time. Since the waves did not move at the speed of
light, they would not begin affecting most of the systems until
mid-morning in London.

Standard warnings of impending solar flares were posted to all
the participating websites. They were the sorts of messages read
and understood by about a busload of humans on the planet. Solar
events were common, and average, and liked because they were
old-fashioned observable science. Ejections from the corona (CME)
were just part of the space weather.

Yet Pickles would feel differently; so would the dog across the
street - in fact so would every other creature in the animal
kingdom, but NASA didn’t know that. Scientists were only thinking
about the electronic effects on spacecraft orbiting the planet.
Until 1:12 a.m. at Pickles’ house in Taos, when everything
stopped.

 

The aurora began with more than the usual electronic noise in
both hemispheres; natural ion acoustic waves, measured in the
highest frequency range thought possible, were being detected
without any amplification. A very strange way to start the
event. By most measurements from nearly every reporting site,
the aurora was nearly at the 15-16 Hz range, ten times the usual
levels.

Normally detected at the boundary between the solar wind and the
Earth’s magnetosphere, the ion monitors tonight were displaying
astonishing wave levels in nearly every observed direction. That
caught everyone’s attention. It was going to be a very strong
aurora event, and a few scientists were talking about visible
lights in the sky over a good part of the U.S. It was rare enough
to deserve some calls to friends, and friendly press.

NASA enjoyed good sky-events because the public enjoyed them
too. It was warming up by a quarter to seven at Pickle’s house to
be a very good night for northern lights. Pickles’ ears began to
hurt about an hour later, but no one  realized the phenomenon
could be heard by most animal life. It would be a couple of days
before that fact would seep into a few heads at NASA or
elsewhere.

For years the public has known the aurora is caused by particles
from the sun hitting the Earth’s magnetic field. They cause the
atmosphere to glow when the sun’s electrons are diverted into the
magnetic field near the poles, exciting the atmosphere. The sounds
made by those particle collision were well documented over the last
twenty years. They were first studied about the time radar was
being developed in the early forties.

The fact the auroras were caused by charged particles was
established along with the development of radio. Earth’s radio
science grew up learning how to deal with the suns’ own electronic
personality. The need for orbiting satellites brought the necessity
of solar monitoring. Solar weather was a cool science because there
was always something new to learn.

The National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration (NOAA)
brought some of the weirdest, most highly developed technology
online in the 90’s. Many solar properties could be directly
observed now. The Solar & Heliospheric Observatory, SOHO, was
to space weather what Hubble had been to Astronomy. Now there were
eyes on the subject from space.

Dr. Dennis Felt worked for SOHO since the launch in ’95, when he
was twenty-eight years old. He worked with the program longer than
any other person in the Consortium, but you could not tell his age
by looking at him. He was home in his upstairs lab in Taos, at his
computer. Running his fingers absently through his sandy brown
hair, he watched the data and the discussions increase, as the
strange event began to catch scientific notice. Pam was sound
asleep in the room just down the stairs.

The level of acoustic waves was so high by 10:32 p.m., at
Pickles’ house, that people at NASA were talking worldwide to their
counterparts about sharing data. Earth observing satellite sensors
where repositioned and the world observed something radio science
had never detected before. The Radio and Plasma Wave Group at the
University of Iowa was abuzz with late night queries from points
all over the globe. It did not take long for the glowing lights in
the sky to catch up with the high levels of electronic noise.

By 10:49 p.m. Pickles could see the illumination from anywhere
in the house but the stairs. Brighter than any normal full moon,
the glow was nearly uniform, but with spectacular curtains and
waves dazzling the nighttime side of Earth. Only the poor folks
near the equator missed out on the full overhead movement of
charged particles. But they could still see it on the edges of
their darkened skies.

The lights did not bother Pickles; she gave them no more
attention than passing cars or thunderstorms. But the
sound! That was putting her on edge about the same time
the aurora became visible in Taos. She skulked around the entire
house for a while, trying to decide where the noise was coming
from, but it did not have a direction to figure out. It was very
low, and very soft at first, and never got louder as she inched
suspiciously around the edges of every room.

By midnight the cat decided the sound was outside somewhere and
she wanted it to go away. She felt annoyed like she did when Pam
breathed in her ears - tickly. By the middle of the night Pickles
was fearful enough to hide, and NASA’s SOHO staff was wide-awake,
waking everyone in solar science who had not already called in from
London.

Instruments worldwide, and nearly halfway to the moon, were
streaming back ion wave measurements of nearly 16 Hz, with a
recorded strength coming close to the decibel level of a bee. The
visible aurora was at its brightest all the way to the Gulf coast,
and there was marginal visibility into lower Mexico. Scientists at
the North Pole observatory were recording near daylight levels of
brightness, and a continuity of glow that was unimaginable; there
were no waves or fluctuations in the intensity of the light so far
north, or in the intensity of the ion waves measured anywhere on
the planet.

Pickles did not have any moments of relief for nearly four
hours.

The event  built up for eight hours, but ended in only
three seconds; that is what buzzed the globe. It was not
even in the realm of theory. Solar events have a buildup, peak, and
decline and that was proven fact. This event ended like a
stage play - the lights went out, and the space around Earth was
silent…for everyone listening.

 

“I’m not saying this wasn’t possible, Ted! God, it just
happened. But there’s no way I could tell you what caused it!”

Dennis cradled a phone between his shoulder and ear, and typed
furiously, but was talking to the video link on his monitor with
Ted in London. He hit the backspace key a lot as he flew through
another email to the polar base.

“We’ve been trying to call up there for a couple hours now; they
apparently experienced signal disturbances along with the lights.
We’ve had a few emails, but they are still taking in data, and
putting their heads around this, too. They sent a video first
thing, but that is just goofy stuff of the team standing out in the
lights looking up like a bunch of tourists. Their recordings of the
ion waves are not much stronger than anyone else’s though. Hang
on,” he spun around in his chair to his other computer as his
project folder began to fill up with new data from the southern
pole stations. “Ted, I hafta go, this is piling up, and I can’t
tell where the important stuff is right now.”

Leaving the phone on the desk, he waved at the man in the video
COM link and closed it, then scrolled through the first twenty odd
files, looking for the wave measurements and the recording logs. He
wondered all night if it was an atmospheric anomaly, some very
freakish global weather thing suddenly making the aurora go
crazy.

However, there were other people on the team, in Colorado and
London, saying the sun caused it all. Dennis  read all the
reports and none of the data looked like the event would have been
bigger than the huge blast in December 2006. That event was a hefty
7 or 8-shock strength, a class X 3.4 solar flare, and none of the
predictions were in that range. Dennis did not believe the flares
were abnormal; good old Sol was in solar minimum, so he felt
certain it was atmospheric.

“The sun is being quiet, and the Earth is cooling down a bit,
the climate is reacting in another damn way we thought we
understood,” he said to himself.

What he needed was a way to compare the intensity of the
recorded sound to the known physical measurements of the
magnetosphere for the previous forty-eight hours; he wanted to see
if the sound pattern matched the aurora properties in the way it
pulsed and moved. What he was seeing all night in the
recordings…was the aurora strength did not pulse much at all -
it  behaved more like a neon light. That did not fit any
theories he  ever heard.

