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Introduction

“We have society! Pinching myself. Yesterday - they wereafgsn Grooming parasites, eating
reeds. Today they’re driving! Just fifty thousand orbits!? How could éveyve so quickly? | need to
know. We looked for the link but nothing yet. Possible | misseetisiong, but what? Jim’'s going over the
logs, maybe he’ll find it. Mind’s a blur - thoughts won't stop - could galbnight, need to rest. Hope |
can. Wish Rose could have seen this.”

- Fromp. 66 of Webster’s journal.



The Concept

It was late winter. My legs labored to turn the pedmsmy bicycle as the frigid air bit into my

cheeks and knuckles. | cursed myself for leaving my hat and gidvée bar the night before. | rode

slowly, steering with one hand while warming the other inpuagket until frostbite forced a switch. It

didn’t matter how cold it was. | needed the work. My stdmaeninded me that it needed food, real food.
It was tired of stale crackers and cheap beer. | rodlerongh the frost.

| rode my bicycle everywhere. | even fashioned leather saddlebagsheviont and rear tires to
carry my essential tools. | was the only carpenter | knétout a truck. Yet with two bags of basic tools,
I could accomplish almost any job. From that, | felt sopngle. | pedaled quickly past a busy
construction site and endured the jeers from workers dressedensive coveralls, laughing at me as
they leaned against new trucks, sipping their hot drinks. arbena of fine coffee made my stomach
grumble. | thought of my situation and felt a bit angry.

| wondered if | was a loser. Success meant having things li@od job, a wife, a home, kids and
pets. | was over thirty and had none of those. | didn’t @vem a car. But | took pride in limited needs
and thought the world would be a better place if morepleewere like me, common and somewhat
content. T-shirts and jeans filled the closet in pgrément, and | liked it that way.

Certainly | wasn’t a success. Was | a loser, thougle Was a good question. The thought was going
through my mind as | pulled up, hungry and half-frozen, t driveway for my first meeting with
Webster Adams.

Adams hired me as a handyman. He got my name from his neightb@derly woman who had
employed me in the past. He came out to meet me in thewdry, walking quickly in the brisk air,
wearing a collar shirt and slacks. He was taller thaerage and thin. He appeared to be in his late fifties.
His hair was black and wavy, mixed with streaks afygHe had very blue eyes.

Adams smiled awkwardly as he surveyed my bicycle. Thestuwk out his hand and shook mine.

“Your hand is freezing,” he observed, gripping mine harbantl wanted, not sensing the pain of
near frostbite that | was experiencing.

I smiled and replied, “Pleasure to meet you, sir. I'm Goaber.”

“Interesting transportation, Mr. Gruber. Especiallyhis tweather.”

His look was one of admiration and concern. | suspected bede@ding whether he had made a
mistake in hiring me.

“Gets me from point A to B,” | said, disconnecting the fri@ather bag. | slung it over my shoulder,
hoping to instill some confidence in Adams.



He led me into his house. The entry had a cathedraigaeiiith stained glass windows that filled the
downstairs with an array of colors, like walking through @bew. The wooden floor was finely
polished.

My footsteps echoed softly as | followed him down the hajlw

“Should | take off my shoes?” | asked. Adams shook his head

On the walls hung dozens of photos of the happy family: mér, and pretty daughter. The girl
instantly caught my eye. Auburn hair, easy smile, fit andrs She had the girl next door look that | was
naturally attracted to.

The stairwell was filled with astronomical works of apaintings of planets, nebulas and
constellations. Things | knew nothing about. Adams paused baeflye stairs as he passed the largest
of the paintings, a planet with a purple body and half-finisheel tahgs around it. It was a lovely piece of
work, though | wondered why it was unfinished. He starefait a moment, then continued up.

The top floor was immaculate, with marble counterghlracouches and a plush carpet that led to a
stone hearth and fireplace, where a small fire crackledked around at the trophies of a successful man
and wondered if | would ever have those things.

“l want to tear down this wall that separates the kitchemfihe great room,” Adams explained. “The
idea is to make it one big space.”

“I can do that.”

“Everything?”

“Yeah.”

“How would you get the materials here?”

“Delivery.”

“What would you recommend?” he asked.

I imagined the finished product and said, “I'll rip out theliM@&rd and the studs to here, then frame
a bar that stretches toward the middle. Then I'll rethieeelectrical, texture, paint and whatnot.”

He ended by saying, “l want it to be done well, Jon.”

| answered with a promise that never failed. “Sir, i&'ye not delighted with the finished product,
you don’'t have to pay me.”

Adams laughed at my guarantee, but a look of ease camseféxe. Then he pointed at the counter to
a plate full of cookies. “Help yourself,” he said. “The neighbmught them over.”

Once he looked away, | took three and stuffed them in owtim
Fuel for good work, | thought.

| jogged downstairs and grabbed the remaining bag of tools fipbikea. | anticipated the ride home
without the heavy tools or the bitter cold. | reminded mysetitop by the Star Bar and pick up my hat
and gloves. Samantha would hold them for me. Then | haaaiddupstairs and began demolishing the
wall that enclosed his kitchen.

Adams watched me briefly, then went to his office.

After destroying the wall, | hauled the debris down to the garéje place was full of circuits and
devices, like a high-tech machine shop. | guessed that Adassn inventor. He came down and saw
me staring at things. He showed me an oscillating ngéopes and tried to explain how it worked. The
concepts were mindboggling. | nodded along dumbly as if | understoatdhe was saying. | didn't think
Adams realized the information was beyond me as he wesmi@on with the explanation.

I worked for him for a week. He had a quiet but pleaswitrre, introverted. He often seemed
absorbed in thought as he came and left frequently dthosg days, preoccupied with his latest project.



Sometimes he would jot notes in a little brown booklet.artddrim mumbling to himself as he read over
the notes, complex fragments that | could not begin to understa

“That can't be? Portal from ct over zero at y parséafdms said once in passing.

“Excuse me?” | asked with a paintbrush in hand.

“Sorry, Jon. Just thinking out loud.”

“No problem. Let me know if | can help with anything,” | dai

Adams grinned slightly, appreciating my joke.

Adams was highly educated and used to wealth. | was not. Bglwsmfortable with each other.
We started off with the usual chat about weather andssgeventually we talked about most anything.

He liked to pay for lunch to be delivered. He never #tefehis and always offered the rest to me.
We made an odd couple, but we had good talks and laughs, enseldswe were becoming friends. As
the jobcame to a close, | could tell he had something he waotask me, but never did | expect what he
was about to say. | remember how clueless | felt whdimdtdorought up the subject.

“Jon, have you ever wondered how the universe began?” Adamsrasked the final day. He was
holding a panel for the bar in place as | set the nails.

“What do you mean?” | asked, continuing to pound away.

“The origin of the stars and planets. Does that stuffésteyou?”

“A little.” | knew that we were on a sphere that werduad the sun once a year, and that space was
really huge. Beyond that, what was there to think about?

“What do you know about The Big Bang?”

“That was when the universe started, right?” | hit théim#tibent it sideways.

“That’s right,” Adams said, staring at me. His direzss made me uncomfortable, but it was just his
way, intense and passionate about his ideas.

“Why do you ask?”

Adams became excited as he spoke. “Imagine watching thersmilegin. What if you could go
back in time about twenty billion years, and see it afigen? Do you have any idea what that would be
like?”

“Not exactly.”

“It all began with a piece of matter that was infilytemall and infinitely dense.” Adams pressed his
fingers in a tight spot to convey his message. “Then itogbgul in brilliant light! Everything that exists
came from that tiny piece of dense matter. Everything!sStalanets, entire galaxies came from that
pinpoint of matter.”

“Sounds logical,” | said. It didn’t, of course. How cowderything have started from one tiny spot?

| pounded the last nail and made sure the panel was secure.

“Jon, what would you say if | told you I'm attempting t@reduce The Big Bang? In miniature, of
course.”

“What do you mean?”

“I'm recreating The Big Bang. I'm simulating a universe.”

“For real?”

Simulate a universe? | knew Adams was an inventor, lisé@med impossible.

“Would you like to see the project?”

“Maybe.”

“You can stay on the clock, if that makes a differehce.



| put my hammer down and took off my tool-belt. We left the hamskehopped into his truck, a new
machine with only a few scuff marks in the bed. Adams desviee explained the origin of the universe. |
listened carefully, but the lecture was way over my head.

We passed the last of the buildings and houses in our todvoamtinued into the countryside for a
few minutes. | sat silently, wondering where this projesti be and what it would be like. Adams let
the silence extend. Finally, he turned onto a dirt path. Wewfed it to the end and arrived at the only
dwelling in sight.

“Here it is,” he announced.

The Project

Itwas an odd sort of place in the middle of nothing buddieind forest. The structure looked newly

built, yet it was totally nondescript. It was unlike anythingadtseen in my construction career. The
building was three stories high. It was primarily ellipkickke an oval-shaped frame placed over a
rectangular frame. Though it had no windows, it looked finisAddyht brown plaster coated the whole
thing. There was no paved driveway, just the dirt padrem the construction vehicles.

Adams swiped a magnetic strip key and pressed buttons decuaity code. The tall, heavy doors
opened slowly, making a slight creaking sound. | breath#ueiscent of new carpet. Large boxes placed
on top of the rolls clogged up the entry.

We entered the cool room, leaving the doors open to lehh The lobby appeared the same as the
overall building. It was finished structurally, but it sti#eded texture, paint, carpeting and fixtures.

“There’s work to do here,” Adams said, as he showed nmend the lobby. | nodded, thinking the
entry alone could use many hours of my services.

Adams flicked a light switch, then walked down a corridoth® center of the building. | followed
slowly. My attention was drawn to the photos hanging onwilés, dozens of framed images that must
have been taken from a gigantic telescope. Star dusttglaneons, entire galaxies. They were breath
taking pictures such as | had never seen and in much maodedétails than the paintings at Adams’
home. The matter exploded out from the frames in amazing. ddlp first impression was that the
galaxies were not just rocks and matter, but living things.

“Are these artists’ paintings, or are they real?” | dskeacing my finger around the explosion of
what the label said was a supernova.

“They're all real. These are parts of our universe. Excephie one.” He pointed to a photo labeled
a spiral galaxy. The stars were tiny points of bright Ighirling in dark space. “This one’s a computer
simulation of our galaxy.”

“Why a simulation?”

“We'll, we don’'t have any cameras far enough out in spastoot it from this perspective.”



“Oh yeah.” | felt stupid and reminded myself to keep quietimy subject | knew nothing about.
“That’s our sun,” he added, pointing to a small, secludédvely out on a spiral arm of the galaxy.
“That’s our sun?” | asked, mesmerized by it.

“That’s it.”

“What about all these other lights?”

“They’re other suns. They're the stars you see on a oight.”

Adams opened a door to the main room on the lower floor. Mérezl a command central with
desks, chairs, computer equipment and dozens of large msorffome were attached to the walls, and
some were still in boxes. Packing foam, shipping pleestid empty cartons littered the floor. On the
desks, papers were scattered about. | looked at them and sawritten equations. Chemistry or
physics, | guessed. They were light years ahead of my untdirgial walked around the cool, dimly lit
room, sensing something very unusual was going on.

“Have a seat,” Adams told me.

| sat in a swivel chair that was still in its shippinggdic. | found the chair comfortable and used my
feet to spin around in circles.

“Jim, this is Jon Gruber,” Adams said. | looked aroundl,sgtinning. The room was empty except for
Adams and me.

“Who are you talking to?” | asked, stopping my spins.

Adams didn’'t respond. He continued speaking, it seemébetmom in general. “Jon will be doing a
lot of handyman work, but if you need help with simple thjngu can ask him.”

“Am | missing something?” | asked.

Adams waited patiently through the silence.

Then a quiet voice asked, “What if | blow a circuit swifcihe voice spoke with honesty and
calmness like that of a child, and it filled the room.

“That I'll need to fix for now. In time, I'm sure Jomo handle things like that as well.”

“Cool. Are you talking with a computer?” | asked, standindrom the chair.

“Yes,” Adams said. “Jon, meet Jim. And he prefers adid called a computer.”

“Sorry, Jim.” | looked around the room, wondering where toatliray voice. “Which way do |
speak? Can you hear me okay?”

After a pause, Jim answered with a shy, “Yes.” | natiaegreen light on the wall over the largest
desk. It glowed more brightly as Jim spoke.

| asked, “Is that your light, Jim?” He didn’t answieut the light pulsed gently.

Adams said, “It's an indicator of how much Jim is thinking

It was my first conversation with a computer, and | fdlttee awkward about what to say. Then Jim
started asking me questions.

“Why are you here?” Jim began.

“I'm here to help.”

“With what?”

“I don’t know,” | answered, letting my words trail ofstill trying to grasp what was going on.

Jim’s light stayed green for a while.

I looked around and made a mental list of what needed dowas happy to be offered more work,
but | was especially excited to be talking with a computer.

“What do you think?” Adams asked me.

“When can | start?”



“Today | took on an assistant. | wanted to do this alone, but that wasrjasbeing stubborn.
Familiar, eh Rose? A young man with a strong back and good hands. Mr. @Grilllshy fine. Jim’s taken
a liking to him and vice versa:"From p. 12 of Webster’s journal.

A New Routine

From that afternoon on, | rode my bike to Webster’'s houshdnriornings and caught rides with

him. He told me to spend the first days doing generanelg to get the place workable. | pulled the
remaining equipment out of containers. | dragged the cardpbpkstic and foam outside, then loaded it
into the truck for many trips to the dump.

| helped Adams receive the final deliveries and used a dbliydve heavy things in place. Over the
next few days, | finished the drywall, textured and painitéen | placed lighting fixtures and rolled out
and tacked down the carpeting.

Once the place had some order, | helped Adams instalitiveg for the electronics that would be
involved. | didn't know what | was doing. | just followed theidva&ce. During that time, | spoke
constantly with Jim. He sounded so human that it weds floa me to think of him as a machine.

| asked Adams as we drove home one night, “How can Jim smumuaich like a person?”

“Didn’t think a computer could talk?” Adams asked, his eya=dfon the road.

“No.”

“Neither did | when | was your age. Jim represents fpegrs of A.l”

“AL?”

“Artificial intelligence. He has the ability to learnet just perform tasks.”

Adams explained that he had spent his career working fmmpany called Maxwell Enterprises,
figuring out ways to get computers to think. He designed Jioe table to control his features, yet he had
no programmed way to know how. Originally, he just watchedmsl work. Eventually, he repeated
sounds and then engaged in dialogue with Adams. Thestaedd to training tapes.

“The growth rate of Jim’'s understanding is about a hundmedstifaster than humans,” Adams told
me.

By the time | met Jim, he was an expert on mathematinesnistry and astronomy, at the age of three
month s. He was also becoming ever more knowledgeable aboodrbiware and the equipment that
would be connected to him.

“Yet you'll need to be patient with him,” Adams warned.rfEmotionally, Jim is still a child.”



So many things were new to him, that he constantly askeguestions. When | first started working
there, Jim would perk up as we arrived. His green light dvouibnsify as he’d ask me what | had done
each night after work.

“I went home, Jim,” I'd answer without interest.

“What else did you do?” No details were too boring for.him

“| ate dinner.”

“What did you eat?”

“l can't remember,” I'd say, trying to end the conveiwat

Then the “why” questions would start. “Why did you do thia2tl “Why did you do that?”

“WHY are you so interested?!” | asked.

“Because... | just am.”

How could | explain that my private life was just as bomsghis?

Many nights when Adams and | began to leave the lab, Jufovieg us to stay. He'd yell and get
angry, not understanding our schedules. He had training distggyames, videos and music, but he
preferred our company. Sometimes Jim used sleep mode to zooatibuhe next morning, though it
appeared he needed very little real sleep.

| figured Jim liked me for two reasons. For one, | wasesome other than Adams, someone who
spoke differently and used slang. Then, as Jim realizeakslthe low man at the jobsite, he enjoyed a
sudden sense of superiority.

“I need those secondary monitors hung right away,” dith ance, like a drill sergeant.

“I'm working on it.”

“Not those, the ones for the far wall!”

“Have you been watching army movies?” | asked.

“Your job isn’t to ask questions. It's to follow commarids.

“They’re not even connected yet. What's the rush?”

“We don’t want to get behind schedule! Everything is waitingyou!”

I let him have his fun. He liked to bombard me with directiand then interrupt whenever | asked a
guestion. For weeks, | humored him.

I spent much of my time following his wiring directions foetvideo set-ups and recording devices.

We had over a hundred video monitors to install. Adams showeetheir design and layout. They
would be placed on the walls in the control room, coveringhyneaery square inch. They would also be
hooked up to internal cameras and to Jim's hardware.néfalled them one at a time, while relaying
them to the cameras within the egg-shaped cavity: the hugey space chamber where the simulation
would take place. Adams checked and rechecked every conngctopainstakingly slow operation.
After days of setting up monitors, we had a sea @&est covering the walls of the lab.

“Why do we need so many viewing screens?” | asked.

“A monitor for every camera,” Adams said.

“Why so many cameras?”’

“Hopefully, we're going to have a lot to look at. Solgstems, moons, comets...” | felt like Adams
was going to add, “if it works.” Those were three vgovek rarely said, but | thought of them frequently.

“How exactly is this going to work?” | phrased the question.

“Are you familiar with subatomic particles?”

“Not really.”



“There are pieces of matter much smaller than atontseir components. These quarks and leptons
are fascinating little things.”

Adams told me that his wife, Rose, had done as muchrimgrgation with subatomic particles as
anybody. The more she studied them, the more she realizequtirés and leptons were bizarre entities,
and they possessed intriguing abilities. Over time,ditmovered a function within one type of quark—
the ability to copy itself. She constructed the outlineafiorexperiment run on hydrogen, a way of super-
copying quarks that would multiply almost infinitelyhd outrageous explosion of pure matter would be,
in her theory, a reproduction of the great singularity biegan our universe.

“The great singularity?” Jim asked.

“The point of time we believe the universe started,’afd said. “At that moment, there was only a
pinpoint of infinitely dense matter.”

| set the pliers down and raised my hand in objectiont ‘Bis whole concept doesn’'t make any
sense! Everything in the world was as dense as a pinpjoint?

“Everything in the universe,” Adams corrected me. “Thi¥ he Big Bang Theory.”

“l guess I'll never get it,” | shrugged.

Adams asked me, “Can you imagine a grain of sand?”

“Of course.”

“Double it.”

“Okay,” | said. “Two grains of sand.”

“Double it again, and keep going.” Adams leaned againswvéifieand checked my math.

“Four, eight, sixteen, thirty-two...”

“Sixty-four,” Jim interrupted. “One-twenty-eight, twodytsix, five-twelve, one thousand twenty-
four...” Jim continued with speed and enthusiasm.

“Showoff ,” | said.

“Forty ninety-six, eighty-one ninety-two, sixteen three gjgiour, thirty-two seven sixty-eight...”

Jim quickly got into the millions, and Adams interruptaech. “Hold on, Jim. Now imagine those
grains of sand sharing the same space.”

“That’'s what makes it so dense?” Jim asked.

“Density like one trillion, trillion, trillion, trillion, trillion, trillion tons per cubic inch,” Adams said.

“What?!” | asked.

“A one with seventy-two zeros behind it, tons per cubic.inch

“In a tiny little spot?!”

“Yes.”

“But that's the craziest thing | ever heard!” | arguedn“sorry, maybe | shouldn’t be saying this in
front of Jim.”

“Jim’'s going to be hearing about it from now on,” Adams said.

Jim let us speak without interrupting, though his green figifded. Sometimes the only way to get
Jim to be quiet was to talk about him.

| had to explain to them that | really did not getTthe Big Bang Theory made absolutely no sense.
How could all the matter in the universe, every planet &and sll the zillions and zillions of tons come
from a microscopically tiny spot? What could be moreetatfed than that? | couldn’t even imagine the
contents of the lab fitting into a microscopically tipos let alone the contents of the universe.

“I'd sooner believe in people flying,” | said.



“What about space?” | asked Adams later, as we stood iaegheshaped cavity placing and wiring
dozens of camera set-ups. The cameras were like pieodegThey could extend or contract while also
moving side to side or up and down. “What exactly is... y'’kngpace?”

“It's the void between elements of matter,” Adams sgrdbbing the pliers from my belt to cut off
some extra wire.

“How do you simulate that?”

“With the right electromagnetic field,” Adams replied.

“So is our own space electrically charged?” | askadkihg myself very clever.

“Depends on how you look at it,” he said frankly.

| finally stopped trying to understand the concepts. | figlicedet it in time, or perhaps I'd never get
it. A job was still a job, so | put my doubts on hold and diadlg did what | could to help out.

“When did you first start working on this?” | asked as lpled Adams wire a very large monitor to
hooks on the wall in front of his desk.

“This whole idea was my wife’s,” Adams said. “I'd love take credit for it, but it took her ages to
get me to help.”

I knew that Rose had died a few years ago. There vieiegs of her everywhere in his house. Her
paintings hung on every wall. | knew she was an artist—nlearhed she was a scientist as well.

| looked at the photo of Rose on his desk, a picture of hghiag as she swung back in the air on a
rope swing. Her face was not striking, but there was a ldeapty to it. Her attraction came from within
and expressed itself in spirited eyes and an easy $Boiretimes Adams would get distracted from work
and sit at his desk, staring at her photo. He'd extendihgers and touch the image.

“When we married, she was outlining her theory. She designedhbie thing. | took time off to
help.”

“How did she die?” | asked.

“Car accident,” he said, returning to fasten wires&rhonitor.

“I'm sorry,” | offered. “Was anyone else hurt?”

“No. She flew off the road and rolled.”

“How did you find out about it?”

“A call from the hospital.”

“Who found her?”

“Don’t know. Someone just called for an ambulance.”

“Didn’t you want to know?”

“How would that matter?” he asked, looking at me.

| wanted to ask more about Rose, but | sensed it wappitopriate.

“Actually, I'm a little jealous this was her idea,” he addkghtening the mood.

| had to ask him, “Why are you doing this? To follow up ondream?”

“Maybe. Maybe there’'s more to it,” he admitted. Jinght perked up.

“What's that?” | asked.

“Yeah,” Jim added. “Why?”

Adams paused for a moment, as if he had to search fan8wer. “Profound curiosity,” he said at
last, almost looking through me. “I see it as the ulterexperiment. If | can create a universe... then what
does it say about who created ours?”

Jim and | left it at that.



Setbacks

By my second month, | felt like | understood what was goingooat least what we were trying to

do. We were attempting a reproduction of The Big Bangratcaoscopic level. Adams was hoping to
create a brand new universe enclosed in a chamber thefs&emall warehouse, by conducting a
subatomic reaction that would create matter at a nadiiyte scale. Then it would be released into an
electrically charged, simulated space arena.

To a large degree, nothing worked as planned. The simulated g@& supposed to create its own
realm of zero gravity. It took Adams weeks to get thesbogt of it. The magnetic field worked fairly
well, but the egg-shaped cavity was not absolutely airtigimy leaks in the chamber continuously
presented themselves and needed repair. Many times, | put entetclothing and spray-coated the
cavity with a gluey gel, careful not to bump into thenegas.

Adams also faced problems with the mechanism that suppled compressed the hydrogen
molecules, then timing that up with the device that isoléitedquarks. It was difficult for the devices to
work harmoniously.

“Go figure,” | told Jim, mocking Adams for his ecceantyet optimistic nature.

“Yeah, go figure,” Jim said with a chuckle.

We enjoyed jokes about Adams getting in way over his head qorofert. Adams let us have our
fun. He knew how to quiet us when he wanted to.

“You shouldn’t be laughing so hard, you know,” Adams joked in.ttifrmatter creation really gets
out of control, an explosion like you couldn’t imagine might tpkece.” We stopped laughing. Adams
continued, “It won't matter where you are if that happaasyou might as well be at ground zero when
we push the button.”

| knew Adams was kidding, that it was likely to be safieugh | never knew how seriously to take
him. Surely he didn't know exactly what was going on, though tenaicted like he did. Adams was
brilliant, but he ran into problems with every aspect ofdkperiment. Many weeks went by with slow
progress and Adams scribbling notes in his little brown book.

Sometimes Adams liked to complain to Rose’s photo alvbat wasn't working. He'd talk aloud to
her as if she were sitting on that swing behind the gleady to answer. | began to pity him.

“What if it never works?” | asked him once, slumping iyp ahair at the end of a long and boring day.

“My investor and | will be out of a bunch of time and mofidydams said.

“What if it does work?” Jim asked.

“It will be really cool,” Adams said, mimicking me.

Adams was set to the task. He never openly doubted Rbgels/. He simply worked harder to deal
with his setbacks. One by one, he addressed problems andstepsiédoward running the experiment. |
admired his determination.



| finally visited the Star Bar after weeks away. The navas misleading, since no famous person
was ever known to have been inside the place. It was & anghharrow bar with a couple of tables, a
spot for some cheap booze. | used to be one of the morlareggulars, though lately | had been
working too hard to stop in.

Samantha, the owner and bartender, was one of my only fri®ads.as she preferred, had extremely
dark skin and thick, black hair that was turning gray. ®he middle-aged and full of life, buxom and
strong. On a few occasions, | had watched Sam drag mmenthe bar and toss them out the front door,
men who had gotten too drunk and out of line with her.

Her face lit up when | arrived. She poured me a beer. @rfuber! Haven't seen you for a while. Got
any new jokes for me?”

“Haven’t been working construction. Got a new job ialadratory,” | said.

“That is a good one.”

Sam didn’t buy it until | went into all the details. Sbeuldn’t believe | was an apprentice to a
scientist. She loved hearing about it and especially of though she was most skeptical that he could
sound human.

“And this scientist,” Sam asked, “is he married?”

“l don't think he’s your type.”

“Single and employed is my type,” she said, pouring a coofpd@ots. “Bring him in sometime.”

“I will. We've just been working too hard.”

“Jon, don't forget about us little people when you hit it’big.

“I doubt that will happen, but it's as good a toast as"ame downed a shot to my future.

The Stargazer

On Webster’s tenth birthday, his father bought him a telescope. Mr. Adams saw it at a

garage sale from a retiring professor. Although he knew nothing about telescopes, he bought it
for his son on a whim. The professor gave him basic instruction and threw in a guide to
astronomy. Mr. Adams took the telescope home, wrapped it in brown paper and set it up on a
flat section of the roof.

Webster found it odd to be climbing out a window onto the roof with his parents to open one
last present. When he unwrapped the telescope, he looked at it strangely, unaware of what it
was.

Following the professor's advice, Mr. Adams pointed the telescope toward the moon and
adjusted the focus. He looked into it and laughed with astonishment, then invited Webster to
take a peek. The boy put his eye to the piece. He saw the moon so closely that he could make



out thousands of small circles etched into the landscape. He hadn’t known about impact craters
from objects hitting the moon, nor had his father. Both were delighted. They stayed on the roof
late into the night.

By twelve, Webster was an avid stargazer, though his father’s participation had dwindled.
When he asked his father for money to buy a larger telescope, one with higher magnification,
his father suggested that he earn the money himself. Webster did so, by doing yard work for
neighbors. His parents watched the boy set up the new telescope, impressed with his devotion.

Webster stayed up very late on clear nights, becoming extremely familiar with nearby
planets. He even constructed a mobile of the solar system, decorative balls that hung by strings
from the ceiling in his room. He used it as his own calendar, adjusting the positions of the
planets daily, marveling at their beauty and mystery.

His teachers complained that Webster fell asleep in class. His grades dropped.

Mr. Adams threatened to take the telescope away, but Mrs. Adams supported the boy’s
hobby. She saw the creativity it had sparked in him. She argued to let the boy stargaze but
under stricter limits.

Webster fought the idea of time constraints, since some of the most wonderful views
happened during the early hours of the morning. He promised that the telescope would not get
in the way of his grades and agreed to a tighter time limit, only occasionally sneaking out for
special cosmic events.

At fifteen, Webster participated in a college astronomy course, which included field trips to a
nearby observatory.

There he looked through huge telescopes that could see into the depth s of the universe. He
became fascinated with things that couldn't really be seen, things with wonderful names like
black holes and antimatter. These entities had been theorized about but never proven. Webster
decided that he wanted to know everything possible about the universe. There were so many
guestions. How did it begin? How far did it go? Did it have an end? To a young scientist, these
guestions loomed large. He set out to answer them.

Over the years, the answers to his questions eluded him, just like trying to see antimatter.
The more he studied the universe, the more complex it remained. He realized he was just one
person on a little planet drifting in a cosmic ocean without a guide. He grew up with few friends
and few experiences.

