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Introduction

 




 


This book is
seriously not for the faint of heart, due to the obscene language
and the disturbing graphic details in some of the chapters.
Nevertheless, it depicts how our modern civilization will regress
when modern comforts are suddenly missing from our daily lives. The
sudden fight for survival in a world of increasingly less
sustenance and basic needs, and how some people, even through
severe times of trial, manage to retain their basic faith in
religion. Moreover, it shows just how the majority of mankind will
quickly lose it. It is also a mirror, of how chaotic, cruel and
ruthless humanity can be, when normalcy becomes just a remembrance
of earlier times, (albeit, we see the inhuman side of mankind every
day on the news.) It has a wide variety of subjects. There are even
romantics, because that is also a big part of life itself. And
last, but not the least important. It proves that we posses a power
within us which is irrefutably strong.

Love!

 


I wish to thank all the persons who agreed to
my utilizing names and also the resemblance to factual people. All
other resemblance to others is coincidental.

 





Prologue

 


For now there is no sound, while we all live
underground

(Jamiroquai)

 


Did they live like this? The Cro-Magnon or
Neanderthal? Did they live in caves hiding from the prehistoric
Dinosaurs, only to come out at night rummaging for water and
searching for something edible? It was hard for me to imagine that
our civilization had made it this far! Grandfather Steve used to
laugh, go into his deep bass voice he always used when making jokes
and say “You’ve come a long way baby”! He explained to me that it
was an old commercial from the Viewer, which once had aired a long
time ago. It was not very easy for me to understand what a
commercial is and I simply could not comprehend a Viewer when he
attempted to explain it to me. However, when the subject turned to
Automobiles or buses, now those things I can see every night when
we would grab our backpacks and go out on our foraging tours. Ever
since I was young, I was intrigued with the splendid array of
colors that nature had in constant supply when I was growing up on
the farm. But that was something we had little of in the mineshaft.
The different automobiles and buses, and also in the houses which
were still standing in the early years, with their wide array of
colors were as a young boy so fascinating that I sometimes didn’t
collect anything of value to eat. Even though Grandpa Steve said
that, I had a special talent for finding things all the time. But
the Colors! Wow (as Grandfather used to say). The dreary mine only
consisted of four colors, which were gray, brown, black and the
silver specks in the rock walls.

We live in an old abandoned Silver mine in
what he called the upper parts of Utah. But now when I look back in
retrospect, I guess that we can consider ourselves somehow lucky.
Grandfather had known about a mine somewhere up north (up and
north? another synonym which is in my eyes illogical), so we had
traveled as fast as possible to find the ghost town and get into
the mine. Those other groups of individuals that were not lucky
enough to find a hole in the ground had it lots worse. What was
considered a safe haven shelter in mankind's eyes became, in
reality, simply a waiting room for deaths arrival. The Newcomers
were slowly searching all of the remaining buildings that were left
standing after “the great demo”, and the beginning of the Newcomers
eradication program. It was said that the only place to hide was in
deep cellars or anything underground. Even drainage culverts would
suffice in an emergency, unless they let the killers loose. That
was when a culvert became a death trap. And when the Disc had
started flying low and slowly around in the general area, humanity
started to run and they hid like Rats.

Grandfather was the one who had raised me.
During the daylight hours, there was usually long stretches of time
when Grandfather always used to say we had to ‘stay put’. In the
course of time he simply called it ‘put time’. Those were the times
that I had loved the most. It was quality time for the two of us
and a time of recollection for Grandfather. And it was also a time
of tales from long ago, when humanity could roam the entire planet
without a constant fear of the Newcomers. Well, almost. Grandfather
also told about wars, Man versus Man, which he compared to the
Newcomers and us. Another illogical thought where one hunts and
kills his own kind! Only he intoned that in a war, both sides had a
chance to defend themselves. Not like it is now. He often had days
when he apparently was troubled or severely depressed and he had no
desire to tell stories of the past. On these days, he did what he
called schooling. He had taught me all of the letters of the
alphabet, written on the sandy floor at the front entrance of our
home, the formation of words and their correlation to objects. And
as I said, I knew the words but could not make a connection to an
object I have never seen or never will. Time passed and throughout
the years as he became older, his hair had gone from dark
(mineshaft) gray to a snowy white and towards the end, it was only
visible against the bright morning sunlight streaming in from the
mineshafts entrance.

