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- Chapter 1- 

The whole house shook.   

“Did you feel that?” George asked his wife Martha. 

“Do they have earthquakes in Sunnyville?”  

“Not that I’ve heard of.  This is Central Florida.” 

George turned on the light and they got out of bed. 

“What time is it?” she asked. 

“Three-thirty.” 

“I thought I heard some dishes rattle,” said Martha.  They went into the kitchen and turned on 

the light.  Two wine glasses left on the counter now lay on the floor, shattered.  “Watch your 

step.  I’ll clean up the glass.” 

“Could have been an explosion of some sort,” said George.  “I’ll turn on the lanai lights.” 

The night was particularly dark, no moon.  With lights on he saw nothing.  Their ranch home 

bordered the seventh fairway of the Muirfield Country Club in Begonia, one of the many 

neighborhoods making up Sunnyville, the nation’s largest retirement community.   

Fairway houses sell at a premium in Sunnyville, since they offer nice vistas from the lanai.  

Sometimes golf balls landed in George and Martha’s small backyard, which is out of bounds, 

separated from the rough by white stakes.  An occasional golfer would walk on the lawn to 

retrieve his errant shot, but the rules of golf forbid him to hit it.   

George knew the golf rules since he played regularly.  About which, he often remarked “Not 

well,” qualified by, “Hey, I didn’t take up the game ‘til I was fifty.  Give me a break.”  Now 

sixty-eight, he was retired for two years and enjoying life.  He and Martha, she a year younger, 
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hailed from the Cleveland area where they both worked as accountants.  His mantra was, “no 

snow, no state taxes, golf year round – what’s not to like?” 

Martha came out to the Lanai.  “The glass is cleaned up.  Turn off the lights.  They make it 

more difficult to see the fairway.”   

“Can’t see anything.  No moon tonight.” 

“Then turn on the TV.”  George did as told. 

“Nothing but old movies and infomercials in the middle of the night.” 

“CNN?” 

“Nothing.  Same news as yesterday.” 

“Let’s go back to sleep.  If it’s anything, we’ll read about it in The Sunnyville Daily News.” 

They went back to bed and the phone rang.  Half asleep, George picked up.   

“George, this is Gladys.” 

“Who?” 

“Gladys, your neighbor.  I saw your lights go on, so knew you were up.  Did you feel that 

shock?” 

“Oh, yes, Gladys.  Of course, of course.  Sorry, just waking up.  Yes, we felt it.  What was 

it?” 

“I don’t know, Harry went out to investigate.” 

“He’s walking out to the fairway?” 

“Yeah, he took a flashlight.  You want to join him?” 

“No, we’ll stay here.  Call us if he finds anything.” 

For the next five minutes George and Martha rested in bed, trying to find sleep. 

“Hear that?” asked Martha. 
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“It’s a police siren.  Or maybe EMS.” 

“See.  Must have been an explosion.  Somebody’s gas exploded.”   

“There is no gas in this neighborhood.  All electric.” 

“Right.  I forgot.  Well, something else.” 

They got up and went out to the lanai.  “Look,” said Martha.  “There are two police cars in 

the fairway.  Their roof lights are flashing.  What are they looking for?” 

“I don’t know, but I’m going out there.  I’ll find Harry.  You wait here.” 

“George, I just realized what it might be.” 

“Oh, what?” 

“A giant sink hole. Must have just dropped down, causing the boom.” 

“Do sink holes cause booms?”  

“Not sure. Why don’t you go see, but be careful.” 

George dressed and found his heavy duty flashlight.  He unlocked the lanai door and walked 

past the cart path toward the flashing police car lights.  The April night air was warm, low 

seventies.  In addition to the two police cars and several Sheriff’s deputies, there were nine or ten 

Begonia homeowners milling around.  He found Harry.  

“Hey, Harry.  What the hell’s going on?  Was there an explosion?” 

“Apparently not.” 

“What then?” 

“Look. They won’t let us get closer.  Those police car lights show something’s there.”   

“It’s a blur,” said George.  “What are they seeing?” 

“Here, let me shine my flashlight.”  Harry aimed it at an object about thirty yards distant.     

“I don’t see anything.  What are you shining your light at?” 
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“It’s over there.  I’ll wave the light back and forth. See?” 

“What?  A rock?  What is it?” 

“Exactly.  A rock or object of some kind.  But it’s tall, goes way up.  I heard one officer say 

it could be meteor.” 

“A meteor?  On Muirfield golf course?  Just my luck.  Are others coming this way?  I don’t 

have meteor insurance.” 

More people came out of their homes, walking from backyards to the fairway.  Two more 

police cars arrived.  George wasn’t sure how the police reached the fairway from the street, but 

assumed they just crossed the curb, the cart path and anything else in their way.  The county 

sheriff exited one car and began giving orders.  “You people will have to return to your homes.  

We need to secure a perimeter.  The golf course is now off limits pending further investigation. 

Then he spoke into his cell phone.   

“Yes sir, it’s being secured.  Five minutes?  OK, will do.” 

Turning to the residents, the sheriff spoke.  “I’m sorry, folks, but I’ve got to ask you to leave 

now.  Anyone still on the fairway will be detained.  Do I make myself clear?” 

The homeowners were all law-abiding retirees, none interested in seeing the inside of a 

police car.  Harry and George walked back to their homes, each situated just across the cart path, 

only about 150 yards from all the activity.   

“Well,” said George, “they can’t arrest us for sitting on our own property.  I’m going to bring 

out a lawn chair, sit right in front of my lanai.”  

“Mind if I join you?” Harry asked.   

“Not at all. We’ll have a party.  Ask Gladys to come, too.  Good thing it’s warm tonight.” 
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George grabbed four chairs from the lanai and positioned them close together on the lawn.  

Gladys came out.  The four friends sat and waited.    

“I bet on a sinkhole,” said Martha. 

“The police think it may be a meteor,” said Harry.   

“I bet it’s an explosion, set off by some kids on the golf course,” said Gladys. 

“There are no kids in Sunnyville,” said George.  “Unless they’re visiting.” 

“It could be a terrorist attack,” offered Harry. 

“Why would terrorists attack the seventh fairway?” asked George. 

“Ever play this hole?” asked Harry.   

“Several times.” 

“What was your score?” 

“Funny.  Someone’s going to blow up the fairway because of a high golf score?” 

“Golfers are nuts.  What can I say?” 

The sound of a helicopter came closer, its powerful searchlight scanning the ground.   

“There it is, over by the clubhouse, coming this way.” 

“Well, that will shine some light on this thing,” said Harry. 

“Yeah, literally,” said George.  “It doesn’t seem to be coming down to land.  Wonder why?” 

“It’s circling the police cars,” said Harry.  “I guess they need it just to see what caused the 

boom.” 

The search beam traced the ground back and forth while the helicopter remained stationary at 

altitude, at least several hundred feet in the air.  The beam’s arc gradually diminished, finally 

settling on the object that had been only dimly visible from the ground when Harry and George 
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inspected it.  The powerful beam then traced the object from ground to helicopter level and 

higher.  Much higher. 

“What the hell?” said George, as he rose from his chair. 

“I’ll be goddamn,” said Harry. 

Martha moved over to George and grabbed his hand.  “What is that?” she asked.     

“It’s the end of the world,” said Gladys. 