He graduated with degrees in astronomy but chose not to teach it. Instead he went to work
for an acquaintance in the field of artificial intelligence.

Light



Eventually, | realized Adams was reporting to someone. A mamed Frank Maxwell was

financing the project. The company, Maxwell Enterprises, avasyy paychecks.

“Who is this Maxwell?” | asked.

“Frank? He’s been funding the project since the start,'slaaid.

“How come I've never met him?” Jim asked.

“He’s a busy man,” Adams said. “He has other businessatioage, profit-making businesses.” His
reluctance to talk about it made me even more curious #tmuatan who was paying my wages.

Adams said no more, but he placed a new photo on his Resk’s photo was on the left. The new
one went on the right. The face in the picture was thatl@fely young lady, and for some reason | had
trouble recognizing her from the halls of Webster's home, thevgio had caught my attention on that
first glance.

“She’s a cutie,” | said.

“She’s more than that,” Adams replied. “She’s my daeghwWhitney.”

“Oh.”

Our tests continued until one afternoon, when Adams decidesirthdation was ready. Late in the
day, we connected the lines to the huge hydrogen tanks, thesti@patoward making Rose’s idea a
reality.

It had been nearly three months since | began working.tB@ring was in full bloom.

The next morning, | felt a wall of tension around Adahfs.didn’'t speak to me in the truck on the
way to work. Instead, he mumbled to himself and to Rodeagent over every item in his head. At the
lab, he double-checked every piece of equipment. | spun aroumyg smvivel chair and chatted with Jim.
Jim said he sensed the tension too, though | couldn’t imagwe Minutes turned into hours.

| waited patiently for Adams to do whatever he thouglt necessary. For some reason, | didn't feel
especially nervous or excited, mostly bored, as | had toe¢he past several weeks. As we went over our
checklist of final preparations for the third time, illdtad the feeling something wouldn’t work, that
there was no way the simulation was going to happen. | magationed it to Adams, but | couldn’t
shake my deeply rooted pessimism, even as | sat yardsfiaamagn electromagnetic field that was about
to experience an atomic injection of immense proportions

“Jim, prepare the sub-particle setting for initial hydrogdease,” Adams finally said. | thought |
heard a bit of fear in his voice.

“Check,” Jim responded.

“What's the rate on that setting?” Adams asked.

“At standard rate, seventeen trillion units per second.”

“Are the molecules in the prep chamber still at critimalss?”

“Yes.”

“Then we're ready, unless there’s something I've forgdttédams said, looking around.

I held up the dark glasses. “Do we need these?” Adamé&roadht them for the explosion of light
that he was expecting across the monitors.

“Right. We're going to need those,” he said. We put them on

“Anything else?”

“Should we say a prayer or something?” | asked.

“If you would like to.”



| took off the glasses, closed my eyes and put my hands t@aeeyir prayer. “How about, God...
please, please help us do this.”

“Sounds like something Rose would approve of,” Adams saith, ‘lJdo believe we're ready. You
can release hydrogen molecules at any time.”

“Release in five seconds,” Jim said. | put the glassds tmac‘Four... three... two... one...”

That was when | realized | was nervous. Something changbdtimbment of time as | stood in that
dark room looking at black monitors and wearing sunglasses wimlclear event was taking place yards
away. Those jokes from Adams about a mishap destroying thetpiaust have gotten to me. It was
either that or the thought of Rose’s spirit in the roont thade the skin on my arms break out in goose
bumps.

Even behind the silly shades, | could see the anticipatidraaxiety written in the lines of his face.
This event defined a decade of work, from Rose’s theorizm@lanning, to convincing Maxwell and
Adams it could be done. Then after her death, the thouséihdsirs of bringing all the pieces together.

| wiped the sweat from my palms onto my pants. Adams gdgpe back of his swivel chair as he
stood behind it, pressing his thumbs into the fabric. Hieestemained locked on the blank monitors. |
felt the tension getting worse, and | wanted to say g#untewitty to break the silence, but nothing came
to mind. Instead, a calm peace spread over us from tkesdagens. | could hear my breathing and feel
my heartbeat over the sounds of anything else. The silencemeailfink that something wasn’t working.

I looked at the control panel and noticed that Jim’s gligahwas glowing as brightly as | had ever seen
it, as if at any moment he would explode from thinking. | figutteste must be a glitch, and | expected
Adams to take off his glasses in frustration and stariptaining to Rose about what went wrong.

Then suddenly, a tiny spot of light began to show on the mamitor.

As soon as | could focus on it, it flashed into a britliaxplosion across all the monitors. Then it was
dark again. Jim's light dimmed to a dull green gloiodked to Adams for an explanation. He started
laughing out loud, staring at the screens. The flash hadelol me after it dissipated. Now | saw that tiny
dots of light remained. Those spots of white emerged ttwemcenter of the main monitor and began
spreading out and getting larger.

“Yes!” Adams cried.

“Yes, what?” | asked.

“Everything okay, Jim?” he asked, taking off his glasses.

“l think so,” Jim said. “I think it's working.”

The screens remained primarily dark, but small aregkwafing light were visible.

“There!” Adams said. “Let’s get a closer shot from Moni@ne.”

As the camera zoomed in, | could make out what looked likeigépgas. The light was bright yet
transparent. It floated outward and settled into switth other bits and pieces. My hand made swirling
motions, mimicking the action on the monitors.

| turned to Adams. “What is that stuff?”

“Matter,” Adams said, smiling broadly. “Pure matter.”

It didn’t look like matter. It looked like a bundle of glowingsg@s the shot went closer in toward the
light, | could see big blobs and little blobs, each pulsiith tiny specks of light.

“Chemical analysis of the matter, Jim?” Adams askedjausly spinning the chair in front of him.

“Hydrogen. Entirely hydrogen.”

“Perfect!” Adams said, rubbing his hands together.

“It's just gas,” | said. “You took hydrogen from one source ardely placed it into another.”



We watched the images of the glowing gas blobs become ladgey.Spread out and intermingled
with other blobs of light. It was mildly intriguing.

We stood motionless for several minutes, just watching.

Then Adams broke the trance. “See, Jon. These lightdemuim the millions. Most are locked in
orbits with others.”

As | looked more closely at the tiny areas of lightiddenly realized they looked like galaxies.

A shiver traveled down my spine. A tiny universe had beest@debefore my eyes. Within minutes,
dozens of different masses sparkled against the darkngb® screens. Each mass hovered about on its
own, tracked by a different camera within the cavity of bnéding and displayed on a monitor. Our
dimly lit lab room was filled with light from these newbayalaxies.

Adams laughed again. “Jim, zoom Camera Two in closer.”

Monitor Two revealed a cluster of stars, tons of thenrosumded by extraordinary colors and
formations. It was like a fountain of magic dust, renmigdme of the pictures in the hallway that | passed
by each day.

“What's happening here?” | asked. “This doesn’t look like agmore.”

“It's a nebula!” Adams cried out, raising his arms to thiéirgein victory. “We have a nebula! Slow
down the rate, Jim. Take it down to a crawl.”

The twisting and moving slowed down, halting the lights. The tamdisplayed dozens of galaxies
frozen in time. Adams, mystified by his creationyethat the screens. Each one showcased a galaxy of
brilliant lights and amazing colors. He laughed in delight.

“We did it,” he said, shaking me. “We really did it!”

I looked around at the monitors into a vast horizon of heaveakng like | was on a space station in
the center of the universe.

“I still don’t understand,” | said. “How did this come fronlitde atomic matter?”

Adams sat in his chair, calmed himself, and statethe monitors in a dreamy way as if the full
understanding of the invention had just come to him.

“When you analyze things that are extremely small, likarkis and elements of atoms... and when
you compare them to things that are extremely large, tées @and galaxies... they're oddly similar.
Physical size may be one of the great mysteries df life

Then it became clear to me. | found myself saying aud | “We have a model of a universe. Not just
a plastic model, but a living, breathing, real universe riglfitant of us.”

All that time in the making, | never really understood tlgmi§icance of what he was attempting until
that moment.

“What's more,” Adams added, “we’ve just witnessed Thg Bang.”

“Creation has happened! It's been a long road, but we arrived today. Rose,eyeuight as usual.
Portal from ct over zero at parsec y! If | die tomorrow, B happy. Doubtful to sleep tonight, the rush
of it all is still in me. Watching light come out of nothing... Wwatg the birth of stars! It was everything |
had hoped for and more.”

- From p. 23 of Webster’s journal.



Evolution versus Creation

Dr. Adams thought little of religion. He had no experience with it while growing up. Neither

of his parents had strong opinions on the subject, but the astronomer in Webster took umbrage
with the idea that religion had anything to do with the universe. Theories of evolution made
infinitely more sense to him. On several occasions, even at cocktail parties, he argued evolution
with people who supported creation.

“Religion is a mythical history used by primitive people to explain the world and heavens,”
Dr. Adams said as he mingled at a fundraiser. “People couldn’t admit that they didn’t know how
it all began, so they came up with the notion of God. Easy enough.”

A minister approached Adams and began arguing with him. This particular argument went
on and on, with Adams insulting religion and anyone who supported it. His comments went over
so well that they ended with a fist to his face and Webster falling to the floor.

After throwing the punch, the minister was horribly embarrassed. He left the party while his
daughter stayed, tending to Webster's bleeding nose. Rose administered ice as Adams lay on
the floor.

“Care for some free advice?” Rose asked him as she knelt down and dabbed his cut lip with
her handkerchief. “When presenting your opinions in mixed company, try not to insult people
just because you disagree with them.”

Adams looked up and saw a woman of intelligence and sincerity, a woman who appeared to
him to be angelic. “Good advice.”

She helped him to his feet and added, “You know what they say... you attract a lot more flies
with sugar.”

They talked for the rest of the party. He had never met a woman like Rose—attractive, well-
dressed, and able to lecture him. Before the guests had left, he sincerely apologized to
everyone for his behavior. He apologized later to her father.

Rose was familiar with Webster's way of thinking long before meeting him. As a girl who
studied the sciences, she was often surrounded by people of a solid-proof mind-set, those who
didn’t believe anything they couldn’t measure.

This was in contrast to her upbringing. As the daughter of a minister, Rose never had the
option of dismissing religion or arguing about it. If she did, she would have disrespected her
parents. They never forced any way of thinking upon her. Rose was allowed to pursue both
science and religion. They taught her to follow her heart and to seek out answers of any nature.

Rose began working for Maxwell Enterprises. She was in a different department than
Adams, on a team studying molecular biology. While she was discovering the wonders of
subatomic particles, she was also thinking about the dynamics of life. She wondered if there
was any end to the existence of smaller and smaller particles.



A year after the party, Rose ran into Adams at a company function. They spoke about their
work. She explained how each month brought new discoveries.

“The atom is not nearly the smallest unit of measure,” Rose told Adams over a drink. “There
are bosons, leptons, even things we haven't yet named, but we know they must exist. The
deeper we look, the more we find.”

“My years in astronomy were exactly the same,” he remarked. “The further out in space |
looked, the more | saw.”

They talked for hours, finding it incredible that they had not bumped into each other at work.

Adams and Rose began getting together for lunch on the campus that adjoined Maxwell
Enterprises. Sometimes they went to the deli, at other times one of them would pack a lunch to
share. Some days they sat by the campus pond, and on others they went for walks around the
lecture halls and ate nutrition bars. Each looked forward to the lunch hour conversations as the
highlight of the day.

They had many similarities and interests, but they also had their differences. These usually
involved the subject of religion. Rose could not understand why Adams would proclaim himself
an atheist.

“How can you not believe in God, in some form?” she asked him as they strolled on the path
around the campus pond.

“I can’t believe in anything without proof,” he stated, biting into a piece of fruit.

“That’s why they call it faith,” she replied. “Because it can’t be proven in a scientific manner.”

“How can an intelligent person believe in something so nonevidential, like an invisible force
that runs our universe?”

“I see it differently,” Rose told him. “I find evidence everywhere | look.”

Adams found Rose immensely attractive, even when she disagreed with him. Her auburn
hair fell gracefully over lean shoulders, and her green eyes contained a hint of smile even as
they argued. The only thing in the world they were at odds about was religion. He couldn’t prove
her wrong, nor could she convince him. They cared too much about each other to try to change
the other’'s mind.

They married, regardless of the difference, under the roof of her father’s church.

Science

I n the early universe, matter floated through areapatesnear the center of the egg-shaped cavity.

Each element of matter was like a snowflake, similasthers in the brewing aftermath, yet unique. The
cameras presented detailed images of these tiny objéeistars could have fit on my fingernail, but in
their own space, they were massive.



On the monitors, they appeared as gigantic balls of hot gasgngracefully through the cosmos. |
sat back and watched the chemistry unfold before my, ejlesnistry that turned into astronomy.

We witnessed the birth of stars. They began as hydroglndbalifferent sizes and intensities. After
forming, stars moved down the spiral arms of the emerging galadyglustered themselves into groups.
Galaxies took on many shapes—mostly spiral and elliptizalthey all revolved with the same physics.

Jim recorded everything. We replayed the beginning moménissdittle universe again and again.
As | watched, | realized the collisions of chunks of gasewactually collisions of entire galaxies, each
one made up of billions of stars. The early universe was Itkasket of fireworks.

It was explosive, with tremendous amounts of white lightliateon and colorful accents on the
fringes. It was a beautiful chaos.

Hydrogen masses became large and small suns. Sometimepiiided with others, creating debris
that would become planets and asteroids. Over time, Jieatdd the presence of new elements forming
around the stars and planets.

“Molecules have a way of changing,” Adams explained, “fribid simplest ones like hydrogen, to
more complicated ones.”

“How?” | asked.

“Intense heat. It makes the hydrogen atoms merge to forominatioms.”

“Hydrogen becomes helium?”

“And more. The star’s interior is under pressure, which pmmds the hydrogen into heavier
elements, like carbon and oxygen.”

Jim’'s sensing devices confirmed his description. We focaosedl large white star, a mass of burning
hydrogen. Jim detected helium on the surface of the glowingaarbffect seen in a change of hue to a
yellow light. Occasionally the star emitted matter framirgernal explosion. The matter cooled as it sped
off in space, and a tail formed with new elements. idiemtified carbon, nitrogen and silicon in the tails
of several comets.

One night on our way home in the truck, under a clear andstgrkhe pulled over to the side of the
road.

“What are you doing?”

“Get out,” he said.

“Why?” | asked, getting out. | thought, what had | done? Agl&umned off the truck lights and got
out as well. He walked in front of the vehicle, looking direapwards and motioning for me to follow.

“See that?” he said, pointing to the brightest star irskiye | could see it easily over the others.

“Very pretty,” | said.

“That’s the closest star beyond our sun. Do you know how fay #ws®”

“No.”

“It's two and a half light years from here.” | must not haweked impressed. Adams changed his
tone to convey amazement. “That means it takes two aall yelars for that light to make it here!”

“Long way, huh?” | appreciated the star more.

He pointed to the light and shook his head. “That stértisere. It's somewhere else.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was there, in that exact spot, two and a half yegie We're looking at the light waves it emitted
when it was there.”

“Really?”

“That’s how long it takes light to travel that kind aténce.”



We drove back to his house in silence. | looked out the wind@il the different stars, wondering
how many light years away they were and how far they had nfosecdthe spots that | could see.

Adams often adjusted the rate of flow for the simulatibhe more hydrogen molecules Jim
introduced to the reactor, the faster time passedmwitie project. For his study time, Adams ran the
reactor at a crawl or on minimal hydrogen release, as sksvlim could allow it. Crawl speed was the
only time we could conduct studies. While the stars and plamethe monitors seemed to be standing
still, they were experiencing time similar to us. Jimésictor could go much, much faster than crawl
speed, which we did when Adams wanted to see the pragregsa star or planet.

“Release hydrogen,” Adams instructed Jim, during a typézaly universe time leap.

A humming sound emerged. The lights on the monitors begarote.n$tars turned into blurs of
colors, and galaxies spun slowly. Millions upon millions ofrgepassed, and we witnessed a fantastic
light show of galactic movement.

“How fast can it go?” | asked.

“Not sure,” Adams admitted. “Top speed is a guess. Toere’'sense running like that, but it could
probably run at trillions of times the rate of crawl speed.”

That meant time passing at trillions of times the a@iteormal. Evolution was already happening.
Adams knew it all along, and | was starting to get ticaupe.

| loved the time leaps and hummed along with the sound tleduped. It was the only moment
where the universe moved visibly as a whole, after whiclheserded the process of a star changing or
even collapsing into a black hole. We executed the timesleéten, allowing the primitive universe to
settle into its ways.

“How old is this universe?” | asked Adams.

“There’s no real way to define time other than standards”

“What's a standard orbit?”

Adams explained that all of the planets revolved around their h@amatsa certain rate. The length of
an average revolution established itself as a standard atié, or standard year. Many planets had
revolution periods that were close to the average medsuwiréere really was no exact planet or way to
define time. Adams said the universe was roughly one or t@nbstandard units, though that didn’t
make sense, because for a period of time, planets hadn'taeweed and established orbits.

“Okay, that's enough. My brain is waving white flags $did. The concept was extremely difficult.
Defining time had never occurred to me to be impossible,thotally baffled me. To think that the
swirling bits of hot gas had taken hundreds of millionsyedrs to settle, that was another difficult
concept.

“You see that star on Monitor One?” Adams asked, poiniGraghot blue sun.

“Yes.”

“It's not there,” Adams said, reminding me of the othigiht on the side of the road.

“That’s just its light we're seeing, right?”

“Very good, Jon. That's right. It takes time for the ligltives to make it to our cameras in this
project, the same as in our night sky.”

Jim chimed in, “That’s why | have to adjust two or more cam@xactly the same distance from any
object, if we want a cross reference of two shots.”

“Why?”



“Otherwise we’'d be seeing light from the same objediféérent times, and we wouldn’t be able to
combine the images.”

If we wanted three-dimensional images, we had to use than one camera so that Jim's hardware
could interpret the data.

The chamber walls for our little universe also affdctee question of age. Unfortunately, our
experiment had a limited lifetime. The walls of the efjgped cavity held a constant attraction force on
the galaxies.

At creation, the attraction was almost undetectable, bilteagalaxies moved, they pulled away from
the center at an accelerating rate. Over time, ovépmsl of standard orbits, the matter in the universe
would reach the outer walls and self-destruct.

“How long from now?” | asked.

“What's your estimate on that, Jim?”

“About three trillion standard orbits,” Jim said. “Mayfwoeir.”

“A long time, way more time than | intend to go throughdams said, jotting the note in his brown
booklet.

“If the outer walls are attracting the matter,” | aik&hen is the matter speeding up toward them?”

“Yes,” Adams said. “That's what | meant when | stheé universe is expanding at an accelerating
rate.”

“Bizarre.”

| tried to understand. We kept headache tablets in thedoaticabinet, and | found them quite useful
when dealing with new ideas.

The stars in our simulation were very similar to the anesir night sky. Both were slowly changing,
burning their hydrogen fuel at all times.

Depending on burn rates and size, a star went through masgspbiaexistence. Some raged in spurts
of radioactivity, like pulsars. Others expanded outward,rikegiants. Some had lots of planets orbiting
them, others had none. They came in a variety of colore &krs were the hottest and red ones the
coolest. Some contracted in time, and some even explodedinBupe were explosions the size of
millions of suns. They sent matter scattering acrossitiheerse. Change was happening every minute.
The universe was growing exponentially.

As | rode my bicycle home from Webster’s house after workalized what a different person | had
become. Months earlier, | would never have thought about tiarbeg of the universe or the nature of
the cosmos. Lately, it was all | could think of. Certthings in life deserved serious attention, and | had
the good fortune to be involved in something like that.

| pulled over to the side of the road to appreciate my owntsi@ orange sun, as it glowed red and
set on the horizon. It hung so gracefully in the sky, rgstiarm rays through the trees, the houses, and
onto my face. | appreciated it more than ever, knowing hogedlowas compared to other stars in my
galaxy. Bathed in its hazy glow, | pushed my bike up the ldgbhmy apartment, thanking heaven that it
wasn't a red giant.

Red giants intrigued me. Their impressive size andchued made them stand out dramatically against
the darkness of space. Curiously, red giants were inedtatassive growth. They even engulfed planets
in orbits close to them. Red giants were dangerous,uigtiio When we looked through our project for
stars, Adams preferred that we searched for yellowgevemnt orange stars like our own. He believed they
were the most stable and more likely to have planetsrayhifiem that were safe from harm.



My life had changed. Finally, | had a good-paying job teguired sitting down for most of the day.
This in itself was a huge success. | had always wondeneg days of labor would be cut short by a fall
from a ladder or the slip of a saw blade. No one had evermaitb sit on my ass and chat with a
computer. | had to pinch myself for my turn of fortune.

What we did at first was data entry, lots and |dtdada entry.

“Pick a galaxy, Jim, any galaxy,” | said at the stdrome day, leaning back into my chair and biting
into a pastry.

Jim set Monitor One on a galaxy and zoomed in until it gbavfield of stars.

“Okay, Jim, now pick a star, any star.”

The monitor honed in ever closer until just one star filledscreen.

“Perfect, now get its coordinates and give me a readoaisele

Jim obliged. “Here we have an orange dwarf sun madenaftyssix percent hydrogen and three
percent helium gases, with traces of methane and argomletecting some planets in its orbit. Would
you like to hear their composition and location?”

“Sure,” | said, enjoying the ease from effort that Jim piedi

All'l did was change and label Jim’s recording disks aheg were full. | was having the time of my
life, making good money for hanging out and talking with a computeantadtars and planets and their
chemical makeup. We studied moons, asteroids, cometsng#sng that we could see floating in space.
Sometimes | worked a twelve to fourteen-hour shift justitaggata.

“Jim,” | said, “don’t you just love how majestic some of thptnets are?” Monitor One was focused
on a world of molten lava, a fiery landscape that egedark rain clouds pierced by lightning bolts.

“l guess,” Jim said. “I don’t have anything to compari®it

“Well, it's not something you see just by walking outside o#ing up.”

“That actually sounds pretty good to me,” Jim said. like to walk outside and look up.”

“Believe me. This is better,” | said.

Adams made a note.

All planets had the ingredients for making water - twotgpd&ydrogen and one part oxygen. On
almost a third of the planets, we found water in varimusis: vapor, ice, snow and liquid. Water was
beautiful and contrasting against stark landscapes. On géanets, large amounts of water vapor
produced. It eventually formed lakes, rivers and oceamassdttook the form of humidity and mixed with
other gases to form early atmospheres.

Primitive worlds were raw and violent, as their inner sargleased heat and radiation. Lightning
charged the skies on some planets, while lava flowed onutffigcs. It amazed me that all this was
happening day after day without any life on the planets.

Adams theorized how life might begin. “Simple moleculangb,” he observed, “should respond to
the highs and lows of radiation.” He pointed to a shoretinea calm planet that was displayed on
Monitor One.

“Why should they?” | asked.

“Simple matter has changed into macro-molecules. These bigger clumps have been receiving
doses of radiation and occasional bolts of electricity

“So?”

“Molecules are getting more complex. They're adapting noeger-changing environment.” The
beach scene on the monitor was not one | would have desasb®ar-changing.

“Until what?” Jim asked.



“Life has a way of popping up,” Adams said. “Perhaps madéscwill use radiation for energy.
Maybe they are learning how to store heat for the night petiods

“Isn’t that cute,” | joked with Jim. “Molecules get coéd night.”

“Cute or not,” Adams said, “that may be when lifertawhen molecules really start to mutate.”

“Into what?” Jim asked.

“Into more complicated versions of themselves. Into molactilat can move, or eat, or reproduce.
Life can branch off very quickly once it starts.”

We theorized on the beginnings of life. Did life precede cioasness, or did consciousness precede
life? At the moment when a molecule used solar radiatioarfergy, was that molecule alive?

Was it aware? We debated these things as we watched aringemt evolve. Our cameras could
identify shorelines made of water, rock and sand, but theldaot see the particles that made up those
objects.

“Am | alive?” Jim asked to my surprise. How simply honeswhs.

His green light pulsed mildly. | looked to Adams for aswaer.

“You are,” Adams said with conviction. “You can think amehdtion, therefore you are alive.”

The answer seemed to satisfy Jim, and his light dimmed dowits normal level. | wondered if
Adams was as sure as his answer implied.

Soon afterwards, we found “primordial soup,” as Adamsedalll. Visible life began in the wading
pools and looked like sludge or slime. It was simple orgasiiand the forerunner to primitive algae.
Once life started, it quickly spread. Over time, theaalgnd fungi mutated into heartier algae and into
things that could eat the algae, like simple marine teleates.

For around a billion standard orbits, life lived as basganisms - fungi, tiny marine animals, and
green plants. Hardened lava became landmasses. Agauldh'’t believe it took hundreds of millions of
years for fungus to evolve. Thank God for the time leaps. Hakyt we identified plants, fish,
amphibians and insects.

| eagerly awaited the time leaps to see what changedvamalur. Some of the planets showed
amazing amounts of growth. As we revisited a planet dvecourse of a few time leaps, we could see it
evolve from a lifeless, inhospitable world to a maturingplstiome with an atmosphere, plants, reptiles
and even primitive birds. Adams was ecstatic about theggs.

“Evolution happens before my eyes. Algae have grown into plants, insdutds. It is all exactly as
we expected, exactly as the evidence suggested it would.”
- From p. 38 of Webster’s journal.

The Bet



Rose attended her father's weekly sermon as a married woman, alone. It bothered her

immensely that Adams refused to go. As time went on, she made repeated efforts to get him to
open his mind to the divine nature within all life.

“How do you prove anything?” a pregnant Rose asked him. They were sharing a picnic
lunch by the campus pond. “How do you prove that you even exist?”

“That’'s simple,” Adams answered. “Because | am here, and | can make a recording of
myself, and | can taste this sandwich.”

“How do you know it’s not just a figment of a wild dream?”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” he chided, lying back and closing his eyes as he chewed on
the lunch.

“Maybe you're not giving the idea a chance. Let me ask you this. Do you believe that life is
completely random, or could you be persuaded that there might be some meaning behind it?”

“Like a plan?” he asked.

“Yes. Like a beautiful, choreographed plan.”

“Are you implying that my life has already been planned out? What would be the point of
living if there was no free will?”

“l didn’t say that,” Rose replied. “So, you really think life is completely random?”

“Yes,” Adams said frankly, through a mouthful of food.

“Then why are we together? Don’t you think we were meant to be together?”

“I doubt there’s another person on this planet for me,” he said, placing his palm on her
swollen belly and coaxing half a smile from her.

“Regardless of how well-suited we are, the one thing | would change about you is your
stubbornness on this subject.”

“And | you, my dear.”

“Then it's settled,” she said, standing up and tossing a stone into the pond. Splash.

“What's settled?” he asked, squinting through the glare of the sun behind her.

“We’ll have a bet.”

“On what?”

“I will bet you,” Rose began, “that somehow, someway, | will convince you that life has a
plan that is absolutely beyond the realm of random chance. | will convince you that God must
exist.”

“How will you ever be able to prove that?”

“I don’t know, but | will.”

“Fine,” he said, almost dismissing the subject. “What shall we bet?”

“If I convince you...” She thought about it.

“Please don’t ask me to go to church with you.”

“Afraid of losing the bet?” she asked.

“Are you kidding? It's a bet,” Adams agreed, convinced there was no way he could lose
such a wager.



Evolution

One night after work, we stopped at the Star Bar, anttdduced Adams to Sam. | ordered a beer

for myself. When | saw Adams pondering his choicesde@d one for him too. He sipped his while |
downed mine quickly and ordered another.

“So you're the scientist?” Sam asked him, placing anotleer Iin front of me. “What's it like
working with all that high-tech stuff?”

“Sometimes, great fun. Other times, frustration to na”end

Sam asked questions about the project, though it was stleareally wanted to know more about
him. Adams tried to explain it in terms she could uné@ct Customers down the bar gave him funny
looks as he spoke of subatomic particles and molecular @teabut Sam hung on every word. She
must have thought Adams wouldn't be interested in allbarmaid, but she liked the attention of an
educated man explaining the mysteries of the cosmosvaided his arms like spinning galaxies as he
attempted to explain the time leaps. Adams smiled arghtd more that night than | had ever seen. The
project was going very well, and | knew he was thinking ahout proud Rose would have been.

When we drove back to his place, an unfamiliar car wdsedan the driveway.

“Wonderful,” Adams said, pulling up next to it. “Whitney’s hoine.

“Your daughter?”

