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Preface


[image: ]




'Taken' is based on memories of life experience and encounters with the Secret Space Program. I'm abducted for my genealogy and soul information, with plans to use and abuse me in their program however they wish.

In the modern age, civilian and military whistleblowers discuss, disclose and reveal how the Secret Space Program can take you, and return you to the same time and place you were 'Taken' from. Occasioally, this proves impossible because of time gaps or the ‘missing time’ phenomenon reported by many abductees. Is this an accident, or done on purpose? 

The 'Dark Empire' tries its best to prevent you from remembering. They'll use technology to erase and block your conscious memory, every time they return you to the earth. Sometimes there are leaks, catalysts, and triggers in life, causing these memories to surface. 

Are we shown the truth in the movies sometimes? 'Men in Black' ... was a trigger for me. A shiver shot through my body when they showed the technology and device used to wipe a person's memory in a flash of light. How did I ever imagine such comparable technology before observing it within this movie?

The Dark Empire knows who we are, and know who they want to use. They know who I am, now and before, and where I have come from in the cosmos. The dark force has 'Taken' my genetic material, planning to use and abuse the untapped supernatural abilities hidden and locked in the human body. They know the light being, and they know the soul contained within.
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Prologue
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Frozen

I am awakened by a noise in the hallway... 

It is a bi-level home, with three bedrooms on the upper level east side of the house. My bedroom is next to the two end rooms, with Mom and Dad asleep in the room beside me, and my sister across the hall in the corner room.

I look at the clock, and it says 12:03am. I turn my attention back to what woke me up. It must be Mom, Dad or my sister that got up. 'One of them must have used the washroom or grabbed a glass of water,' I thought. I pulled the sheet and blanket up tight, closing my eyes, feeling satisfied with my eight-year-old observation.

Within moments, I am jolted awake from the silence. 'Someone is in the hallway!?' The hallway has a specific creak in the floor when you walk to the bedrooms and bathroom across from my room.

Streetlights shine dimly through my bedroom window. The light cast towards my open door and into the hallway darkness. I lift my head to peer at the open doorway and listen. Creak ... creak! Someone is definitely in the hallway; they are in the house!? 

I can feel my heart beating, my senses are tingling, and a shiver runs through my body. I am uneasy, and the fear is rising when suddenly my eyes lock! 
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Leaning out, peeking around the doorjamb, I see a figure. A shadow that is looking in my direction, maybe 3-4 feet tall, with big black penetrating eyes staring at me. 

It is hideous, and I am scared. I try to call out, ... but there is nothing. At that moment, I realized I could not move, speak, or utter a sound. I am paralyzed. 

I am 'Frozen.'
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Chapter 1 - Dreams
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Intro

Growing up in Terrace, B.C., Canada, through the 1970s and early 80s, you would think I had a normal childhood. During this period, the City of Terrace had a population of 15,000-20,000 citizens living in the northern BC community.

Friends and local neighborhood kids were always outside, taking part in some activity or adventure if possible. Hockey was certainly one favorite, playing every chance we had, whether a game was on ice or the road. 

The region provided many outdoor activities to enjoy. Trails, hiking, biking, a lake nearby, and a river with great fishing spots. There were no computer or video game distractions, drawing the attention away from the great outdoors. 

Frequently, these fun-filled days outside in the fresh air promoted a healthy sleep. When I slept, I entered 'Dreams' so real, so lucid... they have stayed with me like yesterday does. Are they dreams, or are they memories?

In my modern adult life, there are theories and studies about whether you can exist in multiple realities. Time is an illusion; everything is happening now, separated by parallel timelines. 

Electrons in our body cells have shown modern science the ability to exist in two locations at once, while mimicking the activity of each other.

Is this part of the explanation of worldwide 'ET' abduction stories, and how the ‘Secret Space Program’ manipulates reality; they can take you ... and then put you back? 
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Part 1. The Ship - S.S.P.
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I awoke feeling groggy, hearing someone call my name. The voice was soft and dreamy sounding, kind of like a whisper, rather than a normal speech volume.

