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“Life is full of surprises. Why is that so surprising?”  

Cathleen Shine
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​Chapter 1:  The Day It Started 
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Saturday morning arrived, finally. The weather was pristine, the storm having moved on. I was looking forward to my weekend hike, despite the snow that laid down overnight. First, though, were errands to check off. One was shopping. Shopping, of course, is therapeutic. American stores have insane varieties of goods and produce in stock. When I see that then, in my mind, it follows that the country isn't quite falling apart yet and society isn't collapsing. 

I pulled up the checklist on my phone as I strolled into the neighborhood grocery store, recalling what I wanted. Once I got my bearings, I made a beeline straight to the dairy aisle. 

Where is the butter? I thought. I quickly spotted the section which, of course, had an absurdly large selection. There's the stuff from Ireland, the stuff from Vermont, and some from “America's Dairy Farmers.” But, that label didn't say exactly where it was from. What the hell does that mean? 

For some reason, I imagined hundreds of cows lined up in an abandoned Detroit factory. Would that be an American dairy farm?

“Could be, you never know,” I said to myself. Out loud. Looking around, I realized a tall, well-dressed woman standing near me heard this. Embarrassed, I thought, Oh well, maybe she thinks I'm having a Bluetooth phone conversation. Maybe. 

She looked straight at me. “I know you're not having a Bluetooth phone conversation.”

I felt my face blush. Did this woman just read my mind? I looked over, focusing on her. “I'm sorry, what?”

I tried not to gape at her. She was not the ordinary housewife people run into at the grocery store. She, for all the world, looked like someone who others would gladly go to the store for, or have things delivered to her. With long black hair, bright green eyes, and a brilliant smile, she was spellbinding, the kind of woman men trip over their shoes looking at. The kind that you really cannot look at and chew gum at the same time. 

A huge grin appeared on her face. Her eyes drilled into me. She said, “Oh, I know. You think maybe I believe you're experiencing a mental health episode, and you're having a conversation with an imaginary friend. Perhaps you've been let out of the local facility on a weekend pass.”  

I took a deep breath and made an effort to respond. “Well, it is Saturday, so that would make sense. But, nah, I’m sure you know better. You can read my mind, after all. Right?” 

She smiled. “You're joking, but perhaps I really can read your mind.”

I was impressed with my ability to even talk back to her. By the way she squinted when she looked at me, she must have known I was drowning here. I felt my face radiating heat from feeling so flustered.  

Looking at her, it occurred to me she was perhaps the most beautiful woman I've ever been near, and I was somewhat nonfunctional. It seemed as if this extraordinary woman created her own reality distortion field, in which she was continuously photo-shopped. No matter, I needed to go through the usual ritual regardless. 

I managed a crooked smile and blurted out, “So you come here often?” 

She beamed, looked at me sideways, and raised her eyebrow. “No, I usually have other people gladly go to the store for me, or I have things delivered.”

I froze. She grinned, turned around, and briskly walked away. As she left the aisle, I heard her say, “Hope he's not chewing gum.” 

#
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Monkey Mountain - 39°00'21.0” N, 94°10'54.8” W

That was my morning. When afternoon came around, I found myself still thinking about that woman. I couldn't help but believe that I might have known her at some time in the past. I suppose everyone runs into people at times who look familiar, for no reason. That perhaps was the case with her. Still, she was so remarkably beautiful, in such a unique way, that it would seem very unlikely that I could have forgotten her. Regardless, it was Saturday, the sun was out, and I very much wanted to go to Monkey Mountain. I needed to justify to myself the purchase of a new camera. I barely knew enough to bring a filter.

I loaded up my SUV and drove out into the country. It was a destination I came across on Google Maps several months ago. It did not take too long, things get rural rather quickly when traveling east. After parking in a gravel area at the southwest corner of the park, I put on a jacket, found a pair of sunglasses, put the camera strap around my neck, and grabbed the tripod. The snow covered up the trails, but I could still make them out, and I had a compass. After hiking for twenty minutes or so, I was approaching my destination, the open glade on the very top.

Monkey Mountain is a county park in a rural area. Despite its name, there are no monkeys and it certainly is no mountain. It is a hill, not especially high, but the whole park is large, several square miles. It is heavily wooded, and far away from development. No background traffic noise, and hopefully no people. I noted when I was checking it out on Google Maps that there is a distinct, open high point. I felt an urge to go there this weekend despite the snow. I certainly looked forward to the isolation and the quiet. It would be especially so because of the snow. Overnight, six inches dropped, and in the morning after the clouds cleared up it was brilliant. 

