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Christopher Temple, Engineer 3rd Class (demoted) was 
there with the project team when they discovered Zimiri. A 
Mars-Epsilon Grade Planet set slam dunk in the heart of 
the Goldilocks zone of the local Star. The science officers 
scraped away the dense, primordial atmosphere and 
punched through the planet core with deep penetrating 
scans. They bombarded the surface with Borgendrill SABs 
and waited whilst each one self-assembled to a 
configuration that best suited the specific environment and 
terrain.  They studied the backwash of data for days. 
 Total mystery. 
 Nothing lived on the planet except ancient bacteria and 
clusters of an utterly surreal form of alien plant life that 
followed spiralling patterns similar to Mandelbrot sets. 
Visual feeds from the deployed SABs reported back on these 
plants - incredible arrays of colours but primary-source 
scans were unable to decipher the molecular structure or 
bio-chemical mechanisms. Each plant was identical in 
height, with a relatively long curving stalk that was 
112358.13 mesacrons in length (21.6 in or 54.864 cm); 
topped by a structure that was 34643.71 mesacrons in 
length (6.6597 in or 16.91 cm).  The upper structure 
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resembled a cylindrical tube, each tube tapering at the top 
to a truncated cone.  Each instance of these perfectly 
formed clusters stretched for hundreds of miles.  It looked 
like nature had gone wild on maths. 
 One of the scientists described them as thermonuclear 
jell-O pops. The name stuck. 
 Following the standard model of organic life within the 
Búi - Harlan framework, the plants did not belong on the 
planet nor should they have thrived as they should. It did 
not make sense. 
 The first landing party was acquainted with all the data 
but none of them were prepared for the assault on their 
senses of raw, staggering beauty when the shuttle's shields 
rolled-back to provide an aerial view of a dusty brown, 
gently undulating landscape below, punctuated by a sea of 
rainbow colours.  Infinite minute variations in tone, hue 
and vibrancy.  All picked out in the amber glare of the local 
Star.  The translucent semi-transparent properties of the 
plant material further exaggerated the ethereal glow. 
 The plants here stretched out in a conch shell 
Mandelbrot that repeated itself no matter how much or how 
little of the overall mass was viewed. During the first 
minutes of that initial observation, nobody spoke. It would 
be a scenario repeated by just about everyone who ever 
visited the surface of Zimiri. 
 The initial sets of surface-based study took place using 
drones at a significant distance from the target site. Nobody 
wanted a repeat of Étaín V509 where disturbance of an 
indigenous creeper vine led to a riot of cellular activity: the 
plant reacted as if being attacked  - swelling and 
lengthening in size with dramatic speed and ferocity. An 
entire science team plus shuttle crew were lost. 
 These “Jell-O Pop” plants appeared to be entirely 
unresponsive to mechanised contact.  The scientists moved 
in. 
 The prismatic splashes of colour were more intense the 
closer you got. They combined into an ocean of shifting 
translucent light that tingled pleasure centres in the brain.  
The DShub AI monitored all official comms of every human 
employee operating out beyond the First Arterial Wormhole. 
Scientists on Zimiri were recorded making "oooo" and 
"aaaah" sounds, totally unaware they were doing so.  Audio 
technicians had already identified sonic frequencies that 
harmonised and resonated around the plants. Analysis 
revealed rigid structures of micro perforations that caught 
the swirling pressure storms that regularly swept the 
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surface of Zimiri - building up giant dust clouds that never 
coated or muted the vibrant coloured things. 
 To human ears the sounds were like the deep throated 
hum of a thousand electronic didgeridoos: a wash of sound 
that carried the mind up on an elevated plane of spiritual – 
almost god-like experience. The DShub AI noted all humans 
who came into contact with the plants experienced the same 
phenomenon. 
 It was Arron Shrader, Astrobiologist 1st Class, who 
violated all established protocols of quarantine and brought 
a Jell-O Pop inside the Forward Scientific Observation Post 
(FSOP).  Later, when interviewed by stellar megastar 
Roberta Shock of Netwerk Zero fame, Arron confessed he 
didn’t really know why he did what he did, other than to 
satisfy an overwhelming, primitive desire scratching at the 
base of his brain. 
