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PRAISE, ADULATIONS AND EXALTATIONS FOR

S A N D S  O F  T IM E
"EPIC!” "HISTORIC AND SWEEPING!" "WOW!" "GRIPPING!" 

"FANTASTIC!" "A TOTAL THRILL RIDE!" "STUPENDOUS!" "JUST 
AWESOME!" GLORIOUS!" "A BEHIND THE SCENES MEMOIR FROM 

A MAN IN BLACK!" "GRIPPING!" "IT FREAKED ME OUT!" "JUST 
GREAT!" "TRULY WONDROUS!"

"The entire universe of “Conspiracy Theories is simply overwhelming! For 
those just (getting started, now waking up no matter what you study you get 

tangled in an endless web. But SANDS OF TIME is a wonderful starting point, 
told from the spider at the center of that web. The man who RAN AREA 51 and

the entire BLACK WORLD for YEARS!"
-Monty Dean-Australia National Radio Host-

“If this is all put SCI-FI FANTASY then SEAN-DAVID MORTON is this 
generations ASIMOV, BRADBURY, HERBERT or HEINEKEN! But written 
in a style that puts Tom Clancy, Brad Thor and James Patterson to shame. IF 

this is all TRUE, as Morton claims, then we need to be afraid!
Very, VERY,...AFRAID!" -AMERICAN FREE PRESS - "If you are not a fan 
of this series by now, then you aren’t a fan of action. Black Ops, revolutionary 

Nobel winning worthy super science and amazing writing It is the 
very BEST that Sci-Fi-FACT CAN BE! Great. Just.. .GREAT!" 

-KEVIN SHAW- CANADIAN NATIONAL RADIO-
"I COULD NOT HAVE A LIFE ONCE I GOT 

HOOKED ON THESE AMAZING BOOKS 
DAMN YOU! THESE are SO AMAZING AND INCREDIBLE! 

I COULD NOT PUT THE ENTIRE SERIES DOWN!" 
-Lady Antonia Leslie -  Irish Duchess of Leslie-

"This is THE GREATEST RELEASE of CLASSIFIED. BLACK WORLD and 
scientific information I have ever seen! Presented in a riveting action format 

that had me turning the pages as fast as i could!"
-Kerr- Cassidy -  PROJECT: CAMELOT

" Not since IAN FLEMING and JAMES BOND has there been a 
series of books this riveting and engaging.

With characters this strong and sexy, moving in a world that we all suspected 
was there, but, the some technological iceberg, we only see the lip of!" 

-David Williams- Producer/Directors -  ARCH CREEK FILMS.-



“I was one of Sean-David Morton’s biggest fans from his days on Coast 
To Coast AM long before we met when I took the job at USC. Since then I 
have come to know what a truly special and dynamic person he is. Sands 
o f Time is just one more example of Iris drive to get the real truth out to 
the world, and he has done it like he has done everything else in his life: 

with style and a smile. Extraodinary stuff!”

^Pete Carroll^
Head Coach, Super Bowl Champion Seattle Seahawks.

“I have been involved in top secret government projects for most of my 
life. I cannot believe Sean-David Morton has the courage and sheer guts 
to finally publish the whole truth about everything that has gone down in 
the last 40 years. SANDS OF TIME  is not just a fantastic, spellbinding 
read, it is a scientifically accurate and truly historic document of what, 

someday, will be told to Mankind as the true history of tins planet.”
-T he  Late Dr. Fred Bell­

Death o f  Ignorance, Rays o f  Truth & Crystals o f Light, Inside Track

“Truly a work of genius! Tliis book will define a generation for 
those that have been seeking tlie truth since the Roswell crash in 1947!” 

-Michael H. Bara-author o f THE CHOICE and DARK M ISSION-

“SANDS will change the worlds of physics and science. We have all 
suspected this black arcane world of super-science has existed 

just behind the scenes. Sean Morton finally pulls back the curtain!” 
-Richard C. Hoagland-Author Dark Mission, Pyramids ofM ars-

“Goddamn if tliis wasn’t the best tiling I have read in years!” 
-  Jim M arrs-Author o f  ALIEN  AGENDA

“You will never be tlie same after being pulled into tliis world.” 
-Kerry Cassidy-Project: Camelot

“Politics, government conspiracy, UFOs, super-tech, action, adventure, 
SANDS OF TIME quite simply has got it all, written in a superb style that 
liits you in the head, heart and the guts all at once! Bravo, Sean-David!” 

~Dannion Brinkley^ “Saved By The Light”



“Something this genius deserves a TV mini-series. It is the true history of 
America’s science and technology which has been criminally hidden from 

us for over 70 years. Let’s just hope its revealed in time to save us!” 
Jackie Ständer* Stander & Associates Productions

*
“OFF THE HOOK! It blows the lid off everything and proves what so 

many have suspected for so long. I didn’t want it to end! Now I can’t wait 
for the sequel! It answered so many questions about...well...everything!” 

Dr. Susan Shumsky*Author o f “Ascension”
*

“Sean-David Morton has become the fantastic new master of the inelli- 
gent, modern day, conspiracy thriller. Sean, the first to film AREA 51 and 
drag it screaming out of the shadows into our global consciousness, has 

done it again with SANDS OF TIME. The revolutionary science presented 
here will change our lives, but I guarantee that after you read this book 
you will never look at our world, or our universe, the same way again!” 

Rick Barber* National Radio Host. KOA RADIO

“SANDS OF TIME was one of those books that I wanted to shout from 
the roof-tops ‘YOU GOTTA READ THIS!’ It was so gripping and com­

pelling that it made real for the first time the world that I have been telling 
people for years existed beyond the media and beyond the government. If 

this book breaks out it could totally change the game as we know it!
I am buying a case to give every single one of my friends.” 

CHRISTIE APHRODITE*Hostes o f TRUTH BRIGADE RADIO 
$

“Sean-David Morton has been telling it like it is for so many years and 
SANDS OF TIME puts it all in one place. He explains the ‘conspiracy’ 

that we have all long suspected, but from the other side of the mirror. Who 
would have thought the life story of a Man In Black, who sheparded so 

many dark government projects, would be so compelling?”
Kimberly Jagger* Radio Hostess

*
“Sean-David Morton has been my friend and the top speaker at my Expos 
in New York for going on 23 years now. Being in the New Age busisness 

for most of my life, I have met hundreds of metaphysical speakers and 
“gurus” and Sean is the only one that truly ‘walks the walk’ and doesn’t 

just ‘talk the talk’. The dedication and devotion of his fans is truly 
something. He is a genius and awe inspiring speaker.

Who knew he was a genius writer as well? This book is just fantastic!” 
Mark Becker*Producer/Owner, The New Life Expo
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All of this pertains to tl 
know it or not, with ml

They would strongly object with “Extreme Prejudice" if 
they km^J was even thinking about keeping this 
Journal... ♦

behind the scenes in which you live, whothei 
ksapinp it from you. ,- ' '

W h y?

So all of you can sleep at night 
- Dr. Theodore Humphry, Jr. PhD
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SEAN »AVID MORTON’S
DELPHI ASSOCIATES NEWSLETTER

VOL IX ISSUE #112, DECEMBER, 2005.

THE NERD WHO SAW TOO MUCH
THE GUARDIAN Newspaper 

United Kingdom, 15 July, 2005

Terrified, Gary McKinnon says his forays into secret Pentagon 

networks were never politically motivated.

A computer geek faces 70 years in jail for hacking into the top levels 

of US defense. He tells Jon Ronson how, hooked and stoned, he landed himself 

in such hot water.

In 1983, when Gary McKinnon was 17, he went to see the movie War 

Games. In the film, a geeky computer whiz-kid hacks into a secret Pentagon 

network and, inadvertently, almost instigates World War III. Sitting in the 

cinema, the teenage McKinnon wondered if he, too, could be a hacker. 

“Really,” I say to him now, “War Games should have put you off hacking for 

life.”

“Well,” he replies, “I didn’t mean it to actually come true!”

War Games ends with the Pentagon officials telling the young nerd 

how impressed they are with his technical acumen. He’s probably going to 

grow up to have a brilliant career at NASA or the Department of Defense.

This is an unlikely scenario for McKinnon. He faces 20 charges in the 

US, including stealing computer files, obtaining secrets that might have been 

“useful to an enemy”, intentionally causing damage to a protected computer, 

and interfering with maritime navigation equipment in New Jersey.

Last month he attended extradition proceedings at Bow Street 

Magistrates Court in London. He had, the US prosecutors said, perpetrated the 

“biggest military computer hack of all time”. He “caused damage and impaired
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BOOK. V II: THE V M M A R I A N  WAR

the integrity of information. The US military district of Washington became 

inoperable and the cost of repairing the shutdown was $700,000 US.” These 

hacking attacks occurred immediately after September 11, 2001, they said.

This is McKinnon’s first interview. He called me out of the blue last 

week, just as I was screaming at my child to stop knocking on people’s doors 

and running away. “Your son sounds like a hacker,” he said. Then he invited 

me to his home in Bounds Green, north London.

He is good-looking, funny, slightly camp, nerdy, a chain-smoker - and 

terrified. “I’m walking down the road and I find I can’t control my own legs,” 

he says. “And I’m sitting up all night thinking about jail and about being arse - 

f—ed. And, remember, according to them I was making Washington 

inoperable ‘immediately after September 11’.

“I’m having all these visions of...“ McKinnon puts on a redneck 

prisoner voice...

“’What are you doing attacking our country, boy? Pick up that soap.’ 

Yeah, it is absolutely f—ing terrifying!”

The sentence the US Justice Department is seeking — should 

McKinnon be extradited -  is up to 70 years in a US Federal Prison. What 

McKinnon was hunting for, as he snooped around NASA, and the Pentagon’s 

network, was evidence of a UFO cover-up. (Boy did he find one, but not 

anything he ever expected!)

McKinnon was born in Glasgow, Scotland, in 1966. His parents 

separated when he was six and he moved to London with his mother and 

stepfather, were both big UFO buffs. “He comes from Falkirk,” McKinnon says, 

“and just outside Falkirk there’s a place called Bonnybridge, which is the UFO 

capital of the world. When he lived there, he had a dream that he was walking 

around Bonnybridge seeing huge ships. He told me this and it inflamed my 

curiosity. He was a great science-fiction reader. So, him being my second 

father, I started reading science-fiction, too, and doing everything he did.”
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McKinnon read Isaac Asimov and Robert Heinlein - “The Golden Age of 

science-fiction”.

When he was 15 he joined BUFORA, the British UFO Research 

Association, which describes itself as “a nationwide network of [about] 300 

people who have a dedicated, non-cultist interest in understanding the wide­

ranging extent of the UFO enigma”.

Then he saw War Games, and he thought: “Can you really do it? Can 

you really gain unauthorized access to incredibly interesting places? Surely it 

can’t be that easy.” And so, in 1995, he gave it a try. He sat in his girlfriend, 

Tamsin’s, aunt’s house in Crouch End, and he began to hack.

McKinnon was looking for - and found time and again - network 

administrators in high levels of the US government and military establishments 

who hadn’t bothered to give themselves passwords. That’s how he got in. He 

did a few trial runs, hacking into Oxford University’s network, for example, 

and he found the whole business “incredibly exciting. And then it got more 

exciting when I started going to places where I really shouldn’t be.”

“Like where?” I ask.

“The US Space Command,” he says. And so, for the next seven years, 

on and off, McKinnon sat in that aunt’s house, a joint in the ashtray and a can 

of Foster’s next to the mouse pad, and he snooped. From time to time, some 

NASA scientist sitting at his desk somewhere would see his cursor move for no 

apparent reason. On those occasions, McKinnon’s connection would be cut. 

This would never fail to freak out the then-stoned McKinnon. When I ask if he 

is brilliant, he says no. He’s just an ordinary, self-taught techie. And, he says, 

he was never alone. “Once you’re on the network, you can do a command 

called NetStat - Network Status - and it lists all the connections to that 

machine. There were hackers from Denmark, Italy, Germany, Turkey, 

Thailand.”
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“All on at once?” I ask. “You could see hackers from all over the 

world, snooping around, without the spaceniks or the military realizing?”

“Every night,” he says.

“What’s the most exciting thing you saw?”

“I found a list of officers’ names,” he says, “under the heading ‘Non­

Terrestrial Officers’. It doesn’t mean little green men. What I think it means is 

not Earth-based. I found a list of ‘fleet-to-fleet transfers’, and a list of ship 

names. I looked them up. They weren’t US Navy ships. What I saw made me 

believe they have some kind of spaceship, off planet.”

“The Americans have a secret spaceship?” I ask.

“That’s what this trickle of evidence has led me to believe.”

“What were the ship names?”

“I can’t remember,” he says. “I was smoking a lot of dope at the time. 

Not good for the intellect.”

This was November 2000. By now, McKinnon was hooked. He quit 

his job as a systems administrator for a small business, “which hugely pissed 

off my girlfriend, Tamsin.

“It was the last straw,” he says. “She dumped me and started seeing 

this other bloke because I was such a selfish waste of space. Poor Tamsin. And 

she was the one paying the phone bill because I didn’t have a job. We were still 

living together. God, have you ever tried living with someone after you’ve split 

up? It’s bad.”

So, while Tamsin was trying to get on with her new relationship, 

McKinnon was in the living room of her aunt’s house, hacking. He snooped 

around all the forts - Fort Meade, Fort Benning, and others - reading internal 

court martial reports of soldiers getting imprisoned for rape and murder and 

drug abuse.

8
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“You end up lusting after more and more complex security measures,” 

he says. “It was like a game. I loved computer games. I still do. It was like a 

real game. It was addictive. Hugely addictive.”

It was never really politically motivated. Yes, he was hacking 

immediately after September 11, 2001, but only because he wanted to see if 

there was a conspiracy. “Why did the building fall like a controlled series of 

explosions?” he asks. “I hate conspiracy theories, so I thought I’d find out for 

myself.”
He strenuously denies the Justice Department’s charge that he caused 

the “US military district of Washington” to become “inoperable”.

Well, once, he admits - but only once -  he inadvertently pressed the 

wrong button and may have deleted some government files.

“I thought, ‘Ooh, bloody hell.’ And that’s when I stopped for a while.

And then my friend told me about DARPA. And so I started again.”

DARPA is the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency, an 

intriguing

collection of brilliant military scientists, funded by the Pentagon. DARPA has 

been widely credited with inventing, among other things, the internet, the 

global positioning system, the computer mouse, and - somewhat more bone 

headedly - FutureMAP, an online futures market designed to predict 

assassinations and bombings by encouraging investor speculation in such 

crimes. The US Senate once described Future MAP as “an unbelievably stupid 

idea”. DARPA has long been of interest to conspiracy theorists because it is 

semi-secretive, bizarre and occupies that murky world that lies between science 

and war.

McKinnon was caught in November 2002. He says it was inevitable 

because he was “getting a bit sloppy”.

He pauses.
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“I’d never have envisaged this happening to myself, but I did get a bit 

megalomaniacal, as well. It got a bit silly. I ended up talking to people I hacked 

into - I’d instant-message them, using WordPad, with a bit of a political 

diatribe. You know, I’d leave a message on their desktop that read, ‘Secret 

government is blah, blah, blah.” ’McKinnon was tracked down because he’d 

used his email address to download a hacking program called Remotely 

Anywhere. “God knows why I used my real email address,” he says. “I 

suppose it means I’m not a secretive, sophisticated checking myself every-step- 

of the-way type of hacker.”

On the night before his arrest, McKinnon had been up playing games. 

“Maybe I’d been doing a bit of weak, fun hacking, too,” he says. “I’d had one 

hour’s sleep, and I woke up completely muddled, and suddenly at the bottom 

of my bed there was this voice:

‘Hello, my name’s Jeff Donson from the National High Tech Crime 

Unit. Gary McKinnon, you’re under arrest.’

“They put Tamsin and me in the meat wagon. They took my PC, 

Tamsin’s PC, three other computers I was fixing for friends. They went 

upstairs and took my girlfriend’s auntie’s daughter’s computer.”

McKinnon was kept in a police station overnight. Then the Americans 

offered him a deal, via his British solicitor. “They said, ‘If you incur the cost of 

the whole extradition process, be a good boy, come over here, we’ll give you 

three or four years, rather than the whole sentence.’

“I said, ‘OK, give me that in writing.’ They said, ‘Oh, no, we can’t do 

that.’ So they were offering a secret trial, no right of appeal on the outcome, no 

comment to the newspapers, and nothing in writing. My solicitor, doing her 

job, advised me to take it, and when I said no, she was very ‘Ooh, they’re 

going to come down heavy’.”
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In return, McKinnon offered a somewhat harebrained counter deal, via 

a Virginia public defender. “I made a sort of veiled threat to them. I said, ‘You 

know the places I’ve been, so you know the stuff I’ve seen,’ kind of thing.”

He pauses and blushes slightly.

“You know, the, uh, Non-Terrestrial Officers. The spaceships. ‘The 

whole world thinks it’s co-operating in building the International Space 

Station, but you’ve already got a space-based army that you refer to as Non­

Terrestrial Officers.’” There is a silence.

“I had very little evidence. It’s not a very good bargaining chip at all, 

really, is it?”

Given the Justice Department has announced the information 

McKinnon downloaded was not “classified”, and he was stoned much of the 

time, perhaps we can assume NASA is not too worried about his “discoveries”.

McKinnon hasn’t spoken publicly before, but now, with the extradition 

proceedings, nothing is left open to him. For a while, he thought he might end 

up like the computer nerd from War Games, having a brilliant career working 

for the Americans. “They need people like me,” he says. “But that’s not going 

to happen.”

He and Tamsin have since split. He no longer lives in Crouch End, but 

in the nearby, slightly more down-at-heel Bounds Green, and has given up 

smoking dope. He is not allowed near the internet, is not allowed a passport, 

and spends a lot of time reading and sitting in the pub, awaiting his fate.

Nothing much happened in the years since his arrest in 2002 under the 

Computer Misuse Act - no charges were brought against him in Britain.

Then, on June 8, he found himself in front of Bow Street magistrates, 

the target of extradition proceedings. That’s when the panic attacks kicked in 

again, the horror visions of life in a US jail. He had poked around, he says, but 

he hadn’t broken anything, besides that one mistake. He thought he was going 

to get a year, max. Now they’re talking about 70 years. “You know,” he says.
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“everyone thinks this is fun or exciting. But it isn’t exciting to me. It is 

terrifying.”

-END STORY-

The tale of Gary McKinnon has finally given me some of the concrete evidence 

that I had been seeking for years to back up my sighting of the huge craft I saw 

that morning out at AREA 51 and that SOMEONE had the resources to place a 

FLEET of ships in space. I also felt that it would give my friend John Hadley’s 

death some kind of meaning.

WHAT I AM ABOUT TO REVEAL HERE IS TOP SECRET

CLASSIFIED INFORMATION.

It is the kind of stuff they could put me on a plane and torture me a 

long time for.

/  ED NOTE: IN FACT THEY FRAMED ME FOR NOTHING, A 
CRIME THAT HAD “NO VICTIMS AND NO MONETARY LOSS TO 
ANYONE!” CLAIMING THAT I  HAD “WRITTEN LETTERS” THAT SHUT 
DOWN AN ENTIRE BRANCH OF GOVERNMENT, THEY RIGGED THE 
JURY BY PLACING HILLARY AND OBAMA’S DATA COLLECTION 
CAMPAGIN MANAGER AS A PLANT ON IT, LYING ABOUT WHO SHE 
ACTUALLY WAS, AND PUT ME IN FEDERAL PRISON FOR FOUR YEARS 
AND GA VE ME THROAT CANCER AND MRSA!]

