R R

YK



FEXEEEFERID
A for Andromeda
X = M %

Fred Hoyle & John Elliot [E3%

Jennifer Taylor pi'E
B R % Ex

W oF BN

1986 4 - L3




mE & T

KB 2 50 PR R BT OB Se /MR ZE B /R B L B T
TR ERAMHMEEEE. BNERRIBIEIRE 200%
FLSMHHER. BMBERFHENLSHBLUELER, X_AMUK
EERMENEERBEERNANLBRTT R, REBKRE,
LRRROTH, —QRBHHRNERERBRT. RS, L9
L¥EREREREBMTXTRT L, BRHTHR LB -4
ABEMS-——HRRES, BEXEFUSRSARLTHA
B—AhlilR, RADREEBE(EA MK, K& IR
RELAEEAWMESHENZ UF -HHBOBER. BEZT
it B R A WHES, —$RIHET EXE LU
REABHCATE, ELANMEET X & HEILERGOMHHE
B REE, ARMERNSLARLNERATENLNRELES
BEMESAEH BRI WAL MR T, £Xan
Wb MBRRAWE, RMBHRTESERUIN, RATR
£H3 &0 S R,

FEXERIERRiEY
TAIKONG XIANND
X =2 1 x
Fred Hoyle & John Elliot Fi%
F R % Bx

LA I T - -
GEXER A 36 5)

CFEBELRREHRA
"4 8 = % 1 BRI B I

Te #—$#5. 9017 « 1517

&

1986 42 ¢ B 11X F 2 787 x 1092 1/32
1986 48 ¢ BALRCHS 1 KM ¥ 200 T
¥ 10,200 M Rlgk 81/,

Zfr: 1.20 3¢







B % W

<RZllZ* BMRRET EAFMLAEER, T HEFEH,
HHBHA, FARADRALE, DEPHAR—REEBER
AEMERE R EHABHKRAD, RINERREOEXL—MIMNE
SAUR 4, HEBRET AR &M E R Rk
MIAZ, EEETRELBZARBOPIFFETHREH 4K
—EBESRF. X—TEMSREHNT S, XSEERERERE
ERE BANMREAE—E,

ATHERE, BEFMETRMHE -8, LA BOHERT
—BEEEANBERRDRGAY, B CRMESER,

REE—-RHEREHMT.

BEE/RBHILE, RERR LR XMBEFROALRITE, oy
MR UM A RIKED IS HEE20MH, X—FERMHERL
FAERGUALREECREREAHF —AEFEREXH 20
RS RESHORN, ELHbZERdTelRiRn, BRs
FaEn AL RAERIIGELS, F—-HTRnEY, BR
—&E, ARARBHEE, FORXE SR BRELHZRUSMA
RBE—RERRE,

* FHK4A& A for Andromeda f#EHBER LB BE—R,



CHApTER 1
CuarTER 11
Cuarter 111
CHAPTER IV
CHAPTER V
CHAPTER VI
CHAPTER VII
CHaPTER VIII
CHAPTER IX
CHAPTER X
CHAPTER XI
CHAPTER XII

+E > HENI
e o o

BHEEEEBEERESR

0l
R R R

CONTENTS

Arrival (Abridged) ...coiieviiiiviieiireennn,
ANNOUNCEMENT «.eevrurniirireserarneaecreseeneanns
Acceptance

ANticipation ......cocviiiiiie it
PN 2o (1 IS
ANALYSIS . e ueei i e e
AGONY 1ottt e
Acceleration ........oiviiiiiiiaiiiiiie e ees
Achievements
Antidote
Annihilation ...

*&;ﬁ(uﬁ) ..........................................

=3
Hi

....................................

%ﬁ Gt sesetestenceraaonsansarsaseratacrsnateorasons
mﬁ e



Chapter T Arrival (Abridged)

Chapter II Announcement

In. the late nineteen-sixties, when these things! happened, the
‘Ministry of Science had been moved into a new glasswalled building
near Whitehall.?

The morning after the message had started to come through at
Bouldershaw Fell,®* the Permanent Under-Secretary of State,
Michael Osborne,* sat in his office talking to General Charles G.
Vandenberg® of the U.S. Air Force.

They were speaking about Whelan.® A note about him hung
from Osborne’s hand.

‘I can’t do anything now.’

‘There is a kind of priority...... ’  QOsborne called his secretary
through the intercom”.

‘The Defence Committee are restless,” Vandenberg observed.

‘You can tell them we’ll manage.’

Osborne gave the note to the secretary as she came in.

‘Get someone to look after that, will you?