“Brian,... come outside. Come outside in the backyard,” I hear. Curious about who is there, I walk to the door that opens to the backyard, and look outside.
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“Brian ... come outside,” I hear again. When I open the door and look, no one’s visible. Wearing only my pajamas, I stepped out onto the deck to investigate.

“Who is there?” I call out. No answer, just the slight whisper of the breeze in the cool night air. I take another step, peering into the dark. “Who is there?”

Suddenly, I can not see. The light is so blinding my eyes fill with sheer white brightness. Vision is indistinguishable, and there is a loud buzzing in my ears.

When my blurry eyes try to focus, I realize I am moving on a platform. I notice I am accompanied by 2 men, wearing what I would describe as a military medical uniform. 

'Am I in a hospital? Where am I?' 

My throat is dry, and I can not speak. I notice two others walking near my side-by-side escort. I can not distinguish their image clearly in the surroundings that seem so shiny, reflective and sterile with my blurry vision. One figure is tall; the companion, quite short.

When I feel the platform or gurney come to a stop, my side-by-side escorts move away into the room. I try to look around the space, peering side to side with my eyes, as my head has little movement. My vision is still unclear as I see the taller figure move in my direction.

Suddenly there is terror, horror and the panic to scream from fear of harm.

“Oh, my God!!”

Staring into my eyes was the face of an 'Insect,' like a ‘Preying Mantis’.

With adrenaline flowing like a waterfall through my veins, and the full-on fear of being tortured or worse, I felt a sting on the left side of my neck. I am injected with something that made the body relax, and the mind go numb. I felt pressure, poking and prodding for what must have been body fluids and tissue, as I lost consciousness.

In what seems like mere moments, I am being motioned to get up by a ‘Military Officer’ and follow him. 
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“Stay by my side and follow me,” he demanded. 

I rose from the examination table immediately. Leaving the room, we entered the hallway corridor and walked. I am not afraid at the moment, as the officer seems somewhat gentle and nice. Curiosity about my surroundings, and what my eyes see, has my attention. Sleek metal designs and materials with a shine I have never seen. 

“Where am I? Is this some kind of hospital?” I queried.

“No, it's not a hospital. You were in a medical bay,” the officer explained. 

“Why?” I asked.

“They needed some samples,” he conveyed.

“Why?” I asked again.

“I already told you why!” he declared.

“Where am I?” I blurted out again.

“You ask too many questions!” the officer voiced a bit sternly.

“I want to go home!” I begged.

“That is not for me to decide. Eventually, you will go home,” he offered.

At that moment, we came to a doorway, and the door automatically slid open as we walked inside.

I noticed military-looking personnel at different stations or terminals. They seemed to read or examine the displays of many TV screens and the pictures on them. Gauges, buttons, and lights glow on the panels, although they appear highly advanced somehow. The only place I knew that was kind of similar, were pilots in the cockpit of an airplane. I had seen inside the cockpit once on a flight with my family. But ... there were no windows here!?

“Where are we? Is this a plane or something?” I asked innocently.

“You are on a ship!” the officer blurted out. “Now be quiet!” he demanded firmly.

No sooner did he order me to be silent, when I noticed a figure approaching. I felt the fear welling up again as a 3-4 foot tall grey skin, 2 arms and legs, with a bulbous head and big solid black eyes drew near us.

I had a sense, feeling, or perception that this 'Grey' did not like children. It was then that I noticed I was still in my pajamas. Scared, homesick and starting to cry, “I want to go home,” I pleaded, tugging the officer's pant leg.

In a flash, I am struck and fall to the ground, hearing loud and clear in my head, “That's for me to decide!”
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The creature must have hit me; the officer witnessing snapped, and a scuffle ensued with him striking the Grey back. Other military personnel stepped in and led my 'Officer' away. The Grey black eyed creature stepped toward me, and I cringed. Raising its arm with a device like a pen or pointer in hand, he activated the technology.