The atmosphere would extend another hundred miles into space on
the daylight side. He expected the Aurora to be at a higher
altitude there,  and the sound levels to be lower. Thinner
atmosphere, less sound to record. Dennis wanted to find
some data match, before another genius lab-drone posted
the same idea to their My Space page. He hated those people who saw
the same data he saw, but were weeks ahead of him in real-time
thinking. Not that he wanted any fame; just some snide remarks from
his own group about being the anorak with the big brain. That
wouldn’t suck much.

However, the data was making him feel stupid.

Pickles lived on a cottonwood-lined street in Taos with Dennis
and Pam. Their three-story fake adobe house was narrow, and long,
and filled with half-used rooms. Dennis called it the Ventana De
Casa, Window House, because that was what you noticed first when
you looked at it. He wondered who  designed it, or if it
was designed and not just thrown together. You could see
all the way up the stairs to the top floor just standing in the
entrance hallway.

The largest upstairs bedrooms were taken over by the equipment
the SOHO project installed, when Dennis moved all his lab work
home. His wife, Peggy endured a very bad year after the radiation
therapy for leukemia, and while they thought she was getting better
slowly - they knew, without talking about it; Dennis needed to be
home with her and Pam all the time.

Pam’s fifth birthday was coming in a few months, and he nearly
forgot about it. Peggy got to light the candles on the ‘big four’
cake last fall, but was gone before Christmas. Pam stopped asking
when Mommy was coming home from the hospital, and Dennis was sure
the cat helped with that tremendously. Pam received snuggles she
sometimes needed but couldn’t get from Daddy. Teddy bears and other
stuffed things were all over the second floor of the big house, but
nothing hugged as warm as a kitty. Pam slept much better at night
after Pickles arrived and Dennis wished he had a cat of his own,
too.

PicklesPam. That is who he called them now, because that was who
came trotting in, whichever name he called.

Installing all the science upstairs became a real nightmare,
because it meant moving Peggy’s hospital bed into one of the more
cramped bedrooms down by Pam. But for the three months he cared for
Peggy, it was more than perfect for them; he could cry, and work at
the same time, with both of his angels. SOHO staff even made a few
house modifications Dennis never thought about, giving him
something at the worst time of his life he recognized now was a
wonderful gift.

There was no chatter from anyone about when he would get back to
the group in Colorado Springs. It just seemed to be understood,
Dennis was the remote office now for the North American SOHO group.
Taos was the favorite spot for field visits. Pam knew everyone on
sight and left drawings and sandwich bits in every briefcase and
bag that ever walked in the front door.

PicklesPam even got emails from the London group. Three of the
Londoners dropped in at Easter to help with some of the VIRGO
gravity oscillation data, and PicklesPam were perfect. She and the
cat enjoyed a world-class fan club.

 

Dennis sat alone upstairs, looking at the incoming recording
files, watching as each new file appeared on the list, and absently
put his hand down to scratch Pickles on the ear. She crept in
silently and nudged him once on the ankle, then reached up to tap
him on the small of his back. The alarm-clock-cat was letting him
know he had stayed up all night again, and people were hungry down
below. He rubbed her ears in her favorite way and was promptly
chomped quite hard for it.

“Hey, PP, lay off!” he looked down as she backed up a bit and
sat down. “What did I do?” But she didn’t look at him. She just
shook her head a bit, like she was clearing water out of her ears,
and turned around to go back down to Pam’s room. Dennis took a
moment to boot up his GOES geostationary environmental satellite
monitor and called out to the house, “PicklesPam. Breakfast in
zoom,” code for ‘fast-as-I-can-make-it’. He was still upstairs when
the kitchen phone rang.

“Daddy is busy!” Pam answered, the way she always did;
never said hello - never said goodbye. She pushed the speaker
button, because she wanted to pick up Pickles, and the phone was no
longer important, but it was for Daddy.

“PP? Hi, Jelly-ball, it’s Abigail! London says we love you and
puss,” and a pause. Abigail Wilding knew very well Pam probably
walked away from the phone to look a bug on the floor, so she
waited to hear if there was any breathing on the Taos end of the
conversation. There was not.

“Tell Daddy to turn on the COM and hang up the phone in the
space room, Kitty. We can’t talk to him when he lays the phone down
like you do. We have a present for him. Bye PicklesPam. The Queen
loves you, too!”

Knowing Dennis either heard the whole thing, or the cat would
actually deliver the message, Abigail waited a few sips of coffee
and tried to connect to Dennis again.

 

Abigail was a slightly taller copy of Peggy. While Peggy could
easily have run a marathon, Abigail was champion swimmer. Dennis
and Peggy spent their first newlywed year in London, working with
the team transitioning the management to the European Space Agency.
Dennis suspected Abigail and his wife fell head over heels in love
with each other, but Peggy laughed every time he mentioned it. They
turned London inside out when Abigail was not tied up working with
Dennis.

He suddenly found she was staying in his rented flat, with him
and Peggy, as often it seemed as she stayed in her own. The two
traded clothes, shopped like starving designers, and drove Dennis
mad wondering whose intimate things he was folding. He could never
be certain who just walked into the bath while he was showering,
but they threw a fit demanding he damn well knock before he ever
walked in.

When the year was up, Peggy announced she was pregnant. Again,
Dennis saw something in Abigail that Peggy laughed at. But when
they packed up their things to head back to America, and Colorado
Springs, even Peggy admitted Abigail took it very hard. She clung
to Peggy at the airport and wept bitterly; with nothing said at all
for Dennis, she ran from the terminal. Upon her first visit to
Colorado Springs, after Pam was born, Abigail broke down just at
seeing Peggy again.

Pam was only a year old when they learned Peggy was ill. Abigail
abandoned her duties to rush to the U.S. It was under threat from
ESA that she reluctantly returned. She would see her Peggy only a
few times more before she died. Dennis would wonder for several
years what bond really formed between his wife and his new boss.
Later Abigail would explain to him, she somehow felt she discovered
a lost twin with Peggy. That justification did not stop him
wondering.

 Peggy’s funeral was heart wrenching for Dennis, but also
for Abigail, so very close to Christmas. The SOHO team all but
smothered him and Pam that week, just so they would keep on
breathing and not give up. Pam sat in Abigail’s lap during the
entire service, never once paying attention to the tears; but she
took some chocolate ice-cream sauce to the bath that morning, and
poured the whole thing into the tub. Abigail cried and laughed
through the whole mess, trying to get PicklesPam clean again. Tiny
little Pam smelled like a chocolate sundae the entire morning
-  and Abigail still could not help the tears.

 

She saw Pam at Easter, and still cried when she smelled
chocolate. Her throat was already tightening when the phone
actually rang on the Taos side of the world, and she sniffed hard a
couple of times, wishing she had waited a bit.

“You have a present for me?” Pam asked.

She never answered the phone like that. Abigail grinned,
picturing the little girl in one of her mommy’s nightgowns,
swallowed up in something fuzzy, standing on tiptoe to reach the
‘space room’ phone.

“Well, duckie, I probably do have at that, you sneak. But you
can’t find out till you are five. Tell the cat to tell Daddy to
turn on the COM right now. The present is for him,” she was going
to pause again, but Pam spoke up.

“Abigail, were you watching the lights?”

“No, Jellyball. It was daytime over here. We didn’t get to see
anything but strange colors in the sky. You and puss got the best
show in the whole world.”

“Pickles didn’t like the lights, Abigail, she woke me up at
twenty-one oh clock.”

“Oh, I bet she thought they were special and didn’t want you to
miss them, Angel. Did you get to see?”

