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1.

It took Mary a few minutes to get her wits back after seeing the UFO. 

Her lip quivered, and she thought she might cry. She felt cold, and a shiver ran through her body.

She really didn’t want to completely breakdown in front of her daughter but it was hard not to with all that had gone on recently between her and Leon. Or rather, all that had not gone on since she had asked him for a divorce. Actually, she had him sign the divorce papers, already. 

“Did I really do that?” she said out loud, shaking her head, staring into the sky, thinking she might be the one cracking up, now. Leon had not been so crazy after all, telling her about aliens, she had to admit.

“What did you do, mommy?” Jennie asked, pulling on her mother’s sleeve, as Mary sat on the grass staring into the empty sky. “What's wrong?”

Just moments ago, Mary had spotted the UFO in the viewfinder of her camera while taking a picture of Jennie. Jennie didn't see the UFO, as it was behind her and gone in a flash. Mary squinted to see if she could find the object in the twilight sky again. But it was nowhere to be found; just stationary stars, twinkling away, challenging her to find something unusual about any one of them, mocking her...

“N-nothing, honey. Let’s get out of here, it’s getting dark.” Her mind was flying on overdrive. Were UFOs and aliens real, like Leon had said? Was he telling the truth? She sure suspected so, now, if she could trust her eyes.

She unlocked her SUV with the remote, walking quickly to it. She looked back at Jennie lagging and took her by the hand, hurrying her up.

“Where are we going, mommy? Why are we rushing?” Jennie asked, a look of alarm on her face. Mary was looking a bit alarmed, too.

“Just want to get home. Gotta go to the washroom!” Mary said. Which was true, but the main reason was that she just wanted to get away. To anywhere but there. 

But if those things were in the sky and they were really from another world, that meant they could probably go wherever they wanted to, she reasoned. Would anywhere be safe? Mary suddenly wished she had Leon to go home to, so that he could wrap his arms around her and Jennie and tell them that everything was alright. 

But maybe she could have that again, if she could patch things up with him. Her mind spun. She took some deep breaths.

She started up the car with shaking fingers and had to think for a moment where she used to live with Leon, in the house they’d built together. It was in the opposite direction from where she was living now, with her parents, until she could figure out what to do with the rest of her life.

“Why are we going the wrong way? This isn’t the way to grandma’s house,” Jennie said, looking out the window. She turned to look at her mother, puzzled. “Are we going to visit daddy?”

“How did you know? Maybe we are.”

“Oh good!” Jennie exploded, clapping her hands. “I haven’t seen him in a long time!” Which was true. Mary had promised to bring Jennie to visit her father but it hadn’t happened yet. She was preoccupied with getting the divorce taken care of, at least that’s what she told herself. 

The truth was she was still mad at him and was subconsciously punishing him by keeping his daughter away. She felt bad for doing it and even worse now that she’d seen a UFO herself, after calling Leon crazy for saying that UFOs and aliens were real. She would have to process the truth that something was amiss with her view of the world. And she knew just the person to ask about such things.

Driving through the old neighbourhood brought up all sorts of emotions and memories for Mary, most of them good, she was surprised to find. She watched the houses going by, lit from within as darkness set in and longed for the feeling of having a family together, again.

“There’s our house!” Jennie pointed, as Mary pulled into the driveway right beside Leon’s matching black SUV.

“Yep. But we’re not staying long, ok?” She shut off the motor. 

Jennie raced to take off her seatbelt and reached for the handle to open the door. 

Mary touched her daughter’s arm. “I’m serious. Your father and I are getting a divorce. We’re been having a lot of problems, and...” She regretted the words as soon as she'd said them, not even sure that's what she still wanted.

“I know, mommy. You ‘splained it all to me, already.” Jennie opened the door.

“It’s explained!” Mary called after her, but then Jennie was out of the car and the door was closing.

Mary sighed and opened her door, stepping out with her camera bag, “Lord, give me strength!”

She met Jennie at the front door, where Jennie was ringing the bell furiously.