Flash, ... blinding white light, ... buzzing in my ears, ... losing awareness and consciousness.
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Part 2. Breakfast - Earth



[image: ]




I am awakened by the sound of my name being called ...

“Brian, ... time to get up! You have a hockey game today,” my mother announced. 

I slumbered awake with a stretch and shuddered, remembering the dream ... it was just a dream! Thank goodness it was a dream! 

I hopped out of bed getting dressed, noticing my pajama's seem a little worse for wear. I tossed them in my hamper and went to the kitchen for breakfast.

While eating my bowl of cereal and having thoughts about playing hockey, Mom interrupted the discussion about the game, dropping the question I will never forget. Such a charge, a jolt, a shiver went through my body at that moment.

“What were you doing when you went outside last night?” she inquired.

“I never went outside last night!” Arguing as I shuddered. I understood I should not venture outside during the night. It was a dream. I went to sleep in my bed and woke up in my bed. 

“Don't lie to me,” came a quick, stern reply. “I watched you walk down the stairs to the backyard and then go into the carport. What were you doing?” Mom scolded with an annoyed tone.
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“I don't remember going outside. It was a dream. I had a dream I went outside. They poked my skin in the medical bay of a ship I was on. I saw scary creatures who wanted me for something. There was one nice man,” I spilled out.

“Stop making up stories! You did not go anywhere, and there is no such thing. I watched you walk down the stairs and into the carport. I called out to you, but you did not answer. The moment I was going to go after you, and smack your butt to get back inside to bed, I heard you coming in the basement door.” 

“I watched you come up the stairs from the basement and walk to your bedroom, ignoring my questions. This sleepwalking you have been doing needs to stop. Sleepwalking around the house is one thing, but now you are going outside! Is there something going on at school, or elsewhere, you are not telling us?” my mother rambled.

“No!” I replied to the question. “I don't sleepwalk! I have no memory of sleepwalking,” I protested, as I do not believe the statement 'this happens regularly'!? 

“Don't smart-mouth me or there will be consequences!” she fired. “If this happens again, maybe you will have to miss playing hockey while we get to the bottom of this! Ok, finish up, almost time to go,” as Mom left the kitchen.

I certainly wasn’t happy about that. I cherished playing hockey with my friends.
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Part 3. The Babysitters - Earth



[image: ]




It appeared I had stopped sleepwalking, or if I did, no one noticed, until one week when my parents were away on vacation. 

My sister and I stayed home with live-in babysitters, a husband and wife, and family friends who were expecting their first child. Julie and James, wanting to experience parenting firsthand, came to babysit while getting us to school and our extracurricular activities as well.

Then one night it happened. Julie, who was a light sleeper during her first pregnancy, heard a noise from the kitchen area that sounded like the back door opening. She bolted up, listening, shaking her husband James up.

“I think I heard the back door open!” Julie suggested. 

As they got up and moved towards the kitchen, they passed my open bedroom door. They could see the covers thrown open, and I was not in bed. Entering the kitchen, they noticed the back door was open slightly. Moving to the door, Julie and James opened it and looked in the backyard.

There I was, standing in the trees, fully dressed in jeans and a shirt, like I was going somewhere. They could see me moving and making hand gestures that appeared as if I was talking to someone. They could see no one, nothing, but space in front of my position.
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Unsure of what to do at the moment, Julie and James kept watching me and observed the area. They stepped outside onto the small deck, preparing to come down the stairs and get me back in the house. When I moved in their direction, Julie called out to me. 

“Brian, ... come inside, please!” she insisted.

I took no notice of them, appearing fixed on a direction towards the carport. 

“James, what's going on here?” Julie wondered as she grew concerned.

I disappeared into the carport without a look at them. No sooner did I leave their view, when they could hear me opening the basement door to the house.

“He's coming back into the house!” James reported.

Julie and James moved back inside, through the kitchen to the living room, standing at the front entrance steps of the house. They could hear the basement door close, the door to the stairway steps open, then I appeared, walking up the steps to their level. 