Winter in Missouri creates a harsh landscape. Trees shoot up from blinding white snow, and the ebony trunks slash against the virgin landscape. Their naked tops fracture the blue sky. My sudden presence scattered birds roosting in the trees. They transformed into drops of India ink that flittered from branch to branch. This infinite white, black, and blue is winter at its most extreme. 

I’ve always felt that when one walks in the forest at the height of winter, it’s a way to lose oneself, a way to detach completely from the modern world. I found it to be a great joy. So, I waded through knee-deep snow, breaking its crust as I approached the summit, far enough away that few people visit, and none would even think of in this weather. Then, something extraordinary occurred.

I don't usually wear sunglasses, except when I'm driving a car, but it was almost essential to wear them that day. The sunlight was full blast and snow blindness would have certainly been the result if I hadn't put them on. What I like about this place is that at the top the view in all directions is to the horizon. Not too many locations like that. Plus, it's an obscure and relatively unknown area, somewhat hard to get to and a difficult uphill climb. 

By the time I made it to the top, ominous clouds were rolling in. I've been in high places before when storm clouds appeared. Those experiences are hard to forget. The clouds churn with power. Violent, angry, and frightening. It caused me to understand why our ancestors believed in gods. Even the gods would be shaken going through one of those experiences. 

I forced my way through a rough patch of woods and kicked through the snow in what I thought was the path when I broke out into the open. Except it didn't look right to me. The trees there were just solid black. I was surprised to feel a sudden piercing pain in my wrist. Looking down, I realized I had allowed my hand to swing against a low-lying tree branch. There were hideous, huge thorns covering its entire length. One of them had penetrated an inch or so into my wrist. I recognized the tree, it was a Black Locust, a tree farmers uniformly hate. Even their tractor tires get punctured by them. While holding my wrist, I managed to trip and fall into the snow. My eyes were level with the snowfall, and it was intensely cold. This was not going well. 

I raised my head, just in time to notice a shadow moving across the snowfall from a cloud passing overhead. It darkened the whole area. Weirdly, the shadow stopped moving, and reversed course. Kneeling, holding my wrist with my other hand, I looked up. What I saw caused what I think can best be described as cognitive dissonance. It was a very large lenticular disk, silver, spinning and close overhead. I saw it and my brain told me to not believe what my eyes were seeing. I froze. Fear, shock, call it what you will, but I did not move. It stopped in midair as I focused on it. Snowflakes stirred up in the air by my boots hovered, rose, and danced. At some point, I blinked, took a deep breath, and thought of taking a photo. As I grabbed my camera to turn it on, I looked up, and it was gone. Then, I spotted it reflecting sunlight miles up in the sky. In maybe a second, it bolted from one end of the sky to disappear at the opposite end. Nothing goes that fast. It just became gone. My wrist throbbed and with that came a wave of disorientation. 
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​Chapter 2:  Zoe Eliades
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The house is an anachronism, a 19th-century residence in the middle of the suburbs, fortuitously placed in a hundred-acre tract that developers skipped over when building out Kansas City’s residential neighborhoods. It was forgotten as the suburbs grew around it. Gated, with a long driveway, unseen from the road, leading up to the carriage entrance. The woods surrounding it are overgrown with thick brambles, making it nearly impossible to walk through.  

Zoe Eliades was starting up the grand staircase when she spotted her dad at the house that day.  “I ran into someone who I knew from before. He didn't recognize me. But then, we only knew each other when we were kids.”

Aegeus Eliades, a tall man who appeared as young as her, looked up. 

“That's a long time ago.” 

“Essie Kemp. You remember him?” 

“Wait a minute. Didn't you have a crush on him?”

“Oh yeah. He's still here in town. He's grown up, and he still has that smile. And he is very good-looking. We should check him out.”

“I liked that kid. He was smart. Your mother thought highly of him. Well, we are always looking for someone.”

Aegeus Eliades laughed and thought to himself. God help him if he gets involved with my daughter. He saw how men act when they see her. His daughter's appearance at times causes more problems than solves them, just like her mother.  

He turned his attention back to the gathering in the main room. They were engaged in multiple conversations. There was laughter, loud talking, and some whispering. A number of them gave sidelong glances to Zoe as she went up the grand staircase. 