“For a bit, mostly I was really sleepy cause twenty-one is late,
late, late,” Pam explained with a bit of a yawn.

“I would love to have been there, ‘cause we Brits hear they were
smashing!” She over emphasized the last word because that
was the first thing Pam said to her at Easter. “You talk funny!”
Abigail took care to be extra-British when she talked to the Taos
Boss.

“I have a fish problem today, Abigail; they are whole bunch of
them messed up,” Pam offered. But it was time for the pause, and
she walked away from the phone. Abigail heard the handset being
thumped down on the desk and Pam talking to her Daddy.

“Present from the Queen of London, Daddy. Ask Abigail to bring
it over the pond!” With a very spot-on imitation of
Abigail and her British. Abigail was still laughing when Dennis
appeared in her video link and said hello.

“Stop what you are doing, Den. And hang up that phone.”

“Yeah?”

“Right, stop what you are doing and connect the GOES system.
Then go get Pam her breakfast and some coffee for yourself. You
need to be thinking more clearly when we explain the data we’re
sending over the pond,” she grinned as she directed him.
She probably should have told him to change clothes, because he
seemed to have on the same shirt from a couple of days back. “Bell
me when you see the files and we will talk about what you think.
Got that, Dennis?”

“Yeah.”

“Got that PicklesPam?

“Right,” In PamBritish.

“You get toast, sweetie, and Daddy gets ungodly coffee. Everyone
gets marching,” Abigail waved at the video link and closed it,
knowing the conversation was over on the other end anyway. The cat
would see to that. Pickles got breakfast before anyone in Taos.
Pickles knew how to ask for it.

 

 “What we are sending, Dennis…where are you there?”

“Sitting right here, watching the blips, Miss,” he adjusted the
camera on his monitor and waved to her. She noticed he needed a
shave and almost mentioned it.

“Well, what we are sending are data recordings going back ten
days. Ted called after the press conference and said you were
looking for patterns in atmosphere reaction and auditory
affects.”

“Pretty close and damned nice of him to blab, Bastard!”
he accented.

“It doesn’t mean what you think when you say it that way, git,”
she cut in. “You need to watch a few Eddie Izzard videos on You
Tube to get this language down properly. Yank!

“Well. Ok. Right. So Ted told you what I was working on, and you
decided to help? That’s my present?”

“No, Love, we aren’t going to get in your way. We have reams of
visible light data and twelve hundred satellites to monitor. We
don’t get to do discovery science today. That is for the Taos trio
of two cutes and one buffoon to handle. Whatever you find, you get
to publish to your My Space page,” Abigail feigned some jealousy.
She knew he would probably be half through the data before the
lunch hour. “You have loads of work to do. You had best get
cracking!”

“Well….”

“Bye, Dennis. Call me much later. I would like to get some sleep
now.” She waved a royal wave to Pam, who was standing behind him,
and then she disappeared.

“Thanks Abigail.”

Dennis closed the COM window and sat back to watch Abigail’s
stream of information course through the GOES link. He glanced at
the mirror connection to his computer monitor and lost count of
files at about a hundred.

“Ten days? This is data for a stinking year!” The files
continued to load and he noticed a bit of text on the COM
window.

 

 DATA UPLOADED FROM 13 GOES SATELLITES AND SOHO
STATIONARY. 12 LAND STATIONS INCLUDED AS WELL. MATCH DATA BY
TIMESTAMPS. KISS PICKLESPAM FOR QUEEN………..

 

“Wow. Ten days from everyone…shi—” he bit his tongue. Pam was
right at his elbow watching his monitor fill up with scrolling
files.

 

So the next hour was going to be simple. He would divide the
atmospheric data from the auditory recordings; load them separately
into his sampler and have the computer find all the number matches.
Abigail was lying when she said discovery science, because
there could be a billion ways to find patterns in the data, and he
might die before he could prove any relationship to a known climate
element. Being sort of right just did not allow him to publish
anything. He needed be minutely accurate.
Land-on-Mars-within-a-half-minute-and-hundred-meter-window-accurate
is the stuff that got published. Dennis wanted to see a pattern
which would make people blush…and get him called a hundred synonyms
for geek. He decided to join his PicklesPam for breakfast and give
the space room some time to go magical. Pam was already sneaking
down the stairs ahead of the cat.

“Guppy problem, Daddy,” she sang. “They are just wrong today.
Cause some of them won’t swim anymore.”

“Great,” Dennis thought, “we need some dead guppies
to start the morning.”

“They look really tired—” she said. But they were not dead,
morning saved. “-like they want to stop swimming around and
around.”

Dennis looked at Pam’s sad, hazel eyes. Slightly tall and lean
for a four year old, she was sometimes mistaken for six. He had
forgotten how many times someone commented on how much she looked
like Peggy. She had the messiest cocoa-brown hair of any kid he had
ever seen. But probably because he could not remember the last time
he combed it for her. She loathed it when he combed her hair, so he
let her do it by herself for a few days. That was a haircut by the
end of the week. She still hated it when he reached for the brush,
but absolutely refused to do it herself ever again.

“Let’s go look at the swimmies, PP.” And they did. Toast and
coffee at the tank.

The guppies looked like they would not be able to breathe, much
less swim. They were all gaping and gasping. But it was not from
fatigue, or lack of oxygen, or several other fishy things Dennis
was intelligent enough to wonder about. The guppies were
shell-shocked. They could not swim because their muscles were in
spasm, out of sync with each other. They wanted to move, but the
only things they could move well were their mouths and gills. So
they did that as hard as they could.

Dennis would have said the s-word, but his daughter was too
close and London would have laughed silly if they heard her saying
that in PamBritish. There were no dead fish in the aquarium, but
they did not look too far from it.

“Let’s give them some nap time and turn off their light so they
can rest.”

Blankly staring at the bubbles in the water, and the near
motionless fish, Dennis reached behind the hood and flipped the
switch. The affect startled him; within a few seconds of the
fluorescent lamps going out, the fish began to calm down. They
twitched a little, but yup, they were swimming again very
slowly.

“Man, you fixed them, Dude,” PamBritish said, just the way
Abigail said it once. He was very glad he didn’t muttered shit
where she could hear it. “Thanks, DaddyPickles,” she smiled,
mocking his habit of using only nicknames for people.

Dennis looked closely at the fish in the tank, spilling a bit of
his coffee as he leaned in towards the glass. They were looking
better every few seconds. He almost reached up to turn the light
back on, but was really too amazed at what he saw to go on with the
motion. He just rested his hand on the aquarium hood and wondered
what the fish were thinking.

Barely into his second cup of coffee, Pam asked for more toast
but wanted jelly this time. “Jellyball!” he called her. She was
putting some toast bits on Pickles back, and humming a little tune
as the cat flicked her pelt and the bits fell to the floor. Wishing
the kid stayed as clean as the cat, Dennis made a mess of the next
breakfast tray and kissed his little girls on the head – at least
the one that did not have toast piling up at its feet.

He walked upstairs, thoughtful of where to send his data to be
stretched out and compared. Lining the signals up to begin at the
same time stamp was all he did before breakfast, but it needed to
be pushed through as many filters as he could imagine, tweaking the
parameters each time to see if patterns might emerge.

He knew better than to start with the simple things, like
strength and duration; those were too easy, and probably would
amount to gibberish anyway. The data came from different locations,
so he would have to adjust for time of event arrival to see what he
knew would be there. It would be waves like the surface of the
ocean on a typical day; rising and falling values, complimenting
each other as the event washed around the magnetosphere and
encountered the Earths own protective coating of invisible
forces.