She took it and put a folder of papers on his desk.

1. these things: 87 —Bd RAEMEHE. HAER PSR B2V, MAEK
IREHUBFRGER LEBAOHhRE, RRAKARES BEE R
" (Andromeda) WEKwiEE, 2. Whitehall: {7, eEm—&HE, %EH
BRF LR B, AT R B E ok, 3. Boulderzhaw Fell ['bouldafo:
fel): B /RE M UL (Hoh B Bt R LRk S5 A LR MFERD), fell 5
HAWER A4, TR <07, <14 5, 4, Michael Osborne
['maikl 'szben]: WH/R - MMFE, HHEBS HEH KT, 5. Charles G.
Vandenberg ['a:lz Giz 'vaendenbaig]: Z/REF - G. FURE, X[HSE LS,
6. Whelan ['witlon]: #f/R18, BB EK, ¥ - P AL AF S B R AR
R - 2B/ BIME AR B U T Bt 1 BRI A IR
PR RIEAII T . BEENBRZATHBRR YL, W RRETION, Jie
RKAFIRIRIE IR E, 7. intercom ['intokom]: intercommunication 2 ®%,
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‘Your papers for Bouldershaw.’

“Thanks. Is my car here?

‘Yes, Mr. Osborne.”

He opened the folder and read:

‘The Minister’s party will arrive at Bouldershaw Fell at 3.15
p.m. and will be received by Professor Reinhart!.’

‘That’s tomorrow,” remarked Vandenberg. ‘Are you walking
up?

‘I’'m going a day early to meet Reinhart.” Osborne picked up
the folder. ‘Can I give you a lift?

‘Why?, thank you.’

After they had gone, Fleming® phoned through from Boulder-
shaw Fell, but it was too late.

* * *

Judy* arrived at the radio-telescope just before Osborne and
Reinhart. She had a quiet talk with Harries in the ha!l.

‘What about Bridger®?’

Harries® tried to look as though he were polishing a doorhandle.

‘Two or three visits to a bookie” in Bradford. Apart from
that, nothing.”

‘We’d better watch him.’

‘I'm watching him.’

When Osborne and Reinhart arrived, they took her into the

1. Professor Reinhart ['rainha:t]: FE@"asesie, 604 %5 m—r i
LB ARBES AR BES A, 2. Why: BRI BEHTRR
B TE“4F 097 MR, 3. Fleming (Dr. John Fleming [don ‘fleminl): #49%
- =L, HERER, FBUHEL, B8RSSR,
4. Judy (Judy Adamson ['dzu:di '®domsn]): R - B2 8 &, KEFHEH
BREE.ARSHLHEHEAE, 5. Bridger (Dr.Dennis Bridger ['denis
‘bridgol): R - HEAM L, HAR YR, KENRERSS TR
BB, LM A RS, 6. Harries'haris]: ¥ 80, SRR 4 i
RREN, ARFHEELL. 7. bookie: VAT ANLATERRAINE G,
AR RIS TokITHE, bookic #iE P BiCHE R MM A, X8k
bookmaker # turf accountant,
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control room with them. The place was quiet and almost empty;
only Harvey! sat at the desk, surrounded by papers, cigarette ends,
and empty drinking cups. Reinhart looked annoyed.

“You’ll have to keep this place clean. You look as if you've
been up all night?, Harvey.’

‘T have, sir. So have Dr. Fleming and Dr. Bridger®.’

‘Having trouble?’

‘Not exactly,* sir. We’ve been tracking.’

‘On whose instructions?

‘Dr. Fleming’s.” Harvey was quite casual about it.

‘Why wasn’t I told?" Reinhart turned to Osborne and Judy.
‘Did you know about this?’

Judy shook her head.

‘Fleming appears to make his own rules’,’ observed Osborne.

‘Where is he?” Reinhart demanded. .

‘In through there.’ Harvey pointed to the equipment room.
‘With Dr. Bridger.’

‘Then ask him to spare me a minutes,’

While Harvey spoke into the intercom, Reinhart walked to and
fro on his small feet.

‘What were you tracking? he asked.

‘A source in Andromeda?’.’