#
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When I saw him, I knew instantly who he was. My close friend, maybe my best friend, from when we were so young. He went through some rough times back then. We all knew he had a difficult family life. But, he got through that, and it likely made him resilient. Maybe that's true for me too. I’ve had some bad times, but I can lock all of that in. I have to. I am who I am. My family, my people, we have to be somewhat apart here. I knew I was going away, and knowing that I chose not to get too close to my friends here. Except for Essie. I was close to him, as much as kids can be to each other. I'll have to ask my mother about him. It is so odd to run into him again after so many years. And, I dreamed of him just the night before. I think perhaps the fates have something in store. I'll ask my mother. She'll know. 
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​Chapter 3:  Esmond Kemp
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I've always been called Essie. Stupid, I know. Like I had a choice. So, this started out as a journal to memorialize what happened. I suppose it could be considered a diary, but I’m a grown man, so I'm calling it a journal. At least part of this is. A good part ended up being written by others to whom I, and others, have recited these events. Otherwise, it would be too disjointed and not make much sense. The author has since developed this into something much more than my journal. I have to admit, I was very surprised by some of it. 

I still live and work in a Kansas City suburb. I was in the Navy for a few years, then went to law school on the G.I. Bill. Joining the Navy seemed like a good idea. After four years at a small local college, I ended up with a history degree, and I was looking at working as a salesman for an office supply company. Nothing against that company, but I was young, and I wanted to travel and do something more exciting. I went through their various schools, and I served aboard several ships. Sea duty brings with it extraordinary experiences. Ask anyone who was in the Navy. When I was in, there were very few women and no beer on active duty ships at sea. Sometimes there were exceptions with the beer. After five years of that, law school looked really nice, as crazy as that seems. In retrospect, I'm not so sure. I think most lawyers would say the same thing after a few years in practice. Anyway, many years later, I'm in private practice. My office is in a building with a few other lawyers, some there full-time, some just part-time. We congregate like that. The offices are all on the same floor and, of course, we all know each other. 

I didn't tell anyone about what happened at Monkey Mountain. The only possible conclusion someone could reach would be that I was taking drugs of some sort. My wrist got worse, then better. Aspirin, ice packs, and some leftover amoxicillin I found in my refrigerator helped. I researched whether puncture wounds from Black Locust tree thorns cause hallucinations. I didn't find anything about that, but I did find that they are slightly poisonous, depending on whether the thorns are actually Black Locust or Honey Locust. Supposedly, what those trees are called is a regional thing. We’ve always known them as Black Locust and learned to keep our distance. Regardless, that was my own explanation. Maybe that explains the weird time loss too. Because, it was dark by the time I made it back.

Later, I think it was Tuesday afternoon, I was walking down the hallway when I heard my name.

“Hey, Essie. What are you doing tonight?” 

It was William Hurley, a lawyer in his sixties, who always had too much business and was always passing cases on to the rest of us.

“Doing nothing. Going home.”

“I've got this fundraiser I'm supposed to make an appearance for this evening but can't make it. I've got night court. You should go.”

“Thanks man, but I'm hungry and I want to go home.”

“They have barbeque.”

I made a full stop and turned around. “Okay.” 

#
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Following my GPS to this fundraiser was straightforward, but I was very surprised at its location. The stone pillar gate, the long driveway. No one would have known there was all this open land, a creek, a small mansion, a barn, greenhouse, pond, and all of it plain hidden from traffic and neighbors. 

The front door was already half open, so I walked in. I introduced myself to a gentleman in the foyer who was studying a small painting on the wall. 

“Hi, I'm Essie Kemp, I live in the area. I drive by all the time. I had no idea this was here. That driveway is much longer than I expected, and the woods here, in the middle of suburbia, is pretty much primeval.”

The man smiled and said, “I'm Aegeus Eliades, but call me Aggie. Nice to make your acquaintance.” We shook hands.

Mr. Eliades looked at me in a strange way, smiled, and said, “You're right about this place. People are surprised to find it hidden away here. But, the good thing, no door-to-door sales, right? Well, there's lots of food. Make yourself at home and look around. How's Bill?”

“Bill Hurley? He gave me the directions for this!”

“He called me just a little while ago. Said to watch out for you. That you'd eat all the barbeque.”

I laughed. “Well, no. Not if you have french fries.”