He knew the data on the night side would have stronger audio
signals, because the aurora would have been more condensed on that
side. That expanded atmosphere thingy. At least he
thought the data would be more condensed and stronger.
When he found out it wasn’t, he stopped in his tracks.

Two hours of filtering, and he was stopped on a signal which was
not moving the way he expected.

“OK, so we reset the time sequence on all these streams so
they are lined up the way the event hit them, like it was a
truck,” he thought. Saying such complex things in such a
stupid way always made him the butt of Texas jokes. Mostly from the
team in Colorado Springs - most of them were Texans, and they
teased him about being a bad example of who they really were. In a
couple of minutes, Dennis was staring at his screen, hardly
believing the signals and what they were doing. He was staring at
the most perfect pattern he could have imagined.

It was time to call London and ask them what they corrected the
data before they sent it out.

“Not many things can change their properties as they fly
through space,” he said to himself as he clicked on the COM
links.

 

“So, Dennis, what do you think caused the auditory signals we
heard during the aurora? How did the atmosphere cause that, when it
had never happened before?”

Abigail gathered most of the SOHO London staff into the
conference room. Dennis could see other people in the background on
the COM as she talked. Ted Rushton couldn’t be seen, but his voice
was carrying over a bit too loudly.

“I stopped looking at the ion wave audios guys, those are
strange, and I might be wrong, but they are not the most bizarre
thing that happened last night.” The conference room was a lot
quieter suddenly. “I have another event I’m looking at, only it’s
one we didn’t actually see.”

Abigail took a moment to respond to that.

“Well, Dennis, you need to explain what you just said. What
happened, that only you could see?”

“I can’t get any of the data to line up unless I move the
signals around,” he offered. “I only get the data to respond
normally if at the very end of the stream pulse…if I move the
satellites off course a bit. But-” he emphasized,
“-it only works if I move all of them, and one of them
isn’t moving by the correct amount. We move these boxes around
however we want, but I’m thinking they moved on their own as this
event ended. Or at least some of them did. I need to know what you
guys corrected on your end, when you filtered the data sets to send
them over here. What exactly did you correct?”

“We corrected all but the GOES-east platform. Why?” Abigail
replied to his hurried question.

“It’s too early to guess how this happened, Abigail, but every
satellite in orbit moved 30 meters away from the sun when the
aurora stopped.” Dennis looked at the suddenly interested faces on
the London side of the video link. Ted moved up next to Abby.

“Say that again, you’ve got our attention here, Den.”

“Look, you guys are going to have to check this out on our
monitoring, but I have a Doppler signature on the SOHO signal I
can’t refute. Halfway to the Sun, SOHO was pulled back our
direction by a strong 30 meters. I have to expect all the other
orbiting platforms did something too. It happened to SOHO two hours
before the event stopped, and that was something moving thousands
of miles per second. We don’t have a clue what kind of physical
particle is making that kind of speed out into space.”

“We’ve seen it, too,” Abigail interrupted. “We found the GOES
satellites are a nearly a second out of sync. We thought it was
just some fried signals after the event ended. Ted says he can find
them all over the place. We have a lot of work to do, correcting
the time status of all those programs.” She waited for Dennis to
catch up with what she said. He seemed to be paying no attention to
the COM any longer. Probably Pickles on the desk, she thought.

“Abigail, they all moved,” Dennis replied quietly, looking back
at her. “They all moved somewhat parallel to the ecliptic, and they
all moved by the same 30 meters. Didn’t they?” She could see he was
bursting with an idea but he seemed reluctant to express it.

“Yes,” Ted said, “You are right.”

Dennis opened his eyes very wide for a second, to clear the
water out of the corners. He could not keep his thoughts straight,
because he wanted to ask questions, but he wanted to just say
something out loud that sounded plain crazy in his head.

“Why didn’t you fix the stream from the GOES-east?”

“Well, dozy Yank, you guys blew out the cameras on the other
two. We didn’t want to add noise to the image signal you need for
your hurricane fixations, did we? So we left East alone.” She
smacked at the camera as though it were his head.

“Ok then, take out the data for the image, and look at your
timing for all the other instruments. That box is off by the same
time.” He was quiet for a moment “You fixed time programs back in
’06 during the big flare, didn’t you?” Dennis watched as several
conversations popped up on the London end of the video.

“No,” Ted replied after a moment. “We fixed them just three
weeks ago when the flares erupted from the solar poles. We never
gave it a thought, and just assumed it was our end’s problem. We
never checked SOHO for position or the data continuity.”

“And I bet you didn’t check the GOES-east for the same reason
you didn’t do it today, so you wouldn’t noise up the image data. It
is out of sync by double all the other systems, right?”

“SOHO will confirm if things moved the way you said they did.
Why do you care about the difference on the GOES boxes? I suspect
you have a cool theory, Dennis.” Abigail was beginning to smile.
“We can tell you if the SOHO has a shift like you think it does.
Ted can start now.”

“Let me check that,” Dennis interrupted. “I want to look for the
Doppler myself. I know how to filter for it, and I can call you
back in an hour. Will you load the data stream for that first event
over to me? You know, I bet every Foucault’s Pendulum in the world
is out of whack right now.” He looked quickly at the COM link; he
didn’t mean to say the last part out loud.

“Yes. I will send it right now.” Abigail was very calm, and
ignored the pendulum remark.

NASA/SOHO was about to do some discovery science after all, and
it could be newsworthy in twenty-four hours. She was quiet because
she would have squealed otherwise.

“Call us back as soon as you feel safe about what you are
guessing.”

The COM link was empty on Dennis’s side. Ted and Abigail looked
at each other, and then over to the rest of the staff in the room.
Several people milled about, small clusters of scientist were
forming, and the conversations were beginning to grow much louder
than a whisper. Ted cleared his throat loudly and with more than
enough authority.

“Ladies and Gents, we now have a closed lab for the next
forty-eight hours.” His words stopped all the buzzing voices in the
room. “I’m going to divide all the staff. Pete, you gather everyone
in the auditorium. No cell phones or laptops. We are having a
classified project briefing in exactly one hour.” The room was
entirely hushed now, but people were beginning to move out into the
hallways and back to their own offices or labs.

 

“What would move orbiting boxes at half the speed of light…that
we don’t already know about?” Abigail asked as she and Ted walked
down to the auditorium wing.

“Half the speed of light is too damned fast to be discussed,
Abby, you can divide. SOHO moved two hours before the global
platforms did. Light can make that distance in under four minutes.”
Ted looked over at her as they walked. “We know whatever speed the
CME’s leave the sun, they don’t speed up. They could not have moved
out that distance any faster than about the five or six hours we
normally clock. Something invisible, that we have not built a
monitor for, just pushed everything in the solar system quite hard.
We don’t even know what to call the effect, much less what to call
the affect.” A few other staff members joined them as they neared
the foyer and the small crowd of people already moving into the
briefing.

“Effect, Affect!” Abigail retorted. “You know almost as quickly
as Dennis does what the hell he is looking for. He is looking to
record a pure gravity wave. Something we have been looking for
since Einstein theorized them, and Dennis thinks he has recorded
one cruising through the solar system. JPL is even sending up the
Laser Interferometer space probe in a few months to look for
exactly the thing Dennis has just seen directly.” She looked back
over her shoulder at Ted, wishing he would walk faster.