‘M. 3187

1. Harvey ['hawil: '8, F2g KEMHSESS THRP AR,
2. be up all night: BR KR, 3. So have Dr. Fleming and Dr.
Bridger: so juib A% have been up ..., Wi: Dr. Fleming and Dr.
Bridger have been up all night, too. 4. not exactly: b LLi# not
really, FREWBEEZCIBES L2, 5. make his own rules:
fEEK, rules FER“BE", “BH>, “XEHER, 6. to spare me
a minute: 43 H{kA] GREBBRLIR). 7. Andromeda [®n'dramide): 7
RXEPE Mk, ERBEWHEIEREGHTAT LB E IS (B
FHEAWNAREN, HELEEZHERENR., B ERAKTE—ENE,

8. M. 31 HWWREHERABOFIIEA QS KERAR S  (the Great
Nebula in Andromeda) Bt
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Not M. 31, sir.?

‘What then?

‘Another signal near there.’

‘Have you heard it before?’

‘No, sir.

When Fleming came in he was tired but quietly excited. He
held in his hand some papers. This time Reinhart made no allow-
ances?.

‘ I gather you've taken over the telescope.’

Fleming stopped and stared at them.

‘I beg your pardon, gentlemen. I didn’t have time to fill in
the proper forms.” He turned to Osborne. ‘I did® telephone your
office, but you’d gone.’

‘What have you been doing?” asked Reinhart.

Fleming told them, throwing the papers down on the desk
in front of them.

‘... And that’s the message.’

Reinhart looked at him curiously.

‘You mean signal.’

‘I said message. Dots and dashes — wasn’t it, Harvey?

‘It did sound like that.”

‘It went on all night,” said Fleming. ‘It’s below the horizon
now, but we can try again this evening.’

Judy looked at Osborne, but got no help from him. ‘What
about the opening?’ she asked.

‘Oh, to hell with* the opening!” Fleming turned on her.
“This is something®! This is a voice from a thousand million, mil-

1. papers: Xfk, XEZIBENH—-LRALT HBETHRGIERE
BRARS. EFHERMR LR ETIERER—A X, X" TALAE
A MERRAEEARE, 2. make allowance(s): (BEH.. MR
G, 3. did: eAbyBhzhiA, ALLM3A telephone MYIES, H“HWK”
#%. 4. to hell with: ik...]g & XM, 5. This is something: something
KBRAEHBEENERA,



lion miles away.’

‘A voice?’ Her own voice sounded weak and unreal.

‘It’s taken two hundred light-years! to reach us. The Minister
can wait a day, can’t he?

Reinhart seemed to have recovered himself?2. He turned to
Osborne.

“You haven’t heard of anything new going up?

‘No.”

‘Look,” said Fleming. °‘If it were a satellite it wouldn’t have
stayed put? all night, in the middle of the Andromeda constellation.”

‘It could have been pattern interference — anything.’

‘I know a message when I meet one!” Fleming said. ‘Besides,
there’s something about this message I've never scen before. Be-
tween the groups of dots and dashes there’s a fantastic amount of
fast, detailed information. We’ll have to put up special receiving
equipment to record that.’

He keyed down the intercom and called Bridger to come from
the other room, then he picked up the papers and pushed them into
Reinhart’s hand. ‘Have a look! Ten years or more people have
been waiting for this.’

Bridger came in looking pale,but he seemed to calm Fleming
and he confirmed Fleming’s reports.

Reinhart handed the papers to Osborne.

‘It certainly looks clear enough.’

‘Then why has no-one else picked it up?

‘Because no-one else has got equipment like this,” Fieming said.

Osborne sat down on a corner of the control desk, looking
at the papers in a dazed sort of way.

‘If somebody is trying to communicate...... No, it doesn’t
make senset.’

1. light-year: 4 (MM TFREREPE—-EMHEY, AATLER,
2. recovered himself: (f)%F.i3k. 3. put: XEREEAR, B BER
"R, 4.make sense: #EHE; HEE.
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‘It’s possible.’ Reinhart looked down at his small delicate hands.
‘If there are other creatures.:....’

Fleming interrupted him: ‘Not creatures... another intelli-
gence. It doesn’t have to be little green men?'; just an intelligence.”

Judy shivered, then pulled herself together2.

‘Why do I shiver?

‘For the same reason 1 do3,’ said Fleming.

Osborne came out of his daze.

‘For the same reason everyone will, if it is an astronomical source.”

They decided to listen for* it again that night. The message
had not stopped, merely faded. The chances were that it would
still be going on. Once he had accepted the possibility Professor
Reinhart became calm and businessiike. He and Fleming and
Bridger spread out the papers ‘and examined them.

‘We’d better put off the opening,’ said Osborne.

‘What do I tell the press? Judy asked him.

‘Nothing.’

‘Nothing?’

‘Are we a secret society or something®?” Fleming regarded him
with disgust, but Osborne managed to sound both official and reason-
able.

