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And now without further ado Nifbil proudly presents. . . Re-energizer ©

The sky was gray and it was as dark as night even though it was nine o’clock in the morning, the wipers slapped against the windshield with a steady rhythmical movement.  

A steady rain beat against the windshield as the car whisked steadily down the two-lane highway of what had once been the famed Route Sixty six; like many other things in life it’s time had come and gone. . .  The old two-lane highway was in disrepair, the new interstate highway had left it in almost a state of abandonment seldom traveled, now stood as a gruesome reminder of how change and modernization left behind in its tracks those things that did not work or could not change.

Mike Harrington realized while traveling this lonely stretch of highway, that he must adapt or like this now lonely stretch of highway, he’d surely be left behind, abandoned by the changing times. . . But he was making that adjustment.  He felt uncomfortable and it troubled him although he realized that change had become crucially important if he were to continue to be an active part of the scientific community.  

Having served the scientific community for twenty years and only being retired for six months, he was now coming out of retirement at age forty-seven. . .  He’d already taken his first initial gigantic leap into the new millennium, having taken his initial interview for a position online, via the internet and was now in route for a formal interview.

A sudden gust of wind sent huge tumbleweed sailing across the highway and colliding momentarily with his windshield, the wipers complained loudly as the tumbleweed made contact with them briefly, before continuing its journey across the highway into the vastness of the desert beyond.  

The incident unnerved him and he’d pulled over on the shoulder of the road to regain his composure, the impending interview already had him wound as tightly as a spring. . .  It wasn’t so much he needed to the position, after his twenty year tenure with Lafayette Aerospace he had a hefty retirement package.  

The importance of this position was to keep his mind and body active, the one thing his retirement package had left out.  Renewable Resources L.T.D. was a new giant in the aerospace industry, a company started by his son with his financial inheritance contacts, business savvy and had the same arrogant persistence to achieve and succeed as his father had before him.

Having regained his loss of composure, Mike pulled off of the shoulder of the road and continued his journey onward to his ten o’clock interview. . . The drizzling rain had no turned into a steady downpour.  

With his wipers working diligently to keep the windshield clear, the motor in his M.G. Midget purred like a kitten as the small black sports car raced down the two-lane highway. . .  The car itself was a status symbol of a person having achieved success.

Having traveled thirty miles down this lonely stretch of highway, he had but twenty-two miles remaining in his journey,

as he neared his destination, now within five miles of the facility, chain-link fences with three stranded barb wire appeared on his left, ominous red lettered signs bolted to the fence which read,” Property of Renewable Resources, Posted, No Trespassing, Unauthorized Personnel will be met with deadly force! The condition of the highway was greatly improved.  

As he drove a mile further, a sign on his right served to explain, ”This section of road serviced and maintained by: Renewable Resources L.T.D.” 

The entrance to the facility itself was an ominous sight to behold: armed guards with M-16’s stood attentively in the tower; a guard shack situated in the center of the entrance/exit was maintained by three armed guards.  Signs warned that the external boundary fence was electrified, the entrance was brightly lit and a signal light resembling a traffic light was positioned at both the entrance and the exit. . . The signal light illuminated bright red as he approached the gate, a deep voice, sounding both threatening and demanding said,” State your business.”

Feeling slightly intimidated, Mike stuttered momentarily, finally managing to speak and say nervously but in a firm voice,” My name is Mike Harrington.  I have an appointment with Doctor David Ramsey at ten o’clock this morning.”  The name on the security officer’s uniform was Earnhardt. The officer eyed him briefly and he was told to step out of his car.  

Mike was detained at the reception station while his car was searched thoroughly, after which he was patted down.  Officer Earnhardt checked a list of scheduled visitors on his clipboard, finally finding the name Mike Harrington, then asking Mike to have a seat, picked up his telephone and placed a call to Dr. Ramsey’s extension.

Ten minutes later, as Mike sat nervously, an older gentleman in a white lab coat appeared. After several minutes of consulting with the duty officer, he approached Mike with his hand extended.  “Good morning, Mr. Harrington. . .  My name is Dr. David Ramsey, It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Mike. . . You have an impressive background and I’m looking forward to having you on our team.”

