
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shooting Stars

 

John looked across the show floor at all the vendors around him and shook his head.

"This show just keeps getting bigger and bigger every year," he muttered. 

"And so do the blisters on our feet," said his cameraman.

John grinned.

"Yeah, and we keep getting older as well.  One of these days they'll have to invent some kind of mobile transit system for journalists like us."

His cameraman laughed.

"They already have.  It's called a Segway."

John laughed.

"I doubt they'd let us on the floor with one."

"Dude, hang a handicap sticker on it and they'll just about let anything in here."

John laughed again.

"I should do that with my Beamer."

"Dude, you wish," chided the cameraman.

"Attention all show attendees.  The floor will be closing in fifteen minutes.  Please finish up what you're doing and then make your way to the nearest exit," came an announcement over the loud speaker system.

"Well, it sounds like our day is pretty much done.  What say we head up to the press room, submit our reports for the day, and then hit the strip for a little free wheeling on the blackjack table," said the cameraman.

"Nah, you go on ahead.  I'm gonna head up to my room, take a shower, and then kick back for the rest of the night," said John.

His cameraman looked at him curiously.

"You're not going to submit your story?  Dude, it's due at nine tonight!" he said. 

John held up his smart phone and grinned.

"I already did."

"Oh man, that's so cheating.  I still have to do it the hard way," groaned the cameraman. 

John laughed.

"You need to get a smart wired camera.  One of the vendors in South Hall had some in their booth," he said. 

The cameraman looked at his old SLR, and then thought about it for a bit.

"Eh, I'm up for a new camera anyways.  I might just take you up on that idea."

John chuckled.

"You do that.  In the meantime, I'm heading off to the hotel."

 

 

Meanwhile at NORAD:

 

"Sir, we've got an inbound bogie," said a tech sergeant.

The duty officer walked over to the man's station and looked at his display.

"Who is it this time?  The Russians?  The Chinese?  Or is it North Korea?  I'd love to turn that place into a glass floored parking lot," he said.

"Actually, it's nobody, sir.  The bogie is at four hundred thousand kilometers and closing.  It'll cross the orbit of the moon in two minutes," said the sergeant. 

The officer grunted angrily.

"That's an asteroid, son.  That's NASA's territory.  You need to be focused on the missiles, not the rocks," he said.

"Uh, but, sir, I believe this is a missile."

The officer looked at him in confusion.

"What makes you say that?" he asked. 

"Because it just made a right turn."

The officer looked at him in confusion.

"What are you talkin' about, boy?"

"Sir, asteroids don't make course corrections.  This one, so far, has made three.  And there appears to be a second, smaller object following behind it that is also making course corrections.  In fact, they're fairly significant changes in course."

The officer looked at the screen and bit his lip in thought.

"How soon will it make planet fall?"

"Ninety minutes tops, sir."

"Do you know where it's going to land?"

"Not at this time, sir.  Until it takes on a more stable course, we can only guess where it will make entry and land."

"Can you guess approximately what area it will land in?"

"I don't know, sir.  Pick a continent if you want to, because I don't know yet.  At this point it could land in the middle of Washington, or Beijing, or really anywhere."

"Can you give me a visual?  I want a look at this so called asteroid," said the officer.

The tech sergeant quickly connected with an observation satellite in high Earth orbit and then pointed the camera towards the object.  What the two men saw made them shake their heads in disbelief and amazement.

"Is that what I think it is?" said the officer.

"I believe so, sir."

The officer grit his teeth anxiously.  After a bit he hurried across the room and picked up a red desk phone.  A voice immediately answered on the other end.

"Get me the President."

 

 

John walked into his room and kicked off his shoes.  His feet were killing him from all the walking that day.  Just then his phone rang.

"Hey, you still want to stay inside tonight?" came the voice of his cameraman.

John sighed.

"Actually, yes.  Why?" he replied in a tired voice.

"Well, if you do, you're gonna miss one of the most amazing light shows of all time!  I heard that it's supposed to be better than anything they've put on in this town since its founding.  I've even reserved us an awesome place to watch it."

"I really don't want to go.  I'm too tired," groaned John. 

"Awe, come on, John!  Seriously, man!  This will be primo watching!  You gotta go, dude!  Come on, just this one time."

John grumbled quietly to himself.

"Oh, alright.  Where are we going?"

"Meet me at the parking ramp.  I'll drive us there."

 

 

John rolled down his window and drew in a deep, long breath of the dry, dusty desert air.  The car inched forward slowly as the strip bulged to its limits with evening car traffic.  They eventually turned off onto the main highway out of town, and were soon leaving the city lights behind.

"So when does the show start?" asked John as city slowly faded into desert.

"It's not supposed to be for another hour.  But trust me, it'll be primo," said his cameraman.

They then continued on their way out of the city and soon ascended into the foothills that surrounded it.  The lights of Vegas glistened brightly behind them in the unusually warm January evening.  Small fireworks shows echoed and glistened above a number of the casinos on the main strip as the after dark party life was just beginning to ramp up for the evening.  Eventually they pulled off onto a side road and made their way over to an empty plateau on the side of a hill.  The car soon stopped and both men climbed out.