Then came the day when we had almost been
caught by the Newcomers. Grandpa Steve had a problem walking as of
late and suddenly he stumbled and fell. Not far from the entrance.
As I tried to grab him under the arm, he shook me off and yelled at
me to get in. Standing in the shadows of the entrance of the mine,
and thankful that the killers weren’t on the loose, I had to watch
in fear as he finally got to his feet and slowly made his way to
the mine. He had just barely made it into the mine when the Disc’s
green glow went slowly passing by the bushes out front. With tears
in my eyes, I had asked in a shaky voice what would happen if his
foot had been caught in the green glow. Would he have been vanished
or only his one foot? He still had after his near death experience,
his humor and rhymed to me that my `logically illogic logic was
logically sometimes illogically logic´! After that day, he said it
was too dangerous for him to go out foraging anymore. Without my
Grandpa Steve by my side, I simply went with the rest of our group
on foraging tours. I wanted to stay with Grandpa, but he would hear
nothing of it. My place and duty was still to go (unwillingly) with
the “scavenger troops”. Whenever we went on our short tours in the
daylight and I came back, he would sometimes have a surprise
waiting for me by the entrance at the front of the mine. Whole
paragraphs of words were written with near perfection in the soft
sand. I was supposed to read it and then interpret it back to him,
and sometimes I would really get scolded for pronouncing a word
incorrectly. But as the time slowly crept by, I had to sometimes
smirk at some of the paragraphs that he had so meticulously written
with his block shrift in the sand. And because I really was getting
so superfluous, thanks to his schooling, it was not even necessary
to stow what we had found scourging around outside. Still holding
on to my backpack with our ever seldom findings, I would smile at
him and then read the sentences as fast and word perfect as could
possibly be. Grandpa Steve, still very sharp minded, but now a very
old and small man would look at me with that gleam in his eyes and
with his toothless grin, exclaim to me how proud I made him.

One day he got sick. The coughing started
when we were sleeping and I awoke immediately. The natural climate
of the mine kept the dust continually wafting through the air and
since our arrival, everybody had a rasping cough, which had become
the Status Quo and was hardly even noticed anymore. But this
coughing was seriously different and listening to it made me wince.
When I had asked if he was all right he had implied that he was
simply getting old. The next day, as he laid there and could not
get up, that is when I really got worried. He was already weak to
the point that raising his arm was the act of great strength. He
instructed me to go into the far back reaches of the mineshaft,
look under a stone with a cross scratched on the surface, and to
bring what lay hidden underneath. I found it, and walking slowly
back, had thought the cross etched into the stone slab had really
looked strange considering the writing expertise of Grandpa. Upon
returning and kneeling closely to his side, he had just enough
energy to explain to me that he actually was not my real Grandpa
and that the stories and such he had told were honestly all of our
true history. He explained that Samuel in reality was my true
father and that I should be proud to be his son. He unfolded the
object, which was simply a wrapping for what was inside. Or so I
thought. Inside was a book, a really thick book with the same funny
cross on the front. He first showed me the wrapper for the book and
said it was a cowhide. A skin from the animal `Cattle´ he had so
often talked about! The book, he told me, was called The Bible.
After another gruesome fit of coughing, he said that I was a good
enough reader now and I shall fully read it and to live by its
schooling, no matter what happens to me in the future. The vast
array of glass he had destroyed in the houses and on the
automobiles and buses were called `Mirrors´ and was objects of
vanity from the devil he said. I would find it all meticulously
explained in the book. Just before he passed away, and after
another coughing fit, he said, (with the fire in his eyes I knew so
well), because of what is written in that book, I was not banned
from the mine and was allowed to stay with the group in the first
place. He then slowly closed his eyes. Forever gone. In the bright
glow of a full moon, I buried his body under a deep pile of stones
not far from the mines entrance. Moreover, not knowing why I did
so, I fashioned two sticks together with some vine, which grew not
far away, and made a cross like on his book. As daylight came, I
was just sitting at the front of the mine. Sad and (logically) glad
that he could die as a man and not like a Rat running in fear. So
now, I was alone with the group who had almost never spoken to me.
Those, which had tolerated me, but were never really close like
Grandpa Steve. Now, many years later after twice reading and
learning from the book, it is time for me to pass on the stories of
my Grandpa Steve.