“Dennis is about to map the gravity force in a way that’s never
been done. Isn’t he?” It was no question. Ted knew it and said
nothing. “We can’t give him more than about thirty-six hours to
sort out what he’s working on,” she continued. “Too many other
agencies might pick up on this and run with it. He needs to get a
move on.” Abigail looked down at her watch, wishing she were in the
Taos house right now, with Pam on her lap, and felt the sad memory
of chocolate in a bathtub. Dennis was going to forget about his
daughter’s lunch or dinner.

 

“Alright everyone-” Ted said to the entire group, as he quickly
stepped down to the press podium. The lights were dimming and a few
monitors flickered to life around the room. “-This briefing will
come to order. I have the groups outlined and here are your weekend
assignments.”

Abigail stood at the back of the room looking down at the
monitors directly behind Ted. She noticed Dennis was not listed
anywhere, and figured at least half the staff noticed the same
thing.

“I wonder if he can stand the fame this is going to
bring him,” she whispered to herself.

 

Pushing the data into a 3D image was pretty easy for Dennis.
Lots of animated movies have special affects software capable of
the same thing, in real time. Most of the cartoon wizards would
have recognized the image Dennis was getting; they just would not
have known the data came from physical space - real solar system
space. Dennis watched points on the screen which represented each
satellite NASA and ESA tracked in real time. He took his GOES
orbiting boxes and the SOHO box and instructed the other satellite
blips to interact with the event exactly the way the control points
did. What he saw in the image model was nothing like the fuzzy ball
with good rhythm that he was familiar with.

He was watching the last two hours of the event, right up to the
end, and tried to imagine what was going on. With their movement
exaggerated as much as he dared, the SOHO box moved, and a few
moments later the other 1200 blips moved. Perfect fluid motion -
like he had tapped the skin of a water bubble in a weightless
environment. He watched as a perfect concentric ring started on one
side of the bubble, swept through the cloud of blips, to a terminal
point on the opposite side. One fluid movement. No rebounding wave,
clearly unlike any sine wave.

It moved like a light wave in a continuous direction, unchanged,
not reflecting back. The satellites did not rebounded in space.
They moved and stayed put. Realizing he now had a theory to put to
the test, Dennis played with the blips that would be positioned in
a real shadow if the bubble was the size of the Earth…and they were
orbiting the bubble. He applied an obstacle force. Just a wild
guess to see if a mass in the bubble would have slowed the wave as
it progressed across the bubble. He watched as half the blips moved
in a slower wave to the terminal side, beginning at exactly
perpendicular to the poles of the bubble. He played with the mass
of the obstacle force, and found he could slow the wave down on the
terminal side as much as he wanted.

But he was not testing reality.

He checked every single blip to see if there was any synergetic
slowing of the wave as it crossed the poles. Reality was confirmed.
The mass of the Earth in the real data meant nothing to the wave.
His observed wave did not care what was in front of it. It did not
recognize the mass of anything in its way. The terminal crest of
the wave was exactly the same speed as the primary trough of the
beginning point. Placing the animation in a loop, Dennis let the
blips move at real-time around the surface of the bubble, and let
the wave course through the blips.

The animation cycled about a hundred times before he felt like
calling London. Abigail would want to see it too. So would a
thousand other solar scientists and small armies of them were
probably working as hard as Dennis to find some really cool thing
to publish about the bizarre aurora event. But only a handful of
people would have access to the SOHO logs, and probably a very few
would have looked at the data and found the Doppler shift. Dennis
convinced himself it was his private little bit of discovery,
unless Ted Rushton did any more blabbing.

Ted loved to talk, and really enjoyed his few moments in the
global press conference Thursday morning, telling the world “NASA
has everything under control.” Yeah, NASA knew how to power the
orbiting stations down, and how to turn them to protect sensitive
instruments from the energy of flares. But no one at NASA or ESA
knew how to keep anything in space from being moved like this.
Dennis knew gravity could do anything it wanted out there, given
enough time, but early that morning all the satellites moved, as
though the gravity of the Sun did not mean anything.

Gravity from somewhere else moved those boxes, and was
moving his simulation in the same way. Only the Sun could produce
gravity capable of  overpowering the Earth’s attractive force,
But Dennis was looking at an event which did not seem to originate
from the Sun. While the Sun was pulling on us, something else
pulled harder in nearly the opposite direction. That all sounded
impossible, but Dennis knew it was one of the most exceptional
observations he ever made.

 

All the simulations worked perfectly. But Abigail would have to
help him prove it, and proof meant it must be observed or recorded
in some other way. They would need to verify the shifts. If they
could not do that, it was never there.

It was very difficult linking into the video COM suddenly;
London might ask him to predict if the event would happen again. He
was still hesitating to open the link when Pam came softly up the
stairs into the darkening room and said PicklesPam was hungry.
Dennis was hunched near his monitor, the only light in the room.
When he noticed it was nearly seven p.m. - that s-word almost
slipped out again.

Kissing her little hands as she rubbed them on his face, he
apologized and sang her a little song about a cup of soup and a
cheesy sandwich that was calling their names downstairs.

“Samdwiches don’t talk. Don’t be silly, Daddy.” He carried her
down to the darkened kitchen and turned on the lights.

“We need to get some soup in our tummies before we take our
bath, Sweetheart,” he said. The breakfast tray was still on the
table, the toast eaten perfectly out of the crust. Just little
rings of bread, dry, except for the bits of jelly in a few unlicked
places. “I’m so sorry, PP. Are you starvin’ Marvin?” He expected
her to scold him, maybe cry a bit.

“Nope, DennisPickles, we ate the jelly in the jar.” Perfect
lunch as far as she was concerned, but he really felt bad now. His
call to London would wait because his daughter could not, and
that was his prediction; there would be hell to pay from
both ends of the line if he called them on the COM. “Today is
one of my smart days after all,” he thought to himself.

“Is Abigail coming to see us?” Pam asked as she got the cheese
out of the fridge.

“I don’t know, PP. She might. We have some cool outer space
stuff going on.”

“Can she fix my hair for me?”

“Oh, I guess she might. You know she loves to play dress up when
she is here, though the cat didn’t like the ribbons last time.”

He remembered that last visit, both of them sitting at the
kitchen table, red ribbons in Pam’s hair, and copper ribbons in
Abigail’s deep auburn hair. Pickles decided the ribbons were only
there for her amusement. Lunch was interrupted while Dennis tried
to untangle the cat from Abigail’s locks without having to get the
scissors out. Abigail laughed, but the cat did not.

 

The next morning was not the normal quiet Friday; it was filled
with too many excited conversations. The phones were ringing and
several COM screens were up. Pickles sat chattering in one of the
open windows at the end of the room, watching the hummingbirds
fighting at the feeder on the patio below. Dennis could hardly keep
up with the information being sent and requested. His animation of
the gravity wave was just as exciting to Ted and Abigail. He was
hoping they were really jealous.

Several of the Colorado Springs members offered to drive down to
help with all the data simulations that were being suggested. Ted
was to remain at the London lab, but Abigail had already purchased
her flights and would be arriving late Saturday morning. Dennis
would not have to leave the house; someone else would pick her up
at the airport. Pam was excited at that news and danced over to
grab the cat so they could play outside. Dennis felt really good
and rested, because he decided during Pam’s bath time before bed,
his theory proof had already been observed and recorded.

The same phenomenon nearly happened before.