I reveal it here at great personal risk and with the caveat that TIME IS 

RUNNING OUT FOR ALL OF US and that THE WORLD IS BEING SOLD 

OUT! That there are those out there living with a level of technology that could 

end all the problems we face on this planet but who are going to force us all 

into an extinction level event rather than lose that control. They are now, 

literally trying to KILL US ALL...and simply END 7.5 BILLION people by 

2030, and they are NOT SHY about telling you about it.

I  CANNOT TELL YOU ANYTHING ABOUT MY SOURCE.

12
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[EDITOR’S. NOTE: 2023: THESE WERE SOME OF MY 

ORIGINAL CONTACTS WITH DR. TED HUMPHREY, JR. Just to show 

you how far back it goes and what I  was revealing on COAST TO COAST 

AM with ART BELL at the time and where these books all came from. This 

was only done after I  proved I  was wiling to risk my life to release documents 

and information, working for GERALDO RIVERA on a show called ‘NOW 

IT CAN BE TOLD!’ in the Connor/Derrick Hennessey 

Supersoldier/Assassian GHOSTWALKER incident and story.

(As it was, I  lost 4 years of my freedom, beaten up, tossed into solitary 

confinement and was given and never treated for throat cancer, because of 

the release of this story and writing these books.

(But it’s not just for writing these books. I  was targeted, along with 

others in the Constitutional Freedom Movement in 2016 by Hilary Clinton 

and the Obama Administration, like Winston Shrout, Tim Turner, Brandon 

Addams and Rocky Hutson, by the weaponized Dept, of Justice. The same 

one going after President Donald Trump.

(In m y case, “NO VICTIMS AND NO MONETARY LOSS TO ANYONE!” and 

that my "Victim " was the US Fed/Gov. and the IRS who I  demanded they put on the STAND!

(In fact NO ONE would testify against me, except Barbara Lavendar, 

who claimed her husband had died and she was IMPERSONATING him 

over email to continue to correspond with us, and she was someone we had 

never met, stated she was "never defrauded! " & we "did everything promised! "

(The DOJ could produce NO EVIDENCE in the form of BONDS we 

had written to help OTHERS fight the banks, as they had cashed

and monetized ALL of our instruments, and not even the DOJ with its near 

infinite subpoena power could produce a even a copy of one. So I  was 

literally charged with “WRITING LETTERS!” which they claimed, 

“Stopped the function of an entire branch of the federal government. ” The
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judge even ruled, “Well, he has the constitutional right to write you letters.” 

And the judge even threw IRS Agents off the stand stating, “This is NOT a 

tax fraud case! Morton told you every dime he made, in great detail, for five 

years!”

(Just to put the cherry on the cake, they rigged our jury with Katie 

Ingbretson who was the computer DATA gathering campaign manager for 

both the Obama and Clinton election runs. She claimed she was simply a 

“Green Consultant. ”

(It cost the DOJ over $75 million to imprison my wife and I. When 

the verdict was read Melissa had a stroke and was dead for 4 minutes!)

I call him DEEP SPACE for matters of reference. He is an advisor to the 

US SENATE and to 3 Presidents of the United States. He has been HEAD of 

massive Intelligence operations in Asia and Africa and is THE “heaviest” dude 

I have ever met in all my years in writing, and network TV reporting. I know 

him personally and very well and have vetted him out as a person and a source, 

and his credentials and information have been impeccable. He sought ME out 

as a friend, resource and confidant. I still don’t really know why, but he has 

been an admirer from Coast To Coast and knows that I will do whatever it 

takes to get the truth out. He figures if the people in the Pentagon at PROJECT: 

Foresight to hunt down and kill Osama Bin Laden, he can trust me too.

Here is what he told me:
* * * * * * * *

Dear Sean,

I decided to call back east and talk to the members of “The Choir” and 

see what they could tell me about Gary McKinnon. And why all the hubbub 

about him. Here is the real story:

He was indicted by a Grand Jury in November 2002 in Alexandra, 

Virginia.
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He was arrested by UK Authorities and remanded to their custody, pending 

the extradition hearing set for the end of this month.

He did get into several systems, however, the reason that everyone is so 

upset is that he used a system they thought they were protected against. 

Someone wants to know why and how he modified it?

Each of his entrances were discovered and noted and the systems shut 

down before he could penetrate too far inside. He used a software program 

named REMOTELY ANYWHERE, developed by 03AM Laboratories in 

Hungary, paid for by special funds from Russia.

He actually started in March of 2001. It is the first known entry into a 

system, by the hacker named “SOLO”, McKinnon’s handle.

He hit 97 systems.

The cash damage he caused was about $700,000.

He deleted 1300 user accounts directly before and after 9-11-2001, and 

deleted critical systems for various global operations.

He installed unauthorized tools and backdoors virtually everywhere he 

went.

Here is a list of all known intrusions right from the system 

administrators logs:

6 times into Fort Myers.

7 times into Fort McNair

2 times into Fort Belvoir, Va.

13 times into CIA HQ.

2 times into Air Force Crystal City, Va. Complex.

NASA hits:

1 Hampton, VA.

5 Houston, TX.

3 Greenbelt, Maryland

4 Moffet Field, CA
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Navy hits:

14 Groton, Conn. Sub Fleet HQ.

Then these two that are really interesting to see show up:

1 Tobin International

1 Frontline Solutions

Both private U.S. contractors. I know you are into the stock markets so 

this might be a real good pair of companies to watch for future profit margins. 

This is not for the public, but use it wisely. If I find out anymore I will let you 

know:

So I wrote him back:

As I understand it, THE US SPACE COMMAND is under MOSTLY 

Navy 

authority, with their central base underneath KING’S PEAK, UTAH about 

100m outside of Salt Lake City in the Uinta-Wasatch-Cache national forest.

They command a fleet of craft that run missions from advanced bases 

on the Moon, Mars and moons near Jupiter. Apparently, we are also being lied 

to about the ability of planets in our solar system to sustain life.

My personal experience of this was speaking to a scientist who claimed 

he was at the JANET facility (Area 51-Johnson Airfield and Nevada 

Experimental Test-Site) in NV in the early 1970s and that he worked on a large 

jet-style space craft with “Extra Solar Capabilities”, with skin on it “that was 

rubbery, like a dolphin.”

My own experience was back in ‘92, SEEING with my own eyes, a 

huge shuttle-like craft, about 1600 ft. long, surrounded by a helicopter escort, 

LAND out at A-51.

It was shovel nosed, silver on top, black on the bottom, wide in the middle and 

scooped up at the back like a Corvette with three huge afterburners.
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This was the same time that something was creating SKYQUAKES 

that were being reported in the news, and they even reported that it was coming 

in at MACH 25 from space, OVER MY HOUSE IN SO CAL, then landing at 

A-51. YEARS later I saw a DISCOVERY special that had a graphic of a 

similar craft they called the X-60, that would be flying in 2025. I was 

wondering if you could make a STRICTLY THEORETICAL/ 

HYPOTHETICAL assumption about some of this info. Speaking STRICTLY 

THEORETICALLY/HYPOTHETICALLY.

DEEP SPACE RESPONDED:

Dear Sean,

Now as far as the STRICTLY THEORETICAL/HYPOTHETICAL 

stuff, let me assure you that all I know is what I read in Marvel Comic Books 

and on the inside wrapper of Bubble Gum packages. Plus I wear a tin foil hat to 

keep the rays from getting to my brain. Enough of the plausible deniability 

stuff. All of this information should be used very carefully and with judgment, 

since a lot of this is above Black on that very special scale that some folks use.

1) U.S.S.C. is an Air Force controlled operation. It entails the 

monitoring of three levels of space itself. The first is what is referred to as local 

area detection. That is from the earth surface to about two hundred miles up. 

This includes, all ground based monitoring on projects from space, by a series 

of very special camera equipped vehicles. Looking down to watch what others 

are doing on the surface and below the surface. The second area of expertise is 

La Grange monitoring. Half way between the earth and moon. A group of 

fifteen highly advance satellites are watching the approach area to the earth. 

The third area is deep space. A series of cameras and sensors are place beyond 

the moons orbit to watch specific targeted areas in space where “gadgets” come 

in and out of space. These three systems have been developed since the
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eighties, when the Cowboy-Cum-Actor became President and was paranoid as 

hell about what he thought was going to be an impeding invasion.

[ED NOTE: THIS IS WHAT LED TO THE OPERATION AT THE 

DULCE BASE AN ITS INITAIL DESTRUCTION]

2) During the Carter Administration, everything in the space program 

(the real one)almost folded up, because of budget cuts, oversight and his 

stupidity about the reality of our hostile neighbors. When Dutch [Reagan] came 

into office and saw the shambles that Jimmy had left behind him, he kicked 

everything into high gear. One example was the Hubble Telescope. Not the one 

everyone knows about, but the other three, that were built and deployed very 

quietly. One pointed at earth and the other two that are out there monitoring 

“specific” pieces of empty space that we watch constantly for entry by those 

that we really don’t want in our environment.

3) As an aside, the Navy question is one that takes a little longer to 

explain. Suffice to say that JFK had his fears, which were founded in reality. 

So by special, hidden Executive Order, he established a part of the Navy’s 

Office of Naval Intelligence, as the safety valve on all space borne operations 

outside the two mile limit. The E.O. granted special entitlements that also 

clearly stated that the E.O. could not be abrogated for seventy-five years. They 

(the Navy) has used that power to force their way into several projects that no 

one wanted them to get into. But it was one big chip in the great Washington 

poker game and they have used it, for better or worse. The jury is still out on 

that one. The one experimental program they still control is the Time 

Runner another above Black program that deals with the movement of 

objects through fields of time. It is located at Fallon Naval Air Station, Fallon, 

Nevada, in a bunker complex that is about six stories deep.

4) The King’s Peak facility is where all of the equipment from Five- 

One was shipped when folks like you and Lazar made it difficult for advanced
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testing to continue over Groom. Part of the old Dugway Proving Grounds is 

used as well as the No-Fly Zone to the north and south. I can promise you that 

no one can get within thirty miles of the main area where testing is going on.

Is there a craft that can take off from the earth’s surface and enter zero­

gravity space, then continue on into deep space? Of course there is. Several of 

them, making routine runs to our closest neighbor. We have tens of thousand of 

people working at NASA and yet we are publicly only addressing the Shuttle 

Program and ISS, which is a floating piece of junk by the way. All of the latest 

Space Rover Programs have come out of JPL and nobody has bothered to ask 

what all the folks working for NASA are doing, hasn’t anyone ever thought 

that was a little bit funny.

Six major centers around the United States that are conducting, 

compartmentalized research, on bits and pieces of equipment that are 

assembled in a highly secret location. The people working inside of NASA 

don’t even know a lot of the truth.

5) There are several types of ETS (earth to space) craft flying in USSC 

fleet. The small ones, called VIPERS, are equipped with the Advanced THOR- 

FOUR (T-F) electromagnetic pulsed cannon, which is designed for mounting, 

in an internal bay and deploys above 100,000 feet ASL. It can direct a “whack” 

up to ten miles directional, which will scramble the electronics on any kind of 

craft that uses circuits. This includes our little bitty buddies from out there. 

Anyone or thing in a “hard craft” is fair game. It was last used over South 

Africa and completed it task successful somewhere above 189,000 feet ASL. 

The intermediate size craft are for maintenance and deployment of space borne 

packages that are not launched from Vandenberg or Kennedy.

This way they are kept off the record and no one really knows how 

many or what kind of birds these craft have deployed, but there area bunch.
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6) The government, (the real one) has a wonderful way of double 

naming projects, so that you can try to follow one and finally get a hold of the 

documentation, only to learn that the code name was used for a project that is 

monitoring the flight path of mosquitoes carrying West Nile Virus. The other 

project by the same name is so deep inside the Black field that only select and 

limited people ever know about it. This is the case of Aurora.

The general outside knowledge and pundits thinks this is the 

replacement for SR-71. There are two of them and they are flown ever now and 

then to get noticed. Then they wrap them back up and push them to the back of 

the hanger for another year or so. A scram jet technology that works very well, 

does high speeds and looks great. But it is the “magicians” misdirection.

The real program is a set of large black ET’S that are constantly in 

transit to and from a base located on the dark side of the moon. The base 

[CAPE MALABAR RADIO] is used for deep space monitoring and is 

designed also for a fail safe evacuation point for certain high ranking officials 

of this government if and when that needs arises.

“Lightside” antenna farms have been deployed to make sure that 

constant communications can be carried out, between “LB-1 ” and the earth, but 

if anyone monitors them it will appear to be coming off a satellite in high orbit. 

Digital transmission arranged in burst patterns, not only encrypted but 

segmented out of normal order. “ Escalon” down stations are used for 

monitoring tied into the main and dedicated covert government data processing 

network that has less than one hundred nodes and is constantly monitored for 

intrusion by the “Lumata System”. This system is hacker proof from anyone, 

except someone that is actually logged onto the system.

7) The last item I will tell you about, is the material you asked about in 

your letter, the dolphin like material on the outside of the airframe. It is a 

highly dense composite of synthetic materials that is designed as a super 

effective heat shield and radar nullifier.
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Originally developed by DuPont under a government contract it has 

been refined and up graded to provide maximum protection from heat as well 

as imbedded in it is a Faraday cage system that limits the amount of radioactive 

particles that can penetrate the craft. Long exposures during space travel has 

been one the dangers to the pilot and crews of most craft, since bone density 

lost is a primary concern while the operating crews are “on station”.

All I can say after re-reading this fantasy, is that it should not all come 

out at one time, otherwise you and I are going to know where Jimmy Hoffa is 

buried.

Remember this is hypothetical as hell...

Too bad about the English guy, I hope he has a lot of soap!!!! Ugh!

In Their Service (ITS):

-DEEP SPACE­

UPDATE: Gary McKinnon

November 24, 2005

Gary McKinnon’s next extradition hearing is set for Feb. 14th, 2006. 

Will the Government have a heart on Valentine’s Day ?

Gary McKinnon’s court appearance today was “very short and to the 

point” and “dealt only with the upcoming dates.”

“There were journalists and photographers phoning and hanging 

around but they left when told that there weren’t any decisions being made 

today apart from dates being set.”

The new hearing is set for Tuesday February 14th 2006 i.e. Valentines 

Day “so hopefully they’ll have a heart”.

“The government has to respond to Gary’s extradition defense by the 

middle of January.”
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N.B. this defense is purely on points of extradition law, and does not 
involve the opportunity to have any of the alleged evidence against him 
examined by a British court.

Next Friday, Gary’s legal team is going to ask for the bail conditions to 
be relaxed over the Christmas and New Year period.

CURRENT UPDATE: 2023

The British Government finally stood up on its hind legs and roared at 
Uncle Sam. They refused to extradite him, or even charge him with anything.

He is today a free man and works as a computer analyst and programmer 
in the UK.
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PREFACE; Upon being ordered to compile a report of certain 
errors within the above mentioned personal file, my office has 
written the following report based on personal interviews and 
written reports of activities of the above mentioned subject. We 
must state clearly that this report is only a few pages of a 
document that is several hundred pages long.

Neither of the original Army then the newly formed Air 
Force Officers that interviewed the subject are currently on active 
duty with the services. So we have no way to warrant that the 
information contained in this report is totally accurate.

Captain XXXXXXXXXX and Lieutenant XXXXXXXXX 
certified these reports originally as correct and were taken from 
shorthand transcriptions taken during the interviews: Those 
being taken by a transcriptionist that was highly fluent in both the 
English and German languages, she also served as a translator 
during these sessions, for highly difficult technical and scientific 
questions where Professor Schumann’s limited English language 
abilities failed him.

It should also be pointed out that in the final report, both 
officers felt that the subject SCHUMANN was being totally open 
and honest with them.

Narrative:

A: Yes, that is correct. It was a sub-department of the High 
Voltage study group at Munich. We were trying to raise the 
amperage level of storage capacitors at that time.

Q: When did you first meet this person. (Subject was shown a



photograph).

A: 1922 or ‘23. She came with several others. One to them 
Stoshkan (? ) had sent me some diagrams, drawings and 
calculations months before this and asked me to evaluate them. I 
told her I would and when I did I was uncertain as to what they 
really were and how exactly they worked. But, they were amazing. 
There were two parts. A ground unit and an aerial vehicle. 
Something I am sure no one had ever considered. It was powered 
by high frequency high voltage.

Q: Then what took place? Were you asked about what you had 
found out about these... (Pause) drawings and such?

A: Grimes started to question me. He pushed very hard for 
answers I did not have. I understood the coil induction it was using 
and the way of stepping up the amplification. But the feedback 
system, to have a constantly rising electrical pressure level, was 
unheard of at the time. I was concerned that in building just a 
model of this device and plugging it into the main power 
generators of the University, I might blow out the main power 
generating station for the entire city. The progressing steps were 
logarithms higher in nature than anything anyone had ever 
conceived possible.

Q: Did she say anything to you? About all of this?

A: No she did not. But one of the women with her did, I don't recall 
her name. I remember them both being so very beautiful. We sat at 
my large table in my laboratory and she took each drawing and 
calculations that went with them and started to explain how they 
worked and what the end results would be. She did this in a very 
highly technical way. I thought she was another Professor, I only



learned later she was not.

Q: Who was she, did you find that out?

A: She was one of their group called The Vril-Damen from Munich. 
They seemed to be well connected with many people that had 
great influence at the time. Let me see, there has been so much 
going on... Siggy... Sigrun! Her name was Sigrun.

Q: Did she have a last name?

A: If she did I never read it or heard about it. I believe she only 
went by the one name.

Q: What do mean by that? What you read or heard?

A: Oh my, very famous. They were always in the news, much later. 
They were in magazines, newspapers and even newsreels. All of 
them were very close to the inner circle of the Party.

Q: What did she tell you the end goal was?

A: Hard answer. (Non-translatable word or phrase) She said that I 
needed to move slowly. I had a good fifteen-years for this project. 
Then she explained that the two parts worked together. The aerial 
device levitated on a magnetic field generated inside the craft, 
that worked with the general resonance of the earth. Something I 
had wondered about and would later experiment with. Then it 
would enter the ground device, only meters away. When the units 
synchronized, an effect would take place, causing a Zero Time 
tunnel to be created and the whole craft would be at some distant 
point at the exact same second. At that time I thought she was 
perhaps insane or something like that. But then she showed me a 
small object for me to experiment with in a test chamber within 
the laboratory. She asked if that would work, would I be convinced?



Q: What was that small object?

A: A small Model of a Vril-Jaeger 7 she wanted at the conclusion of 
my work. It was only a half meter across and very light, made of 
aluminum. She had a drawing for me of the test chamber and then 
went very quiet again.

Q: What happened next?

A: Stoshkan told me what they would pay me for this research and 
I could not believe it! Huge! More than five years salary at the 
University. I took it, of course, there was no question about that. I 
could build the small model and the chamber. So I took on the 
assignment.

Q: Did it work?

A: Yes, it did and actually the way she said it would. There were 
several problems that I had to work out over the first two years on 
the project. But I finally got one to work actually inside the 
laboratory and not just in the test chamber.

Q: When did you see her next? Maria (Orsic), not this other 
woman, Sigrun.

