
“The die has been cast,” said Julius Caesar on crossing the River Rubicon to 
invade Italy on January 10th 49 B.C. The ‘die’ related to a gambling dice or 
‘die’ and the ‘cast’ related to the dice being thrown, thus the immortal phrase 
he uttered and recorded in history on that day, relates to an irrevocable 
decision being made. 

 

I made such a decision on 14th June, 2032. I had fallen for Vicki big time and 
since our first meeting at Gus’s party we had been virtually inseparable. I had 
never had this type of feeling before in my life. My mind, body and soul were 
intertwined together for the first time. Everything felt right and it was because 
of Vicki. She was the missing piece. Scientists have “Eureka” moments when 
they make a breakthrough or a discovery, the feeling is indescribable. Relief, 
gratification and jubilation all bundled into one. This is how I felt every moment 
I spent with Vicki. She was my Eureka moment and I wanted it to last forever.  

Vicki had taken time out from her role as the 321 Football Academy 
Ambassador to spend more time with me. Because of the nature of her work 
she travelled a great deal and a sabbatical was needed. When she was away, 
we communicated every day; the occasional snap chat, the odd Instagram 
picture, but mostly we space-timed, the follow on product from Apple’s 
facetime. This new feature introduced by Apple, enabled users to project a 3D 
image anywhere onto any surface; just like a hologram. The HD picture clarity 
made it almost real.  

When we were together it was like a movie, everything was tinted with a 
shine. The times we had together were packed with fun and wide smiles and 
the room was always filled with laughter. We would sing, dance, talk about the 
world and how we would fix it.  

Vicki had everything I wanted from someone and also a bag-load more. She 
was everything that I didn’t know I needed. She was beautiful, smart and 
witty, but she was so much more, much more than words could ever explain. I 
wondered why she was still single and why I was so lucky.  

So I asked. 

She told me she had been driven all her adult life by football, just like I was 
with my Astronomy and that she had never really let any man into her life 
because of that. Love was a luxury for her and one that she didn’t think she 
deserved, let alone find. Her previous relationships had been shallow and 
insignificant, no one had scratched below the surface of her character. She 
wouldn’t let them.    

Ironically, she looked at me and said:  

“Lukas, when are you going to let someone in..?” 



She had this uncanny ability to turn the situation on its head and make you 
rethink your position. She would make me look inwards, into my own world 
instead of always trying to find others amongst the stars.  

“I’ve been waiting for the right person,” I said. “I’m used to waiting Vicki. I 
stare for days into the Universe without any change, without anything new. 
Time is different in space, it is slower, it takes light years to get anywhere. I 
thought that would be the same with love. I thought I’d be waiting fruitlessly for 
love, love was extra-terrestrial life that I hoped to find, but probably never will. 
Love is an enigma, an anomaly, unsolvable. Until you came along…”  

She went silent, her eyes glazed over slightly and she looked at me, paused. 

“You’re a good man Lukas.” Tears began to well up from her eyes. “But I’m 
not sure that you’re the right man for me”.  

I looked at her in stunned disbelief, my whole world began to collapse around 
me and I envisioned myself being sucked into a black hole and floating 
aimlessly in space forever.  

After a long pause she smiled that smile.  

“I’m not just sure Lukas, I’m certain. I’m certain you’re the one for me, and I’m 
certain that I love you…”  

I looked into her eyes, the tension was electric. Our eyes were transfixed for 
what seemed like eternity, before I gently bowed my head to hide the tears. 
They gently slipped quietly to the floor. I raised my head and summoned the 
courage to look at her again and bring her closer.  

“I love you,” I whispered, barely audible. “Marry me..?” I asked instinctively.  

Vicki leant over my shoulder and drew her lips to my ear. 

“On one condition…. If it’s a boy we call it Beckham!” 

We both laughed as our fate was sealed.  