Oh, and me? My name is Billy.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter One

 


♫Do you really want to live
forever?♫

(Alphaville)



At the
beginning of it all, it was simply meant to be an experiment. Some
of the most prominent scientist in the world had conceived a way to
stop the proportionally increasing Global warming that had slowly
begun well over a hundred years ago at the start of the Industrial
Revolution. With an intrinsically compounded mixture of Aluminum
oxide and Barium, they had calculated that a micro-fine mist
dispensed by Airliners spraying unobtrusively in the sky could
eventually shield the Planet from the ever-increasing Ultra-Violet
rays of the Sun.

Our protective Ozone layer was destroyed many
years ago. Conspiracy theorist also claimed that the Scientist,
with the helping hand of the American Government, had managed to
botch the experiment and consequently blasted a huge hole in Mother
Earths Ozone layer. And so the radiation levels increased, and also
in our Market orientated world of competition, so did the sun block
factor lotions constantly praised through commercials. We had
started with factor 15, then we were soon using factor 50, and
towards the end, an absurd factor of 100. (As the Race car driver
with the Ultra-white smile proclaimed on the Viewer commercial;
“I’m in the 100 Club! Are you?”) The Ultra Violet rays A and B were
constantly increasing proportionally with the North Polar cap
meltdown.

The slow dissemination of our beloved
nature’s normalcy was the order of the day. And with it, most of
our animals according to the Darwinian Law, which simply could not
adjust quickly enough. Of those few animals that did somehow manage
to cope with the intensifying radiation, they were now Satan's
abomination of nature. Most of the remaining animals now are
totally hairless. A few genres had even developed double
eyelids.

And so, with the continuously increasing
obliteration of our heavenly blue skies, depressingly clouded to a
degree of drab gray, came the Orbs. An increasing number of insane
lunatics were starting to claim that they had seen UFO’s, or that
they had once been abducted! On a daily basis, strange cattle
mutilations seemingly performed with Laser precision, and with no
plausible explanation, were increasingly in the news broadcast on
the Viewer. Then later, the Disc's slowly started to appear. At
first they were sporadically showing up on camera films and
pictures, from vacationers around the world. Later on, a telescope,
camera or eventually binoculars were not a necessity, because even
a Glaucoma candidate could spot one. At the beginning of it all, we
truly had no idea, just how badly it would really end.

The world was on the road to perdition!



From the start of 1960 until the end of the
1980's, there was lots of musical Boy Band Groups that, with simply
a few hit songs, were very popular in their time. And most renown,
(and also highly prized within the Bands), the hundreds of
thousands of Girls who always appeared at most every concert they
had performed. Many a teenage Girl was to be seen holding up
handmade paper signs with very sexually provocative sayings like:
“Oh please! I want a baby from you!” or “Marry me and we’ll make a
family”. And the best one ever seen at a Rock Concert was; “Take
me! I’m a virgin!” That in itself is seemingly unthinkable now in
this present day and age. Not since the arrival of the Newcomers
whom had thrown humanity backwards thousands of years.

 


Unknown to most people in the North American
continent, who in their egocentricity were only concerned about
their Cell phones or with themselves, objects were starting to be
seen in the skies around the world. Later on though, in the western
parts of America and on up into southern Canada, people were now
starting to notice round objects in their pictures and vacation
films. It is said that everybody has 15 minutes of fame in their
life. And so, many of these films and photos were sent to a man who
was the Show master on a Canadian Viewer program. He, whose
favorite Motto was: ‘You can not fail if you do not even try!’ He
then had a brainstorm idea, created a new show channel on the
Viewer, and then presented them all in a weekly show. With his
unbiased showmanship, even if he was a firm non-believer in the
crap which people were increasingly sending him, he immediately had
an enormous `Viewer Rating´ which was great for the Station where
he worked. At first, he simply could not fathom the stupidity and
also, after each program episode, the gullibility of the general
public. But even a strict non-believer will start to falter when he
sees enough evidence! Especially, to see the Orbs now, special
equipment was no longer needed!



