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Vance Boles couldn’t have known it at the time, but he was 
living on the edge of the known universe, at a seeping tear 
in Space and Time where “our” world meets the churning, 
frozen heat and strange vapours of the Outer Chaos. Vance 
was the solitary Lookout on the Aukusti, a Z-class machine 
platform placed near to the anomaly known as the Ferapont 
Zorion rift. 
 He was also human. 
 Far from Earth, the clover-leaf blister of sensory 
apparatus and organic life-support remained anchored 
against the radiation currents of the starwinds.  The 
Aukusti occupied a region beyond the outer Oort cloud, the 
edge of the Solar System, far from the gravitational 
influence of the mother of Mankind – the Sun.  
 Never once did Vance speak of the strange ship that 
came out of the anomaly when the Sun slid out of sight 
behind one planet or another.   
 He was the only living thing within the half-kilometre 
wide structure.  His job was to monitor the anomaly.  It 
fascinated and terrified him in equal measures, but the fear 
had never broken his sleep. His most critical responsibility 
was to observe for dangerous levels of the Theta emissions 
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that often spilled from the rift; and then warn the DSNA 
when they occurred.   
 Theta emissions, although supposedly harmless to 
organics, had been proven as the cause of critical failures in 
the autonomous machine colonies of Borgendrill.  Despite 
its immense isolation, the Aukusti and the anomaly it 
watched over were within effective range of the commercial 
shipping lanes between Saturn and the First Arterial: his 
work was of value.  His life was important. As was his flesh 
and muscle and beating heart.  The machines needed him. 
 He’d intended to only stay a few months but months 
became years, and then the Earth nearly died – twisted and 
brutalised by a horror that nobody had ever really 
deciphered.  Everyone he’d ever known had died – or just 
vanished into the new “Dark Age” of the planet.  So the 
years became decades and here he remained: the sole 
occupant of the Aukusti.  
 Many people visited. Skiffs, corsairs and the lavish 
space yatchts of the obscenely wealthy.  Corporate warriors, 
travellers, artists and academics.  Men and woman; genetic 
hybrids of gender and technology; and the blackened, 
glistening Changed that fled the butchery of Earth, Most 
brought stories of distant realms; the slow expansion of 
man and machine within the immense cosmos beyond the 
First Arterial.  Many boasted of exploits in trade, warfare 
and the complex politics of the colonies.  Some came to ask 
curious questions about the anomaly. And a few, a handful 
in thirteen score years, came hinting at knowledge of the 
true nature of the rift. 
  Vance was always wary of the latter and never, ever, 
accepted the gifts they tried to leave in their wake; amulets 
and figurines and talismans, all with grotesque symbols 
that caused his mind to resonate in unpleasant ways.  
 But the books, when they offered, he often kept.  Such 
cryptic titles: Ponape Scripture; Prodigies in the New 
England Canaan; Revelations of Glaaki; R'lyeh Text; 
Saracenic Rituals; Seven Cryptical Books of Hsan. The one 
that always held his attention; the one he could suffer to 
read – The Testament of Carnamagos, apparently written on 
the flayed flesh of the priests of Iod.  Outlandish 
suggestions about the nature of our reality and how it could 
be manipulated from within and without: hideous warnings 
about the bloated god Tah-pah-sohej and the half-men of 
Aabic’a that served it.  Vance marvelled at the imagination 
of such authors. 
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 More wonderful than the tales of academics and 
travellers was the secret lore of Space.  How something so 
empty could be so filled with mystery and beauty? Rainbow 
colours and flashes of deadly energy.  It was not flat. It was 
not curved.  It was something… else.  And it was never still.  
All his years, Vance Boles watched and listened to deep-
range scans.  Sometimes at the threshold of sleep he found 
his mind outside of his body, tumbling ever faster towards 
the furthest reach of those sensor-arrays.   There were 
never answers to his questions but he always felt he was 
gaining knowledge of the Universal map.  Sometimes, the 
azure haze that obscured visual sight of the anomaly would 
thin and clear to give him a view of the rift, and glimpses of 
what lay beyond:  
 Smudged outlines of a slowly swirling opening.  Green 
phosphorescent and the black, smoky forms of things that 
could be interpreted in a thousand different ways – all 
suggestions feasible, none of them resolved. No probe could 
go near it.  Electronics simply died.    