A: 1927 in Munich. She had grown very popular in the 
newspapers as well as those other women, her friends. She came 
(at) my insistence to Stoshkan. In my laboratory I had the 
model working for days on end. She came and looked at it and 
asked me if I was ready to move on to "Phase Two". I told her 
absolutely. Now I needed to see the whole system work.

(At this point the interview touched on many unrelated items. 
Several weeks later another interview was conducted. The 
relevant issues from that interview is included herein.)



Q: So you had succeeded at creating, manufacturing and actually 
demonstrating the Mark 7-Vril-Jaeger? Is that correct?

A: Yes, by mid '44, we had moved from the prototype to (an) 
actually working unit. Speer was so angry over this. ‘All this 
material wasted!’ he would scream.' Enough metal for seventy 
aircraft!' We had to commandeer a hydroelectric damn for all of its 
power for days on end, when we were testing. Hitler wanted to 
use it as a bomber. But Himmler would not even discuss that with 
him.

Q: How big was it? Actually?

A: It could hold one hundred and twenty people inside it. Along 
with about twenty thousand kilograms of other material. Thirty 
meters in diameter. We could not build it any larger. It was 
physically impossible.

Q: When did testing start? And what were the results?

A: One test in December, 1944. It was successful and brought 
back several individuals. They came to coordinate “The 
Great Leaving" as they called it. Back around August (1944) all 
the heads of various departments met and discussed the failure of 
the war. They needed to plan for the future. Part of that was to 
create a list of those that needed not to stay in Germany because 
they were so knowledgeable and important for the next effort.

Q: Was that the “Red House Meeting”, the one on August 10th? 
(1944)

A: Yes, that one, in Strasbourg, at the Rotes Haus (Red House).



Q: Have you seen this report since you have been here?

(Note: Document presented was U.S. Military Intelligence 
report, EW-Pa 128- November 7, 1944 directed to Allied High 
Command.)

A: Yes, this is the one and. yes I have seen it. But as I told XXXXXX 
and. XXXXX, a good, part of this is missing. Especially the part 
about those in the command structure that would be on the last 
one or two trips. By January 1945 we had been placed on an all 
day alert status and needed to be ready to start the movement 
within hours. It took a full day to bring the system completely up 
to speed. My biggest concern was if the (Vril-Jaeger) 7 would hold 
up on so many trips. Himmler had planned to leave on one of the 
last few jumps if that was possible. But he did not know when the 
order would come.

Q: And you? When were you supposed to leave?

A: That last jump when and after we had booby trapped the Ring.

Q: So who was responsible for the final order?

A: She was. XXXXX XXXXX, she had total control of the program. 
As well as one of her closest aides at that time, the one who had 
replaced Sigrund, Franziska Oettingen(?) as controller of 
operations.

Q: We have not heard that name before. Who was she?

A: No idea. She seems to have just come out of nowhere. A niece of 
some baroness or other. Beautiful woman! As pretty as her 
superior. More beautiful even. Smart, too. Taught me a great deal 
that I did not understand.



Q: W hen did th e  o rd e r come down?

A: The 11 th  of M arch, 1945. V ery simple. Everyone involved 

got a  telegram : “N iem and B leibt H ier! Wir gehen A lle nach h a u se!” 

(NO ONE IS STAYING HERE! WE ARE ALL GOING HOME!). They h ad  5 

days to  get to th e  facility. W eren't th e re  by  th e  7 th  day, you'd be left.

Q: Then you s ta r te d ?  To m ove people?

A: Yes, yes. N ineteen flights in  th re e  days. Two Thousand Two 

h u n d red  a n d  s ix ty  one. Each tim e th e  7 cam e back, it looked worse 

and  w orse. Old. Beaten. Like it  h ad  been  th rough  a  w ar. We would 

spend a  few hours repa iring  it as fa s t as we could and  th e n  we 

would send  it  again. In  less th a n  one h o u r it  w as back. But our 

down tim e for re p a irs  w ere getting  longer and  longer. We had 

learned  th a t  th e  life support only had  to la st for fo rty  m inutes 

total. We used  one off a  U-boat to keep everyone alive inside. 

L ithium  hydroxide can is te rs  in  a  ven tila ting  system  d riven  by 

fans.

Q: So w hy did you no t leave?

A: The n in e teen th  flight w as last. The V J-7 n ever cam e back. S ixty of 

us w ere th e re  and  on our own. We sabotaged the  ring  as b est we 

could an d  th e n  everyone w en t th e ir  sep a ra te  w ays to go hom e and 

w ait for th e  end. Some of them  ju s t  ran .

Q: J u s t  one m ore question for today  H err Professor. W hy did you 

need  two p a rts  to th e  Ring and  th e  V ril-Jaeger 7?

A: You can  send organic m a te ria l th rough  the  ring, or inorganic 

m ate ria l th rough  it  by itself. But you could no t m ix  them . The Vril- 

Jae g e r 7 c rea ted  it's own electric  field around  it  so th a t  a  hum an 

could surv ive  inside a  m etal box. B ut w ithout th a t  field in  th e  7



engaged, anyone and everyone on the same pad would have been 
disintegrated instantly when the flux hit. At the other end of the 
tunnel in space one would have people and bodies with steel and 
aluminum rods through them. We had tried that before and failed 
terribly at it. I felt so sorry for those that had volunteered and 
those that were just used for the experiments.

(End of File)
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In War Planning, Ted was pointing to one spot on the map.
Terry Lynn was shaking her head.

“We have ten or twelve of those on the chart. But we don't know what 
they mean. I had Kick Observatory in Hawaii take photos of them. But they 
are just empty spots in space.” She was shaking her head still.

“Someone said something to me once that made no sense at the time. 
Someone that knows a hell of lot about all this. I got this map off him.” Ted 
looked carefully at the point and then traced a line to Aldebaran.

“Yes and what did he say?” Terry leaned on the white board. Leaving a 
smudge on her uniform sleeve.

“He talked about someone hiding in a fold in space. Is that even 
possible?” Ted took a set at the table, still transfixed on the chart.

“A compressed zone of space and time?” Terry stood back and looked at 
the chart as well. “Could be, but...” She grabbed a marker and started to 
write on the white board. Seven or eight different long equations. “The 
Hungarian particle physicist, Louvern, claimed in the '60s that folds were 
possible. Most other scientists just laughed at him. He stated though, that 
within a fold there might be a totally different universe. A whole and 
complete one. His math agreed, but still that was a long reach for anyone. A 
billion stars, existing in a space just eight astronomical units long. An inverse 
universe.” She drew a pattern on the board. “It has to be three dimensional 
from our view, but that may not be true. A fold could be like some different 
type of Void. He claimed what we were seeing was a mirror reflection of it. 
That the only way of knowing was by putting a probe inside it and looking 
around. In the 60's that was Jules Verne shit. We could try to send a probe 
with a pull back feature, but that would be just a crap shoot. Once it’s in 
there, there is no telling what laws work and which ones don't according to 
our knowledge.”
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“If the laws of physics are different, a probe might be like putting up a red 
flare at sea at night. Someone would know that someone else was trying to 

find them.” Ted speculated.
“Well, as we found out about Voids, what we expected an explosive to do 

was really like twenty times stronger. A probe going in might collapse the 
whole system. I don't think that would be healthy for anyone in this part of 

the galaxy,”
“What about a bio-sensor?” Ted sat there making calculations.
“Same problem different day. Bio-sensor might not be noticed. But you 

got the problems of a power supply, recording gear, transmitter, then a 

protective case for it, so it could make it. It in essence is still a probe, same 
problem.” Terry leaned on the white board again. The smudge got larger.

“A self contained bio-sensor that has all the systems made from biological 

components.” Ted asked her.
“Your talking Spam in Can, without the can. A monkey and see if it 

survives? Couldn't sit down and tell much when it got back, if it ever did.” 
She was tapping the board with her dry marker. Ted tilted his head at her. 
“Oh no. No, no, no...!” She waved her hands in panic. “Sharkey told me 
never to volunteer for anything around you. I like my life here, I like my 
office at present. I hope to learn and grow and hopefully survive a while 
longer.”

“Not you, Terry. But someone that has been beyond the Far Point 
Station limit line.” He smiled.

“You can't do that. You are the glue that keeps this place together. MRC 
and you are one. We all have seen what happens when you take 'extended' 
holidays.” She sat down next to him. “Better me than you if that is the case.”

“No. You’re not going. You got a good future here. Someone needs to 
go that has nothing to lose. That is the perfect definition of me.” He paused.

“You’re not feeling suicidal after what happened with Janet, are you?” 
Ted looked down and shook his head.
“No. Can you put me dead center into that fold, inside it?”
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“That is the what the extra numbers are in the coordinates isn't it? An 

exact spot inside a huge area?” Terry's eyes opened wide. “Someone can 
refine the coordinates down even farther than we can.”

“Yes. I think I know who.” Ted got up and smiled at her.
“I don't like that look Boss. Maybe we should like get a big group 

together and talk about this?” She got up.
“Nothing to talk about, is there?” Ted shook her hand and walked out in 

the hallway.
# # # # «

It took one week for Ted to put together his plan. For the moment the 
Earth was truly safe from any major attack force. The Sumer had their hands 
full with just trying to maintain some degree of control over their far flung 
Empire.

Ted was the only person on Earth that knew the truth. Emma reluctantly 
agreed to do her Presbyterian circuit rider in West Texas imitation and took 
the Gray Line tour around local space. Not that she did not complain, bitch 
and moan. But finally understanding that Ted was going with or without help. 
She folded and agreed.

Twenty-four Great Houses were either revolting or fighting another 
House for dominance of a region of space. All the steaks were high, with the 
ultimate goal being to break the death grip that the Sumers held on everyone 
and find some degree of freedom. Well perhaps that is too strong a word. 
Freedom from the Empire's control but mass slavery, by the new Great House, 
for everyone else they could conquer. Nothing was going to change for the 
sentient beings on these planets. Just a different flag, oath, motto and most 
likely more work and less pay. Meet the New Boss, same as the Old Boss. All 
wars were expensive, in hard capital, resources and lives. Just like Kettlemen, 
Kansas, throughout known space, power, fame and control was the name of 
the game.

Yet a small blue white globe had punched a hole in the castle keep of 
one of the most tyrannical Houses, they did not know how to respond. Lord
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Tugy had three wars going at once against others that wanted his domain. 
That once arrogant overlord of Earth, was now fighting just to keep alive. 

Fighting forces equal to his.
Emma came back and told Ted, that the ancient myth was being fed by 

some unknown group that no one could identify. Revolts were happening on 
every planet that were engaged in wars. Some smaller and some huge.

Ted knew it was time to meet the hidden architect of these disasters. 
Someone that had been planning this for a very long time.

The five people that truly ran MRC gathered in Ted's office. He had 
explained his plan, partially and not with full discloser. But enough to have 
everyone screaming the word, “NO!” They had lived through his absence 
once before and it had almost cost them everything. No amount of talking was 
going to change his mind. A promise so long ago made, still held the 

resonance in his mind. Now, was the time.
Ted appointed Bob Hanson again as acting head of MRC. Ted had 

prepared orders for each one of them. Something he had failed to do his last 
out there. They needed to move on with all projects. Use the threat and false 
time schedules to keep everyone humping, hold the politicians at bay and 
provide some degree of reassurance to the inner Black World in the know on 
the current situation. Recently, the Navy had broken the story about 
unidentified flying object, called them UAPs, just changing the word ‘Object’ 

to ‘Phenomena’, not being man made and that were inside the earth’s 
atmosphere. They even showed video of a pursuit. There was no more hiding 
the truth.

David Mason had been very quiet during the meeting. Something 
unusual for him. Finally, he asked his question. “How long will you be gone 
for this time?”

Ted was caught flat footed. He was heading into unknown territory, so 
that left a lot in the air.

He bluffed as always. “A few months at most.”
“The cover story will only last so long. What if you don't make it back?”
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David was more concerned about Ted than anything else.

“Just another Star in the lobby. I should be dead by now anyway. We all 
know that. But this organization must continue if Earth is stay free. You five 
are the core to that. Teach, instruct, broaden responsibility, that is what we 

do here. Show others how to lead and those that need to follow. Reward them 
well. Never give up.” Ted ended the meeting on that note, then handed out 

assignments in sealed envelopes.
“When are you leaving?” Bob finally asked with a frog in his throat.
“Tomorrow.” Ted just nodded. Bob looked at him with sad eyes. 

Shirley was crying. Sharkey was stoic and David was studying the carpet.

!{S >  ̂ ^  >|< >jc

The following morning Ted walked into the Pit at South Two. He had 
spent the night talking with Emma with resolve. He had on a funny looking 
flight uniform. Pressurized, tight fitting with lots of pockets and no helmet.

Bob walked up to him. “Are you nuts? Where are your helmet and air 

tanks?”
“Don't need them. I had an atmospheric compensator designed by 

Ocarre six months ago. It puts an environment around me and shields me 
from all kinds of radiation. I can live in this for seven weeks without 
recharging it. A bunch of wonder bars and a water processor.” Bob tugged on 
it to see how tight it was.

“I’d rather see you in a bird.” Bob didn’t like the looks of it though.
“I got my beacon, dad, so I can call you to drag my sorry ass home if 

things go bad.”

“Winding her up, Ted”, Carl came over and shook Ted's hand. “Bring 
back some green skinned Orion dancers for me.” Ted slapped him on the 
back.

“By the way, I have issued my first and only order as Director. You should 
see it.” Bob handed him the form. Ted could not believe it. He looked at
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Bob, puzzled.
“I'm the XO anyone could want. But I am a Captain for the bridge of a 

fighting vessel.” Bob added.
“Admiral Sharkton is the temporary acting director until Admiral 

Humphrey’s return.” Ted handed the official document back to him.

“It has already been posted on-line.” Bob said and Ted nodded.

“One last thing.” Bob held up two sets of identical coordinates.
“You were not supposed to open those until I left.” Ted just shook his 

head.
“One for me and one for Shirley?” Bob asked.
“You two have a major responsibility now. You need to make sure your 

granddaughter learns, grows and prospers until she goes home to her own 
people. Neither of you can do that, if you grow old and die on her.” Ted 
smiled at him.

“This is the retread factory you went to?” Bob stated.
“They are expecting both of you.” Ted stuck his hand out, but Bob just 

grabbed him, pulled him in and hugged Ted.
“Come on, I’m going to shut down the whole eastern seaboard into a 

black out if you do not get going!” Carl yelled above the noise.

Out of the side entrance to the Pit Emma came out in an identical outfit 
as Ted's. She walked up and looked at him.

“You think this was a port call? Love 'em and leave ‘em with a fond 
memory? No way buster! I want to see my competition, then claw her eyes 
out.” Emma kissed Bob on the cheek. “Hold the fort fly boy.”

They walked into the spinning vortex of purple haze. Ted pointed at 
Carl then gave a thumbs up as if to say ‘Hit it!”

Carl pushed the red launch button and there was a deep purple swirl, 
then a flash and then nothing.

The Time Runner started to spin down.
From behind the three sheets of plasto-glass, Sharkey stood erect.

He raised his hand into a salute and looked up before dropping it.
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We had left MRC at 10:05 AM, June 7th. We landed at the pre-set 

coordinates according to our chronographs art 15:48 Zulu, local time.
We are now inside what we are calling the Lynn Fold on a planet. Or 

some kind of planet. Unknown.
Dr. Lynn was correct that another universe existed inside the Fold. 

Or at least three stellar objects. This world is warmed by two small suns, that 
seem to circle each other. That could possibly mean Sirius A and B, but that is 
just a wild guess and they look way too small.

We do have a corresponding Earth type gravity field, within 
acceptable limits, so we have that going for us. The atmosphere is much 
heavier than earth, dense with a yellowish haze we have not identified as yet, 
but our instruments indicate that it can support human life. Feel like the old 
joke about men stepping out of a spaceship taking a deep breath, not dying or 
chocking, and yelling, “There’s oxygen here!”

Visibility is limited to about fifty meters, due to the high concentration 
of atmospheric particles. We have shut down our atmospheric pressure suits to 
conserve their power supplies. We have resorted to the use of multi-spectrum 
goggles to protect our eyes and a cloth face covering, mostly just a red pattern 
handkerchief which seems to filter the air fairly well. Makes me feel like I’m 
was robbing a bank in the old Wild, Wild West. So far, during the daylight 
hours and the temperature has been tolerable. Neither of us show any 
anomalies from our transit to this point.

First and most importantly, we have and are in receipt of your beacon 
from the gravity communication satellite that was placed at the mouth edge of 
the fold. The beacon is strong here so we are assured that you will be 
receiving this periodical check in. We have yet to determine if Time is
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expanding or contracting on this world relative to you. We could return in 
seconds or decades.

This is a just plain ugly place. An ecological disaster that looks like a 

mined out Utah copper quarry. An arid planet, mostly stone and gravel with 
no vegetation yet seen. It's like the Gobi desert on steroids. At our landing 
site, we found no electronic devices for monitoring our arrival. We found 
nothing actually that would indicate any type of inhabitants are here at all. So 
far this is a very lonely world.

We spent about on hour waiting at the landing site, then decided to 
create a search pattern. There are gray mountains in the distance that seem 

rocky and have no signs of life on them. So just more of the same but further 
away. Yet we thought we would start at that point, since the other three 
options is coherent with the present landscape of empty desert. If the present 
situation continues for us, we will likely be returning to earth long before we 
had planned to. Humphreys out:

[Personal Note: (PN): Em m a has been unusually qu ie t since 
we landed here. She seem s re luc tan t to use any o f  her powers, to 
te ll us m uch  o f  anything. She is preoccup ied  with som ething, 
which seem s disturbing to her, and to m e also. She does n o t ge t 
flustered  easily I  have decided  to keep m y V O X u n it operating, 
so there w ill be com plete coverage o f  all conversations and 
discussions for the record.]

#  $  $

Master Control: The Floor: The man sitting at console 14, listened 

carefully and then hit the button that transmitted just two beeps. A signal of 
acknowledgment for receipt of the message from Ted. Ted also at his end hit 

a button that did the same thing. In that way all parties knew that they were in 
constant contact with one another. They turned on the digital data recorder. 
It would hear all the VOX messages, which was the Voice Operated
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Transmitter. The data would be stored for later retrieval if necessary or 
generally as a record of the expedition. Flash traffic or emergency broadcasts 
would be singled by four beats from Ted's unit, that would automatically click 
the overhead speakers and headsets on that various people worn while 
monitoring the two of them on that distant world.

f t  #  ft f t  ft

DA Y  ONE: LATE AFTERNOON:

From the sun’s positions and it's path of transit across the sky I would 
have to say that we are relatively close to this planet’s equator. Because of the 
amount of free oxygen in the air, I have to believe that there are temperate 
zones to what I am now calling the north and south for us.

Our compasses are obviously worthless, being geared to Earth’s 
magnetic field, and the gods only knew where the north pole was in this place. 
Clearly, there is a huge amount of iron ore on this planet, which directly 
interferes with their performance. The compass itself keeps spinning in a 
drunken confused slow circle. Almost all spinning masses of any size produce 
some form of electromagnetic field or system. Yet this is truly the first 
anomaly that I have encountered here.

Besides this entire planet reminding me of Barstow where I spent 
eight miserable years. I started calling it Planet BARSTOW 12.

f t  f t  ft ft ft

“I would say we have about an hour of our time before these suns set. 
Knowing deserts, having grown up in one, they normally have major 
temperature fluxes with the coming of night fall. I noticed the wind has 
picked up considerably.” Ted said.