Proceeding down the hallway, I stopped again and looked around. Some of the furniture was impressive. I was no expert, but I recognized a mahogany desk that looked like it came straight from King Louis XVI himself. In the hallway, there was an opened antique campaign writing box in just perfect condition, complete with polished brass corners and stocked with filled ink bottles and fountain pens. The painting Mr. Eliades was standing next to seemed like something in the French impressionist style, a woman walking down a street in Paris. I continued into what I assumed was the great room. It was filled with marvelous furniture and several beautiful paintings on the walls. They all looked like originals. No way though, this is Kansas City suburbia. 

There was one unusual item on the far wall that caught my eye, a sword. I strolled over to check it out. I wondered at first if it was a museum replica. It did not seem like one. Short and thick, Bronze Age. I've always liked swords, and I recall photos of ones like this from Greek archaeological digs. Bronze is softer than iron and doesn't keep an edge very long. Whenever these swords were found in ancient Mycenaean graves, honing stones accompanied them. 

I realized I was blocking the light from a nearby lamp. Viewing the sword from a different angle, the light revealed a unique, blue-green patina, with a few symbols or letters noticeable underneath. It was recently honed, since its edges were thin, brilliant gold lines, converging at its point. It was not elegant, ornate or florid, but its simplicity, in itself, its single-mindedness of purpose, lent to it a certain beauty. Still, there was no mistaking it for what it was - a deadly weapon. The blade and hilt on this one were all one solid piece of bronze. Use was made of it in the past - several gouges were honed down. I really liked it. I turned around and noticed Aegeus Eliades looking my way.

Turning to my left, I saw a long table with food and drinks on the far side. I spotted barbeque, which was the reason I agreed to show up. There were ribs, brisket, even sausage. My stomach growled. That table was my goal, so I slowly made my way there. I didn't recognize anyone. That was odd since, for some reason, I thought this was a chamber of commerce event. But, I never joined the chamber. The annual dues were just way too much. 

#
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I sensed her presence before even looking up. I raised my head and saw her standing over me, grinning ear to ear. The most beautiful woman in the world. Well, at least in my world. 

I stood up, and only then remembered I had a full plate of barbeque, fries, cole slaw, and potato salad on my lap. It went air-bound. In a panic, I reached out. Somehow, and to this day I do not know how, I caught the plate, and the food, as it landed back on the plate. Yes, I actually caught all of it in mid-flight. 

Sheepishly, I turned around to look at her while balancing all of this on my hand. 

Amused, she said, “Wow, I must say I am impressed. So, what's your name?” 

I started to sputter and realized my mouth was completely stuffed with brisket, sauce, and bread. Most likely the sauce was dripping off my chin. Judging by her expression, it seemed she was fully aware of this temporary disability and had made a point of approaching and speaking to me just when my mouth was stuffed. 

Her emerald eyes both sparkled and squinted, and she looked for all the world like she would burst to keep from laughing. Performing a pirouette and strolling towards a group gathered across the room, I heard her say, “Geesh, wouldn't even tell me his name.” 

Of course, she knew my name, and so did a few others there.

Aggie Eliades, out of the corner of his eye, watched this whole exchange. He raised an eyebrow, smiled to himself, and walked away, muttering, “God help him.”

#
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I vividly remember that evening. I filled up, socialized for a while, and headed for the door. I'm sure my cheeks were still a bit red from the barbeque thing. As I approached the door, I heard my name.

“Esmond. Hi, Aggie Eliades. We talked earlier.”

“Well, hi. This has been a great time. The food was awesome.”

“Great. Zoe told me that she ran into you.”

I could feel my cheeks flushing again. Still, I learned her name!  “Uh, yeah. She caught me at a bad moment.”

Aggie laughed. “Well, she seems to be good at that.” 

“So, have you lived here long?”

“Oh, it's my family's. We've managed to hold on to it for a good many years. The location just keeps getting better as time goes on. We can hop on the freeway and make it downtown in no time. So, anyway, tell me what keeps you busy nowadays? What are your hobbies?”

I was in a good mood. It was a social occasion after all, so I answered. “Well, I read a lot. Also, oddly enough, I've started flying hobby drones during the weekends. Sometimes. You know, DJI, Hubsan, and that kind. Just so much fun!”

“Oh really, I've got one. It has a pretty good range. So, you said you read a lot. What books have you read lately?”

“Fiction when I can. Lately, I made it through a few Iain Banks novels.”

“Oh, Iain Banks or Iain M. Banks?”

I laughed. “Ha, so you're familiar with him. Well, definitely Iain M. Banks. There's no way I'm reading The Wasp Factory. I do read a great deal of science fiction.” 