“I think he is sleepwalking!” Julie whispered apprehensively to James. “I don't think you are supposed to wake them?” she hinted. 

They continued watching me ascend the stairwell, turn left down the hallway, and walk in a trance to my room. 

“James, please go lock the basement door and check the front door on your way back. I will get the back door!” Julie beckoned.

She secured the rear entrance and then entered my bedroom; she discovered me in bed, still clothed, sound asleep. Julie was relieved, but felt unsettled by the experience.
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Part 4. The Morning - Earth
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As I am waking up in the morning, I can hear the clinking of cutlery, the smell of bacon cooking, and the murmur of voices talking. As my consciousness rises, I realize I feel constricted. The blankets feel tight, and there is an uncomfortable or unusual feeling around my body in bed.

I open my eyes and throw back the covers. 'What, this can't be! I went to bed in my pajamas! Now I wake up in my jeans and a shirt. When did I get dressed?' Confused, I got up feeling strange. 

I moved to the kitchen, where I could hear and see everyone gathered. Julie noticed me enter the kitchen and spoke.

“How are you feeling this morning?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said casually.

“You know, ...you scared us half to death last night,” Julie said.

“I scared you last night?” I queried, unsure what she meant.

My sister perked up attentively, like maybe I was in trouble. James just looked at me while Julie continued to speak.

“Yes, you scared us! Have you ever sleepwalked before, Brian?” Julie asked.

My heart skipped a beat, and my stomach fell to the floor. 

“Yes,” I said, “it has happened a few times, I have been told. I don't remember,” I admitted.

Julie responded promptly, “Well, you got dressed in the clothes you are wearing, opened this door to the backyard and went outside. We saw you standing by the trees talking to someone. Who were you talking to?” she asked apprehensively.
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“I don't know? I don't remember!” conveying confusion. Julie was telling me the truth, I know; I was still wearing the clothes in bed when I woke up. This was the first proof and confirmation that 'I do' sleepwalk. It was true!

“I am not sure how well I will sleep now, Brian. We can't have you going outside without our knowledge, and at night, too. We'll have to get up and keep checking on you, making sure you're still in your bedroom, until your mom and dad come home,” Julie finished.

I had a sinking feeling. I felt bad about scaring them and causing upset, but I did not mean to. 

“Sorry I scared you,” I blurted out.

'Who did I talk to? Did I talk to someone? Did I go somewhere?' I don't remember. I don't know.

The remaining period during my parent’s absence proved unmemorable. I did not sleepwalk, or at least there was no mention of it ... if I did.

Julie and James left when Mom and Dad returned. I am not really sure, but I do not remember ever seeing them again. The couple had experienced trauma, as I don't think my parents had shared with them I might sleepwalk. Julie and James must have been mad at Mom and Dad for excluding such crucial knowledge, as I have thought of writing this, reliving it, replaying it in my rational adult life.

“You're grounded this week!” my mother announced. “You've embarrassed us! Scaring our friends that we asked to look after you. Going outside at night! Who do you think you are!? What is going on with you!? I had half a mind to spank you if Julie had not convinced me she'd dealt with you! We are taking you to the doctor this week. Have them run some tests. See if they can tell what is happening to you!” my mother ranted.

I went to my room to play with some Lego. I wanted to build something to distract myself from feeling bad. 'Why do I do this? Why do I sleepwalk? What's happening to me? What's wrong with me?' Feeling dread and despair from the questions, eventually I fell asleep. 
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Chapter 2 - Parallel Timelines
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Parallel timelines are under research in modern science today. The fact that ‘Electrons’ can exist in two places at once, may be the clue and key to the truth of this reality. 

Is this an explanation of having two living memories? One at 5-6 years old on Earth, and another somewhere else in the galaxy as a young adult, at about 18-20 years old. If time does not really exist, everything is now and separated in parallel realities, then you could have crossing timelines and mixed-age experiences. 