“Those mountains are a lot taller than when we first saw them. These 
low foot hills look like our best chance to find somewhere to hole up for the 
night.” Emma replied.
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The mountains are much higher. They are more rugged up close. A 
lower set of foothills laid in front of us. This was where Emma wanted us to 
search for refuge for the night.

“They’re a lot newer as well. Maybe five million years old. Tells us a 
couple of things that are of absolutely of no interest at all. The first is that this 
planet has a molten core, secondly it has tectonic plates and thirdly, looking at 
them, the earthquakes in this region must be massive. I think we will be safer 
out here a ways away from them at their base. Unless, of course, you have a 
desire to be crushed by a boulder in your sleep.”
Emma actually smiled at him. Then started walking parallel to the foothills 
trying to find a defile or wadi that we might use for shelter. She stopped at one 
point and picked up in her gloved hand a handful of sand and examined it 
carefully. Then taking out her small magnifying lens she studied it carefully.

“Mostly some kind of ground calcium. Mostly like small crustaceans 
from the ocean bottom. Not any quartz at all. They won't hold warmth for 
more than twenty minutes after the sun is gone. This whole desert had to be a 
sea once.” She dropped the sand, patted her hands together to be rid of the 
last remaining grains and started to walk again. After about a kilometer she 
pointed to a hole, a small cave, in the side of a small ridge. We walked toward 
it and I felt that sinking feeling in my stomach. I hated caves, big or small. 
Always had. I could tolerate basements because they were constructed not to 
fall in, but caves were a whole different matter to me. I stood on the outside 
while she looked around inside it since she obviously couldn’t be harmed by 
whatever denizen lived within. Coming back out she waved me in with a 
smile. With trepidation I bent over and walked in.

“Nothing has ever been here. No signs of any occupation, humanoid or 
animal. Not even insects or bats.” She shrugged.

“That is all good by me.” I said as I found a place to sit down.
“Not really. This looks like a totally dead planet, which bothers me. 

Why did your new girlfriend want you on an isolated planet that in no way can 
support life?”
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“You mean like her soul?” I joked darkly.
“My...suggestion...is that if we don't find some trace of life by 

tomorrow we head back to somewhere they make Martini's.” Emma sat down 
and wrestled her pack off her back.

“There’s an idea. This is not the reception I expected. I must agree with 
you on that.” Ted said moving into a dark mood.

“Perfect kill box. Find the one life form on the planet while orbiting it 
and blow up that point. Mission accomplished and no one to blame it on.” 
Emma sat back and closed her eyes thinking.

“Yet there are two of us.” Ted stated the factoid for the lack of anything 
else to say.

“I don't register on life scanners. I also don't leave any trail behind me. A 
photonic trail maybe. I come and go like the wind and no one knows from 
where I come or where I go.” She was still sitting quietly. “If my name were 
Corbett and I wanted someplace alone to have my will and my way with you, 
and not in a good way, I could not think of a better place than this one.”

“You would save me.” Ted smiled at her, hoping she would agree.
“I don't know. I came with you to protect my interests while you are 

seeking some other woman that you have had a crush on since you were kid. 
Somehow, I think I might have made a serious mistake in my judgment calls.” 
She let her head lull to one side.

“You’re scaring me now.” Ted said.
Emma opened one eye and looked at him. “It was meant that way, lover.” 
“It worked.”

The wind started howling like a dying thing outside the cave. Thank 
God she picked the correct side of the canyon for us to be in, Ted thought. 
The wind had intensified to somewhere around fifty miles an hour right now. 
Standing outside, it would be ripping their equipment apart and pushing sand 
into every opening no matter how small. What is truly unusual was the fact 
that it is higher off the ground. Watching the sand it did not seem to move 
much just outside the cave mouth. There must be a clear space about
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“Sleep well?” She asked.
“It would have been better if I knew where you were and that you were 

okay. Outside of that there wasn't much to disturb me. It was dead silent in 

here, totally black and empty. Much like a grave I would imagine.” Ted 

didn't mean for it to come out that harsh. But he was still upset with her 
leaving without a word.

“Well my love, I learned more in one night than we could together in 
two weeks. You dear, have been conned. This is about the deadliest place in 
the universe we could have gone. There is an ancient legend of people who 
fought the Sumer Empire. They would not bow nor could they be broken. 
One day, they left their world and no one knew where they went. This Fold is 
why no one has ever found them. And to add surprise upon surprise. They 
are originators of the great myth of the Voice from the Outer world. They are 

the ones waiting for him to appear. The Ki-an. The toughest and hardest 
group that has existed. This planet is theirs and no one even knows they are 
here and they are just fine with that fact.” Emma made a half smile and shook 

her head.
“This is not sounding good at all. In fact, it is sounds like someplace we 

need we leave.” Ted answered her.
“Easier said than done. Normally, if there is such a thing, they don't just 

kill trespassers off. They test them to see what knowledge they have. From the 
moment we landed we have been tracked. There are over ten outside right 
now hiding in the rocks. They want you and maybe me alive to test. But if we 

start to hit the pull us out button, before the Time Wave hit us, we would be 
chopped up into little pieces. Well, at least you would be.” Emma frowned.

“That somehow is not comforting to hear that.” Ted waited. “Why not 
you?”

“Good looking woman are few and far between. They fetch a pretty 
penny among the nobles.” She winked at him.

“Are they technologically advanced?” Ted was struggling up a hill here.
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“No not in one sense. They are a desert people and have the ways of 
such. But there a hell of lot more of them than anyone would believe. They 
are scattered all over this world. Living underground. There’s nothing here 

that grows or lives, so they must have some means of producing food. Finding 
water and storing it. As well as the fact that amass they left their original world 
for this place, where most beings don't know a place exists. That would give 
me pause to offer an answer about their technological abilities.” A complex 
answer that fit perfectly all the facts.

“Why in the hell would she send me here?” Ted was now pissed again.
“To find out if you are ‘The Expected One'to  start the great crusade 

across space. You overcome these people, they are a group that billions would 
join. Ki-An carry a fierce name with them. They cost the Empire hundreds of 
battle hardened Legions. Kill one, two more took his place. Forgiveness and 

mercy are probably non-understood words here. Compromise and compassion 
are right up there as well.” Emma took a bite of his energy bar. “That is about 
as delightful as eating dirt.” She spit it out.

“It's on my to-do list, find the guys that made these and do really evil 
things to them.” Ted winched at his own words. His mood was getting darker 
and darker by the moment. He no longer wanted to talk to a certain Austrian 
lady, but more likely would throttle her for the enjoyment of it.

“Ki-An? Strange name. Never heard anything about them. Yet my 
knowledge of Aliens is pretty much limited to books on the subject, which are 
all re-writes of someone else’s books and page three of the National Enquirer. 
The one where they are shaking hands with Dick Cheney.” Ted mused.

“That’s not really their name. What they call themselves is much longer 
and almost impossible for anyone to say correctly. Which really pisses them 
off. Ki-An is the name of the weapon they carry in a sheath on their backs. 
Looks like a boomerang only more accurate. A fifty centimeter hunk of tough 

metal that makes steel look weak. Right in the middle it has a forty-five degree 
bend in it. All four sides are sharp like razors. If you pick one up without the 
handle, there is a good chance you will be missing some fingers. That's sharp.
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Notch on the outside blade at both ends. Fits snugly into a wood handle. 

They can use them for hand to hand fighting. But if someone tries to run 

away they can throw it. Pull back and toss it from any angle. Hit the spring 

control in the handle the blade comes off and this thing flies. With all blades 

sharpened, it is going to hurt. Out to about thirty meters these guys can put it 

into a circle two inches across. Thrown horizontally it will cut the leg right off 

someone. Just nasty.” She looked through the bag for something else to 

munch on. “Didn't you bring any of those chocolates with peanut butter 

centers or the little round one's about the size of marble that have the nut 

inside it?”
“No, but I was thinking of calling Master Control and having them send 

an ice chest of cold beers.” Ted sat back and closed his eyes.

“There better be a ham and cheese sandwich in there, with extra ham, 

double serving of mayo and lettuce, if you want to live through the day.” She 

continued to look through all the pockets of the equipment. “There isn't even 

a stick of gum.” She tossed the backpack aside.

“You know for a this really hyper advanced interdimensional super being, 

you have a lousy diet.” Ted leaned his head over and looked at her. “I thought 

like you’re a breathairian, or something, that got all their energy from 

breathing fresh air and soaking in yellow sunshine only.”

“No, we survive on fresh air, pure water, a little salad like about a rabbit’s 

portions with a lite dressing on it made from fruit nectar. After seventeen 

years with you, I will eat any meat at all. As long as it is rare, cooked twice 

over with a Zippo lighter and still has plenty of blood; any color. Remember 

that character on Sallis Four that got all upset when I ordered the fourth bowl 

of, what was that?” Emma looked off trying to pull it back.

“Grintin. I never asked what it was, but he thought you were a barbarian. 

Four people were sharing one bowl and you wanted four. Horrifying to him. 

He finally gave it to you when you threatened to burn the place down with a 

lightening bolt and then had one hit fifty feet away from the front door.” Ted 

laughed as did Emma.
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“Truly what the hell are we doing here, Ted?” She leaned her head back 
against the wall.

“Chasing a vision, a dream, something I have spent a lifetime trying to 
understand. Seems stupid right now though. It is taking on the characteristics 
of an obsessive compulsive disorder in all reality.” Ted looked up at the 
ceiling. “Should we be going?”

“Not yet it is still too cold out there. Let the suns get half way up toward 
noon. There is path west that we can follow and I can show you some 
interesting sites.” She kicked her back pack.

“You know that is not fair. I fall asleep and you take off and go off and 
look at the good stuff first.” Ted acted hurt.

“What should I do. Snuggle up next to you listening to you snore and I 
can lay here and look at that cave ceiling all night.” She pouted.

“You didn't seem to mind the last time we slept together.” Ted said 
defensively.

“We weren't sleeping. Remember?” She shook her head.
“These suits don't help. We might get out of them, but we need a pound 

of grease and a shoe horn to get back into them.” Ted defended.

* ❖ * ❖ *

The ancient city had been massive. The monotony of the 
architecture proved that people had the right angle down to a science. The 
streets were straight as well, yet there were curves in them at about the same 
point. It seemed more like a demarcation line of some kind of social status 
rather than anything aesthetic. In the far distance at the base of the 
mountains, we could see a large complex. Spires and towers of open skeletons 
stood out against the dreary back drop of gray granite. Even using the small 
binoculars I brought with me, the overlaying composite of twisted metal and 
deformity of structures defied identification.
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Yes, Emma was right. This had been a flourishing sea port at some 

distant time. A massive city in comparison to most ancient ruins. Yet in many 
degrees it was also modern. They had a water system that served each resident 

and shop. A sewer system of some kind, more advanced with covered drains in 
the streets leading down to them.

The houses were utilitarian in nature. Small compact, having only a few 
rooms. They were all empty of anything except for roofing materials scattered 
on the floor from crashing in. The ceiling panels were a vitrified mixture of 

sand and quartz, which spoke to a complex technology in the art of glass 
making. The panels had fallen, but had not shattered which was of great 

interest to me.
The walls, all of them, were made from the abundant sand, compressed 

after having a stabilizing agent added to them. The only comparison I had 

was epoxy but yet the material did not have that texture to it. The blocks were 
left with a clean and crisp exterior. I was puzzled as to how they placed them 
together since I find no form of adhesive or mortar between them. A single 
story house was one thing to build without a binding base but when one saw 
that there was a whole other section of the city that contained multistory 
structures, that would be an impossibility.

It seemed that for every block or two, there was a small shop of some kind 
on the corners where two roads converged. Again the utilitarian method of 
display was utilized. Stone shelves several feet high clung to the walls. 
Kicking the dust and sand away from one corner, I found nothing more than 
flat stone floor.

Emma was standing in the street, looking up and down it, as if she was 
trying to picture it in her minds eye when this place was inhabited. Following 

her eyes was trying to make out what she was so intent with staring at.
“What do you see that I don't?” Ted finally asked her.

“It's what’s NOThere. No parking for carriages or coaches or vehicles or 
horses. No alleys or mews for any kind of stables. Look at the street. No marks 
of heavy loads on the stones. Also look around carefully, this is like a typical
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Arab town, all walls join, long streets, yet unlike them, there is no inner court 
or patio. No place for children. No common areas for people to gather in. 
Just cells for houses. If they did move around it was by foot. High born and 
nobility never walk among the masses. Carts perhaps pushed down each 

street that brought commodities to them. Yet we saw no areas at the edge of 
the city for that kind of commerce to take place. Just the wall and gate we 

passed through. One is surely not going to have garden patches on the roof, 
when that is the only place that you see sunlight from.

“As we go deeper into this place, the streets will become darker from 
shadows. Where does the refuse go? Where are the earthen mounds for 

garbage? What happened to the dead here? There is no place to...process the 
side-effects of life.”

“All good questions, which I have no answers to.” Ted said quietly.

“Have you see any sign of language at all, even some graffiti?” Emma 
was still watching down one street.

“No signs, no painting on the walls, no colors but the burnt desert gray 
of the stones. You know we won't reach that complex tonight. We are going to 
have to stay in this place tonight and then get up there tomorrow. Then 
another day to get out of here by the fast route, which we should be able to 
find from the high ground.” She sighed. “A haunted and lonely place. They 
must have all left at once. Maybe in a hurry, or not. I can't prove that but 
inside me it has that feeling.”

“Let’s keep moving and see if anything changes.” Ted said.
“Not yet. Turn around please.” Ted responded without question. Emma 

unzipped and pulled the flap off one compartment on his backpack. She 
pulled out four parts machined perfectly to fit into each other without a tool. 

Her nimble hands locked the unit together tightly. Then she pulled out a 
nylon belt that held five canisters and she started to place them inside the 
lower chamber quickly.
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She had just assembled the MRC 56/98 launcher, in military parlance 

the AGW Marine Egress Assault Tool -  Rifle. It was designed to blow huge 

holes in metal reinforced walls and dogged hatches.

The MRC name was actually in relationship to the size of the round that 

was fired out of it. 56 centimeters in diameter and 98 centimeter long. The 

biggest hand held weapon anyone had ever invented. The three parts were 

the shell, which was machined titanium a quarter inch thick that could 

withstand over one hundred and fifty thousand pounds of pressure per inch. A 

three chamber propellant area. When the round was fired they ignited in 

sequence. Driving the half pound projectile at about seven thousand feet a 

second. The projectile had a massive high grade steel ball in front with a 

shaped charge of RDX-HE to drive it through just about anything up to three 

inches of high tinsel-strength metal bulk heads. The thin metal cover around 

the projectile had been engineered to come apart on contact, sending well 

over two hundred shards of molten metal flying at four thousand feet a second 

in the full circumference to where the round hit. The round had a kill radius 

of twenty feet just from the compression pressure and another fifteen feet from 

the shards. At the MRC field training center a ballistic dummy had been put 

up twenty feet away from where the round would hit. The secondary 

projectile had made in look like a spaghetti strainer.

Because of the proper name for it, the Marines gave it their own name, 

the MEAT gun. Emma pulled out the ballistic nylon neck/shoulder strap and 

lapped it over me and hooked the other end to the side of the rifle. Then she 

opened her back pack and pulled out two nylon straps that had five shells each 

resting in their places like a bandoleer. She pushed one on my left side 

projectile side outward and back and then placed the other one on her vest in 

the same place.
“Okay, let’s move in deeper.” She said and started to walk.

“I guess you think we might need this?” The weapon was heavy hanging 

from my shoulder, but Ted knew he was carry a lot of carnage and death in a 

little package.
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“Just like Tau?” Their last battle together where Ted had lost another 
lover and wife.

“Exactly. We may need a few seconds for me to pull us out of here. We 
are carrying a lot of weight.” Emma moved ahead of him in silence.

After another hour of walking, they had moved into the area where the 
multistory buildings where. These were more like Roman villas with a central 
court and water features. So it was a stratified society. There were larger 
markets and open shops that resembled restaurants. Yet still no artifacts. The 
houses were much bigger and the rooms very large. The houses had air vents 
running into them that passed over what most likely would be a water pond so 
the house would be naturally cooled. The distinction was sharp and highly 
contrasting.

Ted jumped when his Gravity G-phone on his belt went off. He hit the 
relay button and answered.

“Humphrey.”
“Ted, it's David. Where the hell have you been?” The man sounded 

agitated.
“Sorry MOM! It’s only been twelve hours since I last checked in with 

Master Control, why?”
“Try THREE DAYS and you would be closer.” David said.
“Hmm...” Ted calculated. “Six earth days for every one day here. Forty 

two days will have passed when we get back.” Ted observed.
“What’s going on? I heard some chatter between you and Emma early 

this morning. Seems like you got out a MEAT gun? What’s wrong?” David 
was ready to pull Ted and Emma, Ted could tell.

“We found a ruined city that is huge. Zero occupation, however, we had 
four nomads following us last night.” Ted answered him.
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“I can have six Marines there in three hours or a full SEAL team if you 

want.” David was right on it.

“Negative. Thank you David, but I don't feel it warrants that just yet. Are 

you still tracking us though?” Ted continued looked around him.

“I show you about 50 kilometers north and west of your drop zone.” The 

answer came back.
“Right on. We have moved about five clicks inside the town.” Ted was 

uncertain what else to tell him.

“What's it like? Cancun with no tourists?” David chuckled.
“Try Taoudenni salt mines in Mali.” Ted answered him.

“So no air B and B's, it sounds like?”

“Actually Taoudenni would look great in comparison to this place. Now, 

that I think about it.” Ted responded.

“I think I will pass and wait for the family trip slide show with a cold beer 

in hand.”
“Bad comment right about now. For multiple reasons.” Ted smiled

“How about we try check ins about every six hours, your time?” David 

suggested.
“It may be just a double clicks, if that is okay?

“Anything man. We just need to know that you are alive.”

“Thank you David.” He paused “Humphrey clear.”

Two clicks came back at him.

*

Compressed time in this fold. That would make this run even harder to 

date. Ted looked up and down the street and did not see Emma. He looked 

at movement on a roof and she was hurrying down the stairs.

Hitting the ground with a jump from almost the second floor she grabbed 

Ted’s arms in a panic.
“Come on, pard, we need to hide!” She pulled him through a large 

house and found what she was looking for. It seemed like a small back
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bedroom with no windows. Dropping her pack she grabbed the thermal 
multipurpose sleeping bags. She unfolded them and laid them out in one 
corner and then started to place heavy stones around their edge. Ted was 
helping her even though he hadn’t dumped his back or front packs yet.

“What's up?”
“We got the mother of all storms coming right at us.” She zipped and 

placed the Velcro binders over them. Getting inside she pumped the small 
hydraulic apex jack to lift the center and form a tent. It still was high inside 
but one could crawl around. Tossing her stuff inside, she helped Ted with his 
and tossed it in as well.

“Get inside here. Close the outer flap, then zip it up tight, then 
secure the inner flap. Do not come out until I get back. The storm may lull, 
but promise me you will stay put until my return.” She held him tight against 

her.
“You’re shaking.” Ted said.
“This is like no storm anyone has seen. A good hundred miles wide and 

moving fast. I have to find out what’s the cause of this. Turn on your 
atmospheric generator and don't turn it off. In fifteen minutes there is not 
going to be any air to breath in here.” She hugged him again and then shoved 
him forcefully inside the shelter.

“Lock it up, Ted. Trust me on this one.”