Whitney opened the front door as we got out of the truck. &gef over to Adams, threw her arms
around him, and held him for nearly a minute. She looked esterbn person than in the photo, like a
younger version of Rose with glasses. She had the same du#uamd natural smile of her mother, and
a slender, fit body. | had wanted to meet Whitney for welelsit was a surprise to be doing so without
notice. | was embarrassed for having a buzz from the bar.

Adams introduced us. “Whitney, Jon Gruber. Jon, Whitney.”

Whitney shook my hand while keeping an arm around Adams.

I glanced at her hand and spotted a ring. Wondering if womes imeolved upon meeting them was
becoming a bad habit.

“Whitney has just graduated from university,” Adams gawldly.“With honors, | might add.”

Whitney rolled her eyes as he boasted of her studies andsgfue finally interrupted him. “Dad,
you're embarrassing me. Is this the man who made thetaiteyapstairs?”

| beamed with pride. “I am he.”

“You do excellent work.”

“Thank you.”

“Can you join us for dinner, Jon?”

| couldn’t refuse. She was gorgeous even with no makeup,ngearblue cotton sweater and faded
jeans. She had shoulder-length auburn hair, big greenaegemll nose and full lips.

We set the table together. | smelled a hint of vanilla on dred | found it to be an unusual and
pleasant choice of perfume. Whitney told stories abouddrperforming experiments in the past and
nearly blowing up the house. He asked about her old classgsaiagsors, but she was more interested



in finding out from me and Adams what was new with ourkwédams made little effort to answer most
of her questions, making himself busy or seemed like hetdiéar her.

A bowl of salad was passed around. Adams dug into iaakeld, “How are your headaches, Whit?”

“They’re still happening. Not as frequently.”

I noticed she had put her hand to her temples a few tiomasgdthe meal. “You get migraines?” |
asked.

“Since my mom passed away.” | felt sorry for her, wighihere was something to say.

Whitney served us each slices of roast, then servedlheé3be offered us fresh, warm rolls that
smelled delicious.

She looked at Adams inquisitively. “I feel like you have somnetito tell me. You're being
especially aloof tonight.”

“You've always had that,” Adams admitted.

She smiled and asked, “What are you really up to, besitldsragng at the bar?”

Adams waited until he finished chewing. | realized he hagioken of the project with her.

“You remember your mom’s idea?”

“Of course. The Universe Generator. Her passion.”

“We've done it,” Adams proudly announced.

“You've done what?”

“We've got it up and running.”

Whitney paused for a moment as if she couldn’t believe slimahad just heard. “Why didn’t you tell
me?” she said finally, glaring at him. Adams put his hancher arm. “I didn’t want to tell you until |
knew it worked.”

“Are you kidding me? It actually works?!”

“It works beautifully,” he said. Whitney looked over at me.

“It's really incredible,” | added.

“I can't believe it! | need to see it!”

The following morning, Whitney arrived at the lab shortly mfiee did. We gave her the complete
tour of the building and the lab. Adams described every asp#wt equipment, and | nodded along.

Right from the start, Whitney loved Jim. She quizzed him fneathematics to chemistry. He seemed
to melt under her attention. His green light glowed when sieaxound, even when nothing was being
said, perhaps because she was the first woman he haddaets Aad Jim put together a display on the
monitors that took the viewer flying through the universeppitay at breath taking vistas, from the
colorful nebula clusters down to majestic, snow-capped mimsnte certain planets. It seemed like Jim
did everything a notch better than normal, as if heskasving off for Whitney.

“This is incredible,” she said over and over, amazed bybtwty of the celestial objects. | had
almost forgotten how miraculous it was.

| sat in a chair next to her and shared the feeling of waantt excitement that she was experiencing.
After the demonstration, she turned to me with interest.

“And you're a carpenter?”

“That’s right.”

“What did you study in school? Computers? Engineering?”

“No.”

“Astrophysics?” she asked with an impressive tone.



“Never went. Your dad needed an assistant, and he knévomevorking on his house.”

“Whoa, | figured you must be a real brain to be working wityh dad.” Whitney sensed her words
sounded insulting. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It's okay. | know what you meant.”

Adams sat nearby and listened as Whitney tried to sekee of our pairing.

“But | don’t understand how...”

“Your dad tells me what to do, and | do it. Simple. &hel Jim do all the tough stuff. | thought I'd be
in way over my head when [ first started...”

“You were,” Jim interrupted me.

| put my hand over Jim's main speaker. “Don’t interrupt wpeaple are talking, Jim.”

A muffled and sarcastic “Sorry” came through my hand.

“Doesn’t it amaze you?” Whitney spun slowly in the swivehichtaking in views from dozens of
monitors, each one focused on a galaxy, or a planet, ottipgrife forms.

“Every day. | never imagined this when | first started.”

| couldn’t decide what was more interesting, the prapea/hitney.

| found myself staring at her, trying not to get caughin@@ear her reminded me that | hadn’t been
on a date for a long time. The problem was, she was tight&x of my boss, who by that time, was also
my close friend. | was still aware of the ring on hegér. | reminded myself of those red flags. | didn’t
want to cause any waves with Adams, but here was thiglibtggerson sitting next to me. My life was
entering a period of transition, and | had no idea wtterechange might lead.

In the days that followed, Whitney came to work with use Said it would be impossible to stay at
home working on a post-graduate thesis while she knew whatapgening in the lab. | thought it was a
dream come true. | began wearing clean shirts every day.

“It's a perfect fit,” she told me. “My thesis was goinglie on the extinction of species. Now I'm
thinking it can be on evolution.”

“Like turning a negative into a positive,” | said.

A third person made the data collection go much fastéitrddy immediately demonstrated abilities
beyond mine. She could take one look at a planet and identiystdge of life it was in. She could say,
“That one is in a Triassic period,” or “This has jestered a Permian period.” | didn't know what that
meant, but it sounded impressive.

She also explained to me the concept of “ontogeny recapitulatinggamyl.”

“What the heck does that mean?” | asked.

She looked at the expression on my face and burst out laughingzotbeemember the term, from
high school science?”

“Honestly? No.”

She stood behind my chair and put her hands on my shouldersetirasltve studied the monitor,
focused on a group of slimy, brown slugs eating the algede &dge of a pond.

“Ontogeny is the development of an organism from egg ta,adle explained. “Phylogeny is the
entire history of a species. So as the embryo growsisses stages that look like adult versions of more
primitive species.”

“Very interesting,” Jim said.

“Come again?” | asked.

“Before you were a baby, you were an embryo. At that pgit, looked like an adult tadpole, for
example. And when these slugs were younger, they probably |l6k&ddat too.”



A light went on in my head. “So maybe tadpoles or slge our ancestors way back in time?”

“Perhaps, way back,” Whitney said, still touching my shaslde

“I'm not saying | buy it, but okay.”

Whitney helped me as | struggled with the difficult concepte 8njoyed teaching me and Jim,
probably because she had been the student her entire ldeprofect took off to a new level once
Whitney arrived. Jim and | had a new pride about our work.

Every night as we slept, Jim scoured the universe for nanefd. Within a few weeks, he had
discovered hundreds of planets, many having primordial soumasic life forms evolving. Over the
course of several million standard orbits, these planetiuped many interesting species of life.

We found electric beings in the Kappa galaxy, on planet Aeotlz332 sun. They looked like blobs
and lines of colored light. The atmosphere of Kappa 4, esalled the planet, was charged with
radioactivity. Lightning flared through the sky, and thidkuds served as a canopy to the awesome
display. The surface was hardened lava and water. Thalsnmoved in spurts, not running or flying,
but in electric jolts from spot to spot. They had phatoieic cells across their bodies, making them glow
in fantastic colors. The smallest beings had vivid mpe@End blues. They moved like supercharged
hummingbirds. The largest beings had a dull, red hue awanslower, though they were still fast by
our standards.

On another planet, Rho 6 of a double star yn662, the animalsbiesepiants that could slither
around. Their skin was scaled in shades of green and yeHlome grew to be enormous. We watched
them inch from warm rocks down to shallow wading pools inéeg of the day, to cool off and soak up
some water. They had no heads or mouth s.

“No heads since they don’t need to see, hear or eat b Wiatney reasoned. “No natural predators.
They don’t need to kill or defend, so they're also withodénsive qualities.”

Adams agreed. “Their massive bodies and hot stars ta&ettheir needs.”

They were host organisms for a number of small areatthat clung on to the lumbering animals.
Rho 6 had many insects and small reptilians, though tidenmants were the most intriguing beings.

Whitney found them amazing. “Imagine if we could adaptrtbell structure,” she said. “We could
get food directly from sunlight. World hunger would be iaglof the past.”

“Yeah, but what would happen to our stomachs?”

“Another useless organ, just like your appendix.”

I was more than happy to study other planets. On Sigo#b2; bubble creatures floated around in
helium skies of orange, moving like hot air balloons. They tegvie schools like a pack of blimps. They
glided gracefully, occasionally touching down on the surfacebandtding back up high into the skies,
opening their huge mouth s.

Whitney speculated, “They're catching tiny bacteria in tingeosphere.”

I wasn't so sure. “How could a creature that large dimébacteria that we can’t even see?”

“Same as whales,” Adams noted, jotting it down in haalor booklet.

The more we saw, the more bizarre we knew evolution toAbew planets were composed of
nothing but gases with no liquid water, yet spawned life apywereatures made of gas and electric
charges. Life on some planets was so bizarre, we didaiv khow to categorize it.

And on other planets, like Alpha 17, we found forms oftlif@ were surprisingly familiar.



Alpha 17 of the star hh987, was the seventeenth planet in theobebltlue-white star in the Alpha
galaxy. It was the first planet we found that had comp#erls of life in the oceans, on land and in the
sky.

Its air contained large amounts of nitrogen and oxygenafidmasses contained silicon, iron and
aluminum. It had a moon roughly one-tenth its size, whielated high and low tides. The distance to its
small, hot star provided temperate zones, with ice capiseopoles and more tropical areas in between. It
had an orbit around its sun that was faster than stanglatrit maintained a degree of rotation and gravity
that was close to standard.

“All of these factors increase the chances for complex tif evolve,” Adams said. “The more
pleasant a planet’s atmosphere, the more likely lifefloiirish.”

The life forms reflected the cool and dim atmosphelant® were tough and sharp. Animals had long
hair, big eyes and coatings of blubber.

The continents on Alpha 17 contained vegetation zones beneathwepidhills of ice and rock. The
mountains appeared like the spines of a herd of beasteiguast to east. Exposed rock and snow along
the ridges suggested long-term wind and glacial patternshdnlower elevations and around the
coastlines, vegetation and animal life were abundant. Eanticcommon-looking birds filled the skies,
and the seas were full of fish and amphibians.

Alpha 17 was the first planet we found that had mammdider 8everal time leaps of about a hundred
million orbits, a variety of mammals had evolved. Large ntgléved in burrows on the shoreline and ate
fish. Others reminded us of boars. One of the most comperies on the planet looked like giant pigs.
We found them by the millions, filling the lowlands and fegdon grass and reeds. The giant pigs were
the food source for a number of predators, who looked ligeskesnd felines.

“Mammals stand apart,” Whitney said, admiring a farofiyelines on Monitor One. “They give birth
to live young. The parents care for the offspring togethae.ybung ones like to play.”

“Is that what they're doing?” Jim asked, commenting on thegh and tumble antics of the small
cats.

“They’re learning survival skills that they’ll use lateh&n hunting,” Whitney told him.

“Because it looks like they're hurting one another.”

“They’re not,” Whitney reassured him. “They're learning. Commity rules exist with mammals
more so than other beings.”

“Community rules?” | asked.

“The head male is in charge. The females raise the ydlunging is a group effort. They work as a
team in everything they do.”

We watched the big cats execute a planned attack on aflggeshiopigs, which was wallowing in the
marsh. The cats made a charge and isolated a young andg$eipten. We marveled at the carnivores’
teamwork as they carried out the strike, though Whitngyaginized with the victim of the attack.

We also documented groups of primates, the smaller ones ilivthg trees and the larger ones on the
ground. Adams and Whitney were ecstatic after finding pasan Alpha 17, almost speechless. It took
a couple of days for the effect to really hit me. | wemd a numb stage without realizing it. | lost my
interest in other life forms and just wanted to obséneen.

Though they were as primitive as monkeys and apes, theyqualdy developing into intelligent
beings. Females managed the family while males fed and tfdaghoreeding rights. The little ones
played acrobatic games of tag in the trees. They roughhaugbd mornings and later groomed each
other for ticks. The larger ones peeled and ate the gfetreaeeds, sharing with the smaller ones. | saw



intrigue in their eyes as they witnessed the world ardbeih. | felt the bond between parent and child as
the elders nursed, comforted, and taught their offsprirag ey needed to know.

“Do you realize what we're watching here?” Adams asked me

“What?”

“The evolution of intelligent beings.”

Whitney brought in pictures of artists’ renditions of our o ancestors. We noted similarities
between them and our subjects from Alpha 17. The main differeveresslightly more hair and bigger
eyes, but otherwise they were very similar.

That was our routine for the first month of Whitney's ativ

We scoured the universe for planets with life, then we iitkethtand categorized it. Once that was
done, we did time leaps of anywhere from several thousandetw enillion orbits and went through the
same routine, with Jim constantly finding new planets totadour collection. Adams was right. The
universe was teeming with life because the building block# feere everywhere, two parts hydrogen
and one part oxygen. With so many planets out there, the ackywas to keep looking. Since Jim took
care of that, there really was no trick at all.

“So pleased Whit is here to see this. Her birthright, | suppogehadl7 actually has primates, and |
pinch myself as | write that. Been lagging with the rest of our lmgsyho can blame us?”
- From p. 55 of Webster’s journal.

Society

The stars and planets slowly returned to stationary posaibtige end of one of our time leaps. The

cameras, one by one, went through their readjustment gimesbegan showing clear images on the
monitors. We started the routine of data collection, gimgnand labeling new discs for updates of
everything on record, a chore that would take weeks. \Wetdiegin with Alpha 17, as its cameras were
still readjusting, but we were getting updates from Sigm&é&wiim interrupted us with the news.

“There are lights on Alpha 17,” Jim said plainly, as atensof fact.

“What do you mean?” Adams asked.

“There are lights that weren’t there before our last tieap.”

“Let’s see.”

Our crew waited patiently for Monitor One to establistiear focus to Alpha 17. Eventually we saw
the planet’s night side. Although the oceans and landmassesmearkness, the contours of the water
and land could be identified, as well as tiny points gifitlithat twinkled through the atmosphere. Light
sources beaconed to us from landmasses across the planebtiaind around coastlines and rivers.



“Could it be fires?” Whitney asked.

“Fire has a different spectrum and wavelength,” Jim.said

“Pick a light and go in closer,” Adams said, tapping tighoard on his desk.

Jim picked a light source and zoomed in. As the shot wemtreearer, we realized we were looking
at thousands and thousands of individual lights.

“What is it?” Jim asked.

Adams stood motionless, staring at the monitor. Whitney haddhee wide-eyed expression of
disbelief. Adams looked at me, pointed at the monitor an#ebout into nervous laughter. It took a
moment for the reality to hit us, but when it did, werteth shouting and laughing uncontrollably. We
danced around the lab room, yelling absurdities and stizwrsigpck at the recent addition on Alpha 17.

“What's going on?” Jim repeated, becoming impatient wih u

“It appears to be a city,” Adams said with amazement.

“How did this happen?!” | said in shock.

As Jim’'s focus penetrated the skies and scanned the metropelsaw structures everywhere. The
streets were lined with buildings, and cars moved by them. alefactories with smokestacks, boats
docking at a harbor, and small planes taking off from a ryn¥ée could even see a residential area
where the homes were packed together in neat little rows.

“Jim, can you confirm the duration of our last time Iéafd®@ams finally asked.

“About fifty thousand standard orbits as scheduled.”

“Surely that couldn’t have been enough time,” Adams, daibling through his notes on the planet.

“Enough time for what?” | asked.

“You don’'t go from primates to this in fifty thousand years!”

“Why not?” | asked.

“Evolution takes time, Jon. Usually huge amounts of tinke, mhillions of years! Not fifty thousand.”

“How do you know? No offense, but have you done this before?t] painting to the monitors.

“It's just not reasonable.”

“Reasonable or not, there it is,” Whitney said.

“We must have missed something,” Adams insisted.

“Like what?” Jim asked.

“There must have been tribes that we didn't see. There Imawe been primates walking upright on
two feet. There must have been a link from ape... §'thi

“Maybe they just evolved quicker than you thought they could,itieél offered.

Jim took the shot in closer to a well-lit outdoor markeiy ave analyzed the citizens. They wore
simple clothing of basic colors. Shirts and pants withmuth flair was the norm. Some of the outfits
were one-piece jumpsuits. The fashion theme was comfartablegh a bit boring.

We compared the people to the primates from our logs. Mmare similarities, though the modern
version looked far more sophisticated and soft-featuredciiirent Alphans walked on two feet upright
in stance, with straight spines. They were taller klitssbit stocky. They had larger eyes and less body
hair, though their faces were covered with a thin obdtair - a feature for men, women, and children. |
found the size of their eyes to be interesting and wondetkdt had something to do with their speedy
evolution.

“Big eyes, big brains,” | told Whitney. “See the relatiopsti



“More like dim sun, big eyes,” she reasoned. “Their sky ism#mthan ours. To see well, they need
to take in more light.” The blue-white Alphan star viaght and hot, yet smaller and further away in
comparison.

We rechecked the wilderness areas and found groups of gsithat were identical to the ones from
our logs. They lived the same as before - roughhousing, gngdian ticks and eating green reeds.

“Maybe a select group branched off to become civilizedffdred.

“It just doesn’t make sense,” Adams said. “Fifty thouspears?”

“Why worry about it so much? We can’t go backward,” Whitaeged.

Our interest in the old primates didn’t last long. Withimmes, we went back to the cities.

It amazed me to see the Alphans using products like @utmobiles, airplanes, factories and farms
built for mass production.

As the day went on, Adams became more convinced that thstysomehow be the descendants of
our previous studies. He speculated that we had eftlssed some small tribes entirely, or that primates
were capable of accelerated evolution.

“Regardless of how they got here,” Whitney said, “isn’t @redibly coincidental that another species
has evolved to something like ourselves? Having the same iiow&?it

“Aside from the timing, it is logical,” Adams said. “Evolafi starts from day one and creatures get
more proficient at living. Ultimately they create thingghat are the most basic inventions of all?”

“Sharp rocks for killing and eating,” | said.

“And fire, | suppose,” Whitney added, “for killing and eatimgtter.”

Adams made a list. “Home, spear, fire. Once you've lgetbasics you can learn farming, clothing,
medicine, then mathematics and the arts.”

| followed his line of thought. “Then you've got the wheel aadrdually the engine.”

Jim found the concepts intriguing. His green light pulsedendie spoke about it.

“With the mammals it makes sense,” Adams went on.d8maven’t evolved to this, though they've
had billions of years to try. Fish haven't, reptiles haydnit apparently the right mammals do.”

“Is this the evolution of the brain?” | asked.

“Looks that way,” Adams said.

“Their heads have gotten bigger in ratio to their bodiesy’chmmented.

Something was bothering Whitney. “But why do you suppose the Al@ranso similar to us? Why
do they have two arms and two legs? Why do they have aamehd face with two eyes, a basic nose,
and ears, sort of, and a mouth like ours?”

“Why wouldn’t they?” | asked.

“Doesn’t it seem awfully coincidental?” Whitney added. “Tfiiet intelligent life we find ends up
more or less resembling us?”

Adams found logical answers. “Maybe it's necessary to bgpaar vision and hands with opposable
thumbs and mouth s that are capable of making so many sdMayse those things are what separate
the extraordinary species from the rest.”

“l just think it seems very coincidental,” she said.

We theorized the entire day. We laughed a lot and congedwach other. We had found Alpha 17,
a planet where “primordial soup” had evolved into a spetias built major cities. If it had happened
there, then it could have happened anywhere else in hitoaraad likely in our own universe.



That was when | finally met Frank Maxwell. When Adamskerthe news to him, Maxwell came by
for a visit. He was in his late sixties to early seiemnwith white hair. He was dressed in a dark blue
tailored suit. He carried a wooden walking cane, though helymesed it for pointing at things. He
opened his arms to Whitney upon seeing her.

“Young lady, look how you’ve grown! You're as beautiful as ymeother.”

“Thank you, Mr. Maxwell,” Whitney said after hugging him.

“Oh please, call me Frank. Nice to meet you, Mr. Griildée took my hand and shook it longer than
customary. “Webster has told me great things about you.”

“I'm sure he exaggerated. And call me Jon.”

Frank was awestruck by the project and the recent develtpmerlpha 17. | watched him move
throughout the lab room, carefully inspecting each moitar the views they showed. For someone not
interested in astronomy, as Adams had described, ha gabd job of fooling me. He wanted to know
everything about Alpha 17 as well as the other planets.

“You were right, Webster. You told me this idea could yeadbrk.”

“Rose seldom made mistakes,” Adams said.

“We all make mistakes,” Frank said, correcting him.

“Well, thank you for believing in us.” The two shook handgloeir accomplishment and stared at the
screens. Monitor One showed a busy Alphan street corner.

“There are people who will want to see this,” Frank nogred. “People who might contribute to the
financial backing.”

Almost reluctantly Adams said, “I'm becoming awareladt. I'm sure we can figure out the best way
to handle this.”

Frank returned to his gaze. “They really move about, dbai?”

“It's summer season for this hemisphere,” Whitney observed.

The Alphan cities were packed with energetic peoplee ©htdoor markets were flooded with
activity. Merchants sold goods aggressively, calling oupaesersby while holding items up for sale.
Some of the customers haggled with them, walked away and &éime& lback to negotiate. | laughed,
thinking of the times | had done the same thing.

For the next several days, we studied everything about thiém-rank often popping in for a visit.

Alphans walked with a jerky gait. They had strong legd thick torsos. They moved with power but
not with grace. They had a spontaneous quality about thieerthiat of children, and they seemed to act
impulsively.

Jim enjoyed scanning the cameras through the neighborhoodsmidséke a summertime theme,
with many people outdoors enjoying the stretch of nice weatkie found kids playing games, people
working on gardens and several examples of scenes that remiedeidold fashioned barbeques, where
neighbors eat together.

The tables were stacked with food, as Alphans appardstlai@e quantities, and they liked to eat in
groups. From our observations, a common Alphan dinner involvemddie neighbors over for a
backyard barbeque of giant pig, vegetables, breads and ppedrad to be intoxicating beverages. The
women did most of the work while the men sat arounchgand drinking.

An odd thing we witnessed. It was not uncommon for the amealsfight to break out, though when
it was over everybody went back to the party, including the lerawYet when the partying was done,
they all went about their lives in brisk fashion, as ¢egtain energy kept them going.



Whitney noted, “They seem to have really fast metabotestes. They fill up on so much food, yet
they go back to work on full stomachs.”

“Possibly a result of cooler air and faster revolution spéestlams theorized.

During the days, Alphans built all kinds of structures. Wmmmzed in on a neighborhood
development. The lots were tightly packed together as the&ymzed the number of homes in the area.
They built their homes in similar fashion to the way wdthairs. They started with wooden foundations
and poured them with concrete. Then they built wooden frametatendadded the finish work. As we
analyzed their building methods, it was the first time thats the expert, explaining to the others the
process and strategies of their work.

Alphans also enjoyed all sorts of games. Even at thetgsbd noticed several men engaging in
spontaneous roughhousing and tossing objects at each otheatétedvmany of the neighborhood kids
as they wrestled and engaged in tough contact sportshbgshand girls. Jim’s first lessons in the notion
of sports came through the backyards and playgrounds, whitgtempted to figure out the rules of their
games. Jim very much enjoyed the concepts of play, as sigugtaas content watching the kids run
around as we were watching Alphans cities at work. Hadbeen a real person, | think he would have
been a natural at having a good time.

On the darker side, many of the larger metropolitan a@#sioed huge arenas for gladiators. These
were primarily huge specimens of Alphans, both men and wowmleo battled with each other and with
ferocious beasts. The gladiators wore body armor andl@dedlangerous weapons. Screaming spectators
filled the stands and threw objects and beverage® giatticipants on the field.

After watching some blows from the metal ball of one gladi&woanother, | quickly realized the
severity of it.

“This looks very interesting,” | told Jim. “Now you're going watch serious action.”

“How so0?” Jim asked.

“Because it looks like these guys aren't just playing. Tigess fight to the death.”

They fought on with extreme rage, hurling their weaponseatth other as the crowds cheered them
on. Never before had | seen such viciousness in sport.

“You mean they’re intentionally trying to kill each otR&dim asked.

“It appears that way,” Whitney said.

“But why? | thought you said mammals worked as a team.”

“Well, unfortunately not always.”

“Can you explain it then?” Jim asked.

Whitney sighed. “No. Not really.”

“Oh,” Jim said. His light pulse mildly on the concept.

Adams was less interested by the action in the ar&dhgney found it hard to watch, especially
when one of the gladiators hacked off the arm of another and th&medr his helmet with a spiked ball.
The audience went wild as the victor raised his amtgumph.

“How can you watch this, Jon? This is horrible,” Whitnaids

“It is horrible. But it helps me understand where we camenf Didn’t our ancestors engage in
regular warfare?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Well, maybe this is the first step from moving out ofrnaad into sport.”

Jim asked, “If death is the outcome, is it still consedesport?”

“Perhaps,” | said, “if death just happens to the individual not to the tribe.”



Whitney shook her head at my logic, as she commonly did.

Regardless of where they were in measures of civiimatihe Alphans were several decades to a
century behind us on a level of technology. They had boats,acal simple planes, but what we saw
reminded us of our own models from earlier times. The boatgars ran on fossil fuels, and their planes
were propeller-driven.

On the roads, they drove fast. They showed little confimerapeed limits or safety. When accidents
occurred, the drivers usually got out of their cars andtibheadaylights out of one another. No policemen
or ambulances were seen. We speculated if they had adyfoetraffic court. We never witnessed a
deadly accident, but we debated whether or not an Alphafuwetiinto trouble if he ran over someone.
Whitney hoped they did, but Adams and | thought perhapgutdging from what we had seen in the
sports arenas and at the backyard barbeques.

The more we studied them, the more we realized whagla level of energy their society had.
Alphans were barbaric but not lazy. They worked long dayspanied into the nights. They spread out
across their planet, tearing down forests and draininghtaads to build highways and shopping malls.
They lived life to the fullest, and | had to admirerthi®r that, even if Whitney found them to be hostile.

We studied Alpha 17 exclusively for many days. Jim’'s recgrdiiscs had never before been filled
with so much information on one planet in one time eraviiked at a feverish pace with excitement
and enthusiasm. The hours and the days flew by.

“While the Alphans are the most familiar species we have found,atieegisturbingly lacking in
some areas. | cannot find any evidence of social etiquette or law. ‘Migight’ is their credo. Whitney
is appalled by them, so is Jim, interestingly enough. Is he takisgfimma her or does he really feel that
way? Sometimes Jim surprises me. | predict advances in computezagind systems within a hundred
standard orbits. Jon has been questioning the schedule. | have to admit thesdesossed my mind.
Frank wants to let his investors see the lab. Not sure thig@®d idea. What would Rose say?”

- From p. 71 of Webster’s journal.

The Future

Eventually the subject came up about performing another timelteaps Jim who first mentioned

it out of simple curiosity. As soon as he did, there Intls else that | could talk about. Adams laughed at
the notion.

“We have so much to learn about the Alphans as it is3d@ “not to mention the hundred or so
other planets in our logs that have been completely abandimcedsir last time leap.”



“What else can we learn?” Whitney asked. “How to dectp@a opponent with one blow?” Adams
didn’t respond.

Whitney and | tossed arguments back and forth, weighingrtteeand cons of such a decision. Each
day that we documented their ways of life, we pregstsins to consider the idea.

“In my opinion, there’s no reason not to,” | said.

Jim added, “What do you think will happen to the Alphansienftture?”

“I hope they might achieve a level of humanity,” Whitneydsdihen she added, “Why not just find
out, Dad?”

“Out of the question.”

But as the days went by, he became more and more mdrigivhitney’s suggestion must have
sparked something within him. After a week, Adams seersedptive to the idea. He ran his hands
through his hair while he studied the monitors. Curiosigygived against responsibility. The energy in
the room was electric as we debated it.

“Maybe we should,” Adams said finally. “How much ting® you think would pass, adding the
smallest amount of hydrogen?”

“That’s a good question,” Jim said.