 

*** 

 

We decided to set the wedding date for Saturday, 16th December, 2034. For 
the next two years Vicki busied herself by making plans for the perfect 
wedding day. Despite her untraditional behaviour she wanted a traditional 
white wedding. We found a local wedding planner by the name of Eddie Large 
but he preferred that we called him ‘Eddie born ready’. Eddie really was a 
larger than life character. He was in his early 50’s with a huge mop of swept 
back grey hair, looking too much like Einstein for his own good. Eddie was a 
great choice, his charisma and frenetic energy was contagious. His ideas 



ludicrous but genius. The Einstein of wedding planners we decided. He liked 
that name even more.  

I continued with my work at the observatory looking for answers to the cosmic 
questions that were orbiting my own brain. I was still pondering what I was 
searching for out there and how I would find it. I had taken a Physics PhD at 
MIT especially so I could understand the laws on the speed of light. Light 
travels at 186,282 miles per second or 299,792,458 meters per second. It was 
the Danish astronomer, Olaus Roemer, who in 1676, first successfully 
measured the speed of light. His method was based on observations of the 
eclipses of the moons of Jupiter. 

It had taken me some time to get my head around these figures, so I put them 
into a NASA context. I knew the Space Shuttle travelled at a maximum speed 
of about 17,600 mph (28,300 kph), so I calculated it would take the Space 
Shuttle about 165,000 years to reach Alpha Centauri the nearest star system 
to Earth. These distances of space and time are immense and I really needed 
to think them through, because the ages of most stars are measured in 
millions if not billions of years.  

The world didn’t have millions of years left, even with help from the Andi’s our 
planet was on a lifeline. It was hanging on, taking its last breaths of the 
polluted air we were all now breathing. We were running out of time and my 
team and I needed to find a solution; one we hoped lay out there amongst the 
cosmos.  

Three weeks before our wedding I was walking to the observatory from our 
living accommodation when a bolt of bright orange light appeared overhead in 
the night sky. At first I thought it was a shooting star, they were very common 
here. Shooting stars are formed when a meteor shower occurs; the usually 
small particles are from asteroids or comets that enter the Earth's atmosphere 
at very high speed. When they collide with the Earth’s atmosphere the small 
particles from the rapidly disintegrating meteors rub against the air particles in 
the atmosphere. This creates friction that in turn heats up the particles of dust. 
The resultant heat vaporizes most meteors, creating what we call shooting 
stars. I had seen many shooting stars especially in the Southern Lakes region 
of New Zealand. The nights were so clear and with virtually no light pollution it 
lent itself to a dazzling cosmic firework display on most cloudless nights.  

But this bolt of light was different. It was more rounded and glowed a pale 
orange color. It was traveling more across the horizon, than actually through 
the night sky, so I stood there for a minute to observe it. It seemed to speed 
up a little and then slow down and then what really caught my eye was the 
sudden lightning fast acceleration. The light bolt went vertical at an 
astonishingly high speed. I was acutely aware of space objects and how they 
behaved in the night sky and I had never seen anything quite like this. The 
object then vanished, just as it had appeared, in a flash it was gone. 



I arrived at the Observatory and had a quick scan of the surrounding night sky 
using the ‘moonscope’ we had installed to observe the surface of the moon. It 
was much the smaller of the two telescopes at the Observatory, but extremely 
powerful and was specifically designed for looking at objects in our own solar 
system. You could actually see the surface of the moon where Apollo 11 had 
first landed, where Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin had taken the first steps 
for a grateful mankind on July 20, 1969.  

The moonscope was so powerful you could still see the flags left by the 
various Apollo missions. The stars and stripes on the flags had now vanished, 
due to the moon’s very small amount of rare atmospheric gases; the flags had 
all been bleached white. I knew the moon has one sixth of the Earth’s gravity 
and the flags the Astronaut’s had left behind were swinging instead of waving. 
This evidence alone, went a long way to debunking any conspiracy theories 
that doubted whether man had actually travelled to the moon.  