A few moments later Leon opened the door, looking like he’d just woken up, wearing a dark green robe. His eyes were wide and he smiled to see his daughter reaching for him, and for Mary to be standing in front of him.

My god, she looks good! he thought, seeing Mary illuminated in the fluorescent light above the door. She even looks good in that terrible light.

“Oh, my! What a surprise! Hello!” He picked up Jennie and hugged her, giving her kisses on the cheek. She put her arms around his neck and hugged him tight.

“Daddy! We came for a visit! But mommy says we can’t stay long.”

Leon and Mary shared a look.

“I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea,” Mary shrugged.

“Come on in,” Leon said. He carried Jennie inside and put her down in the hall. Mary stepped in and closed the door.

“I’m thirsty. Have you got any orange juice?” Jenny asked him.

“There should be some in the fridge. Go and look,” Leon said. She tore off into the kitchen of the house where she had used to live, well familiar with the place.

“You ok? Look like you’ve just seen a ghost,” he asked Mary.

“I might just have...I’m not sure.” She sat down heavily on one of the kitchen chairs. “Bring some for me, honey,” she called to Jennie, who was pouring herself some juice.

“Is everything ok?” he asked her, his fatherly instincts to protect his family cutting in on his consciousness. He suddenly wished he was wearing some decent clothes, not a robe, in case he had to spring into action. He felt his heart and adrenaline pumping. 

“I think so...” Mary glanced out the kitchen window, bending low so she could see higher in the sky.

“What is it?” He followed her gaze, looking out the window, panic starting to rise in his chest.

Jennie brought glasses of juice for Mary and Leon, handing one to each of them with great care and ceremony.

“Thank you, honey,” Leon smiled, taking his glass. 

Jennie smiled big, feeling all grown up, “You’re welcome!” She handed Mary her glass, “And one for you.”

“Thank you,” Mary took the glass, distracted, almost dropping it. Leon watched her with concern.

She’s really taking this hard...all messed up...

“Careful, mommy!” Jennie said.

“I am, honey.” Mary put the glass down on the table with a heavy THUNK. “Maybe there’s some more things in your room that you’d like to take with you when we go? I know we didn’t have a chance to take all of your things when we left. Why don’t you go to your room and see what you’d like?”

Jennie scrunched up her face, looking close to tears, “Aw, mommy! We just got here with daddy, and now you want to leave?”

“No, no! We can stay for a while. Right?” She looked at Leon.

“Yes! Stay as long as you like. I don’t have to be anywhere today. We can order some dinner in. It'll be fun,” he smiled at Jennie.

“Ok,” Jennie smiled. She grabbed her glass and tottered off to her old room to investigate.

Leon drank some juice and looked at Mary over his glass, waiting until Jennie was out of earshot, clunking away with some toys in her room.

“Now, want to tell me what’s going on with you?” he asked.

“Oh, Leon...I don’t know where to begin, I mean...” she faded out, at loss.

“Just start at the beginning. I’m listening.” He was glad to have his family around and to be needed by them. It was a good feeling, and he didn’t want it to end. So he tried not to think about them having to leave, later.

She took a deep breath, then let it out. “Ok. Jenny and I were out at a park, trying out my new camera.” She lifted up her camera bag and took the digital DSLR out.

“That looks like a nice one.”

She turned the camera on and started going through the pictures. “I took some pictures, then checked them on the screen. Then, I saw something on one of the pictures, and...you take a look. Tell me I’m not imaging things.” She passed the camera to him.

He took it and looked at the picture displayed in the view screen, “A picture of Jenny in the park. And there’s something in the sky?”

“Yep,” she nodded. “Here.” She grabbed the camera and zoomed the picture in. “Now, what do you see?”

He looked, not saying anything for a few moments, his face grim. “It looks like you’ve got a UFO of some kind here. It’s definitely flying in the sky and doesn’t look like any plane I’ve seen.”

“I know,” she nodded. “When you tried to tell me about the aliens I didn’t believe you, and thought maybe you were cracking up,” she sniffled, tears starting to flow. “Now, I think I might be cracking up.”