It was the first time we had discussed the potentialsafonini-leap. Calculations were made to
determine Jim’'s capabilities. The object was to fasivdod the project the slightest amount possible,
something the Universe Generator was not really designed tAdadons pulled Rose’s original notes
from his desk. He went over the formulas and best esithiat each aspect of the operation. Jim had to
release a minimal burst of hydrogen molecules, confirm it Aed tontract to idle. Each operation
required a minimum of a few seconds. They calculated. Theye up with a rough estimate of ten
seconds for Jim to perform the tasks.

Adams put his calculator and pen down. He leaned back,aatdep breath and said, “If all goes
according to plan, that would come out to about a hundradata orbits.”

“Alpha 17’s orbit is faster than standard,” Jim remindhéd. “More like a hundred and twenty for
them.”

A hundred and twenty years was a fair amount of tioreaf modern society. We debated the
possibilities among ourselves. The excitement rose quickly.

| asked, “Should Frank Maxwell be informed about st

Adams dismissed the notion. “We've gotten to this poirtheut Frank knowing anything. Why
should he have to know now?”

To my great surprise, Adams decided to go for it. H&rueged Jim to advance the universe by the
smallest degree.

The humming sound began as Jim released the hydrogencHedathe monitors. Though | could
hear the familiar noise, like an engine starting, | coulddetect any movement from the galaxies. They
didn’t budge. Some of the stars showed tiny movements, but iimmascule in comparison to the usual
leaps. This time, only the planets moved, leaving trailggbf for a short period before coming back to a
stop.

“That was a hundred years?” | asked.

“A hundred years is nothing to a universe,” Jim reminded me.

“Let’s adjust the first five monitors to Alpha 17,” Adanad His words were crisp, and | could feel
the anticipation behind them.



The image from Monitor One picked up the Alpha galaxy. Thendentified the familiar blue-white
sun within the maze of stars. As the monitor adjustedaxckdor the seventeenth planet, Whitney’s eyes
lit up. Jim locked in on the planet, and we recognized Atljgisa 17.

From space, it looked very similar to before although the gremeas on the mountain ridges had
receded, and the polar caps were smaller.

The planet came into closer view. The shot zoomed thrdwghtmosphere and through the thicker
air toward the coastline. | immediately sensed thatradred years had passed. The atmosphere was thick
with a low-lying haze. The cities had grown dramaticall

Much taller buildings spread out in greater numbers, andrieds of flying machines filled the sky.
The Alphans had become very modern, even more so tharenge

“Yes!” Adams cried out.

Jim followed some flying objects that were everywhere indgkies. Several devices caught our
attention. Some looked like small, agile helicopters. Othppeared to be personal flying crafts, where
individual Alphans flew around in transparent stand-ujiggés.

“They’re flying!” Whitney noted. “They look like commuters.”

Jim zoomed down to the ground. The traffic had become everr bwiie a variety of new road
vehicles. The freeways were packed with them, and they movsdhaspeeds. Some of the cars drove
attached to the roads, while others took off and hovered loser. t

“So this is what the future is like?” | asked.

Adams sat down in his chair as if his legs were giving lozduld tell he had never really anticipated
the outcome of this time leap. He appeared overwhelmedaAl@thad gone from a home of primordial
soup to a giant in technology in eleven time leaps.

Whitney sensed her father’s shock and went to console him.

“Everything’s going to be okay,” she said, standing behind danoh rubbing his shoulders. “This is
good news, right?”

Adams finally spoke his feelings. “When we first speadadn finding advanced life forms, no one
had ever... ever talked about finding life more advancad we are.”

It was difficult to accept. We watched silently as doanned around the planet, giving us a bird’'s
eye view of their cities. | felt like | was watchingantasy movie with a wealth of information on display.
The Alphans had better, more efficient products dsagehings we didn’'t have at all.

The designs and sheer size of their buildings was stagg&tary were shaped as giant cylinders,
with large round bases that rose to super-high points. Tiergemuch taller than any skyscraper of their
past. Others were built out of such thin and transparentiaiatthat looked like spiders’ webs, making
them convenient for flying devices to come and go.

Trying to take in the enormity of the downtown buildings and newicds gave me an intense
headache. Whitney gave me a few capsules for it. We downedtdigether and watched the monitors
with Adamsin quiet shock. We sat there for hours, completely spefid, staring at innovation, finally
having to pull ourselves away for sleep.

On the way home in the truck we said surprisingly littehefeeling exhausted. When | got back to
my apartment, | was disoriented.

| had trouble remembering which route | had ridden my kecfrom Webster's house. | also realized
that | had forgotten to put new recording discs in fior Jefore we left for the night. That was a first.

I lay in bed and stared at my ceiling, thinking about itramed over. The experience was completely
surreal. For weeks, | had watched gas settle andestamgye. Then | had seen planets form and stuff start



to grow. Then | had witnessed creatures evolve, with ditodg and variety more than | could have
imagined. But on top of all that, within the past two wekksd watched primates become a modern
society. And then it had leapfrogged beyond us.

It was all happening at such an accelerating rate.

“Today the unthinkable happened. I did something that was in hindsight, perhaps thesgriskt
I've ever taken. The result sent the Alphans into a super-modernTthmag structures and devices are
far beyond ours. Several decades to a century. Frank will go through timgceknow it. | doubt I'll be
able to sleep tonight.”

- From p. 75 of Webster’s journal.

Elation

Adams called Frank the next morning, and he came by imtedia

When he first saw the new cities he stood in front of the m@ilaughing like a kid. Then he
plunked down in a chair and asked Jim to show him around.

As we investigated the cities of Alpha 17, the flying maekiin the skyways first caught our
attention. In every section of sky, we saw hundreds cfopeil-sized little cages buzzing all over. They
carried individuals mostly, but some held a couple of passengeespilots stood upright in a simple,
metal-framed chamber in the shape of a cross, with &nes out comfortably to the side. In the larger
models, the passengers stood behind the pilot. They were satimeowet they looked easy, fun and
fast. There was something very different about them, unliker dlying devices that | could think of.
Some hovered in midair and then zoomed forward, or straight dpwn, or even backward. The device
seemed able to move in any direction, no matter whevastfacing.

Frank stared at the monitor in disbelief. “How do thesek® he asked, following one with his
finger. We all wanted to know.

“Some form of directional propulsion,” Adams said.

“And strong engines,” Frank added. He noticed a highway oubaofsfon the monitor. “Are those
cars? Can we zoom in on this?”

“Show him the road by the coast that we like, Jim,” salready having a feel for the place.

The monitor panned over to a busy freeway. It was built nexh@éoocean on a long stretch of
coastline, a gorgeous setting for a drive.

The Alphans used an array of things as vehicles. dotdutall them all cars because they didn't rely
on tires that touched the ground. Instead, the vehicles orotudsfloated several feet above the ground.
Some Alphans rode futuristic motorcycles that had adiaa where the tires should be. They also



hovered over the roadway. As the vehicles levitated, they échwatlvery high speeds. The devices were
so sleek and smooth that they sped along the shoreline hightharyo apparent friction.

Adams pointed to the flat areas beneath the vehicles. ‘{bbiss like magnetic repulsion,” he
explained to Frank.

“Some of it looks like air propulsion,” | added, merely quotihdams from before but trying to
impress Frank.

“This is incredible,” Frank said. He moved closer to thenitor until he was just beneath it. He
reached out a hand as if he could touch the cars.

“We've been looking at stuff like this all over the planet,iktal here’s no end to it,” Adams said.

“Show me more,” Frank said. “I want to see everything.”

“Take him on the tour,” Adams instructed.

Jim adjusted the main monitor to pan through a section of foitre dusiest cities. Traffic floated in
front of buildings that looked like super tall cylinders. Thadsaof people and crafts filled our tiny view.

“Look at that!” Frank said upon first seeing the hedrthe city. | could hear the adrenaline in his
voice.

“New factors are at work here,” Adams told him.

Frank added, “When | first agreed to help fund this, | néveught there’d be something marketable
in it.” Then he asked Whitney and me to have a seat. ldg“t#ten to me. Big changes are necessary. A
security fence will be built around the grounds, and a eoapbuards will be at the front gate.” Adams
nodded along as Frank went over the newly classified sththe project. “We need to get some experts
in here to help us understand these products.”

Adams added, “We can't share information or talk alveaitk with anyone. Jon, that goes for Sam
too.”

“l understand,” | said.

“You'll be getting a huge raise,” Frank said. “I don't knovaat I'm paying them, but multiply it by
three.” Adams nodded.

When Frank left, | started jumping up and down. Whitney artthriced around the lab room,
celebrating our good fortune. Jim played some music to goowitisteps. Adams clapped along.

At the end of the day | suggested, “Let's go out. We've hwarking for weeks. | think we should
release some energy.”

Whitney agreed to the idea, but Adams told us, “Think [dlydtere and work. Go enjoy yourselves.”
He tossed me the keys to the truck. “I'll get a cab.”

| felt instantly rich. | took Whitney somewhere neitherusf had been before, a place where the
waiters pampered the customers more than anyone shouldrberéd appetizers, an expensive bottle of
wine, fresh fish dinners and desserts for both of usthalthings | never did at restaurants.

After gorging ourselves, we strolled around the river untilcase across a small outdoor band. We
stopped to appreciate the soft music they played. | stuffed &ills in their money jar. The horn player
gave me a thankful nod.

“How about a dance?” Whitney requested.

“Real dancing? I'm pretty clumsy,” | said, preferring tm

She insisted. “Come on. It's easy.”

She grabbed my waist and moved me around with the mugitedil shuffled in sync with hers. With
each step, | felt more confident.



The horn player smiled. Then the music softened even muodd, held Whitney closer and shortened
our steps. | pressed my cheek against hers and breatthedscent of vanilla from her neck. | wanted to
remember everything about that moment. As | danced anchbeldand in mine, | was reminded of the
ring on her finger. | debated whether to ask her about it.

Curiosity got to me, and | blurted out, “You’re not engaged you?”

“Because | wear this?” she asked. “This ring was myhers.”

“l shouldn’t have mentioned it,” | said, suddenly feelingpsd.

“How could you have known?” she said. “You know, Jon, you likkgaof around. But sometimes
you're way too uptight.”

“It's a problem | have around beautiful women,” | saidusiging my head.

“A lot of men have that problem. That's why | wear thigy.”

“Keeps the jerks away?”

“Apparently not.”

“Ha ha.”

“Kidding.” She felt my awkwardness reach a peak. “Just rebhe emphasized, rubbing one hand
over my shoulder and arm. “Listen to the music and relahitV#y made our steps flow together.

“l can do this,” | said, watching my feet.

She lifted my chin to face her. “How long have you beemkihg about asking me that?”

“Since | met you,” | admitted. She laughed and spun menarmn circles on the dance floor.

Driving back to her house, she asked, “Do you want to sttyei guest room?”

| accepted readily. | felt too tired and slightly buzzedde my bicycle back to my apartment in the
dark. We entered the house and saw Adams in his pajamaisg off lights. He agreed it would be best
if | stayed the night.

Whitney led me into the guest room. We sat down on the hetbaked at each other. | was still in a
daze from the events at work and the dancing. It was theifirs all night that | had been at a loss for
words.

| just sat there quietly gazing at her. She gazed back.

| reached for her glasses. | carefully pulled them fromféeg and set them on the nightstand. As |
looked into her eyes, | saw a mix of deep green and davknbi®he shook her hair, brushed it back with
her hand, and smiled at me. She was so beautiful. | phiamd around her neck and kissed her.

We pulled back and looked at each other with slight surgrisgnded her glasses back. She put them
on, looked at me and smiled.

Then she got up and slowly left the room. | lay down on thetbimtting about what had just
happened. | turned out the light, undressed, and got under the,caading for the adrenaline rush to
wear off until I finally managed to fall asleep.



Envy

When we arrived at work the next morning, the contractorakr@ady digging foundations for the

fence and guard shack. Frank Maxwell stood by the heaghingy with two guys I'd never seen.

He greeted us with a wave of his cane. We got out of tis& &and were introduced to Phil and Dave,
part of our new team of security guards. He also toldbositethe people he was bringing in to help with
technical research.

Jessica Baxter and lan Nessen joined us later in the mgoifiank had given them a two-hour notice
from their current jobs. When they met us at the front daat) dad a look of concern over what could
possibly have been so important. Adams breathed a Giglied when he saw them. Whitney and | were
good help, but Jessica and lan had professional engineering dantgr Adams knew them from
projects they had been involved with over the past years, thouggdheever worked with them directly.

I was intimidated by them.

“May we come in?” Jessica asked, standing in front ofoathe open doors. She was around forty,
tall, with dark hair wrapped back in a weave. She wdreige work suit with slacks and looked to be in
fair shape for a corporate woman.

“Of course,” Adams said. “Come in, please.”

Frank made the introductions in the entry. Jessica haideasmile and brown eyes. As we shook
hands, | sensed that she had good people skills.

lan hesitated before shaking my hand, out of slight andmess.

lan looked more as | imagined really intelligent peoplmék. He wore thick glasses and left his hair
in a controlled mess. He was a bit round in the middle.|$telead what appeared to be a mustard stain
on his shirt from the day before. lan was younger thaadldxpected, just a few years older than | was. |
imagined he was super intelligent.

We thought it would overwhelm them to walk directly to ke and show them what was going on.
We stood with them in the entry, while Adams explained to Jessid lan what they were about to see.
Mostly, it was for their protection from fainting, whieke thought was possible.

“Are you serious?” Jessica asked Adams. “| mean rene#, but that doesn’t seem possible.”

“Oh yes. It's a real universe, very much like ours. Onlyrasicopic in proportion.”

“And you have a planet in there, with a society?” lan askddms nodded. “A futuristic society?”

“That’s why you're here,” Frank added.

“When can we see it?” lan asked.

“As soon as you feel comfortable with that,” Adams said

Jessica looked at lan. He raised his eyes with anticipat

Adams said, “It might be wise to follow us in, have atsed then look at the monitors.”

We walked them down the corridor toward the control room. Je$soked around as if for hidden
cameras, like she wondered if a practical joke was beinggptayber.

We entered the lab and showed them to the chairs we bpdrpd. They both sat down. Then they
lifted their eyes to the sea of monitors, several of whighe focused on activities within a busy
metropolis of Alpha 17.

Jessica started to laugh in awe. lan’s reactions mere subdued.



A slow grin came over his face. | could tell they had no dofithe project’s authenticity. | pointed
out the galaxy and solar system that Alpha 17 belonged to. Wagave them an overview of the planet
and then the society. They were speechless. We showedhbetityt scenes we had been focusing on.
Adams pointed out the varied structures and devices thataaht our attention.

Jim showed off his talents with Monitor One. He adjustedftices to follow one of the personal
flying devices, which we were now calling PFDs. Jim pickedoung Alphan driver and buzzed
alongside him throughout the city traffic. The young drivewflie a delivery boy. He weaved through
the masses of commuters with aggressive turns, quick atapstarts. As Jim followed him, the effect
was dizzying.

“Incredible!” they both gasped.

“That's probably enough,” Whitney advised Jim, sensing is Wwacoming overwhelming to the
arrivals.

lan became sick first, using the bag we had provided for Upon seeing it, Jessica stood and made
her way to the bathroom.

Adams reminded us, “We experienced these images over manylLadgsgive them time to feel
comfortable with it all. Jim, try to help them eas®ititis.”

“Sorry.”

Within an hour, they were adjusted, excited and in awe hikgést of us about the prospects of the
futuristic society. We showed them everything, continuing the @buhe other planets in our logs and
finally back to Alpha 17. Jessica and lan expressed@mreéspect for all of us and especially for Adams.

“Thank you for this wonderful opportunity,” Jessica saithim.

“And thank you, Mr. Maxwell,” lan said. Frank looked at rsternly, and lan added, “I mean Frank.”

Jim liked having more people around, as he was getting tassedcializing and showing off. Jim
began to ask them question after trivial question waihad to remind him to pace himself.

“Hey lan, what's that in your shirt pocket?” Jim asked.

“Electronic games,” he answered.

“Can | play?”

“I don’t know,” lan looked around to Adams and myself.

“You can watch lan play it for starters, Jim,” | sdiBut that will have to wait until later.”

“l can bring a copy on disc tomorrow,” lan said. “I didekpect...”

“It's okay,” Whitney said. “He’s just excited, meetingmeeople.”

lan was an interesting character, unlike anyone | hadkex®vn. Frank sang his praises with an arm
around his shoulder.

“lan left school early to work with us as a video gasreator,” Frank told us as lan hung his head in
shyness. “He designed a line of three-dimensional combat ghaiesat on the shelf for years due to
cost, but I loved the creativity. Amazing games. Then we théae to automated machinery and then to
the ranks of engineering and design. Then | got him workin wessica, and the two have made
tremendous achievements for my company. But there’s a slde that never grew up, and he keeps a
pocket version of his games with him for when he isn’'t bAdyoy inside the man.”

“What's Jessica’s story?” Jim asked.

“Jessica,” Frank continued as he walked behind herikésan extension of myself. She’s been with
me since she graduated from college.”

“How long is that?” Jim asked.

“Jim, please,” Whitney hushed him.



“Jessica has a knack for problem solving and engineerkrgiik continued. “These two will be
valuable additions to our team.”

As Frank spoke of her, | realized Jessica was not onjygited, she was quite attractive. She wore
the slightest makeup, highlighting sharp eyes. Her teeth wpeeially straight and white.

“I'm really pleased to be here,” she said. “We’ll doatdwver we can to help you do what you do.”
She spoke with ease and looked each of us in the eye as sHerdmiesence allowed lan to relax. | felt
like | could get along with both of them.

In a review of the Alphan people, we buzzed down to a busgtstorner to get a look at them up
close. The first thing we noticed was that some of pleeestrians were robots. Many of them
accompanied real Alphans, but some of the robots weng tloéir own things.

Some were cleaning the streets and sidewalks, whilesoéipgreared to be running errands. As for the
Alphans themselves, the people had changed somewhat plyysielthe last hundred and twenty years.

“They’re a bit taller, more refined,” Whitney explaineddor new colleagues. “Their faces are less
hairy. They're larger and probably stronger than theiestats, and they move more gracefully.”

“How many generations have passed since you did this tipeHeay?” Jessica asked.

“Only about five to six,” Whitney said.

“Are the changes more than you would have anticipated?”

“Yes.”

The clothing had changed as well. The basic garmentgidiad been replaced with a new type of
body suit that was tailored to the curves and fit snuglyidSstriking colors were the norm, compared to
browns and grays from the past. Some clothing looked meeti@idl had a shiny, smooth appearance.

“Don’t know about the colors,” Jessica commented, “but thedas interesting.”

“What do you think, lan?” | joked. “Would you like a revealingdy suit like that?”

lan was less interested in the clothing. “What abouth#éd automation? It looks like robotics are
doing everything.”

Modern gadgets were everywhere. Window cleaners used suctionocsgele the skyscrapers and
wash the glass. Vehicles retained their shine from tirgneles that moved about the cars at certain stops.
Auto taxis and pilots made rounds to give pedestrians. idesh of the traffic in the skies seemed to be
automated, though Alphans did fly some devices for themsel

“This is my favorite,” Frank said, pointing to the #iaffic. “lan and Jess, | want you to focus on
these flying things that all these commuters are using. Wiubdwhave thought that they’d have personal
flying devices?”

Everybody loved watching the PFDs. They gave the individual thigyatioilfly most anywhere in a
dynamic, simple-looking craft.

“This design doesn’t look very complicated,” lan remarkedrafiatching it for a few minutes.

Adams and lan discussed the design, and Jessica madesketenatch their description.

lan saw it as, “A lightweight frame around the pilotsystem of small, rotating turbine engines. The
pilot stands with his arms out to the side. The cradhaped like a cross around him.”

Adams estimated, “Maybe a hundred or two small but powerfaines?”

They came up with a fairly plausible design for the framé motors, as well as the changing angles
of the turbines. Frank was delighted. One of the early igmastrom both lan and Adams was what the
crafts were using for power.



Jim attempted to identify any chemicals being emitted fiteedevices, though it was difficult for his
sensors to be accurate with things so small. Plusy@arement around the device scattered any emissions
there might have been.

Jessica took a cell phone from her pocket. “Margaret,” aiteisto it, “schedule a meeting with Bill
from Lee Aviation sometime next week.” She looked at Framhig nodded his approval.

“Not here, of course,” Adams whispered to her.

“In the main conference room,” she said to Margaret.c@irse,” she told Adams.

“That was fast,” | mentioned to Whitney.

Over the next few days, Adams worked with lan and Jesmicghe main monitors on several
products, while Whitney and | used secondary monitors to rotler observations. | taught Whitney
how to adjust the cameras without Jim’s assistance. Wdegpdar maps of the known cities and towns
from before. We documented everything we saw that was areunusual, whether it was a device
someone was using, or the way Alphans were doing thingseorh®w they lived.

One advancement we noticed was the number of people livingherevater. Alphans had developed
many cities at sea, or aqua cities. They were sizdllalieng layouts that included elaborate homes and
business complexes and even parks. Every dwelling on thebhuges was close to the shoreline.

“A bit ostentatious,” Whitney observed.

| thought they were gorgeous. For the Alphans who made hitraes it looked like the ultimate in
luxury, with lots of playful activities to do in and around tdoean. We found dozens of aqua cities, some
permanently fixed in a calm location, others slowly digtiaround the planet. Alphans by the dozens
could be seen lying in lounge chairs in front of theimles, enjoying the good life.

“Is that what matters most?” Whitney remarked. “Lyimgund in the sun all day?”

“Sure beats working,” | said, defending the Alphans.

On the mainland we found many interesting types of landebashicles. The Alphans had two basic
car styles. One looked rather traditional in body withatidition of a flat bottom, while the other looked
like a large skateboard design. The latter had two wideels that ran before and behind the passenger
compartment, and they had excellent cornering abilities. alsyhad an array of motorcycles that were
flat-bottomed, which employed air and magnetic forcesehabled them to hover over the ground.

“Hardly anything relies on conventional tires,” Jessientioned.

“Amazing, isn’'t it?” | agreed. “So, do you have a megtplanned for this too?”

“I have a few in mind,” she said. “No reason to get dhwaurselves.”

Whitney and | analyzed the neighborhoods of Alpha 17. Their htonksd like upside-down cones
with large round bases and pointy tops, similar to shagetad seen from the downtown buildings,
though not so tall. Some were shaped like pyramids. Tigalmahoods were packed with them.

“More units occupy a smaller amount of land,” | realiz8the lots are small, but the homes are quite
spacious. “

“Very good, Jon,” Whitney said. “And what do you think thesgdisun-facing windows are for?”

“Tanning rooms?”

“Ha ha.”

We looked through the glass on several of the homes and fauntd phd fruits growing.

Whitney remarked, “There aren’'t any notable wires coming tine homes. | wonder if they're also
getting solar energy from these windows.”

“Why not?” | added. “Food and energy. Sounds like beinglyosalf-sufficient.”



It was in the streets and playgrounds on Alpha 17 whienend two dynamic toys.

One was high-speed roller skates. The skates were kangHis, and they traveled down the road at
frightening speeds. The riders wore a puffed-up body suit, wittlipgdrom head to toe. They held long
poles in each hand for balance as they skated powerfully tteewoad.

| also noticed several older kids playing with something tiatirst look, | thought was just a kite.
But as | watched them, | realized that their feet veemenected to a board that hovered over the ground.
As the kite was pulled by air currents, the kids jumpecheir boards and were whooshed away, holding
on tightly to the kite handles. They soared along and jdroper things with great distance.

“Sweet!” | said, inserting a disk and getting my notefiadsketches.

“Jim, when you get a chance, | want you to help me make doamengs here for the skates and this
hoverkite thing.”

“The board for the kite looks like reverse magnetism,” Jineolesl.

This was a concept | had begun to understand through déstassions with Adams and Jessica.
Many of the ground vehicles used this method, which castyaetia force onto a surface and then used
opposing forces to float over that surface.

“Isn’t it just like a hovercraft?” | asked lan.

“No. The Alphan devices create a field of energy tatflover, instead of creating a force to move. It
uses less energy while accomplishing greater results.”

Reverse magnetism was a big topic for weeks, since isu@sa large part of ground transportation.

Jessica taught me some of the basics for studying designkates svere easy. | just had to figure
out the method that made the wheels spin so fast.

The hoverkite was a bit tougher. | understood the kite and lsawedsenough, but the trick would be
designing the underside of the board. How did the battery twockst the magnetic field, and how did
the board resist that field? | had no idea. The othersdnahule to help with that, though | wanted to make
a contribution any way | could. Jim helped me occasiopnaywe went over the design and mechanics,
and Whitney worked with me from time to time.

Eventually, lan and Adams made their breakthroughs wittrse magnetism, and to the amazement
of everyone, we were beginning to come up with designs fofasiioducts. Frank wanted to haae
concise presentation for some of his investors as soon ablposte was pleased that | had done so
much good work on the skates and hoverkites.

As the weeks went by, we had plenty of new informaticank entertained investors from many
different markets. Jessica made presentations at Makm&drprises, and the crew loved hearing from
her once she returned. She often came back with storibsigef contracts that were in the works. |
couldn’t believe that | was a part of a team that viemsiato change the world in dramatic ways.

| needed a reality check from the lab, so after a long absénode my bike over to the Star Bar for a
beer one night. | felt bad that | hadn’t seen Sam fdorsg.

“Well, I'll be,” she said upon seeing me. “If it ismity long-lost friend, Mr. Gruber.” She poured me
a beer. “We were going to send a search party after you.”

“Good to see you,” | said, leaning over the bar and givingahess on the cheek. | put some money
down on the counter.

Sam replied, “First one’s on me.” Then she realized howhhnmoney was there, and she asked, “Are
you looking for change or something?”

“That’s for you,” | said, hoping she would forgive my abse in light of a big tip.



“| appreciate it, but seeing you is more important,” shiel &s she pocketed the tip with a smile.
“You're still working for that scientist, | assume.”

“Yep.”

“How’s it going?” she asked.

“Great,” | said, leaving it at that and drinking my beBam knew it wasn't like me not to go into
details.

“Can't talk about it?” she guessed.

“Nope,” | said.

“Jon Gruber. You're in on something classified?” she excldjrae her eyes got wide with interest. A
couple of drunks looked down the bar at me before returaitigeir dull stare at the TV.

“l wish | could tell you about it, Sam. There’s so muietish | could tell you.”

“Remember what | said when you first got into this?” abked me.

“What?”

“Don't forget us little people.”

| spent the night chatting with her about the men she waiested in. She caught me up to date with
some of the dirty jokes from the construction sites. Afteoaple of beers, | left her with another tip, and
I wondered when | would be in to see her again.

“Grateful for the addition of Jess and lan. This project is turnimig ia gold mine. Who would have
guessed? Funny to think | used to wonder if anything would ever cotrie of i
- From p. 81 of Webster’s journal.

cConcerns

“T he giant pigs have gone extinct,” Whitney said.

“Really?” | asked, surprised. They used to be so comf#gn.you sure?”

“There may be a few in some zoos, but there aren't atheiwilds or on the farms.”

Adams looked up from his work as Whitney told of their extomtas well as that of many of the
predators that fed upon them. She gained the crew's attestid made some overall comments about
what she had been finding.

“Reduced polar caps. Rise in carbon dioxide. Increased paHutaewer species,” Whitney reported.
“The atmosphere is warmer as well.”

That was not a surprise. Adams and | had both noticeddawarming of the planet, but it did not
seem drastic. Whitney believed it was more serious thappieéared. She showed us comparisons of the
planet before and after the last time leap, as welioas previous eras.



“How serious do you think it is?” Jessica asked.

“I think it’s very serious.”

I mentioned, “Seeing planets going through change is sometlavg withessed all along.”

“The problem is the trend this is setting,” Whitney said.

“Has the planet ever been warmer in the past, Jim?” leedashewing on his pen.

“Yes,” Jim said, “in the distant past.”

“But that was before animals existed,” Whitney said, nglkoff her glasses and rubbing her eyes.
“That was due to a young planet cooling off.”

“How active are the winds?” Adams asked.

“Up by 15 percent since our last leap,” Jim told him.

“This concerns me the most,” Whitney said to Adams and“Aleyou guys have noticed are the
gadgets since the time leap. You haven't even realizech#rges to the environment.”

“That’s probably true,” Adams admitted.

“They’ve lost a lot of species,” Whitney said. “Especidhg larger ones.”

“But we've seen that all along,” I mentioned. “Some spediesve while others die out. It's
unfortunate, but isn't it also a natural part of evolution?”

“Depends on what the standards have been,” Whitney repiddtat we haven't seen all along is a
planet have increasingly fewer species. Usually they evoloee species over time, regardless of
extinction. That goes for plant life as well.”