“Thank you, I too have heard a lot about you.  You have a pretty impressive background yourself.”

“Now that the mutual formalities are over, shall we get down to business?”

Dr. Ramsey instructed the security officer to issue Mike a temporary entry badge.  The badge stipulated in one inch bright red letters,” Escort Required,” and had a bright red v down the center of it to distinguish that the person who was wearing it was a visitor.

Together, they left the reception station, walking outside.  Mike was instructed to park his car in the visitor section.  Once that was accomplished, he was to return to the reception area where he would be met by the inner agency personnel recruitment team. . . Having worked at a high security complex for twenty years, Mike was more than a little familiar with security protocol, and after parking his vehicle, returned, as instructed, to the reception station area.  Within minutes after returning, he was greeted by a group of five individuals, quickly hustled out the door into a waiting limousine, and driven to the human resources department. . . After being fingerprinted, photographed and a retinal scan was completed, and after signing numerous forms and being sworn to defend the Constitution of the United States, Mike was issued a bright red employee security badge and a matching security decal for his vehicle, a new employee welcome package and a token good for a meal at the commissary mess hall.

After a three-hour tour of the facility, at long last, Mike was finally brought to the laboratory where he would be working.  He was made to understand that his immediate supervisor would be Dr. David Ramsey, Ph.D.  When inquiring about the project that he would be working on, Mike was told that there were various projects ongoing throughout the entire facility, all of which were secret, so secret that the nature of the projects being worked on were only disclosed to the members of the teams working on them.

The formalities completed, Mike was returned to the laboratory where he would be working, as this was an environment which he was more familiar with, his anxiety began to dissipate as the group from the human resources department left him. 

He sat in a small office, beginning to feel somewhat relaxed as he waited for Dr. Ramsey, he’d been waiting about ten minutes when a tall man, slender in build, came into the small office where he was waiting.  “Dr. Mike Harrington?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I’m Dr. Jeff Thomason.  Dr. Ramsey sent me down to get you. . . We’re going to meet him at the mess hall.  

After we eat, I am to show you around the laboratory and then get you lined out with uniforms, a locker, and get you moved in to the base housing project. . . Come on now, we don’t want to keep David Ramsey waiting.” 

Walking around the exterior corridors to avoid the rain, they made their way to the commissary mess hall,  upon entering they immediately felt the warmth as they shuffled through the doors; the dining facility was filled with tempting and appetizing odors from the various menu selections available.

Spotting Dr. David Ramsey across the room sitting at a large table alone, they made their way across the dining area to where David was sitting. . .  After joining him, they each indulged in a full course breakfast that was known as the belly buster.  

It featured three eggs, two sausage panties, two strips of bacon, two silver dollar pancakes, biscuits and gravy, coffee, juice and a small bowl of fresh fruit.  They consumed several cups of coffee while discussing a brief but informative outline of what the project entailed.

With breakfast behind them, Jeff took Mike around, getting him assigned a locker, a parking space, six uniforms with matching smocks, an office that was equipped with various equipment that included a computer terminal, a word processor, an electron microscope and a large black safe in the back corner of the office.  

After which they made their way to the housing director’s office, and Mike was assigned a one-bedroom condominium on the sixth floor of the inner agency’s internal base housing unit. . . Mike was given the remainder of the day off to get settled in, and was told to be in his office at building 136 at zero-six hundred.

There were several items that Mike had neglected to buy and bring with him, all of which he found readily available at the commissary. . . All transactions were completed using the employee’s badge, the amounts of the purchases automatically deducted from the employee’s payroll account.  

After purchasing a 13 inch combination VCR/television A.m. / FM stereo with cassette player, he returned and settled into his new, lavishly furnished apartment.  Eating a poor boy sandwich with chips and a Dr. Pepper, he relaxed, watching an old western on television.  After indulging in two other movies available on the company’s cable television network, he went online and played a game of chess with his former colleague, Dr. Dave Wilson.
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