He smiled. “He was a great author. He seemed to have some insight into what it may be like up there. You fly drones, what do you think of the UFO thing? Are they drones? It still shows up in the news regularly.”  

At this point, it occurred to me that this gentleman was doing some exploring. But, he was the host, and seemed to be a nice guy, so I didn't mind.

I responded. “Well, there's got to be something to it. When former U.S. Presidents are talking about unknown things flying around the skies, it has to be something substantial. I'm certain all the statements by those guys were well thought out before they said them on TV.” 

“Do you have any theories on them?”

Well, I had theories. A lot of them. But I wasn't sure I wanted to get into a two-hour conversation on all that in the hallway with the door open, so I said, “Oh yeah. I've read quite a lot on the whole history. It's one of life's great mysteries. But you know, it would take hours.” 

We made eye contact. For more than a few seconds. But, it was not awkward. Nor was it threatening or intimidating. It just happened. He had silver in his eyes.

“Well, look Esmond. I'm taking up too much of your time and I know you have to get home. Let's get together sometime. I think Zoe wants to mess with you again.” 

Nodding my head in agreement, I said something. I can't quite remember. I think it was just, “Oh, wow.”

Later on, thinking about when I was leaving that evening, there were two things I thought were weird. Right at first, when I heard my name, I'm not sure whether I actually heard it. With my ears, I mean. But I certainly heard it. Also, except for the eyes, which had silver in them, I couldn't exactly recall at all what Aegeus Eliades looked like. 
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​Chapter 4:  My Client
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I don't know about you, but when I get home after dark, I always step outside and look up at the stars. People from all walks of life think about it and wonder about it. Are we alone in the Universe? Where is everyone else in this infinite cosmos? Governments, their intelligence services, universities, militaries, billionaires, and everyday people are always looking for some type of evidence of extraterrestrial, otherworldly, or nonhuman intelligent life. 

It used to be, when we were young, we would all get together at someone's house, go outside and look up at the stars, and we'd talk about these mysteries all night long. Nowadays, it seems we don't. Instead, podcasts and YouTube videos have supplanted those conversations. Now, we watch and listen to famous scientists and celebrities talk and argue about these topics. They all have conflicting opinions. What does come across, though, is that they don't know any more than the rest of us. But, like everything in life, there are exceptions.

I have an interesting client who, perhaps, knows more than the rest of us. He, initially, told me he was an engineer for Honeywell. You know, the company that makes home thermostats, humidifiers, and other wholesome, everyday stuff. It turns out that the company makes other things, at least in Kansas City, that housewives don't really use. 

His name is Ray Langstaff. When we first met, I asked what he did there. He stated that he made nuclear bomb triggers. That woke me up. He works at what is called the Department of Energy's Kansas City National Security Campus, which is operated by Honeywell. It manufactures nuclear bomb parts. It also conducts research and manufactures other classified material, working with Sandia and Los Alamos National Laboratories, both in New Mexico. Sandia is also operated by a subsidiary of Honeywell. He needed help with a divorce his wife filed. 

Most lawyers hate doing divorces, and judges hate hearing them. I sometimes agree to represent someone in a divorce if I need the money, when too many bills are unpaid. With this client, and other people he works with at Honeywell, the government is somewhat antsy about which lawyers they retain for legal matters. There are secrets they don't want disclosed. These guys have security clearances that are far higher than what most federal employees receive. He had a Q-Level 4 security designation, whatever that means. 

Ray told me the government actually had to clear whoever he wanted to hire. It turned out he could retain me since I still had a high clearance from when I served in the Navy, a top-secret, crypto, cosmic clearance. It sounds impressive, doesn't it? Not really. I was a communications officer. Every sea-going ship in the Navy has at least one communications officer, sometimes several, and they all have top-secret, crypto, cosmic clearances. So do lots of other people in every service branch. But not too many lawyers. So, I ended up representing him in his divorce. 

I’m still not sure why his wife filed for divorce. I say that because Ray has a fascinating personality. People really enjoy his company. I suppose women would consider him handsome. Regardless, he certainly is not ugly in any respect. He is such an outgoing and intelligent person that it shouldn’t matter anyway. It was contested, and I suppose I offered emotional support to him occasionally as things worked their way through. I believe I told him that all the travails and difficulties from his divorce would pass, and it won’t have any great consequence in the grand scheme of things. Maybe that’s how we ended up discussing outer space, the Drake Equation, extraterrestrial life, what happens after we pass on and, well, you get the gist of it. 