 Removing a glove and raising the unsealed visor of his 
clamshell Roamer-XO, Aaron had been the first human to 
touch the plant with his own flesh – an experience he 
likened to rubbing your skin across a roll of the finest most 
luxurious silk fabric.  He had then placed the tip of the 
plant in his mouth and allowed it to touch his tongue. 
 It was a brave move for Arron Schrader, one that 
quickly led to interstellar success and notoriety as his 
“pioneering” exploits flash-signalled from ship to ship, and 
then on to the big Borgendrill habitats beyond the First 
Arterial – and then, ultimately, into the congested feeds that 
threaded through all Solar System colonies and converged 
on those orbiting planet Earth itself.  Earth, mortally 
damaged by an event that occurred decades ago but still 
considered centre of the human Universe. 
 The experience of tasting and consuming the plant, now 
well documented by nearly five hundred thousand blogs on 
the Near Earth Portal Arrondissment (NEPA), was likened by 
Aaron to the notion of a bumble bee (organic extinct) 
extending its proboscis into the funnel of the perfect flower.  
Nectar.  Shrader Tar.  Thermo Nec.  Rain-blow.  These were 
the earliest names given to the occurrence that spread 
through the project team as other members took a taste. 
Thermonuclear Jell-O Pops were shuttled from the surface 
to the orbital cruiser that had brought the mission into 
place.   
 Consuming the plant created a state of absolute well-
being, where all senses were enhanced and magnified – the 
world around a consumer literally sparkled with cosmic 
glitter; sounds produced an upwelling of beautiful emotions; 
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tastes and smells were of a quality and definition never 
perceived before; simple touch could lead to orgasms that 
carried a person outside the normal definition of pleasure.  
 Further, brutally thorough testing onboard the cruiser 
failed to break the enigma that shrouded the bio-chemical 
mechanisms behind the plant’s existence. What was it, how 
did it work – and where did it come from?  All of these 
questions eluded answer.  The only fact that came from all 
the scrutiny was the potency of attraction the plants 
wielded against all who came into proximity with them: the 
colours and the sounds, then the touch and finally, 
ultimately and inevitably, the taste.  
 More shipments came up from the surface as the entire 
crew took to eating the plant, and craving more.  
 Christopher Temple didn’t touch or taste.  Although he 
absolutely wanted to. An internal demon clawed at the 
thick, mucus-smeared walls of his brain and demanded 
gratification, but the project team’s superior officer disliked 
Temple and refused to allow him near the plants.  He was 
confined to engineering and without a Roamer-XO suit 
couldn’t get to any of the harvesting sites.  He suffered 
intense waking-dreams where he imagined stealing a 
ValoRaptor or Helux monopod, racing out to patch of the 
plants and blowing the emergency hatch bolts to feast 
himself as his blood jellified in his veins and his skeleton 
snapped and crumpled. 
 He didn’t do this, of course. But the weeks of 
unrelenting desire were like a torment he would never 
forget. 
 The orbiting cruiser dispatched a long-range skiff to 
take a crate of the plants to the nearest habitat. Further 
study was required.   
 The contents of the crate didn’t last long.  The habitat, 
called Shivali hurled back a fleet of cruisers loaded with 
non-commissioned science officers and local media teams 
who were eager to taste the plants themselves.  
 Seven months and seven days (Earth Standard) after 
Aaron Shrader first placed a “Thermonuclear Jell-O Pop” 
into his mouth, the last Borgendrill AutoCropper, loaded 
with the final patch of plants on the planet, was scooped-up 
from the surface of Zimiri by a Helux Tender and dragged 
up into Space where it docked with a Thunder-Class Heavy 
Cargo Carrier  to begin its return journey.    
 The humans on the Shivali had made themselves the de 
factor distribution company for Thermo Pop, the eventual 
brand name for this surreal organic product that gave 
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people such as massive lift – and subsequent craving for 
more. 