He did as she said, wrapped his arms around his body and sat there 
looking around at the glowing inside of the makeshift tent. The shelter was 
partially translucent, the reason being, light would pass through it and make it 
almost invisible in open country, almost like wearing a thermal optics suits. 
He could still see light out through the doorway, but it was the rushing sound 

of the noise that first grasped his attention. Like a multi locomotive train in 
the distance coming at you. Ted laid his head to the floor and listened. It was 

if someone had a speaker system in a car and the audio mixer was set on heavy 
bass and they were playing a thumping rap song at full blast. The bass 
vibration was actually shaking the floor.
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In twenty minutes the room was pitch black inside. The sound outside 

was deafening. The wind speeds had to be well over a hundred and fifty miles 

an hour. Like being at the edges of an F-4. Running madly down each street 

and passing open doorways it created a cacophony of sounds that was 

somewhere between the screaming of demons and the shrill cries of half a 

hundred banshees. He could feel the fear coursing through his veins as the 

eddies and side currents of air ripped through the small room. To keep the 

tent from forming a sail he pulled the apex pole down, grabbed the center of 

the shelter and clung to it for dear life. The speed picked up and the sound of 

the moaning wind was off set by the sounds of chucks of blocks being hurled 

around the building slamming into walls.
The level of the storm increased and increased. Ted was concerned that 

the building would come crumbling in on him at any moment. If not before, 

now he knew why this city was dead. He was also acutely aware why there was 

no paint, signs or writing on anything. Only the construction of the blocks 

could survive this kind of storm. He pulled out his monitor from his back 

pack and Emma had been right again. There was no breathable air outside his 

atmospheric suit. There wasn't even a place or category on his Koppen climate 

classification table for something like this. Any water exposed to this kind of 

storm would be ripped from ponds, lakes or river. Evaporating immediately.

Ted took his front bag and laid it under his head. Still holding the center 

of the shelter be pulled down to his chest. Looking at his watch he released 

the sun had to be down by now. Would the friction of the storm keep the 

temperature warmer was his question?

An hour later he knew the answer to that question as well. The shelter 

outside the fabric was rigid and frozen. Laying there his eyes were closed 

when the first lightening bolt flashed outside. Followed by only two seconds 

and the void created by it was rapidly filled with the atmosphere and the 

sound of thunder exploded above him like Thor pounding M’jolnir on Odin’s 

anvil.
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As the flashes of electric blue grew in intensity and thunder continued 
unabated, Ted rolled over and looked out toward the doorway. With each 
flash he swore to himself that he could see movement in the other room. 
Someone or something darting from wall to wall. Maybe the Ki-An knew how 
to work around this kinds of storm and had finally found him alone and 
assailable. He was not going to die on this barren planet and this universe that 
was not his own. His hand moved down his side and he brought up the MEAT 
gun next to him. An old Hemingway line passed through his mind: 
“Not like a steer in a slaughterhouse but like a fighting bull in the ring.”

Between flashes he crawled to the back corner of the room inside the 
shelter. Propping himself up in the corner he leveled the weapon at the entry 
point. It did not matter how sharp their knives were, they were not cutting this 
material the shelter was made of. It took a plasma cutter on the highest setting 
for this panels to be cut from the bolt of material. The same material used on 
the side of the Vipers.

His plan was simple. When they opened the entrance panel he would 
fire right past them hitting the wall on the other side of the room. The 
concession and fragmentary units would cut them to pieces and the shelter 
would protect him. It sounded good, but whether it was true or not would 
need to be tested in real time. This was one of the incidents where there was 
no second chance to get it right.

As suddenly as the storm had started it stopped. Ted moved toward the 
flap to open it just a little and looked out. Then Emma's words rattled around 
his head. Nothing was happening though. He could get some air possibly 
and see if someone was in the house besides him. He laid there in the 
darkness listening as hard as he could for any movement. He could feel his 

own heart beat and almost hear it because the room was so silent. It would be 
just plain stupid to turn on any kind of light, in this darkness, so he avoided his 
impulse to flip on his belt light to drive the gloom away from around him.

When he thought of where he was, just how far from home and not with 
Emma, the reality of his own smallness in the universe hit him hard. He was
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used to being King of His Universe and Master of Hi Domain. The feeling of 

being a trapped animal flooded into him. Why was he here? What was he 

doing? Was this another trap? The final question that froze him in his 

position was if the card had not been left by the woman he sought for 

knowledge, but another who hated him so much?

He buried his face between his arms and covered his head with them 

when the blue electrical flash tore open the sky again, followed by a clap of 

thunder that would have put Odin's laughter to shame. The whole house 

around him shuddered. He could hear the ripping and tearing at the outside 

walls as the wind again, screamed up the street sweeping clean anything in 

their path. It was the back side of the cyclonic storm.

The worst part.
Even with his atmospheric suit on he had to work to clear his ears 

from the rapid change of pressure inside the shelter. Pushing their belongings 

out of the way he crawled to the room’s edge inside the shelter and tried to 

press himself into the crevasse where the side wall met the floor. His eyes 

were screwed down as tight as he could get them and even with his goggles on 

the light of the flashes still drove photons into his retinas.
Ted had not thought about any religious aspects on his life for years, 

since he had been a young man. Yet, for the first time he searched his mind 

for the words to offer up to any deity that might be listening at the moment to 

him. “Please God! Protect Emma!”
A lightening bolt hit in the street just outside this house. He heard the 

crumbing on a street side wall. As well as feeling the static electricity move 

across the floor under his body. For another two hours the storm raged 

outside turning the minutes into hours. He was cold and tired trying to hold 

focus on his struggle to survive this ordeal. In all the worlds he had been on, 

he had never experienced such an immense demonstration of nature as was 

happening just a few inches away from him on the other side of the stone 

aggregate wall. A strange thought passed through him. Now he knew why the
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outside of the buildings had the shining veneer look they did. They had been 
sand blasted to a polished shine.

Then slowly the winds started to diminish, the lightening ceased and 
with it the thunder. Ted was covered inside his suit with sweat. He started to 
breath deeper and worked on slowing his heart rate. Exhaustion finally took 
over as the hormones started to leach out of his body and sleep came that was 
black and dreamless.

He never heard the tent flap open or the zipper pulled down very slowly 
so it would not disturb him. An afternoon and a full night of being confined 
in this shelter and feeling like at any moment it was going to be the last, had 
taken it's toll. Living through a storm like this, even inside a shelter was an 
accomplishment that should not ever be discounted for anyone. Before his 
falling away completely into the oblivion of sleep, his last thoughts were for 

still for the safety of Emma.

A J|C

With a start, Ted gasped for breath. Raising his head he could not 
remember where he was, what he was doing here, or even who he was. All 
identity had slipped from him during sleep. Then slowly, his senses returned 
and he felt the hand resting on his shoulder. He was still facing the wall, so he 

turned his head to face outward and laying next to him, Emma had her head 
on a pack and a smile on her face.

“I heard you last night.” Her voice was almost a whisper. “Thank you for 
caring.”

“It’s more than caring. A lot more.” Ted reached over and laid his hand 
on her stomach. “Are you alright and safe?”

“Yes. But there is so much that I have learned, even I can not process it 

fast enough.” She paused. “I found our Ki-An, the ones that were following 
us. Pathetic at best. They knew the storm was coming and took off. There is 
only a small group of them. Nine or ten. They found a cave that has a small
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trickle stream in it, for their water supply. The herd of small animals like 

some variety of sheep. Their herd is small but it does give them milk and now 

and then I would imagine a meal when one of them are no longer productive 

and nearing the end. Their famous blades are pitting, scuffed and dull. The 

males are all older and the women are younger, yet I saw no children. Seeing 

them I realized that they are more scared of us, than we should be of them. 

They would only attack to rob us blind of everything we have. They would 

probably like the energy bars.” She didn't smile at that comment.

“They won't be here in one more generation. Then I checked all the 

other communities I had seen the night before. Deserted, abandoned, empty, 

nothing left behind. Most likely because of the cyclonic storms. Yet I found 

no natural source for it. No great body of water, no temperate zones at all. 

The storms have destroyed this planet and killed most everyone. The small 

groups that in the hills are most like those that were ostracized before the 

storms started anyway. The city dwellers were killed off by the storms. This is 

a dead world, but it has a secret, which is why we are here. That secret I don't 

know yet. But something. I would imagine we will know more about when 

we make it to the citadel in the center of this place.”
Ted just listened. All he knew now was that he was alive and so was she 

and that was all that mattered to him.
“We get off this planet alive, I will take you and get your four bowls or 

more of Grintin, no matter where we need to go to find it.” Ted said to her, 

looking at her eye level to eye level.

“Now that is true caring. Come on old man, get up and let's get going. 

Mother will be calling you from home, asking if you stayed out all night with 

that hussy again.” She started pushing stuff out the opening and set them up 

to move again.
Ted still ached from last night. Mostly due to keeping his muscles so 

tight. That was one of those experiences the next time he would like to read 
about in a report without being part of it or even a statistic within it.
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After getting everything loaded up on them and tightening down all the 
straps, Ted called in his report and heard the two clicks. Clearly, David was 
not on duty. That was good for him. He did not want to have explain himself.

They started to jog up one of the streets. They was no reason to go slow 

and carefully. There was nothing at all of see here now. There hadn't been in 
years. Just a dead city. Ted did wanted to find out how these people had put 
these blocks together and what they had used for a mortar. He could make a 
fortune from that by building the replacements for mobile homes in hurricane 
alley back in the states.

Today he found holding his MEAT gun a pleasure. He was armed but in 

most likelihood would not have to use it on living beings. Still it had a good 
purpose and that would be for a key to the door at the place on the hill.

It took them only three hours of dog trotting to get up to the wall line that 

surrounded the place.
They walked for three kilometers to find a gate inside. Then Ted made one 
with one shot. Once inside the parameter, it was still a kilometer to the first 
structures. All were out buildings, now empty. He found places were tools 
had been, but now they were just piles of iron oxide.

Finding what appeared to be a main corridor they started to work their 
way up it. Now a little slower. The dust level was lower in here and a great 
deal of the floor was visible.

At the end of that corridor, was a huge assembly room. Massive, more 
than huge. They could see enough from cracks in the high walls that they did 
not need their flashlights. Standing to one side was a huge effigy of someone, 
humanoid, wearing a robe. It sat on a huge pedestal and looked like the 
center point and reason for the entire room itself. It had to be thirty feet high. 
Polished granite was the base stone.

Ted just shook his head. A lot of work went into this thing. A lot sweat equity 
that didn't get paid back.

“I don't think he helped much.” Ted said sarcastically.
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“Over there.” Emma pointed at another corridor heading farther back 

into the mountain. After passing through the first one, they were pretty sure 

there was no side corridors joining it. So they picked up speed again and 

started once more trotting instead of walking at a slow pace. It ran a good 

kilometer into the mountain's heart. All the time they were moving they 

found the temperature was increasing around them and the air more stagnate. 

Both of them clicked on their atmosphere suits and took some deep breathes 

to regain their strength.
At one point, Emma motioned to take a break. She wiped her face with 

the edge of her Keffiyeh or Shemagh, her Arab tactical desert scarf that had so 

many purposes. Ted was sucking more water than he should out of his 

hydration pack, she motioned for him to stop. He had just drunk more water 

than his body could produce in a whole day.

“We need to slow up, we are burning way too much energy. It's hotter in 

here than in the open desert. We must be near a geological fissure or the 

molten core is a lot closer to the surface than I had thought.” She went to one 

knee.
Ted considered all of that and a few more explanations and decided his 

mentioning them was meaningless. She most likely already knew. So he 

settled for “Yup.”
“Come on, it can't be that much farther, but let's walk to it.” She started 

to move and Ted was just fine with that idea. Sixty pounds of backpack, 

limited water and his morning intake of his health bar, left him just wanting a 

cold beer from his frig in the office. Really, really cold.
Twenty minutes later they saw the lentil of a door way into another 

chamber. Hopefully it wouldn't be Vig the first status girlfriend. The doors 

which were massive, industrial and had been closed tight at some remote time 

were now hanging onto the frame of the door by some thin strains of rust that 

had once been hinges.
Walking into the room they could make out a distant noise of some kind 

of power generation unit working away. Flickering and mostly fallen lamps
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tried to illuminate the vast chamber. Its just that there were not enough to be 
able to make out the true size or nature. It seemed as though the room 
contained a series of similar machines in two rows. Ted started to walk the 
open place in between them. Circular in nature, raised above the floor and 
each one look destroyed. From the damage it looked as though it was made on 
purpose. Great rolls of wire had been physically ripped out on their bases and 
laid on the floor, corroded and caked.

Climbing up the side of one after removing his back and chest pack Ted 
noticed the polished flat surfaces. The same kind of glass that was used for the 
roof tiles in the houses. There were concentric circles painted or etched in 
their surfaces. Each circle had a symbol next to it. Looking up and using his 
high intensity flashlight he could see where someone or something had made 
a dome structure out of the rock directly above their center.

“Ted!” Emma yelled from a distance away from him. Ted was off the 
unit and pulling his packs back on as he ran toward where he thought her 
voice came from. It was toward the end of the line on the left. The tenth unit 
on this side. She was standing there looking up into the abyss above them. 
When he got to her side, she pointed.

A purple vortex column was running from the ceiling downwards towards 
the top of the unit. Standing back Ted could feel the power being fed into the 
device. As he walked around it he found the control board. Several lamps 
had burned out over the years but one look at the meters told him what this 
thing was, even with no one being able to translate the language on it.

He moved his flashlight up and to the very edge of the unit and watched 
the purple mist flow over the edge, evaporating in the still air. It had the smell 
of ozone to it. Ted lifted the all spectrum camera on his chest and kept his 
light on the mist while he took a number of still shots. He had photographed 
the whole inside of this structure.

“You have an idea what this is?” Emma asked him in a whisper as if 
speaking in a normal tone might set something off.
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“I do. And that is not good.” He pulled at her and moved down the 
chamber deeper into it until he entered another chamber equally vast. Long 

flat coffin like boxes sat in rows. Four or five of them had lights working on 
the them, but all of them were functioning. He just shook his head.

“Oh Lord.” He swore softly. Pulling his scintillation meter out he 
checked the room for radioactivity. The room was hot. Not just in heat but in 
radioactive particles flying around. “We can't stay in here very long. At least I 
can’t. Come on.” In turn he took her hand and jogged out the doors, pushing 
them closed the best he could, but there was no way they were sealed.

“We need to get out of here, right now.” Ted looked at her. In all their 
time together they had never held back from one another any information that 
the other person needed. But right now, Ted’s instincts told him to lie.

“Don't do that.” Emma looked at him seriously.

“Those are RPGs, Radioactive Power Generators. They use isotopes to 
create electricity in the simplest of terms. However, they have a nasty habit of 
producing a lot of heat as a by product. Those no longer have their water 
jackets around them and even if they did, there’s no water to cool them. 

This...” he pointed to the unit still running, “...is a Time Runner, the biggest, 
I bet, we have, or anyone else, has ever seen. The problem right now is that it 
is defective because it does not have enough energy to use it, but it has enough 
to produce the cyclonic storm out there. It builds up in intensity and then lets 
go a storm that sweeps the planet until it uses all the energy up that created it. 
That is bad enough. But the RPGs are beyond critical. The casings are 
melting and once they do there will be a critical incident of a major 
magnitude. Effectively ripping this planet apart. They went too far and 
produced a system that, once started, they couldn't control anymore. Some 
part of it was automated or an AI, I don't have time to find out. But it took 
over and started to work without any overview of the makers of it.” Ted 
motioned and started to run back the way they came. Emma was right on his 
heels.
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They stopped in the chamber of the statutes. “This was a transport 
center. This city was the hub for the movement of everything in this region. 
People brought things here and they got them sent someplace else. These 
people were the middlemen exchanging for their services.” After catching his 
breath they took off again.

“Where are we going, if this place is going to destroy everything? You 
want me to pull us out?” Emma asked her voice trembling.

“You don't know if we would be locked inside this fold with even your 
ability? No. I have another plan.” They kept moving and an hour later they 
were outside in the sunlight. Late afternoon was approaching them.

“Shouldn't we find shelter?” Emma looked at the sky and pointed in the 
distance. Another massive storm was on the horizon coming this way.

“No. Not again.” Ted hit the emergency call button on his gravity 
phone.

“Master Control.”
“Jerk us, now.” Ted yelled. Ten seconds later a purple haze was swirling 

around them and then they vaporized.

Ted's eyes slowly opened. He was looking at an institutional ceiling. Two 
by three acoustical tiles. Some recessed lights on softly and yet the room was 
bright. Lolling his head one way he realized he was in a hospital room. The 
upper half of one wall was all windows. It looked bright and sunny outside. 
Moving his head the other way, he was looking into the face of an old friend. 
Emma sat there in a soft blue pant suit. She was reading a book.

“Hey you.” Ted’s voice seemed harsh and raspy to himself.
“Lay still. I’ll get a nurse.” She closed the book and laid it on the table 

next to the head of his bed. She ran her hand down the side of his face. “You 
scared a lot of people again.” Then she walked into the hallway.
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Ted started to look at himself. He had two IV's stuck into him and was 

on two different monitors that were beeping away softly.

She opened the door and a doctor and nurse came in. The nurse started 

to look at the meters and the doctor was right by his side, optiscope in hand 

checking his eyes and eye lids. Taking his pulse and touching the skin on his 

arm.
“Will someone tell me what I am doing in a hospital room?” Ted tried to 

control his anger.
“You were doing a good job of trying to die on us, Director. But I don't 

understand how come you’re not dead.” The doctor stood back.

“That's great bedside manner. Tell the patient they should be dead and 

be awestruck because they are not. Where did you learn medicine, Sears and 

Roebucks tool department and medical school?” Ted snarled out.

“Shut up, you sarcastic bastard. You should be dead and that is a 

scientific and verifiable truth. Yet here you are, starting already to be a jerk as 

usual.” The doctor looked at his legs and pressed on them. Taking his hand 

he examined his fingernails. “Shit. I want to do tests on you for a year, I'd get 

the Nobel prize for what I would learn.” He dropped Ted’s arm back into 

place.
“All good, no anomalies.” The nurse said. The doctor took a chair from 

the wall and spun it around and sat down looking at Ted.

“What is wrong, don't I pay you enough?” Ted shot back at him.

“That is what I mean. I had you in an induced coma, expecting the 

worst and you wake up, being the same miserable jerk you always are when 

you come down here. You don't show up for normal physicals, miss your 

flight certification exams, will hardly give blood samples unless we beg. Then 

you show up from another plane crash and your fried with radiation, 

dehydrated to the point that your kidneys are shutting down, third degree 

burns on part of your face and hands. You look like after you crashed you 

fought half the Taliban army. The strong bets were all on the shady side of 

death for you. Then three days ago you start to heal and your body starts to
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purge your system. I got urine bags that have to have a 'highly radioactive' 
sticker on them and had been sent to some land fill in Nevada under a 

mountain. You could run a nuclear plant off your stool. First three days you 
were in isolation and no one without a rad suit could come near you. You 

glowed in the dark. Everyone except Miss Emma here. She would not leave 
your side.” The doctor rubbed his face and sat back. “What the hell type of 
experimental piece of shit were you flying anyway?”

“Something top secret, doc. Is Emma okay?” Ted asked.
“How the hell should I know?” He said throwing up his hands in disgust. 