♫“This is Major Tom to
ground control,”♫

(David Bowie)

 


Luckily, the
lunar landing had managed to go off without a single glitch. The
Space Academy Astronauts had just stepped out of the Lunar Lander
and was starting a speech about how this was a giant leap for our
humanity, and then only static on the Viewer! Then unexpectedly,
there came the Space Academy's statement to the general public! A
problem at the Academy had occurred and there were radio
transmission problems with the Lunar Lander! As usual, the public
was duped! Turning around to film, the Astronauts were shocked, and
what the Academy on Earth saw, was an Object on the far hillside.
In comparison relative to the Lunar Lander, it was absolutely
massive in size and totally deep, dark black in color. John Q.
Public had received only various low resolution fuzzy Black and
White pictures to see, but the reality was that the Astronauts had
cameras that were High Definition Color. Then suddenly, the
Astronauts had received some Telepathic projections into their
minds, and it was in our wording: “Here ours. Never return!” After
some tiresome and lengthy discussions between the Astronauts and
the Space Academy, the Academy had then transmitted to them to
continue as planned with the mission. To ignore what they were
seeing and hearing! Immediately the Lunar Lander instruments and
the Astronauts suits had suddenly become inoperable for about 10
seconds, an act to prove their technological capabilities. After
the suits returned to normal operation, the Space Academy control
center was literally resounding with the Astronauts loud begging
pleas that they only wanted; “to get the hell off of this damn rock
and come home!”

Therefore, the Space Academy unwillingly had
decided to `kindly obey the demands´ put upon them. Immediately
after the Lunar Landers lift-off for its return journey to Earth,
the Space Academy started a Priority One program for the continuous
observation of the Lunar surface with the new Hubble Space
Telescope. And as far as the normal working person at the space
program was concerned, the newly implemented unspoken company motto
was very simple to understand. Stay quiet or suffer an accidental
death.

 


Many a night
with nothing else to do, my Grandpa Steve used to talk of the
earlier times when he was young. Stories of clear blue skies,
painted with tufts of white clouds ever so slowly gliding by, and
the warmth of sunshine on his face, parks with big trees and lush
green grass. How hundreds and thousands across the nation had then
congregated in the big cities. Meaning to rise up and demand a plan
on how to restore the Earths atmosphere, so that the sun once more
would shine. To protest that Humans were the true rulers of this
planet. And then, only to be disposed of, vanquished in an act of
the powerful new inhabitants of this planet.

 




Raven was born, raised, schooled, and was
still a resident near the Salt Flats of Nevada. Ravens entire
family consisted of only his Wife and him. Nor were there siblings
on both sides of the families. His decision not to have children
made life drab for his wife. A married wife without children, who
felt no sense of purpose. But Raven was a man of integrity, being
raised in the west where a man’s word was a promise. Like a Viewer
Program that comes regularly once a week, they would have a really
down and dirty argument about the Pros and Cons of having a child.
She knew all of the Pros and he responded with all Cons. He won,
(or it was her submissiveness for the time being), every time. A
common knowledge only known to married couples is ‘Roses outside
the house and a Battle Zone inside’. Sometimes when his wife had
nagged long enough, he would then be forced to attend the local
church service with her. The highly respected couple outside of the
Church were often asked to do Gods work and have at least one
child. However, a western raised man will not be forced to decide
yes once he has already said no. And even though a man’s house is
his castle and a good wife should accept a man’s decisions, a woman
will always want to conform to nature and nurture a new born life.
And that was a subject that caused very much despair for his
faithful loving wife. But he had a beloved hobby in Astronomy and
Photography, which fulfilled his entire life more than any child
could possibly manage.

And there was always the horrible thought of having to go
camping with his camera equipment, telescope, various other
paraphernalia and (god help me! On top of it all) a child! He was
seemingly egoistic, but he simply wanted to live
his life, and not become the babysitter for some snotty nosed
kid! Although he had never told anyone, it was pure and simple! He
did not like children at all!