“You’re not imagining it. It’s right here on the picture.” He put the camera down.

“You were trying to tell me the truth and I didn’t believe you,” she grabbed his hand and squeezed. “I’m sorry.” 

He squeezed her hand back. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. You’ve been through a lot lately, we both have. It’s not like what I was telling you was exactly easy to believe.”

“Well, I believe you, now. So what’s it mean?”

He got up to refill his glass and grabbed her half-full glass, too. “It means they are becoming more active in our skies and not caring who sees them. I heard that things were getting out of hand with them...”

“The Greys?” She looked at him with wide eyes.

“Yes. If that’s who was behind that ship. It probably was, but I’m not sure. There are several types of aliens here, I’ve learned.” He grabbed the carton of juice out of the fridge and took the top off. 

She watched him do this mundane task she’d seen him do hundreds of times before, but to her it seemed surreal, slowed down. Even the sounds of the cap being placed on the counter and the juice spilling into the glasses struck her as odd and disjointed. “I don’t know what to think anymore, like what is real and what’s not. I thought all that stuff was just fantasy, from movies and stories, but now...” she shook her head.

He put the glasses down on the table, now refilled. “It’s not an easy thing to realize that some very important things about the world are not like you thought they were. It took me a while to adjust. Heck, I don’t even know if I’m adjusted to it all yet, fully.” He drank some juice, then she did, too.

“I’m scared, Leon. This gives me a real feeling of helplessness, and I hate feeling like that.”

“I know. But we're working on...the problem.” He looked around to make sure Jennie was not listening. “That’s why I’ve got to keep going away to work on stopping them. There’s a vast network below the ground, just teaming with those little monsters. So far, they’ve been content to keep things out of sight of the masses of humanity, as it’s in their best interests to hide; or it was. Maybe things are getting so desperate with them now that they are just starting not to care. If they bring this battle to the surface, all hell is going to break loose and the world will never be the same, believe me.”

“But what do they want? Why are they here?” she pleaded with him. She needed an answer to stop the whirlwind in her brain and have it all make sense; she feared there would be no easy answers.

“That’s hard to say. They have been here for a long time, maybe longer than us. They have been studying us, that’s for sure. They take people and kidnap them and do tests on them. Sometimes they take the people away to their world. It’s very confusing, and I don’t even know if I have the whole story. I do know that they’ve killed a lot of us and are intent on killing a lot more.” He touched his wounded hand with the fingers missing. 

She put her hand on his arm. “I’m just glad you came back in one piece. I wish it didn’t have to be you to go away and fight them, but I think you are very brave for doing it.”

“Thank you,” he smiled a weak smile.

“When are you going back?”

“Soon. I’m just waiting right now, but things are in process. I’m really sorry I got mixed up in all this, and got you and Jenny into it all, I...”

“No need to explain further. I know it wasn't your fault. And the pieces of the story are coming together now. Finally, I know what's been going on. If I knew a lot earlier, things would have been a lot smoother.”

“I couldn’t say much. I didn’t dare. I was afraid something would happen to you two if I talked. But now, I think it’s better you know what’s really going on, in case I don’t come back this time.”

“Oh, don’t say that!” She put her hand over her mouth.

“It’s always been a possibility with my job. Now things are getting more dangerous down there with...them. And we’ve also been encountering them in space. The battle is there too, now, and I’m going back there.”

“Back? So you’ve been there already? In space?” Her mouth hung open a bit. “You’re kidding! How can you keep something like that to yourself?”

“I had to. And yes, I’m about to go back, again. This is going to be the most dangerous mission, yet. I can tell you about it one day but I think it would be best if we were alone...” He stopped talking as the sound of Jennie’s feet were coming down the hall.

“I got some of my toys!” Jennie proudly displayed a box overflowing with different toys, books, stuffed animals, and games.

“You sure did! I bet they were all lonely without you here,” he patted a stuffed animal.

“Yeah. I missed them, too,” Jennie smiled and put the box down on the kitchen table, and started rooting through it, making a mess.