“I demanded that I listen to her back and I get Beethoven's Fifth in my 

stethoscope and she laughs at me. So we reached a tacit agreement, that I 
wouldn't ask and she wouldn't tell.” The doctor looked at her and she smiled 
at him. “But in honesty I think she thinks that I am about as qualified as some 

witch doctor up the Zambezi. She then proceeded to give me the most 
accurate diagnosis I have ever seen; down to the microscopic level of your 
blood platelets as if she was reading me the train schedule from Union 
Station. So I got it the first time, that she is some kind of medical doctor you 
guys hid down in a pit somewhere around this place.” He raised his hands in 
surrender. “I don't know, but she knows her stuff. I told her if she wants a 
position here we would make room for her at any time.” He looked at her 
again and Emma did not say word, but just had a half grin on her face. “But I 
don't think we can afford her.”

“You can't.” Ted moved himself up in bed and took a couple of deep 
breathes. “When am I cleared to leave and by the way how long have I been 
out?”

“A week, eight days actually. Why ask me when you can leave? I have 

no reason to stop you. You are as fit as any man thirty-five. But with the 
exception of being half brain dead for still flying experimental planes and 
being the head of this place at the same time.” The doctor got up. “I am glad 
you’re alright, though. Still, you should be dead.” He turned to the nurse. 
“Take the tubes out of him get him out of here.” He walked out.

70



sean-na^/^  m u rre n
Emma had someone pick up some soft clothing for Ted in his suite in 

North Two. He felt great as he got dressed and was finally ready for work. He 
looked around the table for his chronograph and Emma pulled it out of her 
pocket and handed it to him. She had also polished it and took the scratches 
off the glass lens. It looked brand new even though he’d had it for over forty- 
five years.

As they walked down the hallway they did not speak once in the elevator 
going up. Ted hit the stop button, used his key to override the alarm and just 
stood there leaning on the side wall looking at her.

“What? You want to do it in an elevator. Some kind of fetish you have 

had since childhood.” She laughed that infectious laugh of hers.
“What did you do?” Ted just looked at her.
“Nothing really.” She hit the button on the elevator and nothing 

happened.
“It is going nowhere until I unlock it. It is a security measure so that a 

few people could get in here and lock themselves between floors as a 
secondary shelter if needed.” Ted held up the key. “What did you do?”

“I watched you for two days slipping away. On the second night, I just 
gave you a blood transfusing when no one was around.” She crossed her arms 
and leaned on her shoulder against the back wall.

He put the key back in the control and twisted it and the elevator started 
again moving upwards.

“Happy now?” She looked disgusted at him.
“No. I got a thousand memories that aren't mine running in my head 

and a lot of them are really pleasant. Mostly about me being rotten to you. 
What a way to make someone atone for their sins.” He lowered his voice to 
just over a whisper. “I owe you so much that I can never repay. I am sorry for 
all of that.”

“Don't be.” She stretched out like a large house cat and then took his 
hand. “I am here, willingly. I wouldn't want you any other way, so just be who
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you are, my love. There are so few of you in the universe.” She smiled at him. 
He could not understand why she loved him. It made no sense to him at all.

“Was it that bad after we got back?” He wondered out loud.
“Screwed really. I should have seen it, but even I missed the radioactive 

background level. That storm was loaded with it as well. I now have an idea 
of what happened to the Ki-An on that planet as well.” She said as the door 
opened. They needed to walk down another hallway to get to the security 

officers desk to check in before going up to the top floor.
Walking into the reception area, they found Ocarre at the desk doing 

Shirley's job. She got up and bounced around the desk and hugged Ted.

“You look great. How are you feeling?” She asked him holding him by 
the arms.

“Fine. What is happening up here? You're not with Carl building 

something?” Ted liked her a lot. She was turning into someone more human 
all the time and plus she was softening in her nature.

“Sharkey was overwhelmed up here and asked if I could help him out. 
Shirley had showed me the job, so I said sure. I’m still available for Carl, but 
nothing is happening down there right now anyway.”

She stepped back and winked at Emma. They must have seen each other 
while Ted was having his week long nap.

“Good. Don't leave because I’m back. Stay right here, please.” Ted 
smiled and walked down the hallway. He hear could Sharkey on the phone 
yelling at someone as he walked in. Emma was gone, somewhere between 
reception and his office she had taken a step back behind him and then was 
moving out of frame.

Sharkey hung up and looked up at Ted. “Oh, my prayers are answered. 
Here!” He jumped out of the seat and motioned for Ted to take it.

“Don't like being a boss?” Ted asked as he walked to the fridge and 
pulled out two cold beers.
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“This job is insane. How do you do it? Someone calling asking about 

something I have no idea of what he is even talking about! Never heard about 

it. Can’t find a reference for it in our files. Yet needs a yes or no today.”
“There’s a secret. Always tell them to send you the current status report 

and you will get back to them. You call Shirley, or for right now, Ocarre, and 
ask them what this is about, they will tell you and give you the right answer. If 
you haven't noticed whoever is sitting at that desk runs this place day by day.”

Ted laughed and handed Sharkey a beer, then sat back down behind his 

desk.
“What did you learn?” Sharkey took the chair across from him.
“I am not completely sure yet. I need to sort it out some. But in a day or 

two I will have a briefing for all the executive staff on it.” He paused. “It’s 
good to be alive and back...though....” He nodded that special nod that only 

combatants know and Sharkey shook his head understanding.
“A near run thing.” Sharkey used Wellington's quote. Ted nodded to 

that.

# # # * *

The conference room was standing room only for almost everyone that 
wanted to be included in Ted’s hearing. All of the executives and senior 
management that had been part of this exercise, needed to know what had 
happened. Ted had sent out a brief report on the planet, its environment and 
what was observed. But that satisfied no one, in reality.

Few people knew where Ted had been in his one year away from MRC, 
but this operation had not been screwed down that tight, so many more 
understood that Ted was the first human to have been on a planet outside the 
solar system and in fact inside an absolutely new feature of space, the Lynn 
Fold, that astronomers were now debating about in scientific journals, since 
the release of Terry Lynn's academic paper on the subject, that had Ted's 
approval.
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The room was filled up and fifteen extra chairs were set up in it. Both 
doors were opened and another thirty people were in the hallway listening as 

well. All those in attendance were three black strippers. They all had the 
highest clearance one could get and then another level demanded by MRC.

Richard Dillon had ran interference for Ted with all the military and 
political types that heard rumors, but not facts. A bunch of people got their 
feelings hurt for not being invited. Sharkey had arranged for three video 
cameras in the room and four large screens in the hallway, so those folks could 
see and hear Ted along with the graphics and maps.

Ted walked in to cheers from all. He was totally embarrassed by this and 
showed it. He did not feel almost getting yourself killed was something to be 

praised for.
“I want to thank everyone for making the time to come. I also want to 

start by thanking my travel guide, friend and associate Emma, the Andoriss 
Bantha, that has helped all of us so much. I asked her to come to receive the 

praise she deserves but she has bowed out. As she said, why should she watch 
the replay when she was already part of the game played.” A lot of laughter 

and applauding happened anyway.
“First and foremost, we need to be grateful to Doctor and Commander 

Terry Lynn for the work she has done. Probably one of the most important 
astronomical discoveries in a couple of hundred years, belongs exclusively to 
her. Stand up and take a bow Commander.” Terry got up and covered her 
mouth with both hands as everyone applauded her. “To make one major 
discovery is fantastic but two is unheard of. Terry has also found the dark 
energy Voids and has started to map them for us. The scientific community as 
a whole will be debating these issues for years and years to come. If we are ever 
allowed to tell anyone about it.

“She has gone beyond just theory and proven their existence. This will 
open the way for interstellar travel in the future. Without using Time as a draw 
back. NASA has started a ten year project to send a remote probe into the one 
just beyond Far Point Station on Pluto. She found it using the Keck
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Telescope in Hawai'i and what the flashes were that everyone in the field had 
seen. Massive plasma balls entering a normal energy space of the universe, 
from a dark energy field and exploding. So many people had seen it and yet 
no one had any idea what that was until she published the article two months 
ago. We had to hire two extra secretaries just to handle her phone calls from 
everyone.” Ted lied even to his own people that knew nothing about the War 
Planning Office and what they did in there.

“It seems at present, that there has been a reprieve from any up coming 
invasion of earth. We communicated these facts to the President and he is 
going to report it to other world leaders in a couple of days. The details of what 
caused this is an SCI subject so I can't speak to it, even to you guys.

“Everyone here knows about the Time Runner Program. So I don't need 
to talk around that subject at all. Our most secret work and that which almost 
all of us have dedicated our lives too. Fourteen days ago, Emma and I 
received a set of coordinates that were of planet inside a Lynn Fold. We 
decided to take a trip and see exactly what was there and why we had been 
given this information. It came from undisclosed source, that we had relative 
comfort with for its accuracy. We invested the time and effort to plan a short 
visitation and reconnaissance of the location. This is something I will never 
do again, nor allow anyone else in this organization do with us, knowing 
exactly what we were walking into. This was a major error on my part.

“That being said, we were transported to a planet inside the Lynn Fold. 
During our time there we had only one chance to see the sky clearly. The 
planet is for the most part covered with a haze that obscures the sky. These 
are three photos of the sky at night. You will notice there are four visible 
planets in the system. There may be more, but with the naked eye these were 
all we could see. The suns are binary, much smaller than ours and rotating 
around each other but burning at a greater rate.

“Here is a picture of the landing site we came in at.” Comments of 
discussion flew around the room and in the hallway. “Think summer, Mojave 
Desert, Death Valley...Barstow.” Ted smiled and a ripple of laughter went
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through the room, as most people knew that was where he grew up. “Now add 
twenty degrees. Featureless in three directions and then these mountains 
block any route to what we decided to call north. A massive chain of granite 
monsters. There were inhabitants, remnants of the Ki-An people but we could 
never make contact with them. I am not going to bore you with the rest of the 
travel log. I will place most of the other photos online within our closed 
system so you can see them with explanations.

“However, we found the ruins of a major city and within that a complex 
and that should be the crux of this lecture. What we found inside.” Ted 
jumped way ahead to the interior shots of the main two chambers of the 
complex.

“This was the transfer station. Those are twenty Time Runners. Beyond 
those was this room.” He put up the photos taken in the power house and a 
gasp went around the room. Heads were shaking.

“I’m sure all of you will want to go through these pictures one by one and 
read the write up. For right now, I can tell you what we learned, which is vital 
to all of us. What we do is not indiscriminate. It has a lasting effect on the 
universe as a whole and without careful and very successful planning, this 
could be the end result for the Earth as well. Thank you for coming on such 
short notice.” Ted stepped away from the microphone and everyone stood 
and clapped. He nodded and walked back to his office, while everyone 
dispersed down the hallway.

Sharkey walked in and sat down waiting for Ted to look up at him, which 
he did.

“I looked at all the pictures and the write-ups before I approved them for 
release. You're going to get a million questions when people are through 
going into that file. How do you want to handle them?” Sharkey sat back and 
waited.

“No clue whatsoever. I have no answers that will help on this. Shit 
Sharkey, it was like a nightmare you couldn't wake up from. I had never felt 
that kind of alone in my life.” Ted just sat there.
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Sharkey had seen this effect before in his ten years in the field with other 

men. It brought his empathy level to the surface. “I had been out of in the 

field for only two years since Boat School. Just a petty officer and not a team 

leader yet. We got an Intel briefing from some guy back in base camp. Up 

country, they had a problem with some new Mullah who was aggravating the 

locals and trying to get some neutral villages to join the fight in Afghanistan. 

Hard core, kill all Americans, type guy. So Intel tells us that it would be a 

milk run. Quick insertion, burn the subject, quick out, home for steaks and 

beer by nightfall.” Sharkey paused while Ted listened carefully.

“We get lifted in and dropped about twenty clicks out. Two of us only, 

the raid was not worth a full team, the guy tells us. I got the gun the other 

member is the spotter. We hump it over this mountain ridge and down a 

valley. Quiet place, nice for Binfuckistan. Actually had some green and low 

veg. We are up on a cliff above the village enjoying the sights, waiting. This 

ratty old Toyota Hilux shows up, hand sprayed painted black with one of their 

flags on it. This character gets out and he is only holy Joe, blessing the 

children and handing out treats. Every-body’s uncle. We look at each other, 

go back to our mantra, do the job and get out. So I line up on this guy while 

he’s still outside the meeting room and hasn't got his tea yet and pop him. 

And this is the part where it all goes bad. Intel didn't bother with the fact that 

there were four hundred ISIS fighters in the valley waiting for orders to jump 

an advance camp ten clicks down the valley that the Marines were holding to 

keep a road clear heading north. A bunch of them came down into the village 

to hear him speak and hang out with the locals. It was ten seconds after my 

shot that about a ton of lead starts hitting our hidey-hole. Barry, my spotter, 

was even ready. Now he is dead with about twenty AK rounds in his skull. 

Nothing I can do. So I strip him of all his rounds, rifle, grenades and sidearm. 

No time to say a prayer over him and I am history, up the side of this 

mountain beating feet like a purse thief in New York. You could catch the 
flying rounds in a bucket. Once this shit starts it is a beehive. The rest of these 

guys come storming down the hills and we got us a foot race going. Yet I am
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lugging a long gun, my rifle, his rifle and about a hundred and fifty rounds. 
That alone with my pack I am pushing over a hundred pounds going up a 
forty-five degree incline in broad daylight. I got fleet footed brothers in boots 

and robes, no packs and ample anger chancing my ass like mountain goats. I 
make it about fifteen before I am done. Dehydrated, sucking on a empty 
hydration bag and losing about two pounds an hour in sweat.” He rubbed his 
face with one hand. “So I find an old burrow, some nasty critters home, where 
it ate and shit along with sleeping. I tuck myself well down inside the dark 
hole and pull in hoping that Hadji doesn't have good trackers with him.

“Hours pass. Night fall comes and I’m still doing my Poe routine of 
being buried alive. Finally about midnight, I light up the radio and ask if 
there is a yellow cab in the neighborhood. I get back a reply that 'it's too hot 
there.” No shit Sherlock. And I am the reason at the moment. So I secure in 

place for twenty-four then check again for close zones of safety.
“Closest zone of safety was Bagram Air Base in Kabul for Christ sake. So 

after talking to some pimple faced kid munching on a Whimpy burger and 
watching the Simpson's reruns on his phone to kill the time. I push my ass 
back down this hole and hope mother does not come home to have the new 
batch of little white boy eaters.”
Sharkey leaned back and closed his eyes. “Three fucking days inside that nest, 
could not move. Just there with me and the shit inside my head. I learned a 
whole new respect for Buddhist monks sitting in a cave for two years clearing 
their minds. So finally Hadji decides to pull out of the chase. They have to 
go kill Infidels at the other end of the valley. Some think I made it out, others 
claim they killed me and I fell into a ravine that no one could get down too, 
all the standard bullshit when you come home empty handed. I call again 
and get some coordinates for a place ten clicks away. By the time I squirm out 
of there, I can't move. Nothing is working. Can't piss, can't shit, hell I 

couldn't even pass gas. I am nothing but bruises all over. So after wanting to 
scream for hours every time I tried to move some part of me I finally was able 
to get up and start moving again. That ten klicks was the longest in history.
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Pure torture on my body. Lactated muscles, cramps that were the size of 
baseballs in my legs. Hell, my hair hurt. I finally get there and here comes 

the fly boys, smelling of fresh garlic off his plate of dinner. They drag my ass 

in the door and we are gone.
“Back at base I'm in sick bay for two weeks with IVs pumping me back 

up to some degree of normal. Then the brain really kicked in.” Sharkey 
leaned forward with elbows resting on his knees. “I wasn't mad at Hadji, or 
the ISIS guys, but that Intel prick was now the object of my desire. When I 
got out there I looked around to find him standing out having a smoke and 
shooting the shit with some dudes. ‘Cause I was willing to stand a court­
marshal for hitting an officer. I didn't plan to hit him at all. I was going stick 
that fucker with a knife so he could never pull that same shit on anyone else. 
They told me he had been recycled to some other base. Which told me, that 
he fucked up someone else as well. So, I won't say I understood what you went 
through, I don't. But I do know one thing, whoever gave you the intel, needs 
a come to Jesus meeting and to get right with Him, quickly, ‘cause they are the 
ones that need the ass kicking.” He sat back.

Ted opened his desk drawer, pulled out the Vril card and handed it to 
him. Sharkey looked at the back and then the front again. “Don't make sense 
at all. Why would she do that?”

Ted handed him the other one and told him the story of the hallway 
meeting in the middle of the night. Sharkey was just shaking his head.

“Does not make any sense at all. Why do it like that? Something is not 
adding up.” Sharkey just held both cards. “What does our friend say about 
this?”

“No clue. No reference points. No idea that the Fold was even there.” 
Ted wondered about that as well.

“That's a bummer. I was willing to trade my '56 Mickey Mantle baseball 
card to you, for a date with her to get the next ten years of winning power ball 
numbers. That does not make sense at all. If you got another minute, let me 

get something and show you, please.” Sharkey got up.
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“Sure, I am here and will be waiting. As long as you hand me another 
beer.” Sharkey did and then left walking over to his office. He came back with 
a framed picture.

“When our friend Washing Machine Charlie was getting ready to help us 
with those fire ships. He turned hard in and we both saw the family coat of 
arms on his bird. So I took a single frame of that and went down to the guys in 
graphics and told them I wanted that shot blown up and done in perfect 
contrast with all the pixels filled in by the AI box in the basement. It took 
them about a week to get one that was nearly perfect. Almost as good as an old 
air brushed centerfold. Take a look at this.” Sharkey handed it to Ted.

The photo was beautiful and perfect in every detail. You could not see it 
clearer if you were standing beside it. Ted nodded and started to hand it back. 
It wasn’s sure what the point was, but it was extremely nice.

“No you missed it. I did too the first time I looked at it. Look directly 
under the cockpit. What does that say?” Sharkey waited.

“Valkyrie III.” He said offhandedly. Then he looked again. “Valkyrie III 
?”

“Yeah.” Sharkey added.
“That makes no sense unless....” Ted looked up hard at Sharkey.
“Did she give you the card directly?” Sharkey asked.
“No, it appeared on my desk by itself.” Ted looked up holding the 

framed picture and wondering. How could that had happened?
“Keep that picture, it was for you anyway. I got another. Put it on your 

back table behind you where you will notice it now and then. We got us a 
deeper mystery, boss. And one that should kinda go to the top of the stack, I 
would think.” Sharkey got up. “Thanks for listening to old war stories.”

“Thank you, for reminding me of something I should never of lost track 
of.” Ted nodded without saying it.

“Have a good day, sir.” Sharkey walked out.
Ted put the picture, as requested, in plain and open sight. Just looking at 

it.
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The Maryland Research Center in northern Virginia is a huge 
complex. What very few know, out of those that work there, is it is the titular 
home of a nearly all powerful organization called simply: The Group.

An over seventy-year old secret organization whose original objective 
was to re-engineer highly classified German technology which was recovered 
in the Wild West period after World War Two like PROJECT: POUNCE 
when Russian and American teams were fighting tooth and nail like wild 

hyenas to pick the corpse of the Third Reich clean of super-tech that no one 
had ever seen the likes of before. Few realized that we had to come up with 
over 750, 000 new words in the English language for tech the Germans were 
doing that we didn't even have words for.