I recall one time when he was at my office, and we talked about how much the government really knows about UFOs and extraterrestrials. I told him my theory about that. I suspect the government actually knows a lot, maybe an immense amount, about flying saucers, intelligent extraterrestrial life visiting the Earth, and how much of a presence they have here. But, they're not telling for a number of reasons.

There are many people, including a few Senators and Representatives, who simply do not want their reality turned upside down. Consciously or unconsciously, they are adamant in their desire to just not know.  If the government is competent, which I think for the most part it is, it must have arranged for any number of studies, surveys, and evaluations to determine just how well people in general, our society, our social structures, our respect for authority, our religious beliefs, even our mental and physical health, would be affected by the disclosure of extraterrestrials and their craft flying all over everywhere. To me, it would be inconceivable that there would not be extensive, top secret, anthropological and sociological studies, and psychological profiles of a statistically significant number of individuals, all carried out to answer those questions, and to assist the government in determining how much to tell the public. 

So, I believe that the government has adopted a two-track “Disclosure” strategy. It, officially, denies any extraterrestrial presence. Until recently, it denied any UFOs flying around anywhere at all. It still maintains that there's no evidence of extraterrestrial life, anywhere, anytime. That's the official line. I suppose it determined it must take this position to ensure there's no general panic, that religious leaders don't declare that extraterrestrials are demonic, and that a massive stock market sell-off doesn't occur. In short, it takes that official position so society won't collapse. 

But, I believe there's a second track for disclosure. The government recognizes that a very significant part of the citizenry is aware of enough facts to have a strong, well-founded belief that the government knows a great deal more than what the official line is. For those people, the government attempts to satisfy some of their need to know by arranging for unofficial leaks, arranging for ex-government officials and ex-military personnel to reveal what they know, and making available some of the paper records and videos. All of this is done in a way that is deniable by the government. It says, or strongly implies, that the records may not be legitimate, the leaks may be bogus, and the ex-government officials and ex-military personnel may be misinformed. By releasing information this way, with a kind of knowing wink, so to speak, it avoids causing general panic, stock market sell-offs, and so on. It gets some information out to people who usually can recognize it as legitimate. 

There’s another angle. It's the people's “Right to Know.” Really, there is such a thing. Legal papers and law review articles discuss this. UNESCO states that the Right to Know is a human right - the right of people to “participate in an informed way in decisions that affect them, while also holding governments and others accountable.” The public's right to know is not explicitly written into the U.S. Constitution or any of its amendments. However, scholars argue this is a legitimate constitutional right, and it is independent of any statute, including the Freedom of Information Act. 

Courts recognize that several First Amendment rights, such as the Freedom of the Press, the Freedom of Speech, and the Right to Petition the Government, and also every citizen's primary right to vote, are meaningless if information, facts, are hidden from the press, from the voters, if citizens do not have access to information about what they are supposed to vote on or petition the government about. Freedom of Speech is pretty much worthless without any knowledge or understanding. Look at “X” or Twitter. So, I think this is additional motivation for the government to arrange for all these unofficial leaks of information. Individuals in the government recognize that constitutional rights are being impaired. 

I told Ray this theory. I figured he may, or may not, have some insight about whether this two-track disclosure possibility holds water. Really, I wanted a second opinion, mainly to let me know if I was just crazy. Much to my surprise, he said I was probably right and that some of the news stories on this subject can perhaps only be explained by this theory. I was relieved. It's always good to know one is not completely nuts. 

But, Ray didn’t stop there. He had one hell of a story, and he decided to tell me. This is it:

#
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Ironically, it was right in front of us. An answer to that question we’ve all asked. Are we alone? It happened in the 1970s, when the United States launched Skylab into orbit. Like most man-made orbital objects, it required minor course adjustments. It was done every few months. Due to the vagaries of orbital mechanics, Skylab wound up in a new path it did not previously clear. No other satellites or debris were in the path. Which was why it maneuvered into that path. There was an inexplicable event. Something collided with one of the port solar panels. Indeed, the panel ended up with a perfectly round six-foot hole. The residents of the space lab at that time saw this. No ragged edges. The thing was that nothing had shown up on radar. NORAD and NASA had more than enough technical capability to track anything in Skylab's path. After this event, the NORAD duty officer & the acting commander, an Air Force general, replayed the radar display over and over. Nothing there. At this point, the ground controllers at Johnson Space Center made an emergency course change to a higher orbit, and the orbit of this undetected object was calculated to inches. 