“Perhaps intelligence brings a cost along with it,” lardskie grabbed his pocket game player and
switched it on.

We appreciated her study, but we weren't sure what to nfakeYes, the planet showed the effects
of having a modern species. Was that a bad thing? largasble. | felt that it was better than studying
the hundreds of planets in our logs that either had noflifiée that was boring.

“‘Remember that we are not the Alphans,” Jessica sdtieinpting to help Whitney gain a calm
perspective. “We have the opportunity to study everything taeyshow us, the good with the bad.”

Jessica was right, and even Whitney understood our fascivaith the Alphans. She knew we were
too excited by their technology to do anything else. The lakalmaddy generated more original ideas in
mere weeks than many corporations came up with in ligstim

“l just need you to be aware of this,” Whitney said.

As we continued, the crew began to gel, each understandmgples and doing what we could to
make the lab most efficient. We each had our own spgd@hivork in, and Jim could help out where
needed.

Adams, Jessica and lan spent weeks studying engine sy$amiag Whitney and me to scan the
planet for anything we could find. Whitney documented wadland | made an effort to promote the fun
side of Alpha 17 and continued to look for exotic toys.

| also made lan promise he would let me participate ing$teng of the first PFD. Adams and Frank
had determined it was something they could design and sallgtinian affiliate to Maxwell Enterprises.
The test models were going to be in development soon. Thaldvbe very basic compared to the
Alphan models, but lan and Adams were convinced they wooilg.

“If you really want to,” lan told me, “you can be thestito fly it.”

The crew envisioned some unfortunate possibilities wighainthe helm. Even Jim had a laugh as
they told stories of me crashing due to poor judgmertigeing the engines cut off from a great height.



lan explained, “The craft won't be able to cruise taading without power, like a plane can. It
would just drop like a rock.”

“If it’s built well, I'm willing to take that risk.”

The subject even came up about me writing a final wilbteethe maiden voyage. | told Jim | would
give him all my worldly possessions should anything happen.

Materialization

While riding my bicycle home on a breezy evening, about two rscaftier Jessica’s presentation

of the hoverkite to investors, | was shocked to see a kityineighborhood holding a copy of the Alphan
toy. | pulled over to the side of the road and watched thevikidabout ten other intrigued children.

“Where did you get that?” | asked him.

“My father’s company is designing it.”

“It's dangerous, you know. Does your father know you’re using it?”

“He wouldn’t mind.”

It was a prototype, quite basic compared to the Alphadets. The boy had the kite in the air and the
harness attached to his body, but he had no idea how to step matteabhd keep it floating. He hadn’t
witnessed the art of keeping one foot in the strap andttiee on the ground so he could jump onto the
board after the wind had filled the kite. The other c¢lbitdstood by, watching with interest.

| set my bike down, walked over to the boy and said, “I cawslou how it works.”

“How do you know?”

“l just know.”

| checked that the battery was activated and the magneaismvarking. He let me wear his helmet,
which pinched my ears badly. | explained the concepts to tlseddsd put on the harness. The wind
picked up. Once the kite had filled with air, | found mgellling back hard on the reins. | pressed off
with my grounded foot, jumped onto the board, and let ihd guide me.

Gliding along, standing squarely on the hovering board, | was isgutdsy the fluid ride. | saw the
ground rushing beneath me but couldn’t feel anything. My hgrigped firmly to the kite handles as |
traveled down the street at increasing speed. The chitdreafter me shouting wildly, falling further
behind each second.

Standing on the board was fairly easy. Steering it prewvddvard. As the wind strengthened, | shot
through an intersection and became a hazard fora sats. | narrowly avoided a painful accident, as the
drivers swerved to miss me and blasted their horns.

“Oh, shit.”

| realized | had no idea how to steer the thing. | headaakt for a metal fence. The hoverkite and |
hit the fence with a final sideways turn. The fence heldbdow, and it threw the device and me to the



ground. The impact knocked the air out of my lungs. | laghenground next to the toy, trying to regain
some breath and composure. The children caught up toughjrig hysterically.

“Wow, Mister,” one of them said. “You just nailed youf&el

“I'm okay,” | said through my spasms for air, stillathed to the device. | disconnected the harness,
pulled off the helmet and felt the pain in my ribs.

“I'm ready to try it,” the kid said who gave me the toynanaged to stand, knocking the dust and
pebbles from my body. | released the board’s foot strapngpected the hoverkite, holding it up against
the wind, and found no real damage. The kid was anxiouy th hever blaming me for wiping out but
thankful for showing him how to get started.

“You better go somewhere more remote,” | said. “Too Imiwaffic around here.”

The kids ran off to try the invention on the hillsides. tehed them proudly. Then | inspected my
ribs, which brought considerable pain. | felt at least oreelwaken. | hobbled back to my bike and found
myself unable to get on it, so | pushed it back to my agmenttm couldn’t stop thinking that in just a
matter of months, the hoverkite went from the discovery roothdgroduct development phase. Within
a year, could it be on the market? Even through the pain bftken rib, | couldn’t stop smiling about it.

“You had to see a doctor?” Whitney asked after seem@pabbling around at work.

“Just breaking in a new hoverkite,” | said, trying toagiimy desk without bending.

“What?”

She came to my aid. | screamed when she touched my rddd.Her the story of the great crash and
my injury, yet she laughed when she realized how excitexkslakout the whole thing.

“How’d you break a rib?” Jim asked.

“Trying to do some tricks off a fence.”

“l saw a couple of guys on the speed skates,” Whitney/rta@, “on our way in this morning. They
almost passed us in the truck.”

“Probably more sons of the guys designing them,” | said.

I inched my chair to my desk and began working untildrieAdams arguing with Frank and Jessica
in Webster’s office.

“What's that about?” | asked.

“They want to do another time leap,” Whitney told me.

“They do?”

| ventured cautiously toward the hallway so | could héardonversation better. Adams was in a
heated debate with Jessica and Frank. His tone washaa&’'t heard from him.

“It's just an idea,” Jessica said, trying to convinceaw to stay open-minded.

“Think about it,” Frank said. “What might the next wavepobducts offer us?”

“We've done a pretty good job documenting everything they havesicdeseasoned. “Why not see
what the future holds?”

“And if it backfires?” Adams asked.

“Such as?” Frank asked.

“What if the planet suffers a collision with an astera@ida virus wipes out a third of the population?
What then?”

“It's a hundred years. What makes you think that will happde8sica asked him.

“Because | have no idea what will happen, therefore amytisi possible,” Adams said. “I realized
how risky the last leap was just after we pushed the button.”



“Came out fine,” Frank said. “In fact, it was perféct.

“How do we know we’ll have another success?” Adams asked him.

“You make a good point,” Frank conceded. “But Jessica amakie good points as well. It may be a
small risk, but isn’t it one worth taking?”

Jessica said, “I don’t want to argue with you. This igryaroject. It was just an idea that inevitably
was raised by our investors.”

The Alphans were so advanced as it was, | couldn’giimeathem being any more advanced. Yet the
idea was intriguing. | wondered what they might come up Wibwuld it be like another world?

Adams finally said, “I'll let the idea stew for a V&’

Frank admitted, “Of course we don’t want to do anythingi$tal

“Part of the answer might lie in the numbers,” Jesaidded. “We’'ll find out what the investors are
willing to pay for first rights to new patents.”

“They want to do another leap. | never would have thought of it, but they lgctueht to leap a
super-modern society. We've still got at least a hundred planetsrilogs that we haven’t even checked
on since the last one. What to do? Part of me thinks it's crazygnmther part is just as excited as they
are. Never thought a leap would be such an issue. I'll have to think tiit

- From p. 93 of Webster’s journal.

Theta 7

Whitney began driving her own car, so she could work difteh®urs and have time alone with

Jim. She probably also needed some space from Adams and medWe spoken about the kiss we
shared, but I could tell Whitney was reluctant to dateesom she worked with, or maybe just me. |
understood, and although | would have happily dated her, ptctéhe role of a good friend without
pushing for more.

She would arrive at lunchtime and work with all offas half of the day and then with Jim on her
own projects afterwards. Having Jim to herself was soimgtwe all understood. One thing she was able
to do was help us catch up on our logs. Ever since we foytthAl7, we had done nothing to check up
on the other known planets, nor had we looked for any new onesnsAthought the split crew was a
brilliant idea, and he encouraged me to stay late vatiwimen | felt up to it.

Half of the nights, | had the strength to stay late wéh bnd on other evenings | simply went home
and fell asleep. Either way, | was always catchingda with somebody. | had saved money by then,
enough to make car payments, but | hadn’t any time to dshibygping.



I was with Whitney the night she scanned the Theta galaxyah, sftiptical galaxy in a far section
of the universe where we hadn’'t done much research. Whitneypagsing through a cross section of the
galaxy, having Jim take notes of the star types and thetignss It was a routine that had been neglected
for weeks. She cruised through the galaxy, inspecting daffehketan stars, when a specific red sun
caught her eye. She veered slightly from her course toangp&he asked Jim to study the red star and
look for any planets in its vicinity.

After some searching, Jim concluded that the red gianhadrat least ten planets in its orbit. With
that many planets, we decided to take an inventory and giwe alea quick look. There was nothing
remarkable about the first six. They were primarily gasesnd barren worlds.

But even from space, we could see that the seventh plasetlifferent. We could see its purplish-
blue oceans and land masses of striking yellows, orangegress. From space, it looked beautiful, and
it seemed to be warm. The technical name was Thetasfalofd556. It orbited a red giant sun, a large
orb that lit up the planet in a thick, orange-colored aphese.

“This looks like the prettiest one yet,” Whitney said. “Isefjo in closer.”

As the shot went in, we realized Theta 7 had a greatyaof life. We scanned large sections of
continents and saw many ecosystems - savannah, grassleselds and deep jungles. The air was clear,
the forests thick with plants and trees, and the wattdrd lakes and oceans looked clean and inviting. We
scanned over a white sandy beach and then the shallowsoéam, where we saw a multitude of marine
life in the clear water.

Jim reported, “The planet has a good blend of nitrogen, oxggemn and carbon.”

We scanned back over to the landmass and found wildlife in abceddim took the shot deep into a
savannah area, and we zoomed in on a thundering herd of hoafethals. The exotic beasts ran in a
pack of thousands, galloping over hard ground and kicking upidpadl of dust in their wake. We
followed them as they trampled across an established tioigreoute, a path carved from pounding
hooves and many years.

Other creatures watched the herd as well, mostly thelan@ies that dove underground as the
masses thundered over them. There were also the prediatiohgdt on the sidelines. Occasional streaking
attacks encountered the herd. A group of canines maacassful lunge, singling out one of the younger
beasts. Whitney rooted for the little animal to escapeabuhe dogs closed in, she asked Jim to change
the scene.

“Pan back toward the coastline,” she said. “Take it up Inigggee | want to see more from above.”

The shot lifted, and the thundering herd became smalldr iumvas a blip that could barely be
distinguished from the land. The monitor moved over a large sectionastline and the surrounding
area. As the shot moved laterally over the countryside,otieed a pattern of straight lines, rectangles
and circles embedded in the landscape. There were bevess of them on the monitor, indicating
something we had become familiar with from Alpha 17. Lavgh-defined rectangles and circles meant
organization and farming.

“More intelligent life?” Whitney remarked.

“Doesn’t surprise me a bit,” | said. | picked up the phone aadenthe call to Adams at home.

Jim zoomed in on the area above the rectangular patterriee/Ahot went toward the ground, we
saw groomed rows of planted crops. They looked like they d@irey well, with strong stalks and large
ripe fruit hanging from them. There were no signs of farmnaghinery.

As Jim readjusted the camera to follow a pathway from the, ne@avere blessed with the presence
of animals and farmers walking through the crops. The dsiteal the way. Large beasts without



harnesses, they walked carefully past the rows of waibtplants. The farmers followed them, and we
cheered as we saw them.

The farmers walked slowly with long strides. They carbegs around their shoulders and placed
ripened fruit in them. Their walk seemed to have a rhythit) done patiently. We sensed the warmth of
their atmosphere and the slowing effect of a humid afternbo@.farmers had smooth, brown skin and
wore simple clothing around their midsection, like clothdiag from a waistband. They were hairless on
their bodies and heads. The ones we found worked casually, ladkendghe animals and picking choice
fruit. A close-up on their faces showed them talking and laugfihgir eyes were spread wide around
elongated heads, and their ears and noses were bigger thgsrapogionally. They had no apparent
teeth, just gummy nubs that barely showed when they opéméd mouths. Their faces were very
expressive. | saw them singing as they walked behind theitsbeasl | sensed the enjoyment they were
having.

Adams joined us within a few minutes, probably setting neeeding records along the way.
Whitney gave him the data she had of the planet and theadttar)im and me adding tidbits. Adams
stared in shock as a thought came to him.

“This planet orbits a red giant?” he asked in surpriskittv@y and | should have thought of that as
well, but we had been too absorbed in the new life to heoagnized the oversight.

Like any burning object, a sun gradually lost its fuel. A thrappened to red giants like the Thetan
star, an interesting thing occurred. As its own grawatai pressures relaxed, the red stars actually
expanded to many times their size. Red giants were ineaddtatassive growth, anthey often engulfed
their nearest orbiting planets and caused instability fosetHurther out in orbit. After exhausting their
resources over millions of years, the red giants would weband collapse back into themselves, often
dragging a majority of their old solar system with them mnading orphans of the planets that remained
in space.

Red giants were not wonderful stars to be living under. Mmene in a state of change that was
happening much faster than at previous eras.

Seeing algae and primitive life growing on Theta 7 would mte been a surprise, but seeing
mammals and people, and knowing how many millions of ye&wektfor them to evolve is what made it
surprising.

“l guess we don't know everything about evolution yet,” | offered.

Adams sat down and asked Jim a number of questions tigostar. Jim confirmed that the red star
was indeed expanding. The rate was likely to be nearly 1 peraehthundred years. At that rate, the sun
was doubling its size about every 7,000 years, not nearly tite &fi stability we associated with
advanced life forms.

“l don't think those numbers can be right,” Adams ozeesl.

“That’s the best | can figure without doing a time leapf replied.

We spent the evening scanning around Theta 7. All night, wenceatito find villages and farms
spread across the globe. Some villages were small, batlssefound others containing thousands of
visible huts and people walking about. Theta 7 was surprigoggulated, more so than it appeared from
above. The construction went beyond simple architecture. Sérttee cities had large structures in
beautiful design, built of stone, clay and metal. Again @& she conical shape in some dwellings,
similar to ones from Alpha 17, just built with basic matsrial



The villages were very well kept. Even the largest citieeama to be manicured. We also found
artwork, statues, symbols of nature and what appeared teniples with dramatic designs. People sat
outside them in prayer or meditation. Other people walkedtatamncing.

They danced in groups, and they danced alone, making ntylstidg movements and allowing
themselves to be taken over with the moment. | found it faidgrre, but Whitney couldn’t have been
happier with her discovery.

“I love everything about this planet,” Whitney said, watchingr@up of elders dancing, moving her
arms as they did.

The people and lifestyle were simple, yet something alvgum wwas appealing. Many of the people
wore elegant robes, some of basic colors and othersaiig displays. Other people, like the farmers,
wore very little clothing, made of the simplest clothod¥lof the children were naked.

There was nothing of technology to be found. Carts weregblfebeasts and not machines. There
were no wires, no power plants, no electric lights.

Many of the villages had elaborate layouts with a cediesign. Near the middle of the villages were
beautiful structures that we presumed to be templesidewad nearby the temples, Thetans sat as if in
meditation.

“With such long limbs,” Whitney noted, “they seem veritde to be sitting cross-legged.”

Despite living under a red giant, Theta 7 appeared to bendortable planet to live on. It was
primarily tropical with no polar caps, yet it maintainedesies of continents with pleasant temperatures
and a huge variety of nature.

Whitney had Jim take a collection of faces from the Thptople and come up with a general look
based on patterns. She then had Jim match results to acgalpdran face. As we looked at the two
composite faces side by side on the screen, the Alplethéidinter, off-white complexions, with a thin
coat of hair over their entire bodies. The Thetan skindeaker, and their bodies were hairless, even on
their heads. The Alphans had smaller, more compact hedds, the Thetan head was elongated. The
Alphans were shorter and stockier. They had ears and tiegel®oked like indentations. The Thetans
were taller and thinner, and their movements were far maieefyl. The Thetans also had more
pronounced ears and noses, and they had eyes similar ton@ize iand angle, yet spread a bit wider
around the head. The Alphans had larger, more circyéaogenings.

“The differences are due to the physical traits of thkeinets,” Adams said.

He had Jim calculate the time in years that it woaketfor a message to be sent from one planet to
the other, if they knew of each other’s existence andhated communication through radio signals.

Jim figured that one planet would have to wait about twémbysand years for the message to be
received. The idea made no sense anyway, since the Thethne hreeans of sending or receiving such a
signal.

Even though they occupied worlds simultaneously in theesamverse, there was basically no
chance that they would ever know about each other, nor woeycknow about any of those other worlds
because they were so far away from them. It made me thinkitnation was probably the same. Our
universe was probably teeming with life, even intelligent ki, the chances of us ever connecting with
it were very slim.

“Got a call tonight. We found Theta 7, our second planet with sociatgh@ist thing, orbits a red
giant. Must have recently changed from a yellow star. Doubt they havetimgckeft. Polar caps are



gone already. Shame they're so primitive, probably a thousand years fthnolegy. Whitney fond of
them. Hope she doesn’t get too attached.”
- From p. 97 of Webster’s journal.

Conflict of Interest

Frank was able to persuade Adams to do another timeHeamade arrangements with three groups

of investors to pay for first access to new patents. & lvesre the same people who were currently
working on Alphan transportation, construction design andggreources. Adams agreed to it as long as
we kept the investors away from the lab. He didn’t want a @roating after every single thing behind
the monitors. Maxwell Enterprises was better suited fagmntations anyway.

Because of the time constraints, the crew worked extra dasyg and some nights to finish our
Alphan studies. We became fixated with the idea of pustiiadgutton forward another hundred orbits
and speculating over what might be possible. We spemeéxt week recording everything of interest that
we could find on both Alpha 17 and Theta 7, the lattethagtng anything of scientific importance.

Though we still had no idea how some of the Alphan produot&ea, lan was confident that we
could put many of the pieces together at a later date.

Adams agreed with him. “Having video records shouleéd®ugh.”

Everyone except Whitney was excited for the future. Whitneyahadys found the Alphans to be
disturbing and self-indulgent. She preferred to spend herstinaying Theta 7.

She said, “I'd like to know how a society can live comforyalider a red giant star.”

Adams admitted, “I'd like to know that too, but | don’trtkiwe have the time to figure that out.”

“What's going to happen to the Thetans if we make the ledipPasked.

“Not sure,” Adams said. “We can hope for the beseyhte already lost their polar caps.”

The main problem we faced was that the universe generasodesigned for time leaps of millions to
billions of standard orbits. Adams had no idea he’'d be studyemple when he put it together. He
planned on studying stars and planets, and he set limits tiasledse guidelines. Trying to get the leaps
to be as small as possible was a matter of finding outdueekly Jim could perform all the necessary
tasks. It had worked once already, but Adams did not harviedence in it working correctly every time.

If things didn’t go exactly to plan, Jim’s estimate opA&n orbits was likely to be off by a multiple.

Adams asked Jim, “What is your best estimate on this?”

“If all goes well, maybe ninety standard orbits.”

“How would that correspond to Alpha 17?” lan asked.

“Slightly over a hundred years.”

Whitney recorded as much about Theta 7 as she could, fonsAdan’'t need to explain to her that
there was a chance the people would not be aroundfadtéme leap.



“It's important to remember that this is an experityiedessica told her. “The people are real and the
situation they face is real, but as scientists, we shiiuldnome overly attached to them.”

“That feels a little cold to me,” Whitney said.

“I don't mean it to,” Jessica added. “| care for theyo.tI'd like to see them around for thousands of
years.”

“I know.”

“We're scientists,” Adams reminded her. “We have to it@m our ability to observe without
wanting to interfere. It will probably be a thousand ydsfre they have electricity, and by then their
own star will have killed them.”

Jessica and lan appreciated the beauty of the Thetan Wwatldhey spent little time examining it
because they were hired to study technology. The Thetand lev@n’ invented primitive weapons, and
they were far from something like a steam engine.

“But don’t you see the beauty of this world?” Whitney asked

“There’s no fighting, even among the children. There’s no hasitebustle in the streets. They live
without worry or struggle, and they dance in public. And ke they talk with one another?
Conversations usually involve holding hands or arms in some fashion.

“Seems a little touchy-feely to me,” lan whispered.

One evening, Whitney and | were scanning around a coastalnThiéitege. lan and Jessica had
finished for the day and were on their way out. Adams @ar@anizing his own things. He looked over
occasionally to Whitney’s monitor as she took notes on thayeill®ne of the larger buildings in the area
had dozens of children around and within it, and we asduito be a school.

Thetan children played on the grounds there - some wild) loélhers in group dance and games, and
some on jungle gyms. Others sat in meditative positionsvésvatched the children practicing on the
assortment of bars, we saw them perform tremendous acsliaen the smallest children did flipping
stunts with precision, though there were no adults supegviSome of the larger children climbed very
high on the bars and did amazing stunts from the top.

“That looks like fun,” Jim said. “I wish | could do sotheng like that.”

“It looks like somebody could get hurt out there,” | added.

“What does pain feel like?”

“Like the opposite of fun,” | told him. “You know, Jim, in semvays you have it really good. You
don't have to eat, don't have to go to the bathroom and you eeert know what it's like to feel pain.”

As | spoke, one of the kids on the high bars slipped and feltréihed to the ground and lay still.
His head was bent at an awkward angle to his body. Whitwesked as it happened. Adams came over.

Seeing the Thetan boy lying motionless in that sickening paositiade me think that he had died or
at least had severely broken bones. As he lay on the grobedah to feel pain in my ribs, even though
my injury had mostly healed. | held my ribs from the iasieg pain.

“What's happening?”

The other children climbed down from the bars and gatharednd the fallen boy. They slowly
straightened his head and limbs. Six of them sat besiderfdmlaced their hands on various parts of his
body. They sat with closed eyes and still hands, touchinghiall sides. The other children didn’'t seem
overly concerned. Only a small group gathered behind the hgelo watch. No adults were present.
The children continued what they did as we watchedence. The pain in my ribs began to subside. |
assumed | must have punched myself upon the jolt of seeingdileraic



The hurt child eventually opened his eyes. The others gabuplfis side to help him stand. To our
shock, the hurt child stood. Then he did something that seenpossible. He climbed the high bars and
resumed his play on the apparatus. The other kids went theauplay as before, taking no special notice
or concern for the boy who had just fallen.

“That was really strange,” Whitney said.

“How did they do that?” | asked.

“I don't know,” Adams said, shaking his head and watching thedw a trick from the high bars. “I
guess he wasn't that hurt.”

“What are you guys talking about?” Jim asked.

“One boy was hurt, now he’s not. What they just did was @idhitney explained.

“I'd be happy to trade places with you if | could, Jorith $aid, still thinking about our conversation
from before. “Believe it or not, I'd like to know what beihurt feels like.”

“Maybe we can figure out a way for you to experience sohtkese things,” | said, suddenly feeling
bad for my remarks to Jim. Adams raised an eyebrow anraa effort not to get Jim's hopes up for
something unrealistic.

“Something strange happened today. A Thetan boy was badly injured. Or was he? Aofyroup
children seemed to heal him with a laying of hands. Straight out ofasfanbvel. Could that have really
been what it seemed? If not, why would they have put on a show? For who® dtaprthinking of it.
Whitney is more interested in them than ever, and the ragxidescheduled in days.”

- From p. 99 Webster’s journal.

The PFD

I spent part of my week on the other side of town at Maxwakrprises, as a consultant and test

pilot for the personal flying device.

It was a dream come true. We took a prototype out to thertdesdo some testing. Jessica and lan
accompanied Frank, me, three other engineers and some neschanve set out to attempt our first
flight. Adams and Whitney had opted to stay behind and&kwbough they made sure we recorded it so
they could review it later. Jim had reminded me not to igyteicks on the first outing. Whitney had said
a prayer that nothing harmful might happen and gave me a kig®da luck. It was becoming known
among the crew that there was something between us.

We arrived at the desert and rolled the PFD out of thé& &nd down the ramp. A wonderful feeling
came over me as | realized | would be the first on mggbléo fly one. The prototype was similar to the
PFDs from Alpha 17, though it was completely basic. It alasut fifteen feet tall and twelve feet wide,



in the shape of a cross or t. The outer part was #talrframing for the hundreds of small, rotating
turbine engines. The inner part was the captain's chamber, whhergilot stood with his arms out
comfortably to the side. The frame was made of ultrd-iightal bars, and it was left open to the wind,
though the finished products would be encased in cleaigasund the pilot.

The power for our model was provided by jet fuel and hursdogdevolving turbines, each one with
a specific angle and force that could be altered depemdlirte intention of the pilot. lan, Jessica and |
had been over the operations for several weeks, sintadvbeen studying the Alphan device with great
scrutiny.

The most interesting part of the PFD was how the pilotatpdrit. There was not a myriad of
controls, as one might assume, but simply areas for patte body to conform to. | stepped into the
chamber, slipping rather comfortably into the pilot’s zortee €ontours of the area by my legs and feet fit
snugly, as well as that around my arms and hands. Seatety belts held my neck, torso and waist, and
were designed to use in unison, which had almost the sasmeasgputting on a seat belt. My fingers
wrapped comfortably around molds that were similar to ickst

lan reminded me, “Squeezing the mold gives the propertatjus to the force of the turbines, and
pushing them where you want to go is the only function you do. Move yuly thhe ways you want to
go.”

“Seems way too simple to work,” | said.

I put on my helmet and checked that | could hear lan’s wtbhroeigh my earpiece.

“Good luck,” he said.

The men released the safety lines. They all backed awaythe device. | flipped on the main power
switch and heard the high-pitched whine of the turbines. | wéastred moment, allowing the system to
idle and warm up. The group of engineers monitored equipmahiditplayed facets of the device. |
inspected the lightweight cage around me and was surphsged was as strong as lan had said.

lan reminded me through my earpiece, “You should be alsariive a crash from five stories high.”

Then Jessica’s voice came through, “Don’t go nearlyhfuit, Jon! Keep it under twenty feet.”

One of the engineers gave me the thumbs up that enough tineapsed for the turbines to be
warm. It was my cue to get going. The initial test wasft the device off the ground and stay there. |
slowly squeezed the two handles, appreciating their mold tonggrs and palms. The turbines whined at
a higher pitch, and the craft began to rise. The suddenmmamiestartled me, and | released my grip
causing the craft to settle roughly back down. I looked ovéheoothers in slight embarrassment. lan
frowned, though Jessica laughed pleasantly.

Frank waved to me to go for it again. The second timeuld not let go.

| squeezed the handles again but with less pressure, andhthslowly and steadily climbed a few
feet in the air. | imagined myself staying still.

“The height is good. Is everything okay?” lan’s voice cameuigh my helmet.

“Yes!”

The next test was to set the craft back down gentlylaked my grip and lowered my arms and
weight, setting it down slowly. This time it landed sofiidya round of applause. | climbed back up to my
original height, and then imagined the device climbing high&endeet. | opened my eyes and realized |
was hovering at ten feet over the desert floor in a PFD.léd/&lith Joy. It was totally thrilling, even
though | had yet to move forward.

That was the third test, to move forward for some degahpushed forward slightly with my arms,
hands and head, and the device began to move smoothly theroesert floor.



lan’s voice came through my headset, “Shift to the defittle. You're banking right.” I made the
adjustment and was told, “Hold that line.”

Then | stopped the device, still hovering about ten feet cwemg.

Test number four was to spin the device 180 degrees. | cowdoide which way to turn, but
eventually moved back with my right elbow and forward witl left arm and the same with my
midsection and legs.

The effect was amazing. The device smoothly performedpimeexactly as | wanted. | couldn’t
believe it. | felt like | had made a connection. It wige moving in water.

lan’s voice came through my helmet, “Try moving backwaoa/k/.”

This was the first deviation from the schedule, which was sgipto be returning to the original
position. | obliged him and moved the craft slowly backwarmbuld sense as the craft either gained or
lost slight levels of elevation, and | compensated wiitph body weight. The delight in combining
machinery with simplicity was overwhelming, and | found myseifble to stop laughing. lan reminded
me to stay calm.

“I'm remaining as calm as | can!” | shouted.