In those intervening years, The Group also had become the protector 
of the Earth from those aliens that wished to exploit the vulnerabilities of 
Earth for many different reasons. The original study group formed by 
President Franklin Roosevelt which later became known as Majestic or MJ- 
TWELVE had become a massive unit, encompassing many aspects and 
duties, to where today it had over five thousand personnel all over the world 
that worked for it.

Under the steady hand and leadership of Dr. Theodore ‘Ted’ 
Humphrey, Jr., this rather small organization had been challenged over and 
over and arose to meet those challenges, in ways that the average person could 
not even begin to understand. Humphrey, at present, had served for over 
fifteen years as the Senior Director of the MRC. The Big Boss.

In the last year, because of an impending threat, MRC was forced to 
show overtly it's relationship with the United States Navy, something which 
had been hidden for a long, long time. Anyone that served in one of the
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higher capacities and most classified parts of the organization had been a 
commissioned officer in the US Navy. Yet the Navy had very little control over 
them. Ted was the highest ranking member with four stars on his collar and 
epaulets. He was also the end of the line for known authority. The buck 
literally stopped with him. He reported to a shadowy secret organization 
known only as The Council, a group made up of ancient blood-lined families 
stretching back into the shadows of history. They were supposedly, the 
ultimate authority over him, but even that was debatable.

But also, within the last year, he had been able to take on all 
responsibilities and authority from them, with the exception of using them in 
an advisement role and as the bottomless bank roll of the MRC and it’s varied 
projects.

Few, if any, people doubt the fact that flying saucers existed. Videos of 

them were on the news almost every night, and cable TV seemed to be 
nothing but UFOS and little green men. Even fewer have a problem with the 
idea that they are driven by sentient beings from somewhere other than Earth. 
Those are basic realities within The Group. Funny enough the Pentagon had 
now tried to conquer “The Laugh Factor” they themselves had carefully 
crafted by branding UFOs as UAPs, Unidentified Ariel Phenomenon, was 
really a program where they on the one side of the military trying to figure out 
what Ted and his side of the Black World was doing out at places like Fallon 
and Groom Lake, Nevada, more famously known as AREA 51, which was 
private and had nothing to do with the US Armed services at all.

Also, the knowledge of the Andromedan Council, the Space Alliance 
and the ISOMER PROTOCOL TREATY, old and revised. Controlling 
groups and documents which have set limits on what the Earther’s could and 
could not do in local space, meaning inside the orbit of the Far Point Stations 
on and just outside Pluto and its moons, special knowledge held inside The 
Group and a select few elected officials.

At present the Alliance was collapsing in on itself. Various systems and 
Great Houses of other Empires were abandoning the Alliance as acts of self-
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preservation. It was all a complex game of EXO-POLITICS. The Earth must 
now stand alone, against a force that has worked for almost eighty years to 

return to Earth and claim what they feel is rightfully theirs and the only 
organization with the personnel and the technology and the weapons systems 
that can stop them was the MRC.

There was even a greater threat that only a handful of people at MRC 

knew about. Their were the puppet masters behind The Alliance. The 
ancient Sumers. The makers of mankind. The true power in this one outer 
arm of our galaxy. Ancient by all understanding. They were the ones that set 
all the rules that everyone lived by. The peaking order started with them. 
Then went to the Alliance and then the Great Houses.

The wars had gone on for thousands of years in this section of space. 
Great Houses would try to break away and set up their own petty empires. 

Wars between Houses were common, killing billions in course. Then when 
everything started to settle down, the Sumer's would come, punish some of the 
Great Houses and reward others. Letting everyone know who was really in 
charge. For any one Great House or even a group of them to go against the 

Sumer, was suicidal. If pushed they would wipe out whole star systems. They 
never showed mercy.

This was constantly in the thoughts and nightmares that kept Admiral 
Dr. Ted Humphrey, Jr., awake at night. He had met an Alliance vanguard in 
an open fight and sent them home with their tails between their legs.

No one knew, just how much power the earth really had right now. 
That was both good and bad for what Ted had to face each day.

The MRC campus was sprawling and huge. Seven large multistory 
buildings all built under a protective glass environmentally controlled shell. 
The campus sits in the middle of a hundred acres of fenced parameters, guard 
stations, roving patrols, dogs, alarms, lights and area denial weapons systems. 

Protected by a regiment of Marine guards twenty-four seven. Besides the main 
complex are the annex units. Ten large buildings where non-classified work is 
done. This includes a helio-port with ten birds squatting on it, a massive car
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pool, maintenance shops, repair bays, and a huge storage building to hold all 
items necessary to keep a facility like this alive and functioning. A huge co­
generation power plant with a hidden nuclear pile built two hundred feet 

underneath it. Completely unknown about and totally secret, using a system 
that no one else on Earth has.

The main campus under the shell, is made up of several hundred 
thousand feet of offices, laboratories, conference areas, living quarters, special 
other facilities and a huge super-computer laboratory. That is only what 
people saw. Below that is a honey comb of underground places that run down 
almost a half-mile. Ten miles of underground corridors that lead to places that 
only a few people ever go.

It was, in most likelihood, the most secret place in the world.
In sub-basement level five on the south side of the complex is a long 

quiet hallway, between the public corridor and the security storage vault. 
Sometimes called the 'Black Vault' it has four massive blast doors, each fifty 
feet apart. Any one of them could withstand a direct hit by a nuclear weapon 

and not give in. The walls were steel with eight feet of tempered cement and 
tempered steel reinforced mesh between the plates of the highest and hardest 
steel. The secret formula of the steel was the same as that used on the high 
pressure hulls of atomic submarines. For someone to cut through a wall 
around the vault door would take days of labor and the actually cutting would 
cause a massive explosion in the hallway that would bring down tens of 
thousands of tons of cement, steel and native granite on top of them. Each 
chamber between the doors was the same way with tens of different types of 
booby traps and dead falls.

The main door into the vault was even larger and more reinforced. It 
was like the one at Cheyenne Mountain in Colorado at NORAD. Inside the 

room was eighty years of collected knowledge, all digitized, recorded and 
stored, in a room with it's own super-computer used for retrieval. Under the 
floor was a doomsday self-destruct device, that, if triggered, would completely 

and totally destroy everything in this room. Only three people had the code to
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set off that charge. Once engaged it could not be stopped. Before anyone 
could get into the vault, it would self-destruct and leave a very big hole in both 

the world and the knowledge of mankind.
Ted, his executive assistant Shirley and his other worldly multi­

universal sixth dimensional companion EMMA, were reading the huge 
computer screen on the wall that displayed the Schumann interviews in 1945 
and 1946. It had been up on the screen a lot longer than necessary. Everyone 
just looked at it with amazement. The man at the computer pulling up the 
records was Commander Sharkston, nick-named Sharkey for short, the new 
vice X- O, Executive Officer, to Ted. A hard driving, former Navy Seal Team 

Six Leader, with down home Alabama Southern Good Ole-Boy charm and 
was also one of the smartest men Ted had every met, all hidden by a Gomer 

Pile Aw Shucks demeanor.
"Why did we never see this, Shirley?" Ted asked the well kept, well 

cared for, magnificently manicured, older woman who was still wonderfully 
attractive and professional all at the same time. She was the epitome of all that 
was great about a bygone era of women and their style.

"That one line,” Shirley jabbed her pointed finger up at the screen, “ 
'The others that were used?' That is a metaphor for the use of Jewish 
prisoners. The Army was trying to keep him clean and away from that situation 
so that they could use him. PROJECT: PAPERCLIP had a whole system for 
covering those facts up before they kept someone here. His background was 
spotless and it claimed that he never even knew about the concentration 
camps. This statement right here meant he did know and actually saw them 
used in his experiments." Shirley just shook her head with sadness and regret.

“He is also lying through his teeth about everything and his involvement 
in it.

This guy was a droid. Bottom line, he built shit that killed people. Shit! 
Excuse me ladies. What a piece of crap this guy is. When they didn't come 
back for him he ran west to give up to the allies and Kammler went east to sell 
himself to the Soviets. He is making this sound like there was just one
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complex working on this when there were actually four.” Sharkey pounded 
something else into the keyboard.

"My other question is,” Ted said, leaning forward intensely in his 
chair to narrow the space between he and Shirley, “how did something this 
important get buried and the Study Group never see it? This is vital 
information! We’ve only been Working on one part of this system for so god­
damned long... and never thought there was a second part? We have never 
gotten past the organic and inorganic problem. He did. No one saw this? This 

could have taken years off our research time. Sweet Jesus!"
Ted was frustrated and totally beyond expression at this point. He 

looked at Sharkey who was also in the know with Ted about a whole bunch of 
things that had never been released to anyone in MRC. Sharkey shook his 
head.

“It did not say anything about that. That never seemed to be a 
problem to her, did it?” Sharkey said in a low voice to Ted.

"Emma, dearest, how did you find this?" Shirley asked the sixth­
dimensional super being, that could, at will, put on a human-like body, and 
clothing and appear to be just one more person standing next to them, 
although, that was all an illusion and fagade, just to make others comfortable.

"The name. The one name, that no one thought mattered and that 
they did not blackout in the report: Franziska Oettingen, the Vril Woman. I 
scanned the whole file down here looking for anything about her. This turned 
up. As I processed this whole room of files online... an impossible task for any 
one human being to do, or could do in six lifetimes, I might add...I found that 
a large amount of the information on the original Study Group had come 
from the recovery team with Ted’s father and Simon Ratterman. Ten tons of 
files. They were sorted by a hundred different NAZI techs upon arriving in the 
US. They were reduced to nine hundred pounds of files. Another reading 
team directly from The Group processed all those and the core of the files 
concerning ‘Chronos’ were isolated and turned over to Harv Glipsen. Then he 
started the program to replicate the device. A lot of these other files in here
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were actually taken to Wright-Patterson Air Force base because of the flying 
disk studies. With the failures of the Canadian company AVRO and the 

Silverbird disks, they were going to junk all these files and someone 
intervened and moved them to The Group’s warehouse where over a lot of 
years they had been micro-filmed and then later encoded in our system. No 
one in The Group has ever even seen this file until now. One of the other 
questions, and probably THE most important one: who the hell in 1968 
wanted a copy of this file? We have no records here to that report being 
requested by, or sent, to anyone. I accessed the central computer at DOD and 
went through it to find some names. There isn't even any listing of this 
original file, the interviews, who conducted them, officers assigned, where this 
file went up the line, or who ordered the copy in 1968. The main military file 
had nothing in it. Does that sound like someone went back and pulled a lot of 

information as well as scrubbing all traces of it so no one could track down 
anyone that knew anything about this?"

"How in the hell did you gain access to the DOD registry?" Ted 
looked at his companion of the last fifteen years, then he held up his hands in 
surrender and laughed. "Don't answer that, I really don't want to know."

Sharkey spun in his chair and looked at her. “I do. I will even buy you 
a drink and offer up a few kind words, if that helps me to get it.”

“You know too much, already. I keep telling Ted he needs to shoot 
you for his own protection.” Emma laughed that infectious laugh of hers, and 
opened her mouth wide showing all her teeth.

“Y’all just never give me a chance to be nice to you, do you? I am all 
warm and cuddly but you keep painting me like some evil Shakespearean 
character. Like Iago! What's a guy to do?” He smiled her.

“Macbeth in disguise? Waiting for your shot?” She just smiled at him 
that Cheshire Cat all knowing grin.

"When did Ann Corbett come to work for us?" Ted asked Shirley.
"Late 1944. By the time the telegram was sent, she was with the 

advanced group in Europe assigned to Patton's Third Army in southern
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Germany. She had to be the one that directed them to the experimental site. 
Ann already knew exactly where it was and when they got there she told them 
what it was. Clever, or should I say cunning, as always." Shirley added.

"There is more to the story than that. Remember the Alldeutshe 
Gesellschaft fur Metaphysik was formed formally around 1922 and they 
approached Schumann for the first time for theoretical analysis in '25. In '41 
when Hitler declared all metaphysical organizations outlawed, Himmler 
pulled them in under his Schutzstaffel Why them alone? Logic would dictate 
he had seen 'their' master plan and bought into it. They were unsure that the 
first part of their plan would work. Not because they had picked the wrong 
man to lead it, in Hitler, but because of all the other side deals that were being 
cut over power, money and survival. One mistake was made, which they had 
no input into and it cost the war for 'them'. The agreement with Japan. And 
the Japs were batshit crazy, and went ahead with Pearl Harbor, of course, 
without the approval, or even telling the Germans what they were up to. That 
gave FDR, a died in the wool Anglophile with British spy INTREPID living in 
the White House, the excuse he needed for going after Germany, which is all 
he ever wanted to do in the first place. He gave Nimitz the order to chase and 
attack German subs and shipping in the Atlantic, and they had standing orders 
from Hitler, that anyone that didn’t run away would be shot. So, no one saw 
that one coming. It forced the Reich into a war with the US years before they 
had finished off Russia or the Soviet Union. Once Richard Sorge, or 'Ramsay' 
by code-name, sent his famous telegram to Stalin in late '43, the Vril knew the 
war was lost. Plus the Allies had bombed the German railway system into 
oblivion and had complete supremacy over the skies. So they start to make 
major plans to change directions and build up the forces once more to come 
back and do it right this time." Emma sat back and pushed her hand through 
her hair. A very human thing to do.

Sharkey looked at Ted and just shook his head.
“Circles within circles within circles, man.” He then looked over at 

Emma with a flat gaze, his brain was processing the whole matter. Inside

88



B e ^ n -n ^ /n  m o rr^ n
Sharkey was asking himself why this so-called super-being did not know what 

Ted and he should do about all of this? She was after all seemingly 

omniscient and omnipresent and living in and accessing multiple dimensions, 

and yet Ted had isolated her for some reason. That just didn't make sense. 

Unless he was just using her as well for his own ends? Then Sharkey 

extrapolated that out and there was one more factor point and he had to ask 

the same question about himself.
"But Franziska Oettingen had a history, a family. There has to be a 

trail of her all over Germany. How could she be Ann Corbett?"
Ted was sinking slowly, like quicksand, deeper into the mire of all of 

this.
"Did she? Are you sure? Maybe the real one did. But who knows, the 

records are lost with the bombings. Hell 600,000 women and children and 

refugees running from the Russians died in wave after wave of the Mad 

Bomber Harris in the bombing of Dresden, chosen because the old buildings 

were wood and would ‘burn well’. That is six times more people than 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Whole families were separated and only later, ten or 

fifteen years after the war ended, found out that they were only living fifty 

kilometers away from each other. One can search everyone's files, ours, the 

English, French, German, and former Soviets. Not one word about any of the 

Vril Damen women. Why? Himmler had women that beautiful all shot and 

buried without a record? Did they all go to Argentina or Patagonia and no one 

ever recognized one of them? Maria Orsic was like Hitler’s main squeeze and 

was all over every newspaper in Europe. If PROJECT: Paperclip brought 

them all back here and hid them then we wouldn't know about it, would we?" 

Ted wondered, why didn't Fritz, from the Vril Damen Diaries he had read, 

know about Franziska Oettingen?
Emma paused and looked at both of them. "But all of that is looking 

backwards. What if they did leave? Where are they now? And what are they 

doing? We know what one of them is doing now, don't we? So she is just one 

down the pecking order, but where is Maria Orsic and Sigrun, and what are
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they up to?" Emma added.
The mood in the room was low and bordering on desperate. They 

were dealing with a real threat in the form of a space fleet coming right at 
them. However, equally, they had to know what plans were being made and 
they weren't just simple ones to take over and raise the flag again over 

Washington DC. The final Aryan Conquest. It all ran far deeper than that. 

Ted rubbed his hands over his face and then back through his hair and 
wondered why the hell he had come back to this place?
Now he felt trapped once more, just as he had felt before he left the last time, 
scrambled all the co-ordinates and dove head first into the Void so no one 

could track or follow him. Eighteen years he had been out there finding 
happiness, sadness, peace and war.

He wondered if he should do that again.

He stared at Emma and she had a slight smile on her lips, as she 
somehow read his thoughts of abandonment and escape, when once again the 
fate of this world was placed so squarely on his shoulders.

"No you can't.” She smiled mysteriously. “That is not allowed in this 
Time Stream." She said and then was gone again.

She left Ted, Sharkey and Shirley alone in the Black Vault.
Sharkey finally lost it. He slammed his fist down on the table which 

made Shirley jump, but Ted felt his anger and frustration.
“Why the F-F-F-F-F-FUCK doesn’t she HELP US?” Sharkey 

exploded.

Ted shook his head. “She is...constrained...by some treaty, covenant 
or her own moral ‘code’,” Ted said making quotes with his finger in the air. 
“She can help us with certain kinds of information, but she cannot directly 
interfere, or it will bring an even worse load of shit down on our heads.”

Sharkey’s laugh was filled with ironic sarcasm. “And how much 
MORE shit can we have brought down on us? We are going up against an 
enemy we know nothing about! Except that they set up, what? Babylon, the 
Babylonian banking system, the Roman Empire and tried to do the same with
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the Nazi’s if they hadn’t fucked up. The Third Reich was the failed final act in 

their,” he used his movie announcer voice, “Trilogy Of Terror.”

Ted sighed with desperation and resolve. “For right now you two are 

my brain trust.. .but that leads me into having a conversation I never wanted to 

have again. Be we do maintain diplomatic relations with them for a 

reason... .and this would be that reason.”
Shirley shot bolt upright in sheer terror. Like she had just seen a 

snake or a spider had crawled up her back.
“You aren’t talking about the NEST are you?”

“Yes, Shirley. Yes I am.” Ted said sadly shaking his head. “We 

have no choice. If anyone would know about them and how many times they 

have been here, what their weapons are, and what they did when they were 

here all the times before, it would be her. I assume they are still under the owl 

gazebo at the center of the Pentagon?”
“Well, you sure as hell are N O T  taking ME!” She said with real 

fear in her voice.
“Wait! WHAT?” Sharkey said looking back and forth between 

the two of them, his head jerking back and forth like watching a Ping-Pong 

match.
“This is on a need to know basis that is just above your pay-grade 

right now, young man. Believe me if I could bring you, or even send you 

instead of me, by all that is holy, I would. And you wanted to know what kind 

of use I can actually put Emma to. Well, this is it. For whatever reason they 

are scared to death of her. As well they should be.”

“Better her than me!” Shirley said, her eyes still like saucers, wide with 

fear.
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Ted and Emma were riding the high speed elevator straight down into 

the earth. Ted didn’t even know how far down it went, and he remembered 

authorizing this huge complex that ran under the entire Pentagon as an 

Ambassadorial set of suites, if you could call them that. Emma had her arms 

crossed and one foot up against the shining aluminum cylinder, leaning 

against the wall looking utterly and entirely bored. She tapped her foot to a 

MUZAK version of “I’m All Out o f Love” by Air Supply as she wondered what 

the difference was between this instrumental version and the utterly sappy real 

version? What was the point of this, she thought?

It had started when a platform had appeared at the center of an eight­

sided open octagon gazebo with an owl, rather than the usual Americana of a 

bald eagle, atop of it. Ted mused that instead of the eagle representing the 
strength and power of the US of A it meant that instead the people at the 

Pentagon, the single largest office building in the world, were watching all of 

us, even in the middle of the night, in the dark.
“Stop.” He finally said to Emma.
She looked over and ceased humming and tapping her foot. Ted’s 

nerves were fraying and he was really at the end of his rope. With all his power 

and wisdom and virtually unlimited access to all the information on Earth and 

the best and brightest experts, he now had to resort to the conversation that he 

the least wanted to have, with beings he the least wanted to have it with. The 

last time he did this years ago, he nearly had a nervous breakdown. Now, with 

all his physical improvements and enhancements, he seemed to be faring no 

better. No matter how hard he tried to suppress it with all his mental control 

powers and physical enhancements, they instilled a genetic horror at a DNA 
evolutionary level in him he could not control.