He had at first started filming Airplanes whose contrails
did not appear normal, and then started to notice silver balls
flying in and around the planes contrails. And then, thanks to his
newly bought computer program, ‘Frame Finder’, he had started
filming in his new terminology: “Chemical Orbs amidst contrails”.
Naturally, while he was busy editing some of his film clips with
the Orbs, his (loving?) wife had come into his study and seen the
packaging from the Frame Finder program. “Oh, should I have given
my hard earned money to your constantly begging magnificent
church?” He had yelled at her when she had started to nag again,
about ‘money better spent’. “Ask your dude Jesus to make a PayPal
donation!” “I earn the money!” He hissed at her. She had quietly
walked away, deeper again in depression and resignation. Regardless
of how his wife felt at the moment, he then thought ‘I need a
better telescope’. He had already started to notice that with the
New Moon, there were no “Orbs”. He then became even more fascinated
upon discovering the intensity of Orbs during a Full Moon! His
personal theory was that the
moon landing was faked from the chair he was sitting in. And that
chair sits in front of the largest library ever devised on this
planet! The Web!

Meanwhile, a certain rustic woman in Switzerland, doing
Yoga and her twice-daily spiritual meditation, had an Angelic
vision of visitors from another dimension descending upon our
planet Earth. In a frenzy of urgency abnormal to her status quo
complacent life, out onto the streets of Bern she ran. “Hör mal
zu!” (“listen to me!”) She cried to all of the people who were
standing by the submerged Bear Pits in the City Square, lazily
soaking up the mid daytime sunshine and the warmth of a fresh
spring day. (Once the spraying had started, there was seldom a
sunny day.) “Die kommen! Die sind auf dem
Weg hierher!” (“They're coming!") They're on their way here!”).

For most of the visiting Tourist, an old
woman who was dressed comparable to the hippies of the old 1960's,
running around aggravating people in the City Center, surely was an
interesting site! But for the town’s habitants themselves, it was
in total contradiction to the eccentric old lady they knew so well.
She, who always had some sugar-sweet honey candies for the children
and always had time enough for tourist and residents alike, to read
a palm or two! She then noticed the camera crew, which was making a
documentary of the tourist bus, and running over in her multi
colored hand-dyed skirt, started a recital about her Astral Visions
she had just minutes ago received from her Nirvana world. But she
was a simple person, with very little education due to the fact
that as a child, she had to help with the farm instead of going to
school during the ‘Big War’. So, little could she fathom the supple
complexities of being filmed for live Viewers. It would be for her,
a lesson learned for the remainder of her life. After her
distraught and insanely radical appearances on the live Viewer
program, and because nobody had seemed to believe her that Silver
Balls will be flying in the sky, she had soon become a lonely
person. With the exception of the two very stylish dressed men who
had visited her in their black suits and ties. With unreadable
credentials flashed in the wink of an eye, they showed a real
interest in just what exactly she had seen in her ‘visions’. She
was then informed that the Swiss Government wanted her to keep
quiet, and she had refused. Quickly, she had become the Community
Pariah, and not withstanding, due to her eccentric lifestyle, was
shortly after the departure of her properly dressed visitors,
sentenced to soft-padded incarceration. Her friends had also been
warned, and her now ex-friends and neighbors did not even have a
shimmer as to the totally complete accuracy of her meditative
visions from Nirvana.

But soon enough, even though her
incarceration in the city mental hospital would never be revoked,
she would soon thereafter become the main discussion at the daily
dinner table!

 


♫Prepare to mount your
cannoneer,♫

(The Caisson Song)

 


One day they
started to show themselves for all to see, massive devil
silver-gray disc. Measuring approximately 300 meters across, that
is when the proverbial ‘shit hit the fan’! An exact measurement was
impossible. Scientist around the Globe speculated that they had
encompassed their ships with a benign atmosphere for themselves.
After days of no contact between them and us, some Generals at
NORAD, where as usual the President was in hiding, took it upon
themselves to give the Shoot-Down order when a Disc had parked
itself neatly above the mountain top. Suddenly all of the Monitors
went green for a second. The Technicians believed it to be a glitch
in the Software and was astounded that the Disc was still
there.

The Generals, in a furor about whom
miss-programmed the Missile, gave the order to fire again! With the
Technicians swearing about not being able to get an accurate
reading and the Major in charge of the Firing Sequence sweating
about his career, they fired another missile. This time, to the
astonishment of all crews watching the closed circuit cameras above
the Mountain top, everyone observed a hellish bright green light
come from the Disc. The Missile simply disappeared! Needless to say
the crews were in total silence.

The Major fainted dead to the floor as the
Generals started yelling orders to secure the front entrance. And
then the report came in to the command center from Post Alpha at
the front gate. Every soldier who was unlucky enough to get caught
standing outside was gone! “Poof! Finito Sir! They did not go AWOL
Sir! They are simply not there no more!” The Lieutenant was
screaming into his Com microphone.