I studied the moon all night but to no avail; there were no more plasma ball 
sightings. The following morning I went to everyone’s favourite place Google, 
to do some more research and was astounded at what I found. During World 
War Two, pilots from the American 415th Night Fighter Squadron had first 
reported these small round balls of glowing orange lights. These brave 
aviators not only had the German night fighters and anti-aircraft flak to deal 
with, they also had strange orange balls of plasma light that sped off at 
incredible angles and speeds.  

The pilots reported these strange phenomena to their senior officers, who 
initially thought these were a new type of secret weapon being developed by 
Hitler and his henchmen to rein more terror on an unsuspecting world. A radio 
operator had named these sightings ‘Foo Fighters’ and this terminology was 
to be used by the US military for years to come, to describe what they 
believed to be a type of Unidentified Flying Object or UFO. The US military in 
later years quashed these rumors by reporting that they were possibly a type 
of electrical discharge from airplane wings, or even a natural weather 
phenomenon. The so called ‘St Elmo’s fire’ named after St. Erasmus of 
Formia, the Italian Patron Saint of sailors. This phenomenon sometimes 
appeared on ships at sea during thunderstorms and was regarded by sailors 
with religious awe for its glowing ball of light, accounting for its name.  

I was a scientist and Foo Fighters to me was the name of the Seattle based 
Rock Band founded by Nirvana drummer Dave Grohl, as a one-man project 
following the death of his fellow band member Kurt Cobain. I personally had 
never heard of the term outside of the music world.  

I continued my research delving into the records of various sightings over the 
past 200 years. These sightings were mostly aerial in nature, but to my 
astonishment there were literally thousands of reported encounters. Even 
Charles Darwin had reported an encounter whilst on board his ship the HMS 
Beagle in 1832. Recording the event by writing to his friend J S Henslow 
about the incident, whilst at anchor in the estuary of the Rio De La Plata. St. 



Elmo's fire was reported to have been seen during the Siege of 
Constantinople by the Ottoman Empire in 1453, the light was seen to be 
emitting from the top of the Hippodrome. The Byzantines attributed it to a sign 
that the Christian God would soon come and destroy the conquering Muslim 
army, it disappeared just days before Constantinople fell, ending the 
Byzantine Empire. 

St Elmo’s fire was real; it was a form of matter called plasma. I knew from my 
studies that plasma is also produced by stars and by lightning. The Serbian-
American inventor Nikola Tesla created St. Elmo's fire in 1899 whilst testing 
out his Tesla coil at his laboratory in Colorado Springs. St. Elmo's fire was 
seen around the coil and was said to have lit up the wings of butterflies with 
blue halos as they flew around. Tesla mysteriously died in 1943. The official 
cause of death was coronary thrombosis, taking with him some say, 
inventions from out of this world. 

I needed to know why the ball of plasma I had witnessed seemed to be under 
control, it seemed to have purpose and direction of movement. This was not 
natural, I knew way more than most people about physics to know the 
difference. I delved deeper and deeper into the subject on my quest for more 
information on plasma light and Foo Fighters, so much so that some of my 
colleagues began a whispering campaign about me calling me ‘Tesla Mk 2’, a 
thinly-veiled jape about my father’s new Mk 2 Andi’s. 

The further I looked the more intrigued I became. As a scientist I had been 
trained to look at and consider all possibilities. Do the research, test the 
results and then reach a conclusion. But researching plasma light balls that 
seemed to be under mechanical or controlled movement patterns and moving 
at incredible speeds, was not the easiest subject I had ever worked on. 

I revisited Einstein’s theory on special relativity. He basically said, that space 
and time were interwoven into a single continuum known as space-time. 
Although instruments can neither see nor measure space-time, several of the 
phenomena predicted by its warping had latterly been confirmed. I looked at 
how plasma light could be affected by things like black holes and their 
gravitational pull. I was digging deeper and deeper but I was missing 
something. Something big. Yet, soon I would find all the evidence I needed.  

	