The elevator came to an abrupt stop, barely slowing before it came to
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a complete halt, their legs bending with the deceleration and they had to 
clutch the rail along the mid-wall to maintain their balance. The elevator 

doors opened with a subtle pneumatic hiss onto a vertically padded grey 
curving corridor like on some Star Trek space ship. Ted adjusted his Fedora 
and headed out into the corridor, with Emma, walking seven paces behind 
him, demurely in tow.

They finally came to a door that had a small screen on the right side 
about the size of an iPad. Ted entered a series of coded numbers onto the pad. 
When he was done it made a happy thrumming sound, blinked green, and a 
palm print appeared, and Ted laid his right had over it, and when that made it 

happy, he leaned into it and a green laser scanned the retina of his right eye 
while he said slowly, “Theodore Humphrey, Junior.”

With another pneumonic swoosh the door opened. Ted held up his 
finger for Emma to wait where she was. She obediently stopped where she 
was, then took up a position leaning against the far wall opposite the door. Ted 
pressed an extra button to make sure the door stayed upon so he could see her, 
or, run into the corridor screaming in fear he told him self. Always good to 
have an escape route dealing with these critters. Hell, he couldn’t of out run 
them anyway, he thought darkly.

Ted strode into the dimly lit room. There was a highly polished cherry 
wood table in a baroque style, with two comfortably padded and upholstered 
green leather high backed chairs sitting behind it like you would find in an 
English Gentleman’s Club. A little extra perk that told anyone this room and 
the business that took place her was important. In front of it was a huge glass 
screen or shield which went from the ceiling to the floor, effectively cutting 
the room in half and creating a space, or containment chamber engineered to 

maintain a different atmosphere if needed on the other side. There was a 
much smaller version of it down on Level Five of the Ambassadorial Suites 
underneath S-4 at the FIVE-ONE complex.

On the other side was a gilded chair that looked more like a throne 
really, but with the odd addition of what appeared to be an attached red velvet
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or leather footrest of some kind. There was a faint spotlight on the chair that 
had a faint rosy glow to it, while the rest of the room was pitch black, and 
seemingly endless, or bottomless, at the far end.

The door to the corridor remained open, and Ted could see Emma, 

still entirely bored and wanting very much to be somewhere else, leaning 
against the far wall, but now humming Air Supply’s “ALL OUT OF LOVE” 
to herself, which she could now not get out of her head. Stupid MUZAK, she 

thought.
There was what looked like a radio announcer’s mic with a foam cover 

mounted on a heavy black stone stand set in the middle of the table, to 
communicate clearly with whomever, or whatever, was on the other side of 
the plate glass. The was a state of the art invisible sound system recessed into 
all the walls.

Ted did not speak, but he did adjust his chair forward and the legs 
made a scraping sound, and, as if on cue, the blackness at the end of the room 
began to move en masse, as if the darkness itself had become a living thing.

From out of that a Being emerged and came and sat, moving regally 
with a loping but sheer ballerina-like grace and sat opposite Ted in the spot lit 
throne.

She was wearing only a single royal purple crushed velvet toga that 
hung off her left shoulder and flowed to the ground, and flowing red cape or 
sash that must have been a mark of her status, attached with a single golden 
broach of a ceremonial winged serpent that looked more Egyptian than 
anything else, with the ‘skin’ of her left shoulder bare, which were actually 
scales with patches of bright color. Ted knew she was wearing it for his benefit 
and for the decorum of their meeting, as they were usually entirely naked, or 
at least they were every time he had seen them.

When she sat on the throne the use of the footrest became clear, as 
her knees were backwards articulated, like those of a cat or an iguana. This no 
doubt gave her amazing speed and jumping ability.

It was all Ted could do to keep his fear in check, and he glanced out
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the door at Emma for reassurance. When Ted looked her way, she tilted her 
head, sensing by the tenseness of his body that something was wrong.

“Greeting and salutations Ambassatrix.” Ted said, opening the 
dialogue. “I thank you for agreeing to meet with me for this session, and I am 

certainly hoping that I have seen to all the comforts you and your retinue 
require? I am not sure how to address you, or even what you are exactly. But I 

am here to learn, seeking your wisdom and grace and ask you about your 
knowledge and history.”

“Well, I’m not a human being like you,” the lizard creature said softly, 
with a sibilant hissing lilt to her voice, and a forked tongue sliding in and out 
of the front of her mouth every now and then, “...and to be honest I’m no real 
mammal (despite my partly mammal-like body features, which are a result of 
evolution.)

“We are the native Terrans of this earth and we have lived here for 
millions of years. We are mentioned in your religious writings like your 
Christian Bible and many of the ancient human tribes were aware of our 

presence and worshipped us as gods, for example the Egyptians, the Maya and 

the Inca and many other old tribes.”
Before Ted had the construction on this complex finished for them, 

he had read mountains of files on them. If they turned out to be, eventually 
hostile, he figured have your friends close and your enemies closer. She was 
obviously a female reptile being, belonging to a very old reptilian race. She 
had the body of what many would think was a normal human woman, a head, 
two arms, two hands though with impressive highly polished claws, two legs 
and two feet, also savagely clawed and the proportions of her body were like 
ours. She was obviously female with two impressive breasts. Despite their 

reptile origins they had started to give milk to their babies during the 
evolutionary process —this happened around 30 million years ago— because 
this is the best thing to keep their young alive. Evolution had done this for the 
human species already in the dinosaur age. Her breasts were not as large as 

those of human women and the external reproduction organs are for both
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sexes smaller than those of humans, but they are visible and they have the 
same function as our. Ted was making mental notes and rattling off in his 
head all that he knew about these subterranean reptilians, just to keep the 
unreasoning panic from taking over his mind. She had no tail and the shining, 

lush scaled skin was mainly of a greenish-beige color - more pf a pale green - 
with some patterns of brown irregular dots (each dot of the size of 1 - 2 

centimeters) on her skin and face. Ted knew this varied between the males 
and females, and individuals, was a way they told each other apart.

Her eyes were a little bit larger than human eyes so she could see 
better in the darkness and usually dominated from the large black pupils, 
which were surrounding a small bright-green iris. The pupils were slit 
vertically and could change in size from a small black vertical line to a wide- 
open egg-shaped oval, because their retina was so very light sensitive as they 

had evolved in darkness since going below the surface.
She had external round ears but they were smaller and not so curved 

as ours, but they could hear better than humans because their ears were more 
sensitive and she could hear a wider range of sonar.

There was a muscle or "lid" over the ears which could completely 
close them, for example, under water and her nose was more pointed with a V- 
shaped curving between the nostrils, which enabled her ancestors to "see" 
temperatures.

Her lips were shaped like ours but of a 
pale brown color and her sharp teeth were pointed and very white and strong 
and a little bit longer and sharper than soft mammal teeth.

She had hair that was a greenish brown that was swept beautifully 
back along her head and her articulated spine.

As she settled into her throne, she became more aware of Ted and 
tilted and bowed her head in respect and acknowledgement. Ted could now 
also see that there were an entire retinue of similar creatures tucked back into 
the darkness and shadows of the “Guest Suite”.

“Ambassatrix.” Ted said, bowing his head also.
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“Teo-O-DORE!” She carefully pronounced. “It is a pleasant sensation 
for me to see you again...but I sense there is some... fear and trepidation...in 
you?”

“Yes. You have my apologies for this. There is so much in 
my... culture... that views you and your...kind...as...evil.”

She raised her clawed hand. “There is really no such thing as a purely 
‘Good’ or purely ‘Evil’ race, is there? It would depend on your point of view, 
doesn’t it? There is no need for apologies...Does it amaze you that I am not 
completely angered by that? I had fully expected those kinds of extreme 
reactions. The programming for the utter negation of another species 
(especially the reptilian species) as in your own case is deeply embedded in 
each of your own individual consciousness. This ancient conditioning stems 
from the days of your third artificial creation in that 23,000 year cycle, and, 
biologically speaking, is passed down as an information genome from 
generation to generation. The identification of my species with the powers of 
darkness was a primary intention of the Illojim, who liked seeing themselves in 
the role o f‘the powers of light’—something which in and of itself represents a 
paradox, since that humanoid species was extremely sensitive to your sunlight. 
In case you were expecting me to act offended, I guess I’ll have to partially 
disappoint you. These obscure intentions are not really your fault; you are 
simply following, for the most part, what you have inherited from your 
ancestors. It is indeed actually somewhat disappointing that many of you have 
not developed especially strong individual self-conscience, for this would help 
you to overcome your conditioning. As I already said, we were in direct 
contact in the last several centuries with some of your more primitive human 
tribes; these tribes had, themselves, succeeded in breaking through the old 
‘creation programming;’ as they were able to meet us without tension, hate 
and total rejection. They allowed us to teach them and to learn from us. 
Apparently, many of your modern civilized individuals are not in a position to 
think on their own, but rather let themselves be guided by programming and 
religion (which is also a manifestation of that ancient programming and part
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and parcel of the plan of the Illojim). Therefore, comments of that kind I’d 
sooner regard as amusing than irritating; they simply confirm in large measure 
for me my suppositions about your defined mode of thinking.”

She obviously enjoyed speaking and communicating her thoughts and 
ideas, and Ted was more than happy to just let her talk as long as she wanted.

“By the way, the words of people who have characterized me as a 
‘Creature of Evil’ have their basis in the beliefs of occult powers and magic — 
both of which things DO N O T  exist. There is no magic, only highly 
developed science, and everything that you label as ‘magic’ is only a part of 
science, as you know better than anyone. If you would only comprehend that, 
then you would be a step ahead in your development.

“I understand these perceptions are still the fault of many of my race, 
though not of any Nest we currently have anything to do with. We became 
vegetarians a long time ago, with only the need for the flesh of animals once in 
great while at fests and ceremonies. But others of my kind still prey on humans 
as their primary food source, and have made many deals with your so called 
leaders to provide them with this food, and to also help them gain control of 
the minerals and resources on the surface that they need, like flesh and 
copper. My openness on this issue ends here.”

She folded her wrists in her lap in what was more of a cat-like gesture 
and patiently waited for Ted to speak.

“Thank you. It is the Illo/im that I came to speak to you about.”
The Ambassatrix raised her head with concern. “Is it time? Has it been 

a 23,000 year cycle already? Are you telling me they are returning?”
“Yes, and why do you ask if it is ‘time already?’ ”
“They return in a cycle every 23,000 of your years, and they usually 

pick and choose what they consider to be beings that are ‘genetic successes’ 
and then cull the herd or wipe out the previous race they have planted here, 
and plant a new one with upgraded DNA and genetics.”

“Well, that is what I am most concerned with at this point.”
“But you have known they were here for a very long time, and yet did
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nothing about it?”
“It would have been before my time as director of our defenses, and it 

is up to me to do something about it now. So I humbly seek your help, 

edification and advice. By your leave and pleasure.”
“You know about all their recovered ships then, obviously.” Ted just 

nodded. The Group had recovered almost all of them through the PROJECT: 
POUNCE protocols they had been conducting for the last 70 years or so. “You 
laid successful traps for them in the Southwest area of the American continent 
in 1947. There were two further crashes tliat occurred in 1950 and 1953 in the 
water catchment area of the Americas. Those ships were able to be recovered 
from the crashes relatively intact. The one in 1953, as I remember, even had 
an intact star drive core. It was by means of that device that you saw for the 
first time that you had understood the entire concept fully incorrectly and that 
you had reconstructed it fully incorrectly. Even today you still don’t have it 
right. That species, which had built the ships in the first place —a species 
which I, by the way, count among those who are unfriendly towards you— was 
naturally worried about the investigation of their own technology by your kind. 
They did not want, however, at that early point in time, to begin direct conflict 
with you, and so they chose the diplomatic path and came into contact with 
that government during your 1960’s. Of course, they did not divulge the real 
reasons for their being here—your resources-copper, hydrogen, air, human 
DNA— but rather they pretended to be only curious ‘researchers’ and offered 
to show people the functioning principle of the ships whereby they would 
expect in return some ‘favors.’

“So, simple-minded as you are, you of course agreed to it...and were 
deceived. You gave them raw materials, you gave them secured locations for 
their bases deep underground, you gave them access to your most secret 
defense data, you gave them access to your DNA selling out your own species 
allowing them to be kidnapped and tortured, sperm and eggs to be taken, 
tagged with living probes like animals to be tracked, and much more—and all 
just to quench your greed for power and information.”
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Ted clenched his jaw hard, as he knew it all was true, and there was 
now nothing he could do about it.

“The alien species,” she continued, “of course, quickly noticed that 
they were dealing with simple-minded creatures, and they gave you false and 

inferior information about their technology so that they received much more 
out of the collaboration than your kind did. For example, they gave you 
information that the star drives can only be constructed with unstable 
elements of a higher ranking number, like Elements 114, 115 and 116 that 
only occur in binary and trinary star systems. But they withheld the 
information that the field drive can be constructed with various modifications 

to work as well with stable elements of a lower periodic number, and 
generally, that’s the way it’s done. Through these half truths they made you 
dependent on the synthesizing of high numbered elements, that can be 

converted to dangerous anti-matter and thereby renewed by only their own 
technology. Their clues to the construction of your ‘UFOs’ were laid out in 
such a way that the solution to old problems caused new problems to arise 
simultaneously. They never told you the complete truth, but always built in 
again and again clever lies, which later led to technical problems —and to 
your dependence on them.

“In the last years of your 1970’s and your early 1980’s, it finally came 
down to various events between this alien species and that human 
government...”

“Yes,” Ted agreed. “That all happened at the Dulce Archeleta Mesa 
in New Mexico, when we discovered their true agenda, that we went to battle 
with them, but we also fought the Nagas Harachi, The Royal Serpent 
Men...who seemed to come from deeper underground.”

“Those were not of my Nest, as I told you. Our savage distant 
‘Cousins’ if you will. There are many factions among us working with your 
rulers to enslave your people, and turn your surface world into a ranch or farm 
and them into cattle and a food supply for them.

“The whole thing lay in the context with some new, or better said, the
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old technical problems with your own self-constructed ships whose 
camouflage and drive partially failed to function in test flights in the open. 
Because of that, the function of secrecy was threatened. Your military and 
your politicians slowly—very slowly—came to the conclusion after more than 
20 years of this that they had been deceived by that alien species. 
Multitudinous incongruities and the overstepping of bounds of the treaties by 
both sides finally led to what you call your ‘Dulce Altercation’ between you 
and the extraterrestrials, which culminated in the lift-off of three of the alien 
aerial objects through a special —how do you say it?— EMP {electromagnetic 
pulse} weapon and a military skirmish at one of their underground 

installations. As a consequence of these attacks, the alien species ultimately 
withdrew from all contact with you and was understandably more than 
angered about your kind. Therefore, I count these extraterrestrials among the 

three groups who are hostile towards you and actively trying to destroy you. 
The other two are more occupied with their own business, among them 
waging a cold war for dominance on your planet, your old ‘friends’ and 
partners are preparing to supply themselves finally with the sole and absolute 
dominance over your raw materials and human DNA. At the moment it is 
probably true that they lack some of the technical possibilities and the large 
amount of forces which they need in order to achieve their goals directly. In 
spite of that, we are counting on negative actions —possibly ever of a more 
subtle kind— against you in the next few years or decades.”

“Well, it is happening now with the Illojim as you call them, and they 
are on their way here. ..now\”

The Ambassatrix finally leaned forward in concern.
“With that in mind there is someone that I want you to meet.” Ted 

waved his hand for Emma to come into the room. She pushed herself away 
from the wall and sauntered in and the moment he did Ted instantly regretted 
it. Emma strode in and sat next to Ted, and the entire room behind the lizard 
woman erupted! I slithering movement and high-pitched screams! Ted didn’t 
even realize how many of them there were until this. He put his hands over
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his ears, and dove to turn down the sound knob under the desk to kill the 
unholy noise on the other side of the glass. There were reptilians literally 

climbing the walls, and using their natural camouflage to fade into the 

darkness.
The Ambassatrix rose in her chair and let out a deadly hiss.
“YOU DARE BRING an Andoriss Banthaian HERE! THISSSSSSS 

wasssss NOT what was AGREED TO!"
Emma began to speak in a series of screeching guttural sounds, clicks 

and hisses, something like “Shhhhhheeeeeessssssnnnnnshennneessss....” 
With hard pronunciations on the N consonants. Ted had to cover his ears, as 
the Ambassitrix spoke back to her in the same language, back and forth, which 
sounded like scraped claws across a black board, or beating a murder of ravens 
to death with a bag of seagulls!! It was the most awful thing Ted thought he 

had ever heard. Finally, the Ambassitrix raised her hands to calm the Nest 
behind her, and she sat back in the throne.

“What did you do?”
“I pronounced her entire proper name which is a sign of great 

deference and respect, and lays out your family and entire lineage all in one 
word. Speaking Old Saurian is a specialty of mine. You can call her 
Lacanthra, which would mean simply ‘Honored Messenger’ which would 
show no disrespect, because if you mispronounce their names in any way they 
get really, REALLY mad!”

“La-can-thra?” Ted said turning to her, repeating the name carefully. 
“Is that acceptable to you Ambassatrix?”

Lacanthra paused for a long moment then nodded her dignified 
acquiescence to the term.

“I brought Emma here, to show you that we have powerful allies all 
over the Universe, and even in other dimensions, in this fight. And that we 
desperately need your help! Surely more highly evolved species like 
yourselves, will ban together to counteract these warlike actions and 
atrocities?”
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“You are very wrong there.” She still hissed, but calmed down 
considerably. “Specifically, for the more highly developed species there is 

simply at the very least your fate. You are animals for them. Farm animals in a 
very large lab. Understandably, an alien intervention on your planet would 

disturb their projects, but I don’t think that they would accept or consider a 
confrontation with other species for it. Many of them could look for another 
research planet for themselves or one that they could study over a long 

distance your behavior and your consciousness/awareness, since crisis 
situations could have an attraction for their studies. Whenever you people take 
a look at an ant hill, and another person comes along and steps on the ant hill, 
what do you do? You go on your way, or you search for another ant hill or you 
observe the ants in their crisis condition. But would one of you —even though 
he were larger and more powerful than the one who stepped on the ant hill in 
the first place— defend the meaningless ants? No. You have to imagine for 
yourself the viewpoint of the more highly advanced creatures. You are the 
ants!! Don’t expect any help from them.”

“This is one of the major realizations I have come to. They are 

coming to destroy my planet and I have to stop them...”
“NOT...YOUR...PLANET....” She said showing her volatile anger 

again. “This is OUR planet and we only allow you to share it WITH US[ But 
there are limits to our patience!”

“You understand,” Emma finally spoke up, “THAT is exactly the 
point! Once they are done with US on the surface, you don’t think they are 
not going to start hunting...YOU? Their age old enemies? No feud like a good 
old family feud.”

“Of course, we would also ask for help when it became clear that your 
old partners were ganging up on you. Some members of your human 
government are fully aware of our existence —which is obviously why we 
maintain our diplomatic relations with you, but this is also partially owing to 
an old religious basis. For example, there is a gigantic partially underground 
building in the capital here which is totally dedicated to my species and that
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