That was for ‘the newcomers’ the definitive
answer if we were to be ‘Friends’ or ‘Enemy’! Soon after, unknown
to Israel, the terrorist group in Palestine launched a homemade
rocket at the Disc hovering above the Holy town of Bethlehem.
Before Israel could react, the missile vanished!

And with it, many thousands of Palestine citizens were
simply relegated to eternal nothingness in a quick twinkle of an
eye. Around the world there were numerous nations that
in their megalomaniacal ways,
were
foolhardy enough to ignore the
incoming military and civilian incident reports, and began firing
themselves. They also had incurred the same retaliation from the
Disc. Airman First Class Leroy, (unwillingly, but better than jail
time), was inducted into the Air Force, and was now daydreaming
about his (ex) girlfriend and his GTO, when the incident reports
came in. A hillbilly from Tennessee, who was at the time hateful at
being stationed in France, went paranoid at the controls of his
Anti-Aircraft Missiles and was solely responsible for the almost
total eradication of the inhabitants of Paris. Attempts were made
to Kamikaze dive some Fighter Jets into the Disc above NORAD. It
only revealed the true meaning of the light distortions around the
Disc. The Newcomers Disc were packing an awesome weapon! An
impenetrable force shield! After several attempts to dive into the
Disc and each time the Fighter Jet smoothly rebounding into an
altered flight course, the General had finally resigned to the
facts and canceled the mission. Soon after the annihilation of
Paris, the entire Space Academy Control Center was to receive the
message about what Planet Earth was ordered do. It was done
telepathically, but it was a one way dialog. Questions and demands
were yelled out into thin air, some of the low grade technicians
started crying and (as usual) the General in charge of the Control
Center started to refuse their orders and was making his own
demands. But the Generals demands, sounding so reassuring and
‘Mighty Military’ strong to the lowly Airmen at the consoles were
half-hearted at best. He had known very well since the first
incident report, their capabilities and to what had transpired
across the globe.

Their demands were, in a sense, quite simple
and precise.

No Aircraft.

No Automobiles.

 


When the President received word of their communication,
he contemplatively sat
back in his high-backed
leather recliner chair. “Nope, nobody plays games with the good old
US of A boys!” He proclaimed with swagger in his voice to the
Generals gathered around in his quarters. And so he made the
decision to fly back to Washington and conduct a retaliation
strategy. And regardless of his staff’s complaints, nobody tells
the President that he can not fly. The Presidents Helicopter had
risen barely a few meters in the air, and then it too was gone!
When the Presidential Helicopter vanished in a blink of Green
light, all other airborne aircraft around the world joined him in
Nirvana land! The international representatives, who then held a
conference at the United Nations, had only two agendas. The main
priority was to regain the security and the ability to fly their
airspace and secondly their burning desires to acquire their
technology. Where as the newcomers at that point in time, were not
simply flying around anymore, they had begun to park over every
major city and Nuclear power plant. That they had arrived so
unexpectedly was a mystery for almost all of the participating
Countries. That is, until the Americans, in their sociopath,
paranoid ways, revealed what they had long known since the Lunar
Moon Landing. According to the journalist present at the
conference, that brief moment of total quiet should go down in the
Guinness Book of Records.



Raven, now a former programmer for Lockheed and Boeing
cockpit instruments was fluent in his favorite language of 1's and
0's. Strict, regulated with
conformity. Now even more intrigued with Chemical Orbs in
Contrails, (and less intrigued with his wife), started to discover
in a few frames per second, the Disc’s. While searching the
Chemical trails for Orbs and Disc with a newly purchased Tracking
telescope, (immediately noticed by his wife, The church, goodwill spending, blah, blah,
blah), he pointed it at the
Moon just for fun. The objects that he observed on, and flying over
the surface of the Lunar Landscape would dramatically change the
direction of his now full time hobby. And as with thousands of
other former Airline employees, time became irrelevant and he
became monetarily poorer by the day.

From that
day on, he became a veritable Night Owl. Some nights even seeing
light reflecting ‘Waves’ go across the Lunar Surface! And as fate
would have it, now entangled in the intricate search of truth.
Especially after noticing the ‘Blood Moon’ was a reddish color when
observed by the naked eye. But through a camera lens’s, binoculars,
or even with his High-Tech Telescope, was a normal white-gray as it
should be.