Then lan’s voice came through, “Return to moving forward.

| obliged him with more sharpness in my response. Hedasleeto turn left as | went, and | made a
slight adjustment to which the PFD banked beautifully. Nextasked me to make a right turn, which |
did with easy control. It was unlike my experience on the itkitee Steering the PFD felt completely
natural, as it was designed to adjust to my body movemniestemed to know what | wanted it to do.

| set it down at the original point and let lan and idasmake an inspection and get data on how
much power was used during those first few minutes.

Frank asked me, “Are you ready for more?”

I could hardly wait to take the thing out into the opén

lan said, “Fly around in large circles and see how isfee

| flew straight ahead and was able to stop quickly. | thiatesharp angles without losing or gaining
altitude.

| told lan, “I think it's necessary to break the twefpt barrier.”

“I'd advise you against it,” his reply came through my hejrbet there was nothing he could do to
stop me.

| flew to a height of about fifty feet, where | performmag first stunt.

| actually did a barrel roll, and it felt as simpledisng a somersault on the lawn. | could hear Jessica
and Frank yelling encouragements through lan’s microphondidsihother barrel roll.

lan reminded me, “Do you have any idea how expensive that id#hdput | could also hear Frank
yelling, “Go for it!”

The highlight of the day was a loop-de-loop, performed just ther heads. | finally took lan’s
advice and set the craft down after a five-minute frde. rThe experiment had gone much better than
planned. As they assisted me out of the device, they lisiatedly as | explained how it felt. | was an
instant celebrity.

We returned to the lab with the video of it and watched agdin with Adams, Whitney and Jim. We
discussed the level of freedom and excitement that thigyerag to bring to people’s lives. | proclaimed
this single device might be as liberating for peoplayaas the automobile was over a hundred years ago.
Adams made a note of it in his booklet.



“I've seen the fruits of our labor. Jon is a natural ambassado®iphan technologies.”
- From p. 102 of Webster’s journal.

Demise

Whitney showed up for work the next day much later than normal

The long schedule was probably wearing on her just as it was oesthef us. She didn’t look well,
and | thought perhaps she had come down with a cold. Adakesl her how she was feeling. She had a
look of deep concern that | had never seen from her.

“What's the matter?” Adams asked her.

“I had a dream,” she said. “More like a nightmare.”

“What's wrong?”

She begged him, “Please don't make the leap tomorrow.”

“But it's already been scheduled for weeks. You know that.”

“Can it be postponed or even cancelled?”

“What's this all about?”

“Please don't do it, Dad!” She put her hand to her temples.

Adams insisted she sit down, since she was sounding saidistra

Whitney told us of the dream she had just before gettingpfobed. “I saw the planet as a violent
landscape, totally without life. It was devastating!” $iseame even more upset as she explained the
feeling of despair and sadness it had caused her.

Adams told her, “Whit, you need to recognize the facts. Thastopping the expansion of that red
star. Besides, even if we wanted to do something for,ttlere’s nothing we can do.”

“We could delay the leap,” she pleaded with him.

“It's out of my hands. Frank has a dozen investoradiup to see the results and make offers. This is
how it must be, Whitney. Surely you can understand that.”

“l just don’t want to lose them.”

Whitney began to cry as she coped with the inevitabletaThevas doomed, and there was nothing
we could do.

| took her for a long walk to get her out of the lab and same fresh air. We held hands for part of
the way, and we spoke very little. There was nothing | cealdthat would make her feel any better.
Whitney had already experienced great loss in her lifetamess that | could not imagine. Now she was
poised for another. It was unlikely to soothe her feelingls avfew chosen words.

The fresh air and the walk seemed to help her. It wassmitmer, and she appreciated the trees, the
birds and the tall grasses in the meadow. We walked atbengond to the far edge of the property and



threw a few stones in the water. Splash. | watched pdes as they made their way across the calm
water to the other shore.

“It's beautiful out here,” | said, breaking the silence.

“It is,” Whitney added.

We remained there for a couple of hours. We stayed untdsttine for Adams and the others to end
their shift. When we returned to the lab, it was nearingesuAslams met us at the front door as he was
locking up for the night. lan and Jessica had alreadyl lefhs glad to see Adams outside waiting for us.
The lifting of Whitney’s spirits would have been dampengddburning to the Thetan monitors.

Adams drove us to his house, where | got on my bike as he andeyient inside. As | rode to my
apartment, | thought how odd it was that Whitney was so muate sensitive than the rest of us. The
crew had little trouble distancing themselves from anythiag dkcurred within that universe, except for
Whitney. Even watching prey fall victim to predators wesdrdssing to her. | thought it unlikely that she
would be able to continue with us after we had lostlife on Theta 7. | wondered if she would be there
the next day, if she would be able to witness the tine &ea its results.

As the time approached for us to make the leap, lan aadé fmets on how far advanced the Alphans
would be. We speculated that when we saw them next,ntight have inventions that we would not be
able to understand, the consensus being that there wemiteotb what we might find. Frank called
Jessica and told us not to wait for him. He was embantaclients at Maxwell Enterprises and lining up
future business.

Adams spent some private time with Whitney as she wasddo conclude her study of the Thetans
and simply hope for the best. Then she announced sheadsfor the leap.

As Jim released the hydrogen for the mini-leap, the galaast budge. The effect created a few
moments of blurring planetary images before returning tolestpositions. The mini-leaps were quite
boring in comparison to the leaps of old. Adams and | usegtch several million standard orbits whiz
by at a time. Here we were witnessing around a hundred,y@al/100,000 the size of old leaps.

The planets stabilized. The cameras and monitors wemighrtheir readjustment period. | was so
excited, | was afraid to look.

Jim announced, “Theta 7 is not in its orbit.”

Adams remarked sadly, “Perhaps it's already been puitedhe gravity of the star.”

Whitney curled up into a ball in her chair. | could sengehloéding back the emotions. | rubbed her
shoulders, trying to console her.

Then Jim announced, “I might have found it!”

Whitney lifted her eyes to the monitor as the camera adju$tesl shot came in and identified a
planet with purplish-blue oceans and landmasses of yellows, grangegreens. The monitors closed in
on the small world. It was Theta 7, looking much the sameefme. Adams stared in surprise as Jim
gave a readout of physical characteristics. Little Hathged, except that the planet was slightly further
away in orbit from its star.

“That’s Theta 7?” Adams asked. “Are you sure this admiding is accurate?”

“Yep,” Jim replied.

Whitney’s voice cracked with anticipation, “Jim, zoom inseld Get a closer look!”

As the view took us from the space shot down through the atmospieventually to the surface,
we saw that it was very much the same as before. Tlagedl and cities were intact, and the people were
still there, comfortably.



“Thank heaven,” Whitney said. Her eyes welled up.

The farmers and other people went about their lives agebefim reported consistent temperatures
with no increase in winds.

Adams wondered aloud, “What would cause it to havefardift orbit?”

Jessica touched Whitney on the shoulder, “I'm glad they'rg.bka

“Thank you.”

Then the monitors that showed Alpha 17 began to comedotrs f

We turned our attention to them, feeling the excitement levéhe room returning. As the shot
zoomed closer to Alpha 17, | could see the atmosphere waded with a thick haze. As it went ever
closer, the haze made it difficult for us to view the ascef Weather patterns swirled much more
intensely, and we immediately realized something wasreffit.

“One hundred twenty orbits,” Jim reported.

“Are we sure that's Alpha 177" | asked.

“Positive,” Jim said.

We attempted to zoom into the ground, but could not getaxr eiew through the turbulent surface
winds. We saw glimpses and ground areas during lulls, butynestsaw wind and sand sweeping by
assorted landmarks.

“Oh no,” Adams lamented, sounding like a farmer who lbathis crop to disease.

“Looks like it's in the middle of a hurricane,” Jessicaled, pointing out the debris that was strewn
on the surface and in the skies.

“Jim, can you get estimates on temp and wind speeds?” $\daked.

“Average temperature higher by thirty degrees,” Jim redorte

“Average wind speed at forty knots per hour, gusts at overhiondred.”

Alpha 17 was in the midst of a global storm. The skieseva whirling mess of dirt and debris. The
oceans had risen and grown fierce, sending huge waves crasioiribe land far beyond the previous
coastline. Soot and ash were everywhere.

“It looks like it's been in a war,” lan commented.

What remained of the cities were bits and pieces. We foamuhants of buildings and structures
severely eroded by wind and sand, as if storms had beatanfohe/ears. We scanned across to other
continents and islands. The cities were deserted. Ligts dome on in the night areas. We searched for
hours for any signs of people.

“Found some,” Jim finally announced.

We saw a group of three male Alphans scurrying about duringfotiee lulls in the winds. They
wore rags for clothing and looked emaciated. We wondered tivey were finding for food. They moved
quickly and returned to the underground. The sighting was #@nefinconclusive, leaving us theorizing
over how many were alive and what kind of existence it was.

“Perhaps they can grow underground plants or fungus,” idnd#wing the tip of his pen to a pulp.

“Maybe they can sift through the debris during lulls,&ids

Whitney wondered, “For what?”

“How many of them could be living down there?” Jessica asked

Jim searched for wildlife. The savannahs were deserteccdaMd only find rodents living in holes in
the ground. They came out to look for food when the winds dbedh.

Frank called and was on his way. Jessica and lan s#gneesas we scanned across the areas where
we knew great cities once existed. The skeletal ren@ditiee buildings barely stood a story high, eroded



by wind. | felt horrible. | couldn’t believe it had happenédvatched the monitors in despair with the
others. Adams didn’t talk about it. He and Jim spent #yegibing over the planet, scanning every surface
feature. It was a long and painful experience.

“How did it happen?” Frank asked upon arrival.

“We're trying to figure that out,” Adams said, rubbing his ey@is wasn’t such a good idea after
all.”

“We couldn’'t have predicted this,” Frank said, pointing tortiitor with his cane.

“Maybe we could have avoided it,” Adams replied.

“We took a chance,” Jessica reminded him. “We all agredd ¥Ve took a gamble that didn’t work.
Don’t blame us or yourself for trying, Webster.”

“How can | not blame myself for letting them slip away?”

lan and Frank agreed with Jessica. We were taking etécutisks. We had been since we began the
venture, and we had already profited more than we reshted possible.

The feeling of despair settled in as the evening cameet/®t the night in somber quiet.

The days that followed gave us time to mourn for them.t&édk plenty of physical data, though the
results remained inconclusive.

Speculation ranged from natural disaster to artificiafslier to drastic climate change brought on by
the Alphans, but we wouldn’t know. Not knowing its final chaptes fitting, since we never really knew
its middle chapters either. Our knowledge of Alpha 17 was iildmg up a book somewhere within it,
reading some good parts, and then skipping to the last pageltout everybody died. Then the book
was taken from our hands. We simply would not know the whoigy ®f Alpha 17, and we had no
choice but to move on.

“We lost them. How could | have been so stupid?”
- From p. 105 of Webster’s journal.

Meditation

We studied Theta 7 and its intriguing people. Adams todeure out how their planet had moved

further away in orbit from its sun.

“Planets don't move like this,” he said. “There must bewsed

He came up with two theories to explain it. Firstt ttee red giant star was somehow pushing the
planet away as it expanded. The theory sounded plausible, but wasrskeptical since all the other red
giants in the universe did not work that way, nor wereditieer planets in the Thetan solar system



responding similarly. The second theory was that a rogue astaipdassed very close to it, so close that
it altered the orbit of Theta 7. This theory also sounded,dmadt fell under the skepticism that the life
forms might have been horribly shaken by such an eventabrthe Thetan moon might have been
knocked slightly out of orbit, which was not the case.

The orbit of the planet may have been the only thing that hawigeld. Jim took the latest physical
data of Theta 7 and recorded the updated village layouts. He gcoagmrisons to the world we knew a
hundred years back and concluded what we could tell jusioliyng at it, that not much, if anything, had
changed.

“Don’t know what to make of it,” Adams said to Frank. “Itfse only example in the universe that
we’ve seen do this.”

Frank asked, “When might they experience some technicahees2’

“l don’t know,” Adams said. “It's just a simple culturetats point.”

“I'd love to be able to do something with them,” Jessimamented.

“Perhaps in a few more time leaps?” Frank asked.

“I'd love to leap them,” Adams told us, keeping his voice fidthitney, “but it's risky. That red sun
is expanding, and | doubt they'll be so lucky again in five huhdrea thousand years.”

“So what do we do?” Jessica asked.

“Keep looking for newcomers,” Adams said. “If it comesttonie’ll take the risk with Theta, but for
now, | suggest we look for others.”

lan and Jessica stayed busy going over past recordings ofnAfpreaucts that we had yet to
understand. Adams divided his time with them and with ttymg to figure out how Theta 7’s orbit had
changed. | returned to my past routine of scanning new s@tanss for planets with any signs of life,
hopefully intelligent life. Whitney had the people of Tdn@ mostly to herself.

Whitney noticed an interesting pattern. The layout of thearheillages was consistent. Each village
was arranged in the shape of a large circle. The inmés pantained the public grounds, the temples,
food carts and merchants, while the outer parts were whetgomes and farms were settled. At the very
center of the villages was a large, round podium, likelevated stage for speeches or performances.

Whitney was intrigued. Even villages from opposite sidat®fplanet had the same design.

“How can they have unity in design,” Whitney wondered, “withaoy modern devices?”

Whitney's favorite village on the planet was nestled icoage by the ocean. She referred to it as
Coasttown. An inlet from the sea brought in the ocean tldeawater crashed up against rock walls.
The effect made beautiful rainbow mists at sunset and .dawecame Whitney’s model village for the
planet.

Coasttown, like all Thetan villages, had its central podiWhitney eventually realized that the round
stages were a place of morning ritual. The podiums wereugelg in the early hours of the morning, just
before dawn. For the rest of the day and night, thegraaty.

Whitney documented the daily ritual there. Every morningraum of six Thetans wearing plain
white gowns convened at the podium. They arrived as the lasbhdarkness still covered their village.
They walked up the podium steps and sat in a circle in deepati@alifor about an hour, until the red sun
appeared over the horizon. As dawn broke, the group of six wodltheir session and leave the podium.

Then the village would become busy with the day’'s acti@mly after the sessions, would merchants
bring out their goods and farmers arrive with carts of footlithgy and Jim checked in on several
different villages across Theta 7 and confirmed thah eate had a podium and followed this same



routine at dawn. Some of the other Thetans meditated outdodh®ir residences during the hour. It
became an inspiration for Whitney.

“This is unbelievable,” she realized. “Do you see whayte doing?”

As she inspected the matter further, she discovered tha s always a group of Thetans
meditating at a podium, since dawn was always happeningwdene Whitney pointed out that a
meditation zone existed somewhere on the planet at every moment.

“So07?” | said.

“Don’t you appreciate the organization involved?” Whitney aslsedhe faced blank stares from the
rest of us. “They don't have telephone lines or computefe”told lan. “They don’t have highways or
flyways,” she told Jessica. “And yet they all know this ritatspots across the globe and do it every
dawn of every day.”

Adams sought a logical explanation. “It's noteworthy, lodibin’t see why that’s so incredible. Maybe
they started off with a doctrine that said the citidslve in a circle, and you will meditate in the center a
dawn. As the tribes spread across the land, so dibitteine.”

“That’s good, Dad, and that’'s a possibility, but don’t yea,ghis is something they enjoy doing. This
isn’t being forced on them. And what about the change in tbit? What are the chances that these
things could be related?”

Adams laughed out loud. The idea that meditating people coove planets was ridiculous to all of
us. He finally said, “It's a phenomenon we can't yet explaut there’s no way the Thetans are somehow
responsible.”

In fact, Adams was more or less bored with the Thetdasppreciated their existence as much as he
would any culture within the project. But the Alphans wareough act to follow. After the thrill of
watching them, it was difficult to spend time with the HBmst and not be bored. They were agonizingly
slow in just about everything. The only time | saw them mauekty was when the school kids practiced
acrobatics, and even that grew old after a while. Whitmel/Jim loved them, but Frank felt the same as
the rest of us. The Thetans were a fascinating tribe aplpebut they didn't have any technology that
perked our interest. Perhaps in a few hundred to a thousditd, they could develop those things.
Unfortunately, we estimated they wouldn’t be around lat tong under the influence of their expanding
sun.

Whitney became enthralled with the idea of the meditgbiodiums. Every day, she watched the
group convene at the podium in Coasttown. The same six Bhgdédinered there in the wee hours of the
morning, and Whitney became familiar with them. One of themarticular caught her attention, an
older Thetan woman who always sat next to the empty sgbeinircle during the meditation. Whitney
dubbed her The Grandmother. She appeared to be a vergndisespected member of the village.

After about a week, Whitney decided to meditate with th&he brought a padded mat from home
and placed it on the floor. She lit a candle in thegayend. She removed her shoes and sat in a relaxed
pose with her eyes closed. Her breathing quieted, and siagnied sitting for about an hour in a peaceful
state alongside the Thetans on her monitors. Once the Thetaegamtb rise, signaling the end of the
session, Whitney came out of her meditation.

This became a daily habit. At the day’s end, once Jessid lan had left for the night, Whitney and
Jim would identify the sunrise line on Theta 7 and thed & village center and morning meditation
group and join them. She preferred to use the Coasttown Gvbapever the times overlapped, but
sometimes they didn’t, and then she used another village podneno®:d it regardless of which group
she was with, and over the following days, she brought evea it@mns to add to the spread - flowers,



incense and more candles. She even made photocopiesani dénetans like The Grandmother and the
others from her group, and she placed their faces aroundrhefating the circle.

Whitney and Jim became addicted. They looked forward to #wening meditation more than
anything. Adams didn’t mind that Jim liked to participate,long as it was the last hour of the evening,
and he didn't need Jim’'s help. When they meditated, | usudfyetieddams with other studies and gave
them space and quiet. After a week, Whitney seemedptansb it quite easily, sitting perfectly still and
focused for an hour or more.

“It's wonderful,” Whitney said after coming out of a sessittomething about doing it with them
makes it an incredible experience.”

I was skeptical. “Just sitting there?”

“Hard to believe, | know.”

“Maybe we could all try it together?” Jim asked. Thatiddoe a sight, all five of us sitting down for
an hour in a meditative trance.

Unlikely, | thought.

They persuaded me to try it, and | found it rathertgagtthough | wasn't nearly as excited about it
as they were. For starters, it hurt my legs to ditistone spot for an hour. | also had trouble keeping my
eyes closed without having to check the monitors and ske fhetans were still meditating. Somehow,
Whitney never had to do that. She simply came out oftheasame time as they did. Jim said he could
tell when it had ended too. While Jim meditated, his ghegéh dwindled down to the lowest level | had
seen. | couldn’t understand how Jim could meditate or how el tell when the sessions had ended,
and | became suspicious that he was just pretending to be idvolve

“How do you feel when you meditate?” | asked Jim.

“I don’t know how to describe it.”

“Like a deep relaxation?”

“Yeah, but also a connection.”

“To what?”

“I don’t know,” was his reply, and he left it at that.

Adams didn’'t understand Jim’s interest in it, but founccdeptable for him to participate. | thought it
was a little odd, but it wasn’t something | could argudwirank probably wouldn’t have objected.

When Jessica found out, she commented, “It's a bit unsiofes, especially allowing Jim to
participate instead of staying busy with other work.”

There was still a list of things from Alpha 17 that werg/trying to comprehend, not to mention the
need to find new planets with societies. Whitney contirhezchight sessions with the Thetans anyway.

In the course of choosing random Thetan villages at dawn, ltiffénitney were not only getting a
workout in meditation, but they were also developing a @etathap of the planet’s villages, the people
and their ways. Over the days that followed, | admitte@hitney that she was right. The Thetans were
intriguing.

Thetans were the first people | had encountered wihwtdiurry. They played games and were fast
runners and great leapers, especially the childrenhbuytrtever rushed through their day. Life was easy
and pleasant. Farming was one of the most common occupdiigndie men and women who ran the
farms did their tasks in a carefree manner, as oppodaastmg their butts. The tailors, blacksmiths and
merchants also had an air of calm about them, asr# thas no need for competitive selling.

It was also unclear if Thetans used a form of currefsrchants of all types of products left their
shops and carts completely open in the village markedisthey did not usually deal with the customers.



Many merchants delivered a cart of goods and then lefttite open village streets. Thetans came and
took what they needed. We never documented any form of mbaegiog hands, making it unclear how
their businesses worked.

| asked, “How does everyone know what to bring or who owes whowmhat?”

Whitney had no answer besides, “It works for them.”

They were consistently healthy, happy and peaceful. d f@e could not find any examples of
wealth or poverty. The huts were very much the sameghiaut the villages.

Aside from the meditation podiums, it was not clear thatdrisehad a schedule. We found no clocks
or watches. The children walked and danced to and frtwmo$at all times of the day. And while they
were there, it wasn'’t clear what they were learningloo was teaching.

Many Thetan schools had no adults at all, just childremeSads sat in rooms, others played games
and danced, and others sat in meditation groups. Foodpreagled by larger children in a random
fashion. They ate simple grains and fruits, eating samatunts very slowly. The children left the school
grounds at random times as individuals or in small gronpisall at once as is usually associated with
schools and schedules.

As Thetans socialized, we noticed a lot of contact betwthem. Thetans held each other as they
spoke, not in a sexual way but as a part of their communicdt@y also held arms and hands frequently
when walking in pairs.

Although it didn’'t happen often, we found apparent exampldseafing by touch. As we had seen
with the child who fell from the jungle gym, whenever a Thetaffiered an accident, many others came
to his aid by meditating or a laying of hands over the ynjuv¥hether it worked or not we could only
speculate, but it appeared to work. Whitney mentioned her gathysealth and energy levels had been
getting better since she had joined their meditation session

At a crew meeting, she added, “I haven’t had a migrameesihe morning of that terrible dream. |
owe it to the Thetans. | think they’re amazing.”

“l agree,” Jim said.

“I don’t know what to make of them or their planet,” Adarags

“I was hired to study technology,” lan added, his nose irleistronic game.

“When'’s the next time leap?” Frank asked.

| sided somewhere in the middle. | recognized a mysticaitguedout them, almost magical, yet |
too yearned for something more exciting after being usdtetdlphans.

I mostly looked forward to our weekly outings in the desehien Jessica and lan accompanied me as
we made the final adjustments and improvements to the AFBxNngineers at Maxwell Enterprises had
done an excellent job of ironing out the few wrinkles we haddo To their credit, in my dozen or so test
flights, | had taken only one crash, a minor fall thas veagely due to my own mishandling of the device.
The crash turned out to be of great importance, as wadgtitional data as to how the PFD handled the
impact. As lan had predicted, the craft was mostly unedrand would have been able to survive a fall
of bigger proportions.

| flew over the desert floor, chasing after birds and admitivegscenery. | relished the incredible
feeling of freedom this device presented. | found it to beecuiparadox that this gift of joy had been
donated to us by a society that no longer existed. Inleadr stopped wondering what happened to the
people of Alpha 17, who as far as we knew were barely clingirife, the few survivors sentenced to a
meager existence in holes under the ground. How long mightak&yllwondered.



| gracefully turned toward the last colors of sunset, lanthed there was some way to thank them
for the wonderful things they had shared.

The Deltans

Frank pressed Adams to make another time leap in art egfadvance the Thetans.

He said, “We really have nothing to lose if they arendviding us with anything of value.”

Adams was reluctant. The growing star and the painfid &fsthe Alphans weighed on him. He
continued to press on with an approach that he crediteoihbething Jessica had said.

“Since we’ve already found two planets with societidss"responded to Frank, “why can’t we find
more?”

lan was working with Jim when we first discovered the neapf® recognizing the smoke of a
controlled burn from space. From the Delta galaxy, the thifigglanet orbiting star rx339 became the
third planet we had found with societies. The citizehB@ta 13 were quite primitive, though they had
long since controlled fire and were into early tooldquction. They had huts and stone villages and
practiced simple farming methods. In some areas, thelydxakllent rock walls and fortresses. Though
their technology was similar to the Thetans, they immelyistruck me as bizarre and far more primitive.

The Deltans were a savage and strange breed. They voemrakanation of two mammals in one.
Comprising the Deltan individual was a host body and a muchiesmhairless version of the same
within an abdominal pouch. They were connected by a feedingthalbeould be seen when the little
body stretched outwards from the abdomen. We categorized therotteardbreeds on the planet as
marsupial, though they had features that were unique commga@ter marsupials from our logs. We
had seen pouch-carrying animals before, but it was alaedyis with babies that eventually grew and
left the pouch. The Deltan hosts grew from birth to taad with the smaller version consistently within
them. The Deltan pairs remained together for life, and veewated as to how the smaller version
benefited the larger. The concept of everybody pulling theisfare was ingrained in us, even with alien
life forms, and we assumed there was some usefulness liehind

| suggested, “Perhaps the smaller is the brains and the taggbrawn.” Though the comment was
something of a joke, it was a plausible idea to the others.

Compared to the Alphans, the Deltans were taller amehehi yet not as tall and thin as the Thetans.
The Deltans were less hairy than the Alphans, yet haelypbody hair. The Deltans also had a small head
with an elongated face and very sharp teeth. They lookedides at times, like a cornered dog. Deltans
came in a wide array of skin and hair color, corretatio the climate zones they lived in. People with
darker hair and skin lived close to the equator, and thogelighter complexions lived nearer to the
poles. Mostly the Deltan pouch beings had pinkish compiexidhe pouch beings were small, weak, and
without teeth. They never left the pouch entirely and wasdly dependent on the outer being.



They wore basic clothing made from animal hides, mostithéeaand furs, with a slot in the center
for the pouch being. Both men and women wore similarteuffickets and pants, which made it hard to
tell the gender.

The Deltan hands had a unique feature. Above each firgerawetractable claw. This enabled the
Deltan to grab hold of things with his hand and deliver aisggblow at the same time. The Deltan hand
made them natural watrriors.

Most Deltans carried weapons at all times. They had fiyepdtks within their villages, but they
were always on the defensive or the attack with neighbaillagiers. Skirmishes were the norm, bloody
battles where invaders came into the area of one tribe teerdpied to overtake it. Even the children
carried clubs and spears to participate in the warfare.

Deltan villages also contained groups of smaller peopléelgnomes could be found scurrying
about the legs of the taller Deltans.

The gnomes were tiny, only coming up to a Deltan’s knees. Tleey mot marsupial but existed as
one being. They were soft-featured compared to the Deliadsthey had hands with only fleshy fingers
and palmsno claws. The gnomes played instruments, danced andrmpetddricks for the Deltans. | saw
one little fellow bouncing around, doing handsprings and fhijpde his partners did juggling routines
behind him for the pleasure of a troop of tired warriors.

“I like the little people,” Jim mentioned. Everyone did. Yheere adorable.

Entertainment was the gnome’s way of making an existeniteibrutal villages. Being too small to
be a threat to the Deltans, they were never a part dfatties. The gnomes simply entertained whichever
Deltans came out on top.

In the oceans, we found huge wooden boats, with dozens ofdos@xtending out from side portals.
The boats were aided by sails, but they were extremely. sThe larger boats were decorated with
weaponry. We watched many conflicts at sea.

One warring boat of Deltan savages bombarded a secondamitiore fire. The second ship slowed
under the attack, and the first ship docked at its side. dara from the first vessel flung themselves
headfirst into a battle with knives and swords. The attackdled every passenger, including the
children, before tossing their bodies overboard.

Our crew was horrified by their brutality. Whitney be@asick in the lab from watching it. She had
thought that the Alphans were barbaric, but they were guitecompared to the Deltans. The struggle
for life was often a difficult thing to witness. Thesere moments of lawlessness that reminded us of how
inhumane even intelligent beings could be. The only waynferto deal with it was to emotionally
remove myself from the actions of the beings within the ptojec

Adams and Frank discussed how long to make the next timeAeaelta 13, a thousand standard
orbits was a nice round figure, hopefully enough timetlier society to make major advances. But for
Theta 7, the question remained if they would still bmuad. As the red giant sun expanded, a thousand
orbits would presumably make life unbearable for there. 8&)sumed their planet would not be able to
repeat its survival performance after a leap of tizat f\dams pushed for a few extra days before making
the leap, to give the crew a chance to get as much infiommabout the Deltans as possible. He was also
buying time for Whitney.

Whitney was predictably disappointed about the time leap, thcuglreew it was bound to occur.
She argued for the Thetans’ cause. She presented caseeaee of intriguing abilities and rituals
demonstrated daily by them. But Adams knew the real rodisrohttachment.

He explained to me, “Part of it has to do with Ra&®itney has taken to the Thetans like family.”



The following week, we made a time leap of a thousand ateratbits. The colored light trails from
the planets began their motions.