There was a previous event, just like the wave during the
aurora, and proof was locked up in the data signal from SOHO, which
was three weeks old. The latest event was exotic, but it seemed to
have a beginning and an ending. He guessed they just overlooked the
beginning. Dennis slept as well as his daughter. They even took
time for Pickles’ favorite breakfast, cereal with fried ham. There
was supposed to be something really unhealthy about food like that,
but he could not remember what it was.

While the girls played in the backyard flowerbeds Dennis looked
at some of the work Peter Nash did in London. Peter, who normally
worked on the Suprathermal and Energetic Particle Analyzer, worked
with all the audio files from the Earth’s night side during the
aurora event, and prepared several graphs of the signal behavior.
He focused on the audio event termination, because the audio faded
to background radiation noise almost on cue.

But as Ted insisted the day before, Pete also loaded all the old
audio recordings he could find. Biggest problem with that research
was only the radio astronomers, and SETI die-hards, would have any
ion wave audio recordings a month old. Everyone knew how precious
data storage space was becoming, and after you parsed and filtered
your stuff to see if it fit your particular brilliant idea….it got
overwritten.

Pete struggled to define the beginning of the audio event; they
knew it ended weird, but it really began weird as well.
They could not find the front end of it.

Dennis put an hour aside from his notes to sit at another of the
desks and see what Pete was talking about. And it was almost as
exciting as the gravity wave. Sound levels in the ionosphere were
building in strength long before the CMEs early that week. They
found levels of strength a hundred times the normal background
radiation as far back in the month as they could find. Each new
recording they acquired and loaded would be slightly weaker over
all, but they were seamless in their movement.

The Audio 2009 Event and the Gravity 2009 Event, as these
strange phenomenon were now classified, literally
‘classified’, were linked by only one moment in time - the
moment the satellites were pushed away from the sun. Other than
that, they did not share any properties Dennis or anyone else could
figure out. That question motivated at least four houseguests to
come see PicklesPam in Taos.

Pete was trying very hard to convince people he needed to use
their audio recordings, without tipping too many of them about
why he was looking for it. The near space scientific
community was as excited as they were when Comet Schumacher-Levy
plummeted into Jupiter back in 1998. It was very hard to make his
request sound mundane.

Most of the press knew the aurora was almost audible, because
too many groups talked about it. There was even a CD available the
next morning online, of the ‘music from the stars’. It had the same
novelty value as those recordings of humpbacked whales. You only
wanted to listen to it a few times. Pete downloaded it, to Ted’s
endless sarcastic mirth; just see if there were any bits of data he
had not already acquired. Too bad there was money involved, even if
it was only sixteen pounds; the downloaded file was a fake. Just
radio hiss pawned off as noises from the aurora event. “Maybe
when I’m done we will expose the scam,” Pete told himself.

Colorado Springs buttoned up the report on the visible
information about the aurora. There were no actual recordings of
any data with such continuity and strength in the visible spectrum,
for as long as the technology existed. Only some hundreds of years
old anecdotal writings from China, describing aurora which was
visible over so much of the globe or even possible to notice in
broad daylight. If it happened before, it happened less often than
a Comet Haley encounter.

The previous aurora, about a week before, was sparse and very
high in the ionosphere. The aurora before that was normal,
beautiful. It was impossible to find anyone willing to suggest such
a thing would ever happen again.

For the SOHO group in London, Thursday afternoon was spent
verifying none of the orbital platforms were damaged. All the
dependent agencies checked in, and Ted was working with everyone to
catalog the data, and develop a time-line for the phenomenon. He
would head up the team working with the visible aurora data. Pete
led the group working with all the audio data. Dennis and Abigail
were now the lone members of the gravity group, and would be the
only SOHO physicists who would see data from everyone. For the NASA
press conference Abigail christened the Wednesday night occurrence
the AURORA 2009 Event and now told the staff on that team
to continue through the weekend sorting the data.

Quite surprisingly, she gave them permission to share or publish
as they wished. Several got right to work updating their project
websites, as well as a few personal web pages. Let the world
decide who the smartest bean in the pot was. However, nothing
would be shared about the other two SOHO projects, not even with
all the teams.

The folks who monitored over at JPL would be given clean
time-data stamps for all their projects, but none of them would be
told about any trajectory shifts. Any who were quick enough to
notice Doppler shifts in their own recordings, would have a very
hard time confirming it, because the next set of program commands
would upload to the boxes with signal resets.

Pete’s group was instructed to work the weekend, but their
findings were to remain classified pending a review by Ted. Pete’s
group spent an hour Thursday night wondering out loud about the GPS
and military platforms, and pretty much agreed the military would
not have spent any time caring about the aurora in the first place
and would not have said a word about whatever they knew. Even if it
proved the existence of E.T., not a government in the world would
have acknowledged their boxes shifted. Public access GPS providers
would not have cared anyway. As long as the public could still find
the Denny’s across town on their cell phone maps, GPS groups did
not care about accuracy parameters.

Dennis became the most isolated person alive who worked on all
the data, as though it were a single episode. But Abigail was not
going to give him much more than a couple more days to put some
theory or prediction in words.

The public was going to have heightened interest for the next
few weeks. Abigail wanted to flood the media with the cool stuff,
to help hide the fact there was still a tremendous amount of work
being done. Dennis could not take forever with his theories, and he
would have to work with her personally, in Taos. She was going to
speed him up. And she was going to do something pretty with Pam’s
hair. Whether Pickles approved or not.

Waiting at Heathrow Friday evening, Abigail purposefully avoided
the television screens tuned to the cable news outlets. She hated
the ‘experts’ who were always trotted out to give their opinion of
anything remotely scientific, endless hours of speculation on what
caused the wonderful aurora, most of the speculation utterly
stupid. She could not help but notice one so-called SETI scientist
who was speculating the sounds recorded during the aurora were
actually a coded message from an alien civilization. He was telling
the reporter he was eager to begin trying to break the code.

“God you morons, let the scientists actually finish their
investigations before you start telling us what it all meant,”
she told them in her head.

At one point in the concourse she had some difficulty entering
one of the shops because of the crowd of travelers surrounding the
news kiosks. A reporter was talking to an oceanographer at the
Cetacean Institute in Sausalito about their…whatever. Abigail did
not want to hear any theories about how the aliens sent a message
to the Earth’s marine life.

She pushed her way into the shop.

She decided a good book would be an excellent diversion from the
news. She also wanted to browse some of the duty-free shops,
looking for a few PicklesPam trinkets to take to Taos. They needed
to be just right. Pam would not accept anything she had ever seen
before, and whatever it might be, it simply must be the most
outlandishly British item in the world.

Pam was impossible to buy presents for, at least for Abigail.
Peggy, though, seemed to have a knack for giving just the perfect
gift to anyone. Nearly everybody on the SOHO team kept a treasure
on his or her desk which was a present from Peggy. Her presents to
Pam were deliciously spot-on. But, she felt the sorrow creeping
up….Abigail willed herself to think about Pam, and Pickles, and the
yet unfound item they might squeal with delight about. Abigail
wanted the next twelve hours to be restful, not filled with
sadness.

She missed Peggy more than she disclosed. The last time the two
spoke; it really, truly was a good-bye. So sorrowful, so obviously
the last meeting, and yet even after sharing those moments Abigail
still felt someone as close as family had left her. Her grief
became a terrible longing to say good-bye once more as though she
never had the chance. Pausing at a shelf crowded with toy Palace
Guards, she thought suddenly of Dennis. That was how he dealt with
the loss of his wife; standing perfectly still, letting the world
pass, refusing to look at it. He held his grief inside like those
silly little dolls, because if he moved the empire will
collapse.