 Out of that rift, when the distant Sun was occluded by 
some celestial object, the strange ship would come. Gliding 
out at speed from the haze.  A sphere of crackling energy, 
its immaterial surface a fusion of bright blue with whorls of 
indigo beneath.  Bright spiralling patterns, flickering 
electric-blue, drifted across the ever-shifting surface. 
Patterns that made his mind throb and his sense-of-
perspective shift. If he looked then those patterns stayed 
with him for days, long after the ship had sailed back from 
whence it came.  He would see them on condensation on the 
bulkhead walls or within the jets of steam that surrounded 
him in the shower tube.  
 And never once did Borgendrill or the Aukusti machine 
Mind query or mention these incidents when they 
happened.  Vance did not question why but felt he 
understood. He held great respect for the Aukusti Mind; in 
nearly a century it had become his closest friend and 
solitary confidant. So his silence on the matter of the 
strange ship caused him a slight sense of disquiet, of 
underhand guilt. But his fascination with the ship grew 
stronger with every appearance. 
 The ship always lingered close to the FuGlass dome of 
the main observation bay. As if it was willing to be viewed as 
much as to look in.  Lights set low, Vance would stand in 
middle of the open deck, beneath the dome, amongst the 
swirling, shifting traceries of dazzling blue that chased 
black shadows across the floor.    
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 There was always a sense of a figure standing there with 
him. A projection or half-formed entity that refused to 
communicate beyond giving a hint of its existence.  Words 
touched his imagination in those magical moments, a 
beckoning voice formed from soft horns and bass-notes – 
open to interpretation, perhaps, but Vance always felt 
certain of what he heard. 
 Join me, was the underlying message.  
 And one day he did.  
 The patterns froze instantly in-place around him, as if 
the interlocking barbs and thorns of an alien plant made 
from tangible light. Their dazzing blue glow was at first like 
the touch of angels upon his naked skin. The fabric of his 
clothes turned to ash and his body became one with the 
energy. He found himself looking back at the silent Aukusti 
from a vantage point that told his stunned brain he was 
now outside: in hard Space. 
 Alone but for the companion who had beckoned him to 
come.  This companion he never saw but for the suggestion 
of a male figure that was always beside him, potent, 
commanding and all-knowing: like the One Pharoah of the 
Hidden Dynasty. The books Vance had read came to mind, 
briefly, and he pondered if this was one of the Great Magi 
who could choose to wear the form of humans with faces of 
gorilla and cheetah combined.   
 Backwards he plunged then. Encased within the 
flickering tendrils of sparkling light, sweeping across a small 
vista before hurtling through the azure haze.  
 The sense of form, of shape, of solid substance broke 
apart then. His mind reached out in all directions towards 
infinity as the Interstellar darkness fell away.   
 Bodiless but yet whole, Vance and the ship careened 
like a comet across gulfs that were impossible to describe 
with the constricting language of Time and Space.  
 To another place they went.  Where misty shores 
introduced him to a landscape that could only exist in the 
realm of Dream.  
 So many things of wonder and terror, so many creatures 
and temples and conversations that peeled open the sticky 
membrane protecting his human mind.  Eventually they 
came to the night forests of Jarlequin Mound, and slipped 
through another Gate unseen by those things that should 
always remain unseen.  
 Falling through clouds of liquid glass until they soared 
above a grey desert of dead sand.  Curtains of rain drifted 
ahead of them, shimmering streams of furnace light, sticky 
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molten globules cascading down to crash cold and broken 
on the lifeless floor. They passed many pyramids built of a 
substance that was not stone, and Vance recognised the 
description he had read of the murderous god-race known 
as Grom-Groth-Murg.  Crab-like parasites that fed from 
intelligent life, building their network of temples from 
crystals secreted by a filthy orifice-gland. Temples that 
connected to each other across limitless distance and 
between dimensions. This was their home world.  
 A rough-edged fear raced alongside him and began to 
give chase.       