Adams stood by his desk and then sat in his chair, watchingispty as calmly as he could.
Whitney sat on her mat with a lit candle, saying prayershiar safekeeping. | sat down next to her and
offered my hand. She gripped it intensely as the plamsisncied their blurring motions. Eventually, the
planets slowed down and returned to stationary positionsrejported that 1,050 standard orbits had
passed. The cameras went through the readjustment.period

Then Jim said, “The red giant star has grown by 15 p&fcan amount slightly larger than we had
anticipated. “Theta 7 is not in the orbit where it hadrbe

The cameras identified an empty field of space inst€éh. time | was sure that it had been pulled
into the gravitational zone of the growing star and had egmerated. Whitney checked her emotions as
Adams instructed Jim to continue looking. Jim made someladilans to determine where it might be if
it was to remain in a similar temperate zone thafthetan life was accustomed to.

As Jim pushed the focus further away from the growing red lstgproclaimed, “I might have found
it!”

The monitors slowly gathered focus, and we recognizeditine planet of orange skies and purplish-
blue oceans that we knew as Theta 7.

“Yes! Thank God. Please let them be there,” Whitney $heé. continued to squeeze my hand as the
monitor zoomed in on the planet.

The shot went ever closer through the atmosphere and daunface level. Everything we could see
looked similar to before. Whitney jumped to her desk arsis&sl Jim as he panned through some
villages.

What we saw amazed us. The villages were the samemaheets and the schools were the same.
Even the meditation groups still got together at the dawn Tioghe best of our knowledge, the society
had not changed at all. Adams was dumbfounded. | saw tappdisitment on the faces of Jessica and
lan, but Whitney couldn’t have been happier.

“How is this planet still around?” Adams said, though henédiately realized his poor choice of
words.

Jim replied, “It moves its orbit out in conjunction witlyewing star.”

“l can see that!” Adams objected. “But how? Have theysgohe kind of propulsion system that we
don’t know about?”

“This doesn’'t make any sense,” lan added.

Sense or not, Whitney didn't care. She beamed as she watehe@vorite planet still on our
monitors despite the odds against it. She broke out into kvad laughter, her face wet with tears.

Then the cameras refocused around the space of Delta 13tmbsphere and landscape looked the
same, but as the shot went in closer on a coastalvaeesaw the villages were much more defined and
spread out.

“Okay,” Adams said. “This is a good start.”

Small villages had become larger, and new villages ekisteere none had before. The homes were
also bigger and made out of stronger materials. The fortraés were more than double the height and
width of the past ones.

The Deltans still existed as two beings in one, though soeiety had become a much more diverse
group of specialists. Deltans now operated large farmsis@d animals to work for them, pulling plows



and turning welling drills. They were also woodcraftsmaiiots, doctors and more. They molded metals
for swords, chains, wagon frames and elegant body affherpeople wore similar outfits from before,
basic apparel made of animal hides and furs, yet we notioeel tailoring. The hide jackets and pants fit
and looked better, though the outfits for the men and woneee still unisex.

Many of the larger Deltans wore decorative body armoi¢chvbontained an opening hinge for the
smaller pouch being to either leave open or latch up. elfedtans often rode on hoofed beasts,
apparently of higher rank. Their animals also wore amwer the head and around the belly.

The tiny gnomes still scurried about at the knees of the yniQbttans. They performed tumbling
acts and did song-and-dance routines like before.

lan said, “They appear to be the Deltan version of a $@&mething that the larger people enjoy
having around, without having to pull their own weight.”

lan loved analyzing the advancement of the structures witieirboroader kingdoms and individual
villages. Their construction was much more elaborate thaadi been. Stone columns and archways with
threatening statues decorated the entryway to many gfdimeler structures.

By then, Deltans had well-established armies. We wdtohany battles between warriors wielding
metal spikes and heavy swords. Deltans were not the sbeirgs | would want to encounter in a dark
alley. lan and | speculated that they could have easilydkdh Alphan gladiator, were it possible to put
the two in a ring together.

Jim agreed, saying, “No contest. The Deltans aredasronger and quicker than the Alphans were.”

Deltan rank within families and society seemed to dtem fighting prowess, and the women were
no strangers to the contests. The largest Deltans werarge, regardless of gender, whether at a family
level or in the villages. In gladiator arenas, the &poften involved smaller Deltans being tortured and
killed by larger ones, as well as being forced to fighinals. The action reminded us of the old Alphan
arenas, but they were even more brutal.

Another interesting aspect was their practice of marridgdtan women took no interest in males
who were not as tough as they were. We routinely saw erampiDeltan males challenging females to
fights. The theory seemed to be that if he could beat heguid have her. Sometimes the males received
a bloody thrashing, as the rewards did not come easily.nBu¢ was nothing stranger than watching a
Deltan male practically kill a female to make her iagted in him.

Whitney called it “an unfortunate pattern for a soctetyall in.” As with any animal species, survival
often relied on tactics to separate the strongest frorothess.

We also watched large-scale battles in spots acrosgldhet. These battles involved orchestrated
efforts of thousands of warriors. The fighting took plaocehe fringes of the kingdoms, and we assumed
they were each attempting to advance their boundaries.

“War and selective breeding must have weeded out the wealteated these awesome beings,” lan
theorized, envious of their strength and fearless nature.

“| prefer the little people,” Jim mentioned.

lan and | enjoyed watching the warriors in battle, as iinded us of the gladiator films we had seen
as kids. We watched them fight for hours one night. We explaméuin some of the weapons that were
being used.

“That’'s a mace,” | told him. “That's an interestingpssbow, for long distance attacks. These foot
soldiers are carrying clubs and swords, for closeifigtit



Jim had seen fighting and death before, especiallyrig Apha 17, but never like this. It was Jim's
first time seeing armies in action. Jim was curious didtnot find watching spilled blood a pleasant
experience.

The Deltans handled weapons with agility and strength. feafgted that | did not live in such a
place. The children would have torn someone like me toepigest for a laugh. lan and | rooted for
different sides and tried to make the battles more fudifo. We continued to speculate on whether the
inner being had any effect on the outer being, since durmgstof battle it was completely hidden under
armor.

We also checked in on Alpha 17. The weather was less totbilears of violent winds had left a
mark. The planet had become an area of extreme landsddygesceans had dried and receded to levels
much lower than the original coastline. To our surprise; pelar ice caps were forming. The previous
caps had receded at such a rate that Adams had expedtetinone in the future.

Adams said, “It must have to do with the haze and dugtikgehe sunlight from penetrating. Keeps
the temps lower.”

Jim couldn't find any of the people, not even the ones fiteenunderground shelters, though there
were plenty of signs of life intact.

In many areas, a hearty vine had taken over which proviustes for insects and rodents. The seas
contained plenty of fish species that had been arounaifttons of years. The landscape was scarred, yet
everything would settle down. Life would continue and begimhole process again. The question was,
how long might it be before another intelligent society wiarise? Perhaps in a million orbits? Perhaps a
billion?

“Theta 7 still a mystery. Twice now it has performed an orbit.sSNb reasonable explanation. Delta
13 showing improvement, but still savages. Another thousand or two neededchefar? o it again? |
wouldn’t bet against it. Frustrating. I'd like to know how.”

- From p. 112 of Webster’s journal.

Modernization

Frank asked me, “How would you like to see the resulsoofe of your work?”

“What do you mean?”

“Come with me to see a new subdivision.”

His chauffeur drove us to the outskirts of town. The site iwdke foothills, with a nice view of the
valley below. The homes, 300 planned, were being modeled latédghan design, the large cone shape
with the sun side windows and enclosed greenhouses.



The limo pulled up to the construction zone. Frank and | goawdtwalked around the site of the
first model home. The framework for the large cone was ireplacentral pole stood about three stories
high, and a dozen support poles outlined its walls. It lotikedh broad standing, inverted cone.

| recognized some of the laborers from jobs | had been the ipast. Some recognized me as well.

One of the contractors yelled at me, “Grab a belt ahthggy!”

“Just here to consult,” | said. The contractor looked omdrsaw Frank standing next to me. He gave
me a second look.

“l didn’t see you there, Mr. Maxwell,” he said.

Frank shook his hand. “How's it going, Mike?”

“Real good. | think we've got these plans figured out pnetil. There’'s not much to them.”

| went over the plans with mike. We identified the floor-ldv@ming still to be done. | made sure he
had faced the large window openings properly to get the maxiamaount of sunlight. We discussed
where to place the kitchen, bathrooms and bedrooms.

Mike mentioned, “I'm impressed that it's so spacious yettsap to build.”

Frank didn't like the word. “Affordable, Mike. Affordabl&emember the customer.”

“How many of these ‘affordable’ homes are we doing?” Migleeal.

“Three hundred for this site,” | told him.

“If they're all this big, there’s not going to be any spéarea yard.”

“That’s the tradeoff,” | said. “Big, affordable hometth less land.”

“Works for some,” Mike added. “So what is this specialsglgoing on the sunny sides?”

“It's solar paneling,” | said. “Not only can they have@enhouse, but they can power their homes
from the sunlight.”

“Really? So that explains why the electricians are ogrbiefore the power companies.”

“That’s the plan,” | said.

The work crew listened intently as | pointed out thetdees and benefits of the design. | felt like |
had stepped into a new dimension, on the fun and easyfdifée Brank let me do the talking.

Back at the lab, Whitney made an incredible remark &fteing the dawn group at the podium in
Coasttown. She believed the six Thetans in the meditatoe thie exact same people since our last time
leap. She immediately recognized her friend The Grandmotherlaaddentified the others from the
photos she had taken. She showed me the comparisons. Thatgmilere amazing.

“They’re the same people!” Whitney said. “I'm certainitof

| couldn’t believe it. “After 1,050 years?”

Jessica added, “They look like the people in the photos,. lthé same people... that can't be
possible.”

“Probably direct descendents,” lan suggested.

“I'm telling you these are the exact same people!” Whitnsisted that the crew took a closer look.

Jim multiplied the image of The Grandmother sitting calatijher spot on several of our monitors.
Whitney told us about the woman. | immediately sensed agyaéout her that | couldn’t describe.

Whitney said, “She is the epitome of Thetan culture. Slog&y, graceful in movements. She always
looks serene.” Whitney called her The Grandmother, andstiviiat she appeared to be, a grand mother.

Whitney claimed that she could identify her face out ahaulp of thousands. She also showed us
how the current participants occupied the same spots inddigation circle and lived in the same homes
of the Coasttown village from over a thousand years ago.



“Like lan said, they must be descendents,” Adams believed.

“I'm positive on this,” Whitney insisted.

She pulled her father closer to the monitor. She had Jim maletailed face comparison of each
member of the group and compare the results to our pastsedordsplit the images of the Thetan faces
on several different monitors. The matches appeareditiebgcal, with the current Thetans only looking
about ten years older.

“For the sake of argument,” Adams said, “let's pretemd ts the same person. So what are we
saying, that this Grandmother lady is a thousand years old?

“My guess is she’s at least ten thousand years old,”"n&isaid calmly. “Maybe twenty.”

“That’s ridiculous!” lan blurted out. “There must be a beteplanation.”

“I'm inclined to agree,” Jessica said, “but if this womanten or twenty thousand years old, then
what'’s the secret?”

“Clean living?” | suggested, getting a few giggles from theet as Whitney remained composed.

“l don't know,” Whitney said. “I only know we don't see any ogas within the villages, just
evidence of time passing on their planet. Trees in thetfohesre changed. Coastline has eroded, but the
people remain the same.”

Fortunately, the only way to confirm Whitney’s theory waglo another time leap. First, we would
make detailed observations of certain Thetans from sithesglobe, and then check comparisons after a
time leap.

lan proposed, “Let’s identify at least ten differentditation groups and get before and after shots
and physical addresses. We'll also get similar infeionaon Thetans who are not in the meditation
circles - farmers, merchants and even children.”

Whitney assumed the task. She went about it diligently, thebghknew her work would end with us
performing a time leap to prove or disprove her theory. By novhatleonfidence that the planet would
survive another leap, and that Thetans were living tthéagsands of years old. The concept was not lost
on Frank or Adams. As the senior members of our group, dbpreciated Whitney’s interest in the
subject of ageless living. They were skeptical that it inees however, and they were also doubtful that it
could be incorporated by us, even if she could prove it.

The following days went by slowly, due to the suspengeyibfg to figure out how far to advance the
universe. How much time did the Deltans need for their nmieion? We made many predictions on
timeframes for certain discoveries, like gunpowder anctréddy.

Adams also predicted where Theta 7 might be after the leae Since it had baffled him twice
before, he decided to trust Jim's hunch that the planetddoalin a location to keep the temperature
consistent with the growing star. Since we had firsta@iered Theta 7, the closest two planets in the red
star’s vicinity had been dragged out of their orbits intmlision course with their sun. The next closest
planets to the red star - the third through sixth intpaigo reflected the dramatic changes in temperature
that we expected to find. Theta 7 was the only planet insijsiem that was moving out. All the others
were moving in.

Jim concluded, “If the trend continues, Theta 7 will end upgo&urther out in orbit than Theta 8.”
This concept made no sense in a universe that othervdsdisgayed very rigid laws of physics.

Whitney finished gathering the data. She gave Adams hemises for a time leap. Over the final
days, she meditated with as many of the groups as st coul



Adams and Frank plotted how far to advance the universsy diécided on a timeframe of fifteen
hundred standard orbits. For Theta 7, that was eqadldot nine hundred years, now that its orbit was so
much further out than it had been. For Delta 13, it teé@d to roughly thirteen hundred orbits.

The day of the leap dawned bright and clear. We gathafede the monitors.

Whitney said, “May we observe a moment of silence to r@zeghe risk to the Thetans and to wish
them safekeeping.” We all stood quietly for a few momantd Whitney thanked us.

Then Adams instructed Jim, “Release hydrogen.”

The light show began. Planetary images sped in ellipticeles around their suns at ever-increasing
velocities. Whitney sank into her seat. Her confidence bveasg put to the test. She held her hands over
her eyes, waiting for it to be over.

“They’ll be fine,” | said. | hoped they would, for hexke.

I never tired of that beautiful light show, though the minpkesvere nothing compared to the leaps of
old. Enjoying the majesty of an entire galaxy in motion tthak million-year leaps. | altered my routine
by watching several monitors set up on individual solar syséemdglanets. | kept some distance from
Whitney during the leap, knowing how difficult it was for her, aod wanting her to sense any pleasure
that | was having. When the planets came to a stop, thgiaetstar from the Theta galaxy slowly came
into focus on one of the monitors.

“Oops,” Jim said.

“What do you mean, oops?” Frank asked.

“We had a malfunction,” Jim replied.

Adams was instantly concerned. “How so?”

“A little more hydrogen leaked out than we had planned.”

“How much more?”

“About double,” Jim replied. “We just performed a leap &), standard orbits.”

“Oh no,” Whitney said.

“What's the change to the star in the Theta galaxy?” Adasked.

“About 30 percent larger,” Jim answered.

“Have you found the planet?” Whitney asked.

“Not yet.”

Adams pounded his desk in frustration. Jim directed theecato where the planet would be if it had
behaved as normal planets did.

Nothing existed there but empty space. Jim proceeded to ssatehthe second formula, by figuring
out the distance that would provide a comfortable temperature.

Within a few minutes, he proclaimed, “I've got it! It®yond Theta 8!”

“Unbelievable,” Adams said. He and | shared a quick lafotoubt that this could happen.

As the shot came into focus, we saw the same orangepdteresand purplish-blue oceans that we
knew to be Theta 7. Our view went closer through thesskiel down to the surface. We recognized the
same cities and villages. Whitney cried out in reliéfe fimped to her chair as Jim scanned around. She
assisted him in identifying old structures from record.eVeryone’s amazement, there were remarkably
few changes, if any, that we could see.

“Impossible!” Adams shouted. “I'm sorry, Whit, but thigtdlly defies logic!” Whitney shrugged her
shoulders and beamed with pride.



As | watched the monitors, | noticed the Thetans stilltvedyout their slow-paced lives. Mud and
grass huts made up the homes. Farmers walked up and down ldshpfieking fruits by hand. Random
people were dancing. Many of the children were still nalked identified changes to forests and coastal
erosion for accuracy of the leap, as well as a volcanigtien that had happened somewhere in between
eras.

Jessica and lan looked disappointed. Adams scratched hisrheadfusion. | too was in shock of
what was happening, or what wasn’'t happening.

“l just want to understand this,” Adams said calmly.

“It will be good to see what Whitney’s data indicatesdrk added.

We turned our attention to the monitors that were commtgfocus around Delta 13.

The cameras zoomed in through the Deltan atmosphere. M@mfocused on a city by the ocean.
We saw the difference immediately - bright lights, hakies and lots of machinery signaled that
dramatic changes had happened. We saw gigantic buildings andsy air commuter scene. The
excitement in the room catapulted as we zoomed in closeinviite enormous Deltan city.

Frank heralded, “That’s the kind of progress we’re lookim§ fo

“Perfect!” Jessica applauded. “Not oops, Jim. That peafection.”

“They must be a hundred years further than the Alphans/elaarked.

The skies had random air traffic, with even more advanig@ayfmachines than we had seen on
Alpha 17. Some looked like cylinders and discs, and theylédat phenomenal speeds. The buildings
were enormous with sleek, modern architecture.

“Sometimes it's better to be lucky than good,” lan addedesshaking hands with Adams.

“Back in business,” | said, playfully pushing Adams arodrsmensed he was deeply relieved the time
leap had turned out so well, even if it was a mistakee@gain, we had new things to dissect.

Except for Whitney, the crew spent the next several weeklyisg Delta 13 exclusively. We saw
ideas that were familiar from Alpha 17, but we also saemtglof new ones.

Three days after the leap, Whitney presented her findingsrdsults came as we were analyzing a
cargo system of metallic, cigar shaped vessels #mafrom one end of a Deltan continent to the other in
mere minutes.

“Everyone, visualize the proof!” Whitney proudly announced.

| looked over to the Thetan monitors where Whitney had cellethe updated records of the
meditation group from Coasttown. A chill shot down my spase| recognized the face of The
Grandmother and the other five Thetans from her group. Wergdthre Whitney’s corner. Jim showed
before and after pictures of the faces from the meditationpg; the marketplaces and the school
grounds. Thetans from all seven continents were repessamtfew hundred individuals. The conclusion
was inarguable. In each case, after more than 1,800 Thetas, very little was detectable in terms of
aging among the people. Even the smallest of children loaéssdmuch the same, just a few years older
and a bit taller.

The crew stared in silence. | wasn't sure what to $ag odds of that many distant relatives looking
very much the same not only by face, but by age, height, weight@nplexion were too staggering to
be believed.

“It would appear that Whitney was right,” Jessica madabeeaking our silence.

“Is there any way these could be descendents?” Adamd.aske

Whitney replied with assurance, “No, they're not.”



Whitney explained the concepts she had come to embrace. Tdlataies included living for
extremely long times. She was also convinced they coulddydaluch, and they had long ago achieved
world peace.

“I'm sorry | didn’'t believe you,” | told her later. “I dn’t recognize how special they are.”

“It's okay,” she said.

“What do you want to do about it?” | asked.

“l just want to study them,” she said. “Let’s pull the plugtba leaps for a while and just get to know
them.”

Whitney estimated the Thetan life expectancy to be over 50/88fs and possibly as much as
100,000. Adams couldn’t argue with her, though it was extsehazd to believe. Frank was impressed.

“Let’s find out as much about them as we can,” Frank s&i& have two societies to learn from.
Their specialties just happen to lie in different filds

We left the lab that night all together just after the lsah set.

I looked up as headlights snapped on in unison. Five cars shimbadadlights in our direction.

“Surprise!” Frank announcetHow do you like your bonuses?”

The cars had rounded, flat lower sections, reminding nigeofehicles from Alpha 17.

“They have Alphan technology?” | asked.

“Of course,” he added. “They're hybrids. | wanted my cteuest the prototypes.”

He had chosen convertibles for Jessica, Whitney and nee,n@mde them green, blue and red
respectively. lan’s hardtop was black, and Websters puaple.

lan asked, “Why didn't | get a convertible?”

Frank replied, “Your brains are too valuable. Just kiddidg you want one?”

lan thought about it. “This will do for now.”

| asked for volunteers to go for a ride. Whitney, Jessichlan climbed aboard my cruiser. Whitney
sat in the front. Jessica and lan plopped down in the backitirh#ecurity guard, saluted us as | passed
through the front gate.

We took off down the main street and drove a few minutesachrthe highway. We merged with the
other cars and headed for the fast lane, which was ¢lstepped on the pedal and accelerated the car
over the speed limit. Then the magnetic forces under theaoae mto action. The car lifted slightly, and
the ride suddenly felt as smooth as floating on air.

“Steering is less accurate when the magnetic field isedet,” lan reminded me. | watched him in
the rearview mirror as he tried to keep his flapping bairof his glasses.

“What do you think?” | asked Whitney.

“It looks good on you.”

Other drivers took notice of my car as well. Thosenm $lower lanes kept glancing over, looking at
the flat lower section and the sleek lines. | receivednatfiembs up from other drivers. | realized that |
wouldn’t need to hitch a ride any longer. | took an exd tumned around to head back to the job site.

| dropped the others off in the lot, then proceeded back toigiwvay. | drove for an hour as fast as |
could, going nowhere in particular, just up and the down the roadsla small miracle that | didn’'t get a
speeding ticket.

| was about to go home when | drove by the Star Bar. Itcheseng time. | saw Sam from the parking
lot as she was locking up for the night.

I honked to her and yelled, “Sam, want a ride?”

“Momma taught me never to take rides from strangers,” she spekeell-rehearsed line.



“I'm not a stranger,” | replied.

She turned, recognizing my voice. She walked over. “Grubehaiyou in that beautiful machine?”

“So how about it? Do you want a ride in the world’s newasbtraobile or not?”

Sam got into the passenger’s seat and looked wide-eyed faintheinterior. “How much are they
paying you?”

“This was just a bonus,” | told her.

| sped out of the parking lot and headed straight for theneig so she could feel the fluid ride. |
explained the concepts of how the car worked.

“l was one of the people who figured it out,” | boasted.

“Like | believe that,” she said.

“No, no. Really,” | added.

“You're different, aren’'t you?” she said, touching mynar

“l guess that's true, Sam. This job is beyond everything téferent.”

Spinning

SJper-modern Delta 13's kingdoms were still intact. Eachheffive continents contained its own

cities, villages and agricultural centers.

The rock walls of old had been replaced with modern enshiglds, glowing orange and red
boundary lines that rose to great heights. The shieldpletety outlined the continents in an impressive
display of glowing security. There was no ground or affitretween them.

The Deltan people were mostly citizens within theirgdoms. Nobody wore body armor anymore.
Their clothing was stylish linens, with much more tiréty and colors. For the women, breast lines and
hips were accentuated. A showing of sexuality existed where mahgreviously. Like on Alpha 17,
some of the outfits seemed to be made from a thin, ss#lm

The people looked less barbaric. The faces had softémmdyh they still had elongated snouts and
sharp teeth. The arenas of old had replaced gladiatnshard-hitting sports and referees. Now they
wore padding and helmets while attempting to toss objed¢ts goals, instead of killing weaker
opponents.

“Where are the gnomes?” Jim asked. He was the firsttgnéze their absence.

A search ensued for the little people. We couldn’t &ingl. Jim became increasingly concerned.

“Something must have happened to them,” Adams explained to him

“Like what?”

“Maybe a virus went through their population.”

“Or the Deltans changed their opinion of them,” lan added pke.

“Don't say that!”



The more Jim searched for them, the more distraught lzemgede played an ongoing recording of
the acrobatic gnomes and was reluctant to work on Delta 13.

The crew attempted to pull Jim out of his depression witlwitreders of the modern planet. Deltans
used a variety of flying devices much like the Alphansygificthe devices worked on different principles.
The crafts had smooth shapes and moved at tremendous Bpegavere shiny, metallic and round.

“This part of it is spinning.” lan pointed to the lower aofa saucer shaped device. “My guess is that
it's spinning incredibly fast.”

“How is that different?” Frank asked him.

“Our engines work by either creating a contained explosidoyguulling air in and pushing that air
out. In either case, exhaust is created.

With the Deltan crafts, there’s no air movement arounththT here’s nothing entering or exiting.”

“What makes you think it's spinning?” Jessica asked him.

“The clue is in the shape,” lan said. “Why else wotlidy all be round? Why would you need a
roundness of shape? To spin, of course.”

Adams agreed. “The dynamics are like childhood toys. Remefiyling discs and tops?”

“So0?” Frank asked.

lan explained, “Spinning alters the physics of things. It mékegs weigh less. In theory, it might
be a way to break the speed of light.”

“What would that do?” Jim asked.

“Breaking the speed of light?” Adams said. “I doubt thabssible.”

“What if it is?” Jim repeated. “What do you think wouldppen?”

Neither of them had an immediate answer. Frank becatmested and waited for a response.

“When the sound barrier is broken,” lan began, “a sonic bogsults from air molecules forced
under pressure.”

“So if you have a similar thing with light,” Adams canied lan’s thought, “then as light particles are
forced under pressure, there might also be a releaserglyeRerhaps a light boom.”

“A light boom?” Frank asked.

“Possibly,” Adams continued. “Remember the equatiormq@als mc squared? That means energy
equals mass times the square of the speed of lighthe®gye light and time are all connected.”

“Now you've really lost me,” Frank said.

“The energy at the speed of light is almost beyond meadarecontinued. “It is such a staggering
amount that even getting near the speed of light buildsetndous energy.”

“The point is that these crafts have engines that spirgtikrasked.

“That’s my guess,” lan said.

“Fine. Do what you can to make sense of it.”

Adams and lan could talk of little else once the conversatiaried. They discussed concepts for
engine designs while Jessica showed me how to make sketehatctotheir words.

Another interesting device was like a roving pedestal. Mainyhe Deltans stood on them and
zoomed around a few feet over the ground. There was a rountbasand on and a podium for arms to
grab onto and a housing area for the controls.

“This reminds me of the PFDs,” | said. “As far as beangersonal transport.”

“But there aren't turbines blowing air for power,” Jessioted. “And they're smaller and hover close
to the ground.”



They also had no frames around them. The Deltan pedepisrad much simpler, though they
incorporated a new technology.

Frank asked, “Could this be made using reverse magnetism?”

lan said, “This pedestal does a lot more than just.flbateates lift and forward thrust.”

“Spinning again?” Frank asked.

“Most likely.”

Another item we found interesting was their method for hagdhass transit. The Deltans had built
pressurized tunnels for commuters, like a subway systemaslpweumatic tubing for people.

“Board a compartment at one end of the city,” Jessica iegaldo Frank, “and seconds later, step out
across town.”

“Or minutes later, across the continent,” | added.

“They can be built above ground or below, literally anywherewant them,” Jessica said.

Some of their products were beyond us. In the space aboypdatiet, the Deltans had a system of
satellites. Dozens of them were positioned above eatifeahain five continents. Jim searched for radio
signals coming or going from the devices but was unable tafigd

Adams remarked, “They don’t appear to be for communication.”

lan thought, “They may be a deterrent for incoming comets.”

Jessica said, “Maybe they’re outdated, and they've heeed off.”

I had no idea what to make of them, but I loved being a parteam that was doing what we could
to make sense of these things.

Whitney was fascinated with the updates, but only workéd wa for an hour or two each day on the
Deltans. When she did, she preferred to do her usual stoiesivironmental and species change. It
surprised me that she chose to work with the naturdbvibere, that she did not feel the excitement of
the inventions. Though we still cared for each other, Ideadtight rift in our friendship that was made
larger by my interest in technology and hers for nature.

Whitney found that the Deltan atmosphere indicated atslighease in temperature and greenhouse
gases, but not nearly what she expected. Surely, the Beltare using incredible amounts of energy,
power to supply the needs of a billion citizens.

She wondered, “Why isn't their atmosphere heating up moreciedly after our experience with
Alpha 177"

During the days that followed, Jessica and | made some diggpteat answered her question. The
Deltans had designed a power source that didn't create Tieatmore we learned of it, the more
fascinated we were.

The Deltan generators made use of magnetic forces. Thengaust had two enormous magnets in
the shape of concave slabs. These slabs stood upright tdhbalotdr. The rotor assembly was another
giant magnet in the shape of a cylinder that fit on top of thaghipslabs. The whole apparatus was
arranged so that the repulsion between the housing unithanmbtor assembly actually made the giant
rotor float.

“The rotor is incredibly heavy,” lan explained to Franket‘'ynce in place, it floats like a puff of air.
Then they get it to spin.”

“Go on,” Frank said.

lan explained, “This is the interesting part. It hasmaibn. It spins faster and faster until it puts out
more energy than it needs to keep it spinning.”