"See?  What'd I tell ya?  Primo, isn't it?" said the cameraman.

John nodded.  He was impressed at the choice of locations. 

"Indeed it is," he replied. 

Just then a brilliant flash filled the sky, followed by a boom and a streaking shower of lights like sparkling flames of fire.

"Whoa, dude!  I didn't think they'd be starting so early!" said the cameraman.

Moments later another appeared in the sky, followed by two more.

"That's a little high up to be fireworks," said John.

"Yeah, dude, you're right.  What is that?  A meteor shower?"

Just then the shower doubled in intensity, and it wasn't long before explosions could be both seen and heard above the city.  This caused both men to quickly grow nervous.

"I don't think that's fireworks," said John.

Suddenly the entire sky lit up with a blaze of fiery orange streaks that impacted the ground with apocalyptic force.  Buildings soon began to topple left and right as more of the strange fiery projectiles impacted them, sending huge, mushrooming fireballs high into the sky.  The two men watched this with awe and wonder for several minutes as the explosions, and the frequency of the impacts, grew more intense.  Just then John noticed that the streaking fireballs were moving across the city and heading their way.

"Get in the car!  Get in the car!" cried John as he leapt into the passengers seat.

"You don't have to tell me twice!" said his cameraman.

Doors slammed and wheels spun as the fireballs further increased in size and intensity as they marched relentlessly towards them.  The car soon broke the speed limit twice over as the two men raced frantically for safety.  Like a rolling, thundering tsunami, the explosions quickly raced towards them, despite how fast they were moving.  It wasn't long before the fiery fragments overtook them, lighting up the desert around them as bright as high noon.  Amidst this carnage the cameraman swerved and swayed as best he could to avoid the explosions and flaming debris.  They both watched in horror as some of the fireballs hit cars in front of them, crushing the vehicles deep into the ground.  As they raced by one of the wrecked cars, John looked out his window and noticed that some of the flaming debris around them looked nothing like anything he'd ever seen before. 

"No, it can't be," he thought.

Just then a fireball landed behind them, popping the car wildly into the air.  Another fireball crashed just in front of them and exploded, launching the car downrange like a rock out of a catapult.  For the next several seconds John felt like a hamster in a pumpkin gun as the car sailed wildly through the air.  It amazingly landed on all four wheels not far away, bounced, and then sailed into the air again.  Just as it did, another fiery piece of debris clipped the rear bumper, sending the car spinning end over end.  It then split into two pieces and ejected its occupants as it hit the ground hard.

John rolled to a stop near a cactus and lay half dazed in the cool desert sand alongside the road.  He quickly cleared his head and then tried to scramble for whatever cover he could find as the shower of debris continued to fall.  He then paused with surprise and amazement as something resembling a flaming piece of fuselage flew by overhead.  Two more similar pieces landed nearby and exploded, their parts flying up into the air, and then raining down as red hot flaming wreckage.  John was beginning to wonder if something bad had happened to the International Space Station, and this was its fallout.  But this couldn't be debris from that.  There was too much of it, and the sections were too big.  Just then a much louder boom filled the air as something resembling the nose of a massive jumbo jet ignited in the skies over Vegas and flew towards him.

"Oh, dude, brain trauma," said his cameraman as he slowly came to and sat up.

He then looked up at the sky and saw the same thing coming their way.

"Oh, man.  Karma, dude.  Karma," he groaned.

John only nodded, expecting at any moment to have the approaching fuselage plow into him and snuff out his life.  But, to his surprise, the piece missed them as it sailed just a few hundred feet above them and into the ground beyond.  It then exploded with a bang, sending up a breathtaking mushroom cloud of fire and debris into the air.  A few minutes later everything went silent.  The only sound that remained was the crackle of fire and the groan of super heated metal.  The silence around them, after what'd just happened, left both men stunned and confused.  After getting his wits about him again, John soon noticed a twisted piece of metal that lay in the sand next to him.  So he picked it up and began to examine it.  What he found was unlike anything he'd ever seen before and, despite glowing a bright, cherry red, it didn't feel very warm.  It was almost as though he were looking at one of the thermal tiles from the space shuttle.  His cameraman soon limped over to him and looked at the strange piece of metal in John's hands.

"Dude, I know this is stating the obvious, but something big just came down," he said.

John only nodded.

"Do you think it was something from, you know, those super secret CIA guys who run around with starships that shoot lasers and warp across the galaxy?" said the cameraman.

John looked at him in confusion.  The cameraman waved dismissively.

"Hey, hey.  I'm not saying that's real, but after what we just witnessed, you really can't deny the possibility, man."

John tossed the piece of metal to the side, turned back to the smoldering, devastated city, and shook his head in disbelief.

"I don't know what happened today, but it won't be something we'll ever forget."

"Yeah, no kidding, dude.  This is epic," said the cameraman.

He then looked around the area briefly, still trying to wrap his mind around what had just happened.  Whatever it was, it would be one for the history books. 

After a bit he looked at John, and said, "So, do you think we should call this in?"

John grinned, pulled his phone out of his pocket, and began dialing.

"We wouldn't be doing our jobs if we didn't."

 

The End
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