Abigail slowly turned away from the Palace Guards figures. She
would not give Pam a doll that could not move.

Glancing at her watch she realized she needed to hurry; only an
hour remained until she would be called to board the late flight to
New York City. A gift for the Pam would take much more
time than that!

But it was a good hour. She found a telephone-box coin
purse Pam would surely love, and likely fill with all kinds of
little girlie things, like bugs and dog treats. It was the thought
of the dog treats that made the gift perfect; only Pam would think
of giving dog treats to a cat and only Pickles would accept them
like they were just the right things for her to have. Unless Pam
watched Dr. Who on the American BBC, she probably would not have
seen a red British telephone-box. Abigail was chuffed, the gift was
found, and the flight was being called. By noon the next day she
would be in receipt of some hugs she desperately wanted, right that
minute.

The flight to New York was very relaxing; she hardly
slept for three days, and first class was pleasantly quiet on 
the trip. She gladly accepted a pillow and dozed off without any
trouble. Traveling with only a week’s clothing, her laptop was left
behind at the lab. Dennis could access everything they needed while
she stayed in Taos. Abigail was determined she would
relax; playtime with Pam was really her secret agenda, the cool
solar science was in perfectly capable hands. Falling asleep, she
noticed the delicate scent of chocolates being shared by the flight
attendant.

Three people were already arriving in Taos as Abigail boarded
the jet at Heathrow. Colorado Springs could spare Allen Ward,
Wilson and Helen Brook, a married couple who were frequent
houseguests before Dennis and family moved to Taos. Barbeques and
picnics and shared outings were the norm when Pam was a baby. The
Brooks had three kids of their own, Shelly, the oldest, babysat on
many occasions. Pam did not remember Shelly. Taos had been home to
the Felts for nearly three years, and the Brooks children never
came for any visits. Wilson and Helen adored Pam, there was no lack
of attention when they dropped in several time a year. Allen was
the newcomer. The only time he had come to Taos, Peggy’s funeral,
he stayed at a hotel in town. He was just another strange face to
Pam; she did not stray far from Abigail those few days.

One of the first things Allen did when the three arrived, after
making a couple of hurried phone calls, was to open his laptop on
the coffee table in the den, and pull up a video of Dennis and
Peggy when Pam was just a baby. For ten minutes, Allen held Pam in
his lap as she stared at the screen. Her mommy moved and spoke. Her
mommy laughed. An experience she enjoyed other time, watching Mommy
and Daddy’s wedding video. There had been many pictures of Peggy
throughout the house, until recently; Pam kept the favorites in her
own room. But, for this surprise, she fell instantly head over
heels in love with Allen. She begged him to play the scenes
repeatedly.

“My mommy is pretty.”

The video was from a trip to the Cheyenne Mountain Zoo. A
company picnic for the entire North American SOHO team. Pam was the
only baby and naturally the darling of the event. There were
numerous people wandering into and out of view, but nearly always
in the spotlight was the beautiful Peggy, with a smiling little
blob of Pam in her lap, or over her shoulder. A much bigger, curly
haired Pam was sitting in Allen’s lap, smiling with every smile,
laughing every time her mother laughed. Allen had brought the
perfect gift.

Dennis wanted to watch along with his daughter but he stood in
the doorway, just barely in the hall, watching Allen and his
daughter on the couch. Peggy was too far away from him and it hurt
more than he could stand. Pam still held her mother very close, and
could watch and smile. Dennis wondered when he could do that
again.

He knew Helen could sense his distress, and was thankful when
she pulled him into the kitchen to get some refreshments started.
Wilson excused himself to begin unpacking the new equipment they
brought from the lab in Colorado Springs. On one of his trips down
the stairs, he stuck his head into the kitchen.

“You’ve got a little problem with the temp controls in the space
room,” he interrupted. Helen shot him a disapproving glance and
continued her questioning of Dennis.

“She doesn’t need to stay downtown, Dennis and you know it.
There are only four of us staying here this weekend, and that only
takes up three rooms.”

“Helen, leave the man alone about who stays where around here. I
can’t believe you took less than twenty minutes to start snooping
into his personal affairs!” Wilson growled at her. “Dennis, ignore
this woman, she’s worse than my mother, and that’s terrible!”

The terrified look on Dennis’s face seemed to ease a bit. He
seemed at a loss for words, a very rare thing. Helen just continued
talking, walking sideways to the door so she could shove Wilson out
into the hall.

“Pam loves Abby, and I know Abby feels the same way. They both
need a weekend that is not wrapped up in your work.”

Dennis looked lost.

“Abigail and Pam can enjoy each other while the three of us keep
you as busy as you like. No one unhappy or uncared for that way,”
Helen insisted. “Wilson is being a putz, and just thinks I might
keep you away from him. You two men are like kids with your train
sets; no one could tear you away from the science we get to play
with anyway.”

“But, Helen,” Dennis began, “Abigail hasn’t said what her plans
are. She could only be here a day or two, far as I know. London has
the entire orbital community to manage; I only have a few thousand
data files. Not really even sure why she is headed here right now,
besides.” Helen gave him a look of obvious skepticism. “Really, she
has already seen the direction I want to go with this stuff. She’s
just going to be sitting here waiting on me to figure out how to
publish my findings.”

“And that is exactly why she is arriving tomorrow. Honestly,
Dennis, you can be so dense,” Helen huffed. “Abigail wants
away from that insufferable Ted in London. She wants to wait on
your results right here, playing with your daughter, and not
stifled by the egos in London, having to correct all the flubs
occurring under Ted’s nose.”

Wilson was making another trip up the hallway with his arms
loaded. He called out to Helen to catch all the doors for him. She
rolled her eyes and wiped her hands on an apron. Hurrying to catch
him she turned to Dennis.

“I just wish you would open your eyes and see that Abigail
wants to be right here. Tell her to stay here with
us,” she emphasized as she disappeared into the hall.

“Helen, you are such a busybody!”

“Wilson, shut up and mind your feet. You’re at the
stairs!”

Dennis was left alone in the kitchen. He could hear Pam in the
den with Allen.

“Please! Show me again?”

 

Abigail enjoyed a delightful ‘girls only’ breakfast with Pam and
Helen, but endured two hours listening to Dennis’s theory and
looking over his data presentation. Tired from the flights, she
still managed a smile as she found a seat next to his and kicked
off her shoes. She leaned forward and folded her arms onto the desk
and rested her head while he talked. She did not seem to notice how
distracted he became. His ideas were utterly brilliant; if you
threw out the fact they could not happen in reality. When she
raised her head and thought out loud, Dennis simply looked at her
in disbelief.

“But, dufus, your physics is entirely wrong! This is nearly
gibberish. You have to come up with a better way to explain what
you think happened. I can’t follow where you are going and I am WAY
more brilliant than you are.” She got nothing but his blank stare.
“Den, you cannot tell me a gravitational wave just swept the solar
system, and it has been proved by the movement of all Earth’s
satellites. If such a thing really happened, we wouldn’t have been
able to measure it!”

“Why the hell not?”

Abigail was actually surprised Dennis could not see what she
felt was an obvious flaw in his theories. “My God, your daughter is
better at handling reality than you are,” she thought to herself,
“and Pam just had fried ham with her cereal!" She pulled her long
hair back over her shoulders and sat up, putting her bare feet up
onto the side of his chair, her toes stretched and pushing on his
leg.