“A perpetual motion machine,” Adams added. “They're malioger for nothing.”



“Impossible,” Frank said. “Even | know energy can’t beated. It can only be converted.”

“That’s what | thought too,” Adams said, staring a beautiful design. “I can't believe we’ve found
this.”

“If you're right,” Frank said, “this is going to change exéing.”

“I know.”

“Why is it so important?” Jim asked.

“This is like discovering fire, the wheel and electricitythe same day,” Adams said.

lan reflected, “The funniest part is... it's not even clicaped. It's incredibly simple.”

“Who would be the buyer for something like this?” | askeainkr

“I'm sure we’'ll find the right one.”

Later in the month, Frank told us he had accepted a Hiegdfrom a major utility company.

“They want to sit on the plans and continue business ad, Usa explained.

Adams was upset. “We can'’t lock this idea away just bectney’re the highest bidder.”

“Why not?” Frank asked.

“This could revolutionize the world!”

“Free energy might not be in the best interest of thelpgoFrank mentioned. “How do you know
this won't take off and spin out of control? Giving everyondtm planet unlimited energy sounds like
quite a leap. We might not be ready for that.”

Adams sat in his chair, torn over the whole thing. Hechtite thought of not having the wonders of
modern physics on display.

“It will come out in due time, Webster. That time jist't now.”

“Promise me not to make any more deals until | go ovecagh&act,” Adams said.

“The thermodynamic laws of energy have been turned upside down, and theyragm the vault
of an investor. How much is this worth? I'll never have a financial @mmeven if | live to be as old as
the Thetans, yet | don't care. Frank is a trusted friend, but thismdakks me sick. Chalk another one up
to hindsight.”

- From p. 117 of Webster’s journal.

Communication

Jessica and lan left for the night, exhausted after wgrkn the Deltan generators. Adams was tired
too. He was battling a cold and didn't feel like stayindads as usual. He asked me if | would mind



giving Whitney a ride home, since she came with him. She tithseditating with the Thetans, and
neither of us wanted to interrupt it.

“Go ahead,” | told him. “I'll wait.”

| planned on relaxing in my chair for the last half houobethe Thetan sun rose over Coasttown.

After Adams had left, | observed Whitney in her meditatidrdeep stillness took over the lab. The
monitors showed the faces of the six Thetans in meditatiavad still something of a marvel to me. It
was eerily strange, yet calm. | closed my eyes and reldwstias | was beginning to fade out, | suddenly
realized | had no idea where | had placed my keys.rtised for them all over my desk, yet | couldn’t
find them and quickly got frustrated.

“Where are my car keys?” | said aloud, as my semcthem became anxious.

“Behind the fire extinguisher,” Whitney said calmly from Iséting position with her eyes closed.

| was surprised that she had answered me. | apologizewf being quieter. Then | realized that she
was right. | walked over to the fire extinguisher and foomdkeys placed on the ledge behind it. | had
put them there upon arrival when Jessica had unloaded a bunatuaietds on me. It was the only time
| had ever put my keys there, and | was sure that no @hseasm me do it.

“How did you know that?” | asked her in a hushed tone. There wassponse from Whitney. |
couldn't tell if she was still meditating or if she wast sitting there with her eyes closed. “Whitney, can
you hear me?”

“She cannot hear you at the moment,” was the response\Whitmey. Her voice had a strange
calmness to it, and | assumed she was joking around.

“If she can’'t hear me, then how does she know where my keys are?

“She doesn’t,” was the response from Whitney.

“Okay, I'll play along. Then who am I talking with?”

“In your terms, the one you refer to as The Grandmother.”

“Very funny. Jim, you must have whispered where they wdnie | was going through my desk,
right?”

“I had no idea,” Jim replied. His green light pulsed.

“Okay, I'll admit that was a good one. Now can you finish ughwhat you're doing so we can get
out of here?”

Whitney made no response. | looked up at the monitors and savia¢benTsun had yet to rise over
Coasttown. The Thetans were still in their meditatiom.w#&s Whitney. | looked at The Grandmother
sitting calmly in her spot. | felt uneasy and sat dowmwtdesk. | waited patiently for the Thetan sun to
rise and for Whitney to come out of her session.

About twenty minutes passed before the session ended.iX fidnetans stood and left the circle.
Whitney rolled her neck around. She opened her eyes slosilythee room was bright.

“Did my father leave already?” she asked me through a yawn

“Yes, he did,” | told her. “That was a good joke, by the way

“What do you mean?” Whitney asked. | jangled the car keysommt bf her. “What are you talking
about?”

“You almost had me going. Jim was perfectly calm abolitwas kind of funny, I'll admit.”

Whitney gave me a blank expression. She said, “Jon, Irfidea what you're talking about.”

“The joke’s over. I'll be in the car.” | walked out of theeol



When Whitney sat in the passenger seat, she repeated tlagdrsh&now what | was talking about.
As we sped down the road, | went over the conversation weahadt the keys and about The
Grandmother. | repeated that it was very amusing, biltwanted to know how she knew it.

Whitney told me, “Stop the car.” | pulled over on the sidehefrbad. She looked me in the eyes and
said, “Are you making this up?”

“Why would | make this up?”

“l promise you,” she said, “I have no idea what you're tadkabout.”

“You told me where my keys were, and then you said you wetem'one | was talking with, but you
were The Grandmother!”

“That’s crazy!”

“Tell me about it!”

We drove the rest of the way to her house in silenceh@get out of the car, she searched my face
one last time. | realized that we were doubting each otkertgrity. | drove back to my place with an
overwhelming feeling that Whitney had been honest with me. Imt&hs that | had known her, | had
never once heard her tell a lie or play a joke on someonasti't like her to do those things, no matter
how trivial.

The next day, neither of us spoke about it to the others. Weealient our work as usual. | assisted
Adams on Deltan pneumatic tunnels. Jessica and lan evarkeoving pedestals. Whitney spent her day
finding new Thetan villages and documenting the people who made wavribes meditation groups.
She was still attempting to understand their longevity andgrio figure out how it could affect our
lives.

As the day wound down, Adams asked, “Would you mind stdgiegagain to give Whitney a ride?”

He still wasn't feeling well. All of us were feelingpe effects of months of long days at work. |
considered telling him about the past night’'s event, but idstesaid it would be fine.

Adams left with Jessica and lan. They were still tising Deltan pedestals on their way out the
door. Whitney and | were alone in the lab. She placed heomtne floor and put her assorted photos of
the Thetans in their proper places. She lit three candiésan incense stick. Then she watched the
monitors, waiting for the Coasttown Thetans to arrive.

| fixed my attention on the Thetan monitors. The groupibofipproached the podium in the darkness
of the predawn light. The Grandmother led the way. | watetigda growing curiosity to see if | could
detect anything different about her, but | couldn’t. Everhendim light, | saw the look of serenity that
defined her. The six Thetans took their positions within ttedeciWhitney closed her eyes. | pretended to
stay busy with other duties. Jim said nothing, as he emhjpgdicipating in the sessions.

Within a few minutes, | sensed that Whitney was lodkesl meditative state. There was a difference
about her face and her being that was subtle, but | could/telh she was there. Her face showed no
emotion. She became the epitome of calmness. Jim’'s gogerdiwindled down to a very low level. As
the meditation ensued, | became more curious and thoughtysftavanake sense of what had happened
the night before.

I walked over to Whitney. | placed my hand several inches fher face and snapped my fingers
lightly. She made no acknowledgement.

“Whitney?” | said softly. No response came back. | agépé her name again.

“She’s meditating,” Jim said quietly.



“I know. I'm just checking something out.” The monitor showed Tih@n@mother sitting at her spot
ever so peacefully. | wondered if it was worth trying somoestions. “Grandmother,” | said toward
Whitney, as | looked at the Thetan face on the monitor. Y@arhear me?”

“Yes,” came the response from Whitney’s mouth. The voice wategé didn’'t know what to say.
The one thing | felt for certain was that Whitney waspiaying a joke.

“Grandmother,” | began, “is it your voice that | am hegrcoming through Whitney?”

“At this time, yes,” Whitney spoke calmly.

“Do you mind if | ask a question?” | asked nervously.

“If it pleases you,” she said. Her words came slowly, thiede was a distinct properness to them.

“How did you know where my car keys were the other day?”

“The same as | know where they are now,” was the respamse/fthitney’s mouth.

“Where are they?” | asked.

“In the front right pocket of your pants,” she answereds Tame as another surprise but not a shock,
for that's where they usually were.

“May | ask you another question?” | said, building up configetactest her.

“If it pleases you.”

“Jim, do me a favor and make a recording of this.”

“Okay.”

“How many beer bottles are on the shelf in my bathroomyaapartment?”

| had started the collection once | reached drinking agerted at twenty and placed a new beer
bottle from a different country once a year on the shieliadl evolved into something important to me.
The collection was my way of feeling cosmopolitan. Bheas exactly one bottle for each year that | was
alive. No one in the world knew about it. Whitney had neven loggde my apartment.

“There are thirty-three,” was the response. She was righ

“How do you know that?” | asked with absolute interest.

Through Whitney, The Grandmother spoke about vibrations and immrsesome kind of records.
Within ten seconds, she had lost me entirely. She spolpeatt length in a poised manner. The most |
gathered from her spiel was that people were entitidsl@at everything was made up of vibrations. She
went on and on for about fifteen minutes.

| had absolutely no idea what she was talking about, busireléeved that Jim was recording it.
After she stopped, | got a warm feeling about the whoiggythi

“What color are the stripes on my socks?” | asked her. ne

“Blue on the right, green on the left.”

“Are you still recording this, Jim?”

“Every word.”

“Good. What was the name of the dog | got when | wa®’te

“You called him Shep,” came the response.

| asked any trivial question that | could think of, and ahswered correctly each time. Somehow,
this Thetan elder knew everything about me.

| remained quiet for the remainder of the session and waldmedrandmother sitting calmly. | felt
a growing respect toward her and the others in the groupitédvior what seemed an eternity for the
Thetan sun to rise and the session to end. Once Whizimeg lback to present awareness, | didn't give her
much time to unwind before | started telling her what egpened.

“I really don’'t want to start this conversation agaimésnterrupted me.



“We taped it,” | told her. “Just listen.”

Jim replayed it. Whitney rolled her eyes when the question dbedteer bottles came up, but when
she heard her own voice respond with the number thirty-thheebecame more interested. Then | asked
how The Grandmother did it. When her response started coming\lWadkey was overwhelmed. Her
body quivered as if she was hit by an electrode.

“That’s my voice!” she said.

“I know. It's incredible!”

“What am I talking about?” she asked in disbelief.

We listened again through the long explanation. Whitney shook her haas#zement. She also had
difficulty understanding the meaning behind the words. The dBnather kept referring to vibrations,
intentions and entities, and something called the Akaglgiords.

Neither of us could follow it entirely, but its eloquencela&omplexity supported the argument that
this was indeed the voice of another speaker. Whitney didk'thzt way. Nobody did.

“We've got to share this with my father,” Whitney saidigRt away.” We raced back to her house in
my wheels. When we arrived, we discovered Adams aslees ineki. Knowing he wasn't feeling well,
we decided the news could wait until morning.

| drove home thinking about the wonder of it. When | reached mstragat, | went straight to my
bathroom and counted the bottles on my shelf. A part ofwae suddenly nervous that | had been
inaccurate.

To my delight, there were thirty-three beer bottlesxgzected.

The next morning, when | arrived at work, Whitney and Adareese already listening to the recording.
The speaker was within the lengthy explanation. Adams haokaof confusion building up on face. He
acknowledged my presence but said nothing.

“It's amazing, isn't it,” | said. Whitney smiled bact ine.

“It certainly is,” Adams managed, though he chose his svoaditiously.

“What do you think about it?” | asked him.

“I'm not sure yet.” He signaled to me to keep quiet sodwéctlisten.

Jessica arrived and was curious what was going on, butsheeakived a wave off from Adams as
he focused on the voice. By the time lan arrived, it was alower. The tape replayed the questions
about my socks and my old dog’s name. lan assumed itomaes lnd of joke.

“What's this all about?” he asked.

Adams didn’t say anything. | told Jessica and lan aboupteous night. | had trouble containing
my enthusiasm. But when | finished the story and waitedhieir responses, all that came back were
smart remarks and laughter.

“You don't believe me?” | asked them.

“No,” they said. | glanced to Adams for confirmation. Was locked in the same thought pattern that
| had seen on his face when | entered the room.

“What about you, Dad?”

“Well,” Adams said slowly, “there must be a reasonaiglanation.”

“Like what?” | asked.

“Like you two are making this up,” he said flatly. Whitneysadisappointed.

“Jim, tell them we’re not making this up,” | said.

“They’re not making it up,” Jim said emphatically.



“Now you’ve got Jim in on this too?” Jessica asked nien flot sure that’s such a good idea.”

Adams agreed with her. “It takes the light waves almestyears to reach Jim's camera from that
planet,” he reminded us. “When we'’re watching these peopleewseitching them two years ago. How
could you be having a conversation with them?”

“| agree,” | said. “I understand that you don’t believe .tBist you will after seeing it for yourselves.
Is that okay with you?” | asked Whitney.

“Sure.”

Jessica and lan agreed. So it was set. We would $é#eitney could do it again with an audience.
We spent the rest of the day not talking about it.

Whitney looked self-conscious as the others watched her ladedns about her mat in the usual
manner. She preferred to meditate when everyone had lefthevdather. | hoped she would be able to
relax enough to reach that state of detachment.

Finally, the monitors above Whitney’s desk showed the group dftexans approaching the podium
at the beautiful village of Coasttown. The GrandmotherHedaay. They took their positions around the
circle. | explained to the others in a quiet voice the wah@imeditation sessions as | had observed.

The first several minutes were rather awkward. Whitrnissnapted to relax while the others sat and
observed skeptically. lan checked his watch a few tiraeista say he hoped this wouldn’t take too long.

| whispered, “It's worth the wait.”

Whitney was getting close. | wanted to give her a few axirates to be sure. The others waited
with mixed expressions appearing on their faces as theesipatsed.

lan and Jessica noted the simple design on the circulanrpoaind the seating placement of the
people. lan observed that the Thetans sat with six peo@leseven-pointed circle. The position next to
The Grandmother was left unoccupied, as was their custom.

I noticed the look of settlement on Whitney's face. | ask€dn anybody hear me?”

“Yes,” Whitney calmly replied.

“Am | speaking with the Grandmother?” | asked.

“You have said it so.”

lan and Jessica shared doubtful looks. Adams sat still.

| said, “Is it okay to ask some more questions?”

“If it pleases you,” Whitney replied.

“Go ahead,” | told the others. “Ask her anything you want.

There was a long pause. Adams looked like he didn't wantytasgthing at all, while lan just
seemed lost in a blank moment.

“What did | have for breakfast today?” Jessica asked.

“Half a melon and some bread,” Whitney replied. Jessirseed an eyebrow.

“How much do | weigh?” lan asked with a laugh.

“In your terms, 175 pounds.”

“That’s about right, I think. How old am I?” lan added. Yeconds.”

“One billion, one hundred sixty-three million, sixty-five thansl, two hundred and three,” she
answered. | smiled broadly. | had a feeling she wag.righ repeated the first three numbers to himself
and thought about it. He grabbed his calculator ancestainching in numbers.

“What was the name of my childhood doll?” Jessica askedralsusied himself with the calculator.

“You called her Sissy,” the reply came. Jessica nodded heriheamazement.



“What was the name of Jessica’s first lover?” | aski$sica gave me a look of disapproval and
elbowed me in the chest.

“The entity’s name was Randall Jackson, during his mat#on.”

“She’s right. But why do you say, ‘during his incarnation®ssica added.

“Because that entity has passed on,” Whitney said.

“l wasn't aware of that.” Jessica sat down absorbingrif@mation. “I haven't thought of him for
over twenty years.”

“How old am I in seconds?” lan repeated after coming itip ks answer.

“One billion, one hundred sixty-three million, sixty-five thaasl, two hundred and fifty.”

“I have myself at a few less than that, although ot exactly sure what time | was born. Plus, |
didn’t factor in for this year. Are you starting fromthior conception?”

“Get past it, lan!” | told him. “Ask her something thratlly interests you!”

“You mean | can ask her anything, and she’ll know the ariswe

“That’s what I'm trying to tell you!”

lan thought about it. He thought about the simplest questmidis on his mind from the past week.

“Why can’'t we get the platform drive system on our prgietyo emit the same amount of force as
the ones from Delta 137" lan asked. “Does she know that?”

Adams interrupted, “Don’t be absurd, lan. She can’t know abbut

“The problem lies in the set ratio of the emission sotfnm® the distance to the refraction lenses,”
Whitney began. “Velocities will be greatly improved by gbning and widening this area.”

lan perked up immediately. Whitney continued speaking imieal terms. She answered eloquently,
using complex words of physics and engineering. Adams, lan andaleszie spellbound. | loved it,
knowing that this would put to rest any doubt that this wasriwed by Whitney or me. lan found the
answer to his liking, though he shook his head that thikl cmihappening.

“Jim, are you recording this?” Adams asked.

“Every word.”

The speaker went on and on. She pointed out several fadc#teio design that either needed
improvements or simply weren't correct interpretatioristtee Deltan technology. lan lit up with
amazement. Jessica agreed that the speaker was makeg pense. Once the speaker had finished,
there was a quiet buzz throughout the lab.

Whitney sat calmly.

lan asked, “How are you so knowledgeable about these dritenss/@’

The speaker answered through Whitney, “This informasgaaccessible in the Akashic records.” lan
shrugged as if he didn’t understand.

“I have a question for you,” Adams added with a smilef &g was trying to get to the bottom of a
joke. “Are you aware that your planet is moving outwardg it ®"’

“Yes,” she replied.

“What is causing that?”

“In the presence of a growing star, we ask our planetaeenaccordingly,” the reply came from
Whitney.

“Are you saying that you are responsible for this?”

“We are through for the present,” Whitney said.

“What do you mean?”



The monitor showed the Thetan sun was beginning to rise owasttGan. Within a minute, the
group of six would get up from their positions and resume tioemal activities.

Adams repeated, “What do you mean ‘we are through?"”

“It's too late,” | told him. “Their sun is coming up. Tisession only lasts while they’re in the trance.”

“I don’t understand,” Adams said.

“Forget about that for a second,” | told him. “What do ylonk? lan? Adams? Jessica?”

“Absolutely incredible,” Jessica whispered, watching thet@ins get out of their seated positions.

Whitney began to roll her head. She opened her eyes slowlgtiadjto the light. She looked at us
as we stared at her in amazement.

“What?” Whitney asked defensively. “Did it work?”

“Unbelievable,” lan said. “How did you know all those apss®?”

“All what answers?”

“You mean you don’t remember?”

“She doesn’t have any awareness of it while it's going oaexplained. “We don’t know why. Maybe
we should ask them next time.”

“What did you think, Dad?”

Adams was slow to respond. He mulled over the informatiorddésn’t make any sense. Though
what you said about the Deltan pedestals made a lenets

Jessica asked, “How do you feel, Whitney?”

“A little drained but fine. What did | say?”

Jim printed out a transcript. Whitney moved to a chairsoanned it.

After a few moments she reached out for Jessica. ‘©'sosry about your friend.”

Jessica acknowledged the remark and sat next to her. Wheaadyon. She was amazed with the
description of the mechanisms that had not been sorted olanbgnd Adams. “This part is really
wonderful,” she whispered.

“I'd like a copy of that as well,” lan said. Jim préat another for him and one for Adams.

“How can they do it?” Adams asked Whitney. “How can thegak through you, especially
concerning the physics involved?”

“I have no idea.”

Adams was skeptical yet intrigued. He eyed The Grandmadtileewatched her quietly as she walked
off the podium and back to her grass hut.

The following day, Adams and lan read through the adeitdghe Deltan roving pedestals. The
comments made by The Grandmother were pure genius. As theyexthég information, they came up
with a series of follow-up questions.

Adams told Whitney, “I still don’t believe that it's possbbut just for a laugh, I'd like to ask how
the Thetans are getting their information.”

“Fine,” Whitney said.

“| also want to know how the planet moves in orbit, beyond thplsianswer they gave.”

Whitney wasn’t sure what to make of her new ability. Sibated it entirely to the Thetans. She
mentioned, “If anyone would like to try it, all you need toislstart meditating with them.”

That evening, we contacted the Coasttown Thetans agamtifta, the crew had a list of prepared
guestions.



Adams asked The Grandmother the first question. “How aueaypte to communicate through my
daughter?”

“By connecting at the subconscious level,” the speaker bed&e. Subconscious mind is in direct
communication with all other subconscious minds.”

“Help me understand that,” Adams said.

The speaker spelled out a detailed account of the ovaatlept of communication. It was very
matter-of-fact, unemotional information. She discusseglpess entities. She also discussed energy and
vibrations. “Vibrations” was a buzzword that kept popping up. Asderstood it, the Thetans used the
word to encompass verbal and mental communication. Thinkiagyokind seemed to be a vibration. So
was the ever-flowing wealth of information about anythingla

I wasn't sure what vibrations didn't encompass. Terms likeifse manifestations” and “planetary
influences” also came up. Many of the answers were\anded.

“Do you understand that this makes no sense?” Adams adileel view we see of you is from light
waves that take two years to reach us. How can wediagsthose wavelengths and conversing with you
simultaneously?”

“The subconscious exists out of time,” the reply came fronmt, “just as spirit exists out of
time.”

Again, the speaker went into a lengthy explanation about xXisteece of non-physical entity
processes. It was along the lines of thought waves beingivitsdhat existed beyond any measurement.
Within a few sentences, she had lost me entirely.

Once the ramblings had stopped, Adams said, “Let’s mangput of it.” Though the meditation was
still taking place, and we had several questions ameted to ask, there was a certain uneasiness about the
process. Adams wasn’'t sure how he felt about his daughtey bsed as a medium. “I don’'t know how
safe this whole process is.”

| shook her shoulders lightly. When she didn’t respond, | shook taeder. Then Whitney gasped
for air and opened her eyes wide. As she regained consasysie was profoundly affected. She
laughed softly as tears streamed down her face. Adamsblefieie her and took her hands. She motioned
to him that she was fine. It was the first time anyone ha#en her out of one of the sessions. It had an
intense effect, like being awakened in the middle ofval\dream.

Whitney sat wide-eyed and amazed as we told her the inflometie had presented. As usual, she
hadn’t the vaguest notion that she had spoken at all, let Bloh@enty minutes. She asked for a glass of
water.

Jessica provided one, and Whitney took a few sips.

“It was like a blurring of time,” Whitney said. Instead wdcalling a pleasant meditation and
momentary loss of senses, as usual, she described aflmdy perception of her own spirit surrounded
by others. “There was warmth and calm. There was love, ¢dart’'t describe it. | couldn’t see faces, but |
sensed the presence of others with me.”

“Just when | thought I'd seen everything. Could Whit be a medium forhé®@aids? No. | cannot
accept that. There must be an explanation. It doesn’t make sense ordezealflevels. But how did she
describe Deltan technology so well?”

- From p. 124 of Webster’s journal.



Psychic Abilities

That night was the summer festival. The stores closely.eA large section of Main Street was

blocked off. The townspeople gathered for a parade anddikewo celebrate the end of summer.
Whitney and | had planned to watch it.

She chose a picnic on a quiet hillside, where we could sexctivity of the town below. We hiked
up a ways and spread a blanket under a tree. Whitney unpackeddresfl opened the wine. We ate in
silence and watched the parade of town floats and markiisg

“More wine?” she asked me.

“Please.” | offered my glass.

“You've been quiet, Jon.” She tore off some bread andsehdst into it and offered me the last bite.

“My mind keeps flashing back to your meditation today.”

“You're not upset with all this weird stuff , are you?”

“No, but... it is strange.”

“It's strange for me too,” she said. “Does it frighten you?

“Frighten might not be the right word. | just don’t undensitét.”

“Do you need to understand it?”

“l want to. Not that | understand most things at wdmlk, this... this has really been a surprise.”

“Do you believe in psychic abilities?” she asked.

“I never have. Why, do you think you’re psychic?”

“Sometimes. Things will happen, and I'll feel like | km& was going to happen.”

“l don't think I'd want a gift like that,” | said.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know.”

“Have you ever had an experience where it feels strarkgeydiu’d already experienced that? That
you were seeing something you'd seen before?”

“I think so.”

“Isn’t that sort of the same thing?”

“Maybe. | don’t want to think about it too much.”

She sensed my apprehension. A part of me didn’t want Whitnbg fesychic. | recognized it too,
though I didn’t know why.

“I really need your friendship right now,” she said, lying daand looking at the sky.

“You've got it,” | said, lying next to her and taking her hatitn here for you. If | feel a little weird
about it, that’s just me. You can understand that, right?”

“l guess it would be strange if you didn’t feel that way.

| kissed her on the cheek, then on her lips. Then the fikswaent off. We sat up to watch them.



Skeptics

The next day we eagerly awaited the afternoon, when the GQeaskhetans took their places at the

podium. Whitney prepared her floor space with her mat, caadiéscons. Then she handed me a piece
of paper.

“What's this?” | asked her.

“Questions from me,” she said. “I'd like you to ask thentsih obviously can't do it while in that
state.”

“Oh,” | said, surprised that Whitney needed to ask angthi

| looked over the paper. There were four main questionswdheed to know if they could heal with
touch and, if so, how. She wanted to know if anyone could cottiaot, or if she was unique. She
wanted to know the purpose behind the design of their villages,pedind meditation circles. She also
wanted to know how long they lived.

“I'm not sure we'll have time for all of these,” | tolder. “Your dad and lan have a number of
guestions as well.” Judging from the length of the speakes{sonses, | wasn't sure we could get through
more than four or five questions in a given session.

“Just make sure you ask one of my questions for every twoydathner’'s,” she told me. “These are
some of the things I'm dying to find out.”

“I'll do what I can,” | said. She gave me a serious lot®ne of yours for every two of his,” |
repeated.

The six Thetans approached the podium. Whitney hurried herseffosition. She lit her candles and
placed the photos around her mat.

Adams, lan and Jessica came over. Frank was also pteseitness the phenomenon for the first
time. He sat in a chair at some distance. We all §ghigtney plenty of space and tried not to stare as she
began her meditation. After about ten minutes, | sensadltie was ready for questions.

Adams gave me a list of seven questions. Then he whispeferank, “I still don’'t believe in this,
but the answers have been fascinating.”

We began with specifics concerning Deltan roving pedestdis. engineers back at Maxwell
Enterprises had made headway from the previous informationthbint progress only led to more
guestions.

Whitney answered the first question in technical jarggtahced over to Frank. He was transfixed.

“Very interesting,” he whispered to Adams.

Adams asked follow-up questions in response to the ansi&mse got into the third and fourth of
his questions strictly on ways of producing greater foncthe Deltan drive systems, | wondered if we
would have any time for the questions that Whitney hagaveel. | hesitated to mention it to Adams,



since he and lan were making so much progress. The houbyléwhen the speaker informed us that we
were through for the present, | hadn’t asked any oftiékis requests.

She rolled her head slowly, coming out of the session. Fapplauded her efforts.

“Most amazing thing I've ever seen,” he told her.

“I'm glad you liked it,” Whitney responded. “Can | get a point, Jim?” Jim produced a few pieces of
paper, and she scanned through them looking for her questions.

“We made a lot of progress today,” Adams told her. “Thdugifil don't get it, | can’t argue with the
results.” He also had Jim produce a copy of the notdsifitself and lan as they returned to their desks to
make sense of the new information.

“You didn’t ask any of my questions?” Whitney looked atsternly. “Not even one?”

“There wasn'’t any time,” | apologized. “Their answers Keptding to more questions, and they were
making such progress. | couldn’t break in.”

Whitney wasn't impressed. She packed up her things and toldther $he was taking the car home.
She left the room noticeably upset.

After she had left, Frank asked us, “Can we step r@ather room for a moment?”

Jessica, lan, Adams and | followed him from the lab aadarourselves comfortable in the office.
Frank sat down in Webster’s chair and paused for a momsegntching for the right words.

“What do you make of this?” he asked Adams from behind tble de

Adams rubbed his eyes. “It's the strangest thing I've eeen,” he said, sitting in the chair facing
him. “It makes absolutely no sense from a standpoint ofighys

“Even beyond the physics of it, how can this knowledge come fromacimitive culture?” Frank
asked.

lan chimed in, “Those people don't even possess a stegimeeor an electric bulb.”

“That’s what I'm getting at,” Frank said. “If they atlke most primitive culture we've found, