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I THINK IT ONLY FAIR, to not drop you straight into an alternate history, time traveling adventure without first warning you that my character Rocket Man is not just one character, but a myriad of characters, who collectively are titled Rocket Man, but who all have slightly different personalities, if not radical ones at times. 

Their hardware varies also quite a bit from story to story.

What makes this series even more fun is that a lot of the events are based on facts not usually revealed openly to historical records.

Hitler was directly involved in a plan to subjugate the entire human race and believed he was being helped or would be helped by giant beings of advanced science who lived inside our Hollow Earth.

That was real.

Many people, to this day, still believe our world is hollow.

And maybe it is. Maybe there are more advanced beings there, but cloaked from our observations by mental or physical sciences beyond our comprehension.

Regardless, I felt that taking my main character and setting him in the midst of a timeline where many factors would ultimately thrust him into other times and wars could not be ignored.

This is deliberate and a creative license I’ve taken to allow more freedom in the grand scheme of things...which is to bring you, my reader on an adventure which you might not otherwise have the opportunity to experience, but also to explore various concepts, such as love, honor, friendship, national pride, religion, belief systems. You name it; I’ve got a bag for it.

And honestly, also to explore a lot of the myths and facts of World War Two and other historical periods of our history.

So, this is the first story I ever wrote about Rocket Man, and from this has sprung...from my fertile imagination...many variations, some of which I’ve already collected into two box sets, which you just may want to sink your literary teeth deep into the throat of. I guarantee more of these action adventure, time traveling, military excursions into the past, the present and the future will stimulate your imagination, if not excite your nerves at times.

The idea of a lone soldier...in this case air man...being stuck in time with no way to get home again is not a new one. Ulysses being the first such adventurer who took ages to find his way home again after encountering death and destruction over and over, along with monsters.

And my Rocket Man, though various in the stories, is truly the quest of one good man to find truth in his life and to stand up for it, no matter where he lands.

Such people are rare, but greatly appreciated by those of us who never have to fight a battle against an implacable enemy because of that one man’s sacrifice.

And as we journey with him in this story and through many others, we will see one man striving more than anything else to make sense of a world gone mad with war and the consequences of dealing with death, separation, loss of friends and the descent into inhumanity that many make in the cause of national pride and even religion. Following men or women whose goals are not for the benefit of the many, but to suit their own misaligned delusions of grandeur.

If we do not question what is told us, then we leave ourselves open to being destroyed, not only as an individual, but as a nation...as German, Japan and Italy’s populations did to themselves during World War Two. Which, incidentally, is where the majority of our action focuses upon...in the past. 

But in future stories I focus on the present and future, well, any government, or institution as fair game. As Shakespeare so well said, the players remain the same; it is only the costumes that change.

Human nature is something that is a constant in our world and perhaps others. Those who are brave and self-sacrificing and those who are selfish and care little for the lives of anyone else.

If some of these stories seem awful close to home; it was strictly intentional.

I feel a writer’s job is not only to tell a rousing yarn, but also to open the reader’s eyes to what the world truly is....and hopefully, through honest endeavor, can be!

I guess in one way you could call me a good daddy wanting his children to grow up safe and strong.

So, having spun all that in a nicely woven web of ideas, like a cereal bowl of fruit loops, I pray that you will allow your mind and soul embrace Rocket Man as I have.

Put on your boots, your leather jacket, your rocket pack, you helmet and space pistol and be prepared to be launched into one man’s crusade to make a difference during war and ultimately, over time, and somehow, over time as well, to find peace and resolution.
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The Geneva Crash
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CAPTAIN HARRY FREEMAN tapped his gas gauge gently, then harder. 

"Captain?"

"Barry, hold on."

Captain Harry fiddled with the gas gauge, tapping it repeatedly. Finally, he gave up.

The Northrop N9M-X was a top-secret Air Force bomber running out of fuel and time. It was a one-man cockpit with two men jammed back to back inside of it. Like sardines in a can.

The props made a loud coughing sound. 

"Fumes!" Harry hollered over his shoulder, trying to be heard over the noise of the dying props.

"What, you eat beans again last night? Barry quipped.

"Can it, Bear!"