 


♫Doctor, Doctor. Give me
the news….♫

(Robert Palmer)

 


Samuel
Patterson. Full time sheep farmer. In a time of life, where it is
proven that he who trust in Gods will and in prayer, life was good.
Samuel and his wife had a fruitful life with more sheep than he and
his dogs could sometimes manage. To Samuel and his wife, money was
only of second importance. First and most important was the love of
God and doing his will. Including the love and respect of everyone
he met, regardless of their social or psychological status. ‘If God
loves all, than so can I' was his motto. His donations at the
church on Sundays were always more than generous, especially since
the start of the mass mutilations and nightly disappearance of
cattle in the surrounding area. The mythology of a feud between the
Sheep and Cattle farmers was just that. An American myth produced
by the film industry. In reality, all God fearing Farmers had,
regardless of Livestock, a very good repertoire with each other.
Naturally, the Saturday morning heckling at Dolly’s Coffee Stop was
still interdicted with humorous cliché’s such as ‘skinny cattle’
and ‘sheep as bald as Dolly’s husband’. But that was before the
mutilations and vanishing cattle started. Then it changed to
“Morning John, how many last night? Anything I can do to help?”
Films are films. Life is reality!

One cloudy Sunday, the Patterson’s were
driving to Church when Samuel's wife told him that she was going to
have a child. Overflowing with happiness and having a near accident
in the parking lot of the Church, the first thing he absolutely had
to do was to shout out the splendid news to the entire
congregation. Happiness sometimes has bitter endings!

Samuel also had a passion for Astronomy, and
an increasing fascination of the Moon. More so after the
observation of some unknown objects on the Lunar landscape!

During the pregnancy of Samuel's wife, life
was a ‘Blessing from God’! But later on in the midterm of
pregnancy, her Family Doctor wanted her to go see a specialist at
the Salt Lake Community Hospital. “Probably nothing to worry about,
just to make sure everything is going alright”, were his soothing
words for the now anxiety-ridden parents.

It was a very long and tedious ride just to
make sure all is okay. But God had blessed them with a child after
years of trying, so it must be His will. Once at the Hospital, the
routine check-ups began. Then they wanted to make further test due
to some complication. The news was at first heartbreaking, and
acceptance would take a while. They were to have a Boy, but with a
prognosis of Downs Syndrome. Moreover, with certain deformities of
the hands, feet and head.

“Are you sure your Doctor didn’t prescribe
you something for morning sickness, gastritis or insomnia”? The
Specialist asked for the second time.

“I’m only pregnant! It’s not as if I have a
sickness or something. And, if I did, God is my healer!” She said
proudly!

“I have to ask due to the deformation of the
Fetus. With the test results, I would have said that you were
exposed to Thalidomide. Nevertheless, fine. If you have any serious
problems, then Please don’t hesitate to come back. Promise”

“You have my word on the Bible Mr. Doctor
Specialist Sir.” She grudgingly responded.



They never went back. The rest (although
shorter than normal) pregnancy went by like a fresh spring breeze.
Until the end of the Sixth month.

Samuel had just finished locking the sheep in
for the night and with all four dogs hopping around at his feet.
That’s when he heard his wife cry out to him. There was no time for
a Doctor or even a Midwife, while the head of the child was already
showing as she lay on the living room floor. But even before the
completion of birth, his wife hemorrhaged and died. So, instinct
took over and he delivered the child as he would a Lamb, and upon
the site of his ‘Gift of God’, he cried out in anguish for his wife
and the child with three fingers on each hand!

 


Nobody even dared to say anything about the
way Samuel's child looked as they passed by Sam, saying their
condolences. The funny twisted three fingered hands which reached
out of the small quilted blanket that Dolly had made for him on the
quick. The pale grayish skin color which the Doctor, (Sam could see
he was lying), said would be a healthy baby pink in a few days. But
what shocked people was the site when the baby opened his eyes.

Teardrop slanted eyes and dark as coal.

A brave Christian woman stopped and said: “Oh
gee, look! He’s got his mothers eyes.” And then walked out the
Funeral Parlor doors crossing herself as if she was Catholic.
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