How can these memories just be 'Dreams', when most dreams you will forget as you wake, and these never left me!? I can not remember every single day that I have lived with such intensity and clarity. These dreams are living memories! 

With the use of modern biofeedback testing, you can learn what the body and subconscious have experienced with the right questions. The body always knows where it has been. There are studies and research taking place, investigating the possibility that we leave our bodies when we sleep, that our souls can astral travel as some have theorized. 

Are these avenues to our being, and how we are ‘Taken’?
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Part 1. Time Jumping - S.S.P.
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I am jolted awake by the sound of a bell clanging. I realize there is a voice barking instructions in the background. My eyes are blurry from sleep, and for a moment I am confused. 'Where am I?'

There are beds everywhere in the room, and young men are moving about the space getting dressed. 'Am I at camp, a barracks or something?' At that moment, the boy from the bed next to me stepped closer and spoke.

“Come on ... hurry up Brian! You don't want to be late,” he insisted.

“Late? Where am I?” I mumbled with a yawn.

He looks at me with an odd smirk and laughs! 
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“Stop joking around! We are here for training. We are going on a training mission today,” he shared with a big smile. “Unless,” as he leaned in before continuing, “unless you want to stay behind and do push-ups for being late!” he exclaimed and laughed.

“Thanks uh-,” cutting myself off.

I realized I could not remember his name when he turned and the name tag on the left side of his shirt said James. “Thanks James,” I stumbled out a little awkwardly.

“No problem, pal,” my friend replied.

As I hurried to get dressed, the surroundings of where I was and what I was doing became solid and familiar; this is a ground troop training academy.

Today was a special day! We are going to another facility or training site for live-fire weapons practice. Our squad will be split up into 'Teams' and play a game styled after hide-and-seek. The last team standing wins a perk that is unannounced so far, while the losing teams probably get more push-ups!

Then it hit me, and I picked up my pace getting dressed. The Sergeant has a mean streak, a dark side that emanates he is not a nice person. Maybe it goes with the territory of leading a squad into battle ... I don't know. As I was leaning over buckling my boots, James spoke up.

“You seemed to have trouble sleeping again last night. Tossing and turning, mumbling some nonsense. You kept waking me up!” James ranted, slightly annoyed.

“Yeah, ... I was dreaming about some kid who met the Grey's for the first time, and was freaking out! It has been a recurring dream lately. The other night was an encounter with an Insectoid. Not sure which species,” I replied.

James looked at me with a slight shudder. “I don't like Insectoids!” with concern, and then a smirk formed on his face as he continued. “But the Greys! ...you know they are no match for us,” he boasts. “They don't mess with us! They just do their work like good little droids,” scoffing as he spoke.

“Yeah, ... well, it was such a real dream, like I was in the kid, or I was the kid. I could sense fear of the unknown, and the powerless feeling you could do nothing in defense against them! It was so real, James,” I said with conviction.

“Well, maybe the activities today will wear you out, then you can get a good night's sleep,” my friend offered. “Now come on ... let's go! We don't want to be late now,” James advised.

“Okay!” as I stood up, buckling my belt. We headed to the door of the barracks, and then I realized. 

“You know, ... there was someone in my dream named James too!” I stated, smiling at my friend.

He looked at me with a raised eyebrow as we walked. “It wasn't me!” he declared, and we laughed as we left the barracks.
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Part 2. The Facility - S.S.P.
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After a reasonably short flight on a nondescript windowless shuttle, the craft settled to the ground, and we filed out in front of The Facility. A massive building, as far as the eye could see in each direction, with a solid sliding door right in front of us.

“Separate into your assigned 'Team' cadets,” came the order. The squadron of 50 cadets assembled into groups of 10. Five Teams, sleuthing, battling, conquering each other until one group remains. The winner of some undeclared perk is the bait. The losers, whatever Sarge has planned, I am sure it won't be fun.

“Okay, Team 1! Prepare to enter The Facility!” Sarge commanded. 