“No, honey, don’t take them all out here. Go on the floor with that.” Mary lifted the box onto the floor, which produced a groan from Jennie, who sat down next to the box.

“Yes, we need to keep the table clear, because it’s almost time to eat. What should I order? What do you girls feel like?” he asked.

“Pizza!” Jennie yelled.

Leon looked at Mary. She shrugged and nodded, “Anything’s fine, really.”

“Ok, pizza it is!” He jumped up and rummaged around in a drawer for the brochure of a local pizza place. He smiled to himself, feeling bittersweet, as now his family was back, but soon he would be gone again, to who knows where

Enjoy these times while you can, Leon. Enjoy these times while you can...

––––––––
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2. 

General Simpson was kept in a bare, metal room in the Grey’s base on their home planet. He’d tried the door many times but it was shut tight. None of the panels on the walls or the floor would move. The ceiling was too high to reach. Indirect dim, green lighting skirted the top of the room. It was cold in there and he huddled on the floor, his arms wrapped around his legs for warmth, carefully, as his body hurt all over. 

It was like the prison cell Leon had described finding himself in when he was a captive of the Grey’s in one of their underground bases on Earth, the General remembered Leon telling him.

“Damn unimaginative bastards,” he said, then laughed a dry laugh to himself. 

What did he want, for them to have a more elaborate cell for him, here? “Nope, it’ll do!” he called out. He didn’t know if the Greys were watching or listening to him, but he suspected they were. Let them think he was crazy.

Being dead had been interesting, he remembered, and it was sure a lot more preferable to where he found himself, now. 

He’d been shot by a Grey’s laser gun aboard the Grey’s starship, after going through the stargate. He had seen the Grey’s green laser blast coming towards him in the narrow hallway on the ship but there was no time to move. He had seen the Grey for only a split second, but after the beam hit him he couldn’t think to fire his gun, as his brain had gone fuzzy. Then he recalled a terrible pain in his chest, then putting his hand to his chest and feeling a hot, burning hole. He had felt his heart stop, as the electricity in the laser blast coursed through the electrical system in his body. His muscles all contracted and he couldn’t breathe. Next, it was the tunnel vision and soon after he died.

He must have died, he had reasoned, as he was suddenly watching some of the other soldiers bending over his prone body, trying to revive him. He felt fine, floating up above, watching it all. He had wanted to call out to them and tried to, but they didn’t hear him. Soon, they declared he was dead: he heard them say the words, even. Then, they had to keep moving, as they were under attack and had to find a way back home. 

They took his dog tags off, and Leon took the poker chip from his pocket. They left his body lying there. He was still floating above, watching it all, and he felt just fine. There was no pain, and in fact, he felt euphoric. All of his stress was gone, and he felt at peace, not at all concerned with the mission or getting home, for himself at least; he felt like he was in his true home, after so long away. He was concerned about the men on the mission and prayed that they would get home in one piece. He just wished he could have been of more help to them.

But then he was being pulled down a tunnel of light. At the end of the tunnel he saw many friends and family members who had died, even pets! He saw who he thought was Jesus come to him and speak to him in a comforting voice, telling him that “Everything is alright now. You are home. Rejoice!” And he did feel happy and like rejoicing. He hugged his departed friends and loved ones, and even did a little dance. He hugged Jesus too, and tears fell from his face, he was so happy. 

Then, he was being pulled away from all of that, back through the tunnel. His dead friends and family tried to pull him back, but the force pulling him the other way was too strong. Jesus said that he would see him again, but now was not his time to stay and he’d made the choice to go back to his life. The General didn’t remember making any choice, and if he had, it would have been to stay in that “Heaven” place.

He awoke in a metal room with bright lights, a Grey’s version of an operating room. He was on an operating table, surrounded by Greys peering down at him. He tried to scream and get away, but there was a tube down his throat and he was secured by thick straps to the table. He managed to hold his head up and look down at his naked body. There was blood all over his chest, and the wound was closed over, leaving a big scar. There were tubes of blood and other things going into his arms. A Grey moved close to his face and then the General passed out.

When he awoke again he knew he was not dead. He knew, as he was in a lot of pain and the Greys before him were very real. They kept him in the operating room for a while, then when he was a bit stronger they put him in the cell he was in now.

“Being dead was better,” he muttered to himself, rocking back and forth, thinking of how he was ever going to get out of there. He knew he was on a distant planet and that a rescue was very unlikely. Even if his people wanted to try and bring him home, the Grey’s had the “home advantage.” His government’s secret space program was very advanced, decades beyond anything the public would suspect in terms of technology and the worlds they had visited, but still, making a raid on a heavily defended alien planet was no piece of cake.

He wondered if he could will himself to just die again, then that would solve his problems. But the Greys had forced him to send that video message back to Earth. He’d had no control over what he was saying. They had used some powerful microwave tech, or something even more advanced, to beam into his brain to control his muscles and make his voice project the words they wanted transmitted. His people back home would try to rescue him, he knew, after the message had been received. 

He had a biochip implant before he was brought here. He felt his arm and couldn’t find the little lump that the chip made. “Probably took it out, so I couldn’t smash it, the little bastards.” With the chip, they could lead his rescuers wherever they wanted them to be. 

“Dammit!” he closed his eyes and welcomed the darkness. It was almost like dying, again.

––––––––
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3.

Leon, Maxwell, and a few other military men were in a conference room under Greyland. It was the first deep underground military base Leon had seen, and it was starting to become very familiar to him; almost like a second home.

My home away from home. Scarey!

Maxwell paused the video on the large display screen, freeze-framing General Simpson. It was the video the Greys had sent to Oceandeep, where the General had voiced the Grey’s demands for a halt to the plans to nuke the Grey’s home world, or the Earth would be nuked to cinders in return. And they wanted Leon to bring the antidote to the virus that had been created to kill off the Greys to their home base, a far-off moon. The General, it seems, had been brought back to life and was being held captive as a bargaining chip.

But Leon wasn’t so sure he believed it was really the General, yet. 

“That’s all we got,” Maxwell said, sitting down at the boardroom table with Leon and a couple of senior officers in formal military wear, who sat stiffly with their hands interlaced in front of them on the table.

“Compelling,” the first, thinner man said. 

“But are you sure it’s really him?” the second man asked.

“Exactly!” Leon pointed to the two men, then at Maxwell. “How do we know if it’s really him? I mean,” Leon twisted in his seat, “I saw him shot by a Grey laser blast to the chest right in front of me, on the Grey’s ship.” His hand went to own chest, the hand missing fingers. The others stared at his hand with rapt interest. 

“He fell down with a big hole in his chest, all burned and bloody. I felt for a pulse and there was none; he was getting cold.” Leon clutched the poker chip in his pocket he had taken from the dead General that day.

Still have to give you a proper send off, old boy...once I can get the guys together, we will. I promised you that, and I won’t fail.

“How do we know it’s not a clone? The Greys are good at making those, I understand.” Leon looked from the two men to Maxwell.

The two men looked at Maxwell.

“Yes, they are.” Maxwell cleared his throat. “As best as we can tell, it’s him. We did a retina analysis on the video and that checked out. We also performed a voice spectrum test on the audio and it also checked out.” He shoved a folder across the desk. “You’ll find the test results in there.”

Leon opened the folder and took a quick glance at the paperwork, then closed the folder. “But if it was a clone, wouldn’t those things be the same as if it was really the General?”

Maxwell shook his head back and forth, “The eyes, maybe. But not the voice. The general tone and sound of the voice would be the same, however the vibrations of the voice, especially in the subvocal range, would not be possible to duplicate. A person’s individuality has a lot to do with how they speak. That’s why we use voice verification in conjunction with other security methods and biometrics in our secure facilities. I’m very confident that the man in the video is indeed the real General Simpson that you knew, and they were able to revive him with their advanced medical procedures, as he claims.”
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