 The desert gave way to the Barren Sea where below 
trailed long lines of caravans; the Merchants of Oropas 
wrapped in their dusty blue rags. 
 The landscape grew more vague and lifeless as they 
hurtled on without pause.     
 The watchtower rose up from a forest of giant fires, 
black smoke rolled in the currents of boiling air.  Stretching 
out to the forever sliding horizon of infinity, the gargantuan 
pillars of flame created an impentratable boundary.  Vance 
did not ask how it was that they survived.      
 The tip of the watchtower held a smoldering blue spark 
behind rotating lenses of curved crystal.  Magnified greatly, 
the blue light winked again and again as the lenses swept 
round.  Its faint beam punched through the smoke.  Above 
the sky was black; not of Space or the absence of light – but 
from the absence of All Things.   
 Vance’s companion told him that this portal looked out 
upon the vista of Jyn’yk.  The watchtower was as a 
lighthouse, to warn travellers away.  The monstrous, 
multitudinous bubbles of Jyn’yk that could replicate and 
swarm across an entire Universe in the blink of an organic 
eye were not able to pass through this way. 
 It was here that the terror struck Vance. Finally and 
inevitably.  A terror that settled deep within his chest, like a 
seed of doom, with fibrous roots burrowing into the weak 
tissues of his human flesh. 
 All the things he had read of within those hellish books: 
they were not speculation, or the mad ravings of fools, they 
were true!  
 And so his companion laughed; a booming sound of 
crashing, discordant melodies and rumbling bass tones – a 
vibration like an Earthquake flexed through the fabric of his 
mind.  
 This place. The unholy horror of the destruction that 
lurked just above.    
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 His companion; the master of madness and sentient 
misery.  N___________ 
 Vance could not bring himself to think its name. 
 If a brain could faint without a body. The rush of 
insanity as consciousness whirled away.  The speckles of 
bright blue light and swirling pattens hinting at his return 
journey across an astronomical void.  Sounds touched his 
ears as he became aware of the hard floor beneath his back.  
 Warning sirens. The repetitive chorus of chip-voices, 
part of the machine-platform’s back-up management 
system, advising him of critical life support failure. 
 He stood up in a darkness pushed back only by the 
flashing strobes of emergency lights. His breath was cold 
inside his lungs.  Ice covered everything.  
 How long had he lain there?  A conduit to an invading 
energy. Theta readings were frozen onscreen – off the scale.  
 Aukusti was dying. And he had helped to kill it. And 
now likely he would die out here with it too.  
 A cryotank would possibly save him, but then – what 
would happen if a rescue team brought him back…? 
 With what he knew. 
 With what he carried deep inside of him.  
 A seed of destruction. 
 But Vance Boles wasn’t ready to end his life like this. He 
didn’t want to fade out like a bug caught in a micro-trap.   
 The cryotank occupied a survival pod bolted onto one 
flank of the platform.   
 Vance went to it, climbed inside.  A mixture of relief and 
dread when he discovered the back-up power units were 
functional and fully-charged; low-spec chemical packs that 
were impervious to the proximity of the Ferapont Zorion rift. 
Or him, for that matter.  Designed to cover the worst of all 
eventualities! Could the planners have ever forseen this?  
He doubted it. They had not read the same books.  
 He used manual injectors and connected his circulation 
to the cryotank’s medical box. Maybe he would fall asleep 
and never wake up? Would that be best? No, he did not 
want to die. Not because he feared death but because he 
feared where his mind might end up once released from the 
mortal shell.  
 Vance lay back on the gel-padding against the weight of 
increasing drowsiness.  The curved canopy of the cryotank 
gave him a clear view.  Through half-lidded eyes, he 
watched as the survival pod went through automated 
system checks.   
 And then blasted away from the dying platform. 
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 He thought of himself on the very edge of the Solar 
System, drifting along the rim of the Outer Oort cloud. 
Towards the commercial lanes, where he would eventually 
be picked up.  
 What unfortunate souls would find him? And where 
were they now? 
 He realised this story was not over. He guessed what he 
had become. A further maniacal ploy by the master of 
trickery, N_______.  
 Vance Boles: a vessel of doom.      
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The End 
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