“You can’t throw this kind of information about®. There are
other people to consult, and besides, there might be a panic. No-
thing must appear in the press, Miss Adamson.’

They left Fleming furious, went to the Professor’s office to tele-
phone the Ministry, and drove away to have dinncr.

* * *

1. little green men: F&/hif S 4B —A1WE, AUARWRFLET
SRR LB A, 2. pulled herseif together: (ib) ¥tk & TR,
3. For the same reason I do: do xHEMEHAHEWHAM shiver, DI
hEE, 4, listen for: B9y, 5. secret society or something:
secret society ISME LS., ITHAEMNMABRMN—(KA; or something

REERMIE, #rRiEAERBED. AP REE, 6. about: BibY
Bl BT R -




The message was picked up again that evening. It went on
all through the night and was recorded by Fleming and Bridger in
turns. The next morning Dennis Bridger went down by himseif to
the town and Harries followed him. After leaving his car, Bridger
walked down a side street. Harries followed him on foot at a dis-
tance, careful not to let Bridger see him. Harries himself did not
notice two men standing on the opposite side of the road to a door-
way marked JAS. OLDROYD, TURF ACCOUNTANT,

Bridger turned in at the doorway and entered a narrow dark
passage. At the far end was a door with a frosted glass panel, bear-
ing the same lettering for Jas. Oldroyd. It also said Knock and
Enter; Bridger did so®

Inside, Jas. Oldroyd was having a late breakfast at his desk.
There was no-one else in the office, yet the small room seemed full
of papers, telephones, an adding machine and a teleprinter®. Mr.
Oldroyd looked up and eyed Bridger for a moment.

‘Oh, it’s you.’

Bridger pointed at the teleprinter.

‘OK?

Mr. Oldroyd nodded and Bridger set to work.

‘How’s business?” he asked as he switched it on and dialled
a number.

‘Chancy,” said Mr. Oldroyd. ‘Horses have no sense of res-
ponsibility.’

Bridger typed: KAUFMAN?* TELEX?® 21303 GENEVA. Then
he became aware of a noise in the passage outside. A single head
could be seen for a moment through the panel of the door. Then
there was a groan, and the head was pulled away by other figures.

1. turf accountant: W& p.3 & 7, 2. did so: {EuE HEE
knock and enter, BXBBEMAE XM, UM did, 7@ do, X4
AR EhF do, FiR: Bridger knocked and entered. 3. teleprinter: s,
4T =i, 4. Kaufmann ['kaufmen]:% % & , 345 /REBRRK#/R)
B, 5. telex: FRFVIR, SARCHLIE”, Bt IG HEr 5 5 W,
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Bridger looked at Oldroyd, who appeared to have noticed nothing.
He went back to the printer. 'When he had finished typing, he stepped
cautiously out into the passage. It was empty. The street door
was swinging open, but in the street outside there was no sign of
anything unusual. There was no-one standing opposite, no-one
watching from the corner. A car driving away might or might not
have had something to do with it.

Dennis Bridger set off towards the car park, his legs shaking.

* * *

News of the message came out in time for the evening papers.
By the time General Vandenberg called on the Minister of Science
to protest, a Government statement was being broadcast on televi-
sion. The Minister was out. Osborne stood with Vandenberg in
bis office, watching the broadcast. The young man on the screen
earnestly read out the official statement:

“The government this evening strongly denied rumours of a pos-
sible invasion from space. A Ministry of Science spokesman told
reporters that, while it was true that what appeared to be a message
had been picked up by the new radio-telescope, there was no reason
to believe that it came from a space-ship or a nearby planet. Ifindeed
the signal received was a message, it came from a very distant source.’

There was no explanation for the leak. Reinhart knew nothing
about it and the Ministry of Defence’s security man — Harries —
was missing. The military, however, were after heads!. Vanden-
berg produced two folders which he opened on the Minister’s table.

““Fleming, Dr. John — 1960 onwards: anti-N.A.T.0.?
pro-African3, Aldermaston marcher.” Do you call that reliable?’

‘He’s a scientist, not a candidate for the police.’

‘He’s supposed to be responsible. Look at the other.” The

1. were after heads: {E“;B#"#&.4p heads HEBEREAHBWE, 2.
anti-N.AT.O.: #£R anti- fE“RK3"#:; N.AT.O. 35 NATO, %%
North Atlantic Treaty Organization (JbAHiEs &EE), 3. pro-
Africen: fif# pro- RARBR",“E",



General opened the other folder. ‘Bridger — Communist Party
1958 to ’63°. Then he swung right round! and started doing jobs
for one of the international cartels®>. But one of the dirtiest: Intel®.
You could lose him anyway.’