“Dennis, the Earth would have moved as well,” she said
as she wiggled him and his seat. “Don’t you see this? A pure
gravitational wave would have moved everything in the solar system,
the satellites would have stayed exactly the same distance from the
Earth, everything would have moved in unison and you’d have no
reference point for your measurement.”

“Why? How do you know so much about gravitational waves now?
We’ve only been able to theorize how they would work. They have
never been recorded.”

Abigail tried to think the best approach to her argument. Dennis
was always instantly frustrated, a bit the way Pam became
frustrated the moment the hairbrushes came out. “Dennis, your own
experiment resulted in a smooth displacement of all the satellites
as though the mass of the Earth were not there. In reality the
satellites on either side would have different displacement value.
One side should have a smaller shift because of the Earth, to put
it simply!”

“I know that.”

Now it was Abigail’s turn to go blank. Getting ahead of
Dennis was always impossible. She was about to be taught something
by the poorly dressed bachelor sitting next to her. He was going to
be insufferable if he could dash her argument easily. Hell, he was
going to be a shit about it.

“Ok, watch this very slowly. Tell me when you see blips here
that don’t have the Earth in their way for either a push or a
pull.” He pointed to his original animation on the monitor in front
or her. She watched as it progressed very slowly. Leaning forward,
she tapped the keyboard and paused the animation just as the edge
of the gravity wave lined up with the very top point of the Earths
outline. Above and below the Earth, those satellites were only
interacting with the wave, and nothing else.

“I finally saw this yesterday while I was looking so hard at the
satellite movements on either side of the Earth,” Dennis said. “I
was looking for a shift difference in the wrong place the whole
time! You’ll go crazy trying to find the best ones to measure,
because there are too many of them. The differences showed up best
in the satellites that happened to be more or less perpendicular to
the poles when the wave passed by. The pole satellites moved quite
a bit more than they do on either side. Follow a longitude around
the globe from the point where the wave encountered the entire mass
of the planet…all those boxes moved the same amount. It would be
like slicing a sphere down an axis and moving one half slightly
away from the other half.”

“And you think-” Abigail interrupted, “-the empty space between
the halves is analogous to the difference you want to see in the
satellite displacements.”

“It must be. Abigail, the Earth moved just as you said it would,
at the moment the gravity wave caught the entire mass of the
planet…it pulled the Earth away from the sun with a force we have
never been able to see or measure. The Earth itself shoved and
pulled satellites along with it as it moved, but not all of them
the same way. Not all of them were lined up properly to the Earth
when the wave passed. The pole satellites were the ones that helped
record the entire shift.”

“But, it shouldn’t be that simple,” she said. “The Earth’s mass
should have pulled all the satellites right along with it.
How can some not be affected that way?”

“You’ve cleverly hit on what drove me crazy yesterday because I
kept trying to make that rule apply. I have to guess, though, the
gravity wave really behaved like a fluid, and it seems to have been
thousands of miles deep. It acted like it has a very powerful front
edge and a weakening back end. The front edge was across the poles
of the planet when the back edge was just clearing the
magnetosphere on the Sun side. The first boxes to be hit were still
inside the wave when the Earth was being caught and pushed
along.” He was beginning to talk faster than she wanted to listen
so Abigail forced him to slow down by shoving his chair several
time, smiling sweetly as she did it.

 “Abigail, you know how black holes work in theory,
remember? We can’t see into them but we have long thought they
could have massive differences in gravitational force over
unbelievably tiny distances. A person falling into one would be
stretched out like spaghetti because of those forces. Part of you
would be a thousand miles closer in an instant.”

“Yes, I understand that very well…but you aren’t-,”

Dennis interrupted her. “Yes, I am, Abigail. I believe I have
just measured that exact phenomenon of physics.” Moving to a
different computer, he looped a recording Abigail had not seen yet.
Larger, with more detailed animation. Colored blips orbited around
an earthlike ball as a bright yellow band moved from one side of
the screen to the other, passing through the blips; changing their
color as it encountered them. Nearly as wide as the sphere of
blips, the band was brightest on the leading edge and faded out to
nearly invisible on the other. The bubble of orbiting blips began
to bulge a little to one side as the yellow band moved slowly
across the screen. When the band was gone, the orbiting sphere of
blips was no longer round. It was clearly stretched out. Abigail
was still and silent. Her eyes moving very quickly from one
illuminated monitor to the next as she took in the room. His theory
was perfect. She could not shoot it down. Dennis seemed very far
away at that moment, nearly at the corners of her vision, the room
full of computer screens loomed so large she could not see around
it.

“Abigail, I’ve checked all the monitors and all the instruments
I’ve been able to log into. We are further from the sun today
because of this event. And it seems clear, objects at two different
points inside the wave can be pulled at different speeds.”

As she slowly began to turn to face him, Dennis said something
she hoped was completely wrong.

“This event has not ended. We’ve only seen the start. We’ve only
seen the first two gravity waves."

“Two?”

“Yes, there was a nearly identical shift three weeks earlier,
the one you guys automatically corrected for, thinking it was a
glitch. It was much smaller but it was there. Ted’s SOHO signals
have proved it.”

“But, how did we get pulled away from the Sun?” She
asked pointedly. Where did this come from?”

“I don’t have a clue, that’s what I want Wilson and Allen to
help me calculate. What was the exact direction we were pulled
towards? I haven’t been able to spend a minute on that simulation.
The direction we moved should point directly to the source.”
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Seeking help from colleagues around the globe, Victorian
physician, Dr. Liam Gilbert, is desperate to discover what is wrong
with little Rachel Ellingswood. The child has faints that bring her
near to death without warning. Only child; heiress to a huge
fortune in Devon, England, four year old Rachel will not survive
without some miracle of discovery.

Yet, Gilbert does not believe in miracles.

When a single clue sends him on a harrowing voyage across the globe
in search of answers, his discovery, about the impossible child,
will alter his life forever.

Rachel Ellingswood is not a simple child who is ill; when she is
ill – she is not truly there.



	


Breathing
into Stone (2011)
First Chapter sample

Eighteenth century priest, Father Furio Novia, hates his
employer, the Archbishop of Modena; almost as much as he hates
Italian master sculptor, Antonio Lisi. When Novia discovers that
Lisi uses his beautiful daughter’s likeness in nearly every figure
he carves, the priest realizes he can make accusations to the
Archbishop that the sculptor has an incestuous knowledge of his
daughter, Anoria. Novia begins to haunt their lives, and every
family in their village of Resceto, not because he believes they
have sinned, but because he desires Anoria for himself. They seem
destined to clash in Rome; Novia, committing murder to stay free of
the church; Anoria, nearly killing him to escape his lust. (Some
adult oriented content)



	


Caraliza
(2011)
First Chapter sample

A seventy-five year old secret waits in a lovely old portrait
studio, at the end of a street in New York City's Lower East Side.
It is a secret that drove to madness a renowned photographer,
'Papa' Menashe Reisman - and left him to waste and die in his own
studio - haunted by every photograph he tries to take. When his
great-grand daughter, Shelly, begs to have the old building for a
new renovation, she awakens more than any secret that Papa kept.
She also awakens something darker, more evil, across the street,
under the stoop, down a foul stair; where Caraliza was kept
prisoner for two years; until the horrid events of that summer, in
1919.
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