Even back then, the U.S. Air Force had hunter-killer satellites. The particular one tasked with tracking down this anomalous object possessed an excellent camera. The thing was, it was extraordinary. It wasn't a monolith or something with antennas. It was a six-foot, pitch-black ball. Radar did not reflect off it. Even from the high-power radar station in Iceland. National Security Agency, National Reconnaissance Office, and others were brought in. At some point, someone had the bright idea to shoot a laser at it. A ground-based observatory was used. The laser used was not a weapon but was utilized for measuring the distance to the moon. So they did that. 

Well, it did generate a response. An emission of some type, detectable in some spectrums, originated from this black, perfect sphere. It was not directed to some destination in outer space but to Earth's surface. The  beam, which they theorized was a communication method, scanned a very wide area, not unlike a LiDAR. And this is where it gets weird. A number of national technical assets were used to determine this. It was aimed at some location in northwest Missouri.

#
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At some point, I realized what occurred at Monkey Mountain, and the unusual interactions with people I’ve had lately, could well have a connection to this story Ray told me. I began to wonder whether our ordinary, humdrum life, our comforting, routine reality, could well exist alongside an extraordinary, mysterious, phenomenal reality that almost everyone is unaware of. 

I asked Ray about something else. I’ve had strange dreams lately, some just completely inexplicable. I mentioned this to him. He noted people he talks with had unusual dreams too. Stranger and weirder than the usual ones. Apparently because of the coronavirus pandemic, people have reported unusual, even bizarre, dreams. Several newspapers and news websites published reports about this. Ray said he also had a few strange dreams. Ray was participating in a support group, apparently because of his divorce, and he said people in this group have discussed it. The next day, he sent me this email, which I think is rather insightful, and also pretty entertaining.

#
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From: Raymond Langstaff, Honeywell National Security Campus, Kansas City

To: Esmond Kemp, Attorney, Kemp Law Firm

Re: Crazy dreams

Hi Essie, 

You’re not the only person with crazy dreams. After I got back to my office, I thought of this. In the support group I’m in we’re supposed to keep journals, so I wrote about how they were creating some anxiety for me. Anyway, you'll enjoy reading this journal entry:  

So I have these vivid dreams when things don’t go well in my waking life. They are very real. So much so that it’s worrying me. Now, I wonder whether, if I die, I will live on in my dream life. I hope I do. I’ve had doubts though, because of what I experienced, or more exactly, did not experience the one time I had surgery. I was put under by an anesthesiologist and it was complete obliteration. No dreams. Not even a sense of time passing. I fell asleep, and it seemed I woke up immediately thereafter. It was actually several hours. This worried me to no end. No dreams. No self-awareness. Just complete blackness and no existence. 

So, is this our fate when we pass on? I have no idea. Some scientists who study this sort of thing say our self-awareness is just an illusion anyway. But don't you have to be self-aware for an illusion to occur? To doubt consciousness proves its reality, right? Occasionally, I run into a well-known scientist in this field, and I’ll ask him or her questions like this. For some reason, they always get mad at me.

I dated a very intelligent woman who attended Stanford, then medical school in Houston. Extraordinarily sharp. She was religious, a Presbyterian. I told her about this concern of mine. She told me not to be overly troubled about it. Just because one doesn’t remember something doesn’t mean it didn’t occur. She noted scientists have found people do not remember the great majority of their dreams, at least eighty percent. There is just no recall of them upon awakening. I remember her telling me that, regardless, she believed all of this, all our waking existence, is a dream, an illusion, and one day it will all fade away, and we will find ourselves in a new spiritual existence of some sort. She was brilliant, and I think she was considered a genius. So, her thoughts on this carry a great deal of weight with me. She mentioned some verses in the New Testament that describe how our ordinary lives will fade away and this will come about.

So, anyway, we've got that going for us, at least if we are Presbyterian. Of course, with me having more of a 'spiritual' inclination than a denominational one, I may not qualify for that. I prefer more of a Buddhist afterlife, where we get lots of do-overs, since I screw up so much. But, I prefer it slightly modified, so that we get to do over our same life, again and again, like a video game, until we've pretty much got it down. If I had a brand new, different life each time, I'd just mess up all of those. They aren't really do-overs I suppose, more of a ‘try this one, it might work out better for you’ kind of thing. 

Anyway, I really have no idea and I need to get some sleep.