 The planet of Zimiri was abandoned as a point of 
interest, a footnote in the history of Thermo Pop’s 
extraordinary expansion as a brand into the human desire 
chain: aspirational advertising rapidly developed an entire 
sub-culture of elitism based on those who had tried Thermo 
Pop and those who could afford to maintain a habit.  It 
wasn’t a drug.  It was liberation.  
 Aggressive scrutiny of the plants, by the best scientific 
corporations and most powerful AI minds on the far side of 
the First Arterial, determined that the very nature of the 
plants shifted subtly with each and any attempt at 
observing beyond the level of macro physics. At the 
quantum level the plants – all of them – simultaneously 
shifted structure – as if to avoid analysis. 
 Some crates made it back to the Solar System via the 
Subtak transport network, carried by shrewd entrepreneurs 
who knew they were onto a good thing: some even got to the 
colonies orbiting the ravaged remains of Earth.  By this 
point Thermo Pop distribution bypassed all but the most 
powerful of government officials and a handful of megastars 
– most of the very few plants that made it that far went 
straight to the Heads within the biggest UTOC alliances.  
The wealthiest of the wealthy.  
 In truth, just about anything coming through the First 
Arterial got snagged by operators on the Nergüi platform 
and subsequently redistributed by black market channels 
to crime syndicates.  
 Christopher Temple still wanted to try it, but somehow 
the opportunity had always passed him by. And watching 
the dead surface of Zimiri fade from view as his shuttle took 
him back to the cruiser left a pang of sadness combined 
with panic in his chest. 
 What have we done? 
 By time he returned to the Shivali on extended contract 
leave, he was shocked to witness the shift in social 
dynamics that had taken place there.  A seismic upheaval in 
the powerbase created by the evolution of Thermo Pop 
culture. 
 Gangs forced residents in secondary housing stratums 
to consume fragments of the plant and then extorted 
money, or services, for the privilege. It was sickening.  
Temple complained to the AI Mind that ran the habitat but 
the machine was indifferent to the fluctuating whims and 
morals of its human cargo.  
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 In frustration Temple began a movement to counter the 
spread of Thermo Pop consumption and the exploitation of 
people forced to take it. The movement quickly gained a 
following amongst a minority disgusted by the obsessive 
compulsion to gratify base desires. Although considered an 
irritation, the Templars, as they became known, were 
mainly ignored.  
 Nine hundred and ninety-nine days (Earth Standard) 
after Aaron Shrader began a revolution of astronomical 
proportion and significance, every single human who had 
ever tasted Thermo Pop dropped dead.  
 They did not suffer.  They experienced no pain. People 
simply collapsed or slumped over where they were. 
 Mass hysteria followed – although the Templars became 
a source of great support, even as many of their own fell in 
what was considered some kind of cosmic cull. 
 Emergency autopsies carried out by rapid response 
teams led to baffling results. No cause of death was 
identified. And more strange was the fact that the DNA of 
every human victim had become scrambled, the molecular 
structure shrouded by a phenomenon that prevented 
analysis.  
 Within hours, the physical remains of every victim 
jellified, hardened, and then crumbled into a sparkling, 
glittering dust which dispersed on breezes that were never 
actually felt. 
 Days later, wherever deaths had occurred, vast crops of 
the Thermonuclear Jell-O Pops began to spring up from 
every surface in huge rainbow coloured patterns that 
resembled Mandelbrot sets.  
 Thousands of years later, a distant descendant of 
Christopher Temple who now only vaguely resembled what 
could be considered a human – a High Priest of a Trans 
Galactic Cult – made contact in a dream with an Entity that 
welcomed the arrival of this new mind to the elevated 
platform of sublime morality and intellect.  
 The Entity was an echo of something that had long 
about been destroyed by others of its kind. It had been a 
Gardener but had made an ultimate sacrifice in order to 
save the energy at threat from something the High Priest 
only understood to mean: Outer Chaos.  The Entity was 
killed to form the contents of the Quantisphere.   
 The plants were a test. Animals failed and died. 
Anything better than animal went on to have the potential 
to survive.  
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The End 
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