At that moment, the sliding doors opened to a view of a grassy field on a bright sunny day. This was not what I was expecting.

[image: ]

My first thought about this facility was exercises with the training we have practiced. Infiltrate a normal building with rooms, floors, elevators and stairwells to find and capture the bad guys or terrorist theme. A hide-and-seek scenario, with careful movement through the structure.

“You will find your protection gear with vests, pants and a helmet, along with the laser guns and supply of grenades inside,” Sarge shared in a short briefing. “Team 1 ... In you go ... forward, march!!” he bellowed.  

Team 1 marched into The Facility, onto the grassy field, and the doors closed behind them. Moments later, the doors opened, and Team 1 was nowhere in sight.

The Sergeant began ordering each 'Team' to prepare, rolling through the repetitive commands with all 'Teams' by their respective number. We are Team 5, which suited me just fine, as five was usually my lucky number. Then I realized; if we are the last team to enter the game, it might not be so lucky. We have no time to hide, while the other teams have had precious minutes to orient themselves in the Facility. We are sitting ducks and visible for all to see as we enter last. Our team is walking into an ambush!

The first four 'Teams' were now inside and gone from view, then Sarge called Team 5 to order. After Sarge had completed his short briefing about the gear and weapons, my inquisitive mind took over, and I blurted out in a query.

“Are we walking into an ambush, sir? The other teams have had time to hide,” I queried. 

“You are out-of-Order Cadet!” shouted Sarge. “I did not hear you ask for permission to speak!” he growled.

“Excuse me, Sir. Permission to speak,” I humbly pleaded.

“I don't have to answer your question! But ... I will excuse your insubordination this time on the premise that you were too excited at your new adventure and made an error,” Sarge growled. I continued to stand at attention while he spoke.

“Team 5, you will find your gear inside, as I have briefed. You will see the other 'Teams' are nowhere in sight. In fact, you must find each other. There is an entire world inside The Facility. Each time the door closes, it re-opens to a new location. There will be no ambush, at least not until another team finds you. Your weaponry is preset to stun for the scenario! Good Luck Cadets! We'll be watching!” he concluded.

'Each time the door closes? A new location? An entire world? All weaponry set to stun? Live fire training, of course it's set to stun!' These questions and dialogue scurried through my mind, but I knew not to ask again.

“Team 5, ... In you go, forward, march!!” Sarge bellowed. 
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We marched single file into ‘The Facility’, and the large sliding doors closed behind us. The instant they touched together, the doorway disappeared. We were all stunned for a moment. Nothing but wide open space, and no evidence of a door ever existing. You could walk right through the air, where the door we used to enter The Facility had been! 'What is this place? Some kind of massive projection theatre, or advanced hologram?' 

A moment of panic set in when I realized, 'How are we getting out of here with no door? We're trapped!' Then I reminded myself of the words Sarge had spoken.

'We'll be watching!' he had stated. 'If they can see us, they can come and get us, I thought, quickly comforting the unease. 

One of our cadets called out to the team, “Found our gear! Over here, everyone!”

Team 5 assembled together with the Cadet, and we gathered our equipment supplied for the mission.
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Part 3. Hide and Seek - S.S.P.
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Examining the gear, we found everything was just as Sarge had said. The pants, vest, helmet and weapons were all there. To our surprise, two binoculars and two communication devices were with the supplies too.

Scanning the immediate area, we realized we must get out of the open space now. Sarge did say, 'We are entering at our own location,' but as a precaution to an early discovery, we need to fortify a hiding place and make a plan. 

Up ahead, in front of us, was a forested area. We moved carefully but silently, keeping low to the ground in the tall grass field we entered when we crossed the door's threshold to The Facility. We moved into the forest, just far enough for shelter and camouflage from the wide open area behind us. After scouting and surveying the immediate proximity of our new surroundings, we were at ease about an ambush in the forest.

We began planning and realized that we needed to split into two groups. This would speed up our search for the other teams. Hence, ... the two binoculars and two communication devices.
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