‘Fleming won’t work without him.’

‘Naturally.” The General gathered up the folders. ‘I’d say
they’re dangerous.

‘All right,’ said Osborne, wearily, and picked up the Minister’s
telephone.

In the control room the message was coming through again.
Harvey was out in the recording room and Fleming was alone at
the control desk, They were shorthanded: Whelan had suddenly
left and even Harries was absent. Bridger wandered about looking
miserable. At last he turned to the other man.

‘Look, John, this could go on for ever.’

‘Perhaps.’

The sound from the stars went on over the loudspeaker.

‘I'm going to leave.” Fleming looked up at him. ‘There’s
nothing more for me to do here.’

‘There’s everything for you to do!’

‘I'd rather move on.’

‘What about that?’

They listened for a moment to the speaker. Bridger shrugged.

‘Could be anything’ he said.

‘But I've an idea what?.’

‘What?’

1. swung right round: swing round £ “ZRE: ", “YEH Y
BB, right REIHE, fe“mA"#®, 2. cartel [kas'tel]: Jr4§/R, Frak
For b R 8w R ARk h 2 3%, BRIRR ORI, E A R R A L R
R 2 0 T VT 3 B 2 TG S B 1 — Foh K T P 22 05 0 3. Intel [in'tel]:
iR, BMA R R RES, B “international cartel” §HiR A id, 4,
P've an idea what: Bl I've an idea what it-could be. I've an idea® fE“$

KR, '
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‘It could be a set of instructions.’

‘All right, you work on it.

‘We’ll work on it together.

At that moment Judy came in. She marched across from the
door, her face set and furious?. She could hardly wait to get to them
before? she spoke.

‘Which of you told the press3?’

Flemingstared ather insurprise. Sheturned to Bridger, ‘Some-
one has leaked the information — all the information — to the
press. It wasn’t Professor Reinhart and it wasn’t me. It wasn’t
Harvey or the other boys — they don’t know enough. So it must
be one of you. How much did they pay you, Dr. Bridger?

Bridger stopped. Fleming got up and pushed his way between
them,

‘Is it your business?” he asked her.

*Yes. I...... ?

‘Well, what are you!?

‘I...... * she hesitated. ‘I’'m the Press Officer. I've just had the
biggest row® of all time®.’

‘I'm very sorry,” said Bridger.

‘Is that all you can say?” Her voice rose.

‘Oh, leave him alone!” Fleming said.

‘Why?’

‘Because I told them.’

‘You!” She stepped back as if she had been hit. ‘Were you

drunk?’ sess

/:‘ - ' ?‘}\

. her. face 'set amf Nious: & & —F I sity, MT RFEELITH
R A, 2. ")1\13: ... before ...: #24F “... hardly ... when
7 5 B 3. the press: (@8R5
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‘Yes,” said Fleming and turned his back on her. He walked
to the door and then looked round. ‘It wouldn’t have made any
difference if I’d been soberl.”

As he went out of the door he called back at her: ‘And they
didn’t pay me!

Judy stood for a moment without hearing or seeing. The loud-
speaker hissed and crackled. Then she became aware of Bridger
standing beside her, offering her a cigarette.

‘Lost an idol, Miss Adamson?

* * *®

Judy, as Press Officer, had to report to Osborne, and Osborne
reported to his Minister. The press were persuaded that the whole
thing was a mistake, and Fleming was called to London.

At first it seemed possible that Fleming was protecting Bridger
but it was soon proved that he had, in fact, told the whole story to
a reporter. Bridger was left in charge of Bouldershaw Fell while
Fleming was absent. The message continued to come in.

Fleming himself seemed quite unmoved. He took all the printed
sheets with him in the train to London and studied them hour after
hour, making notes and calculations in the margin.

When he arrived at the Ministry of Science, Osborne was wai-
ting for him with Reinhart and a stiff, middle-aged man with grey
hair. Osborne rose and shook hands.

‘Dr. Fleming.” He was very formal.

‘Hi,’ said Fleming.

*You don’t know Air Commodore Watling?, Security Section,
Ministry of Defence.” ’

The stiff man bowed and 1ooked at him without warmth. Fle-
ming turned inquiringly to Reinhart. ‘

‘Hallo, John,” said Reinhart, quietly.

1. It wouldn’t have made any difference if I"'d been sober: i@
WIER, Fr5dHELHR. 2. Watling ['wotlin]: B4R, HEEB
BRELZ RS, '
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