"Too late for that if you already ate them." Bear shot back, bouncing up and down as the experimental bomber began to tremble from the air currents it was fighting to stay above and losing.

"Remember that vacation in Switzerland you were asking about earlier?"

Barry turned to look at him, folding up the navigation charts he had been sorting through. "Now?"

"Yeah. Probably in about three seconds if we're lucky."

"Why would that be lucky?"

"We might just make it to Lake Geneva instead of crashing into the mountain fronting it."

"Sounds like a plan," Barry commented, strapping himself in. "Air Force brass are going to be kicking themselves in the ass tonight for cramming two of us golden angels in the same can together."

Harry laughed. "That's why they call it experimental. They experiment on us!"

Barry laughed too. "Got that right!"

Captain Harry did the same. "Wish I had kissed the blonde at the dance last night."

"Wish I had gone to the bathroom before I squeezed my bladder into this shit can of a cockpit again." Barry quipped.

Captain Harry barked with laughter.

The two men grinned, knowing the look on each other's face intimately. They had been acting as test pilots for the last three years of the war. Kicking it all up a notch was their middle name. "You build it; we'll kick it!" Was their motto.

"See you on the other side." Barry said.

Captain Harry gave Barry a salute, which he couldn't see. "It's been a pleasure having you on my crew."

"And it's been a real pleasure being a thorn in your ass, Captain. An awfully close one." Barry joked.

They both laughed, and then froze when the plane bucked and the right props died. Captain Harry managed to keep it on an even keel by goosing the other engines, but then they died too.

The Northrop N9M-X began a nose dive. And since its nose was right where Harry's knees sat, he could imagine the bruising he was going to get if they were lucky enough to survive this crash. If they survived this crash.

"How many of these damn things have we sent to the junk heap, Bear?"

Barry looked at the right arm of his flight suit. There were about a dozen white marks there. "Oh, about a dozen."

"Shit, no kidding?"

"You got it, Cap."

The Northrop N9M-X began to spiral down now. The extra wide wing it was built of captured a lot of air beneath it; otherwise they would have been spinning out of control by now. 

Harry had to fight to keep the yawing of the craft balanced. But he was managing. Barely.

"I always liked those roller coasters at Coney Island in New York." Barry said, doing his best to be brave.

Captain Harry smiled. "Good thing we don't have Old Betsy in here anymore."

"Yeah. At least those eggheads figured out we couldn't squeeze two men and a cannon between us two."

"Almost killed us the first time we did it."

"Yup. But we survived..." Barry paused. "...That one."

"Don't worry, Death's got a bet out on us, you can bet on that."

"Well, I'm not with the house on this one. I'm rotting for the guys in blue. Us!"

"Remind me to collect that ten that said we would make this one from Ryan."

"You bet we would get through this?"

"Nope. I bet we'd crash it."

Barry sighed. "Oh, ye of so little faith."

"Just kidding."

Barry tried to look at Harry. "Do you think Nazis go to heaven too?"

Captain Harry laughed. "If they do, then God's even greater than I thought He was."

Then they both tensed as the mountainside came into clear view.

Captain Harry frantically began working the yawns, manipulating the wings to keep them on course for the lake far below. 

Barry began whistling.

"Whistling when we're about to die?" Captain Harry accused.

"What better time?" Barry laughed.

Captain Harry joined him, making it a two-part whistle of "Yankee Doodle Dandy."

The bomber began shaking violently as Captain Harry caught the side drift and adjusted the yaws again, keeping them level as they continued to drop faster and faster towards the rocks below.

"Think it will hurt?" Barry asked.

Harry replied. "Has it ever not?

The ground grew closer and closer.
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Hard Landing
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PEOPLE ON THE MOUNTAIN side. Skiers. Looked up, shading their eyes to see what was going on.

A dozen of them nearest the descending wing shaped Northrop N9M-X dove for cover. The huge bomber pulled out of a fatal crash at the last possible moment, sending huge flurries of snow all over the skiers.

They rolled over to look as the bomber shot past them, hurtling nose first for Lake Geneva. Its brown and green camouflaged shape hurtled away from them, still shedding air speed too slowly to come to a full stop.
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