#
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So, you can probably tell from that, Ray Langstaff has a very interesting personality – especially for an engineer. He's definitely my favorite client. That guy has crazy stories.  
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​Chapter 5:  Ray Langstaff
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I shouldn't have moved to Kansas City. No offense to people living here. I'll explain. I told my wife it was only temporary. It didn't matter. A few months after we transferred here, she filed for divorce and moved quickly to finalize it. I had difficulty going through with it. My wife, to me at least, was beautiful. I always considered myself so lucky to have met and eventually marry her. I told her that every day. Maybe she took it to heart and felt she could do better. She never took a physics course, or any science class. Maybe our marriage was doomed from the start because of that. Like so many other things, it’s a mystery. I could ask her, but I doubt she would be straight with me.

After we separated, and I moved out, within a couple of weeks, some guy was living off and on at our house, while I was still paying for it. That was sleazy, and really affected me. That was when I realized I needed a lawyer. The first thing Essie told me was to find a support group, or the whole process would drive me crazy. That was good legal advice. Honeywell, thank God, has its own counseling program. For me, they had counselors with very high-security clearances. It is quite amazing, group therapists, marriage counselors, with Top Secret, even Q level clearances. They're obligated not to breach our trust. Except for the usual reasons, like, if we planned on harming someone else or doing ourselves in. 

So, anyway, I am thankful to the company, and to the Department of Energy for providing that. On the other hand, I'd like to blame DOE for wrecking my life, because they wanted us to move here. I couldn't even tell her why, I couldn't tell her anything about what I really did. Security is very clear in that regard. So, the more I got involved in this extraordinary thing that is going on here, the more I just couldn't tell her. The divorce, I suppose then, is perhaps not surprising. It certainly was not uncommon. Maybe we should have just stayed in Albuquerque. That's where her family lives. 

I couldn’t tell her that I was on the brink of creating, maybe, the greatest invention in the history of modern physics. Nor could I tell her that one of the ways we are getting close to figuring it out is that there are extraterrestrial craft flying around the area, and we've got incredibly sensitive detectors recording every type of electromagnetic and gravitational signature they emit. It is astonishing what you can figure out by analyzing just how things generate those signatures. So, what we are doing is not so much based on a theoretical model, but trying our best to recreate something that we know already exists.

The thing is, what I was figuring out, is exactly what the scientists and engineers at Honeywell’s predecessor, the old Bendix Atomic Energy Commission plant in Kansas City, along with the old Western Electric Company’s operation nearby in Lee’s Summit, with its clean rooms, vacuum tubes, and its gyroscopes, have been experimenting with since the 1950s. But, they didn't make any breakthroughs. Well, now we've got transistors, integrated circuits, and incredible computing power, and we can generate much more voltage in a much smaller container. So, we're almost there.

One of my only friends here is Essie Kemp. My divorce lawyer. He hates being called that. He's fairly intelligent, for a lawyer, and he's interested in the same things I am. Of course, I couldn't even retain him until they did a background check on him. Surprisingly, he had the highest a person could get in the Navy. 

Things started going to pieces when I was at work, on a secure floor, and walking towards one of the computer rooms. Just as I was turning the corner to go in, I heard a drawer slam shut, and out walked our FBI security liaison, giving me a weird look. I suppose he could have been there as part of his duties, but there's no way he had the passwords to access anything. 

I noticed a number of suspicious things over the next few days, particularly in my own office. Someone's been poking around, and if it was that FBI guy, I really had to think about whom to talk about it with. So, of course, it occurred to me. I had an attorney, with a Top Secret clearance. 

Ironically, as everyone who has gone through one knows, going through a divorce seems to make a person a better spouse, if they ever get married again. You realize all the different ways you screwed up and commit to do better if you get a second chance. Not that it matters. I was truly alone back then, with only my work, as amazing as that is. I recognized in Essie a fellow traveler. Physicists don't usually want much to do with lawyers, but I enjoyed talking to him. That's why I blabbed about the Skylab thing. After all, the Skylab incident is one of the reasons I'm here in Kansas City. Its resolution, to find out just who its signal was directed to, was really a big deal for a while. Then Air Force Intelligence connected with DOE, and we understood that there's a group of people in the area who we're just supposed to study from a distance. Because they're aliens? No one really knows. Still, the anti-gravity program here, the Skylab transmission, the detection of anomalous objects over the region, and this mystery family, all seem connected, and it is a fascinating mystery that I really wanted to discuss with someone outside of work. The only one I really could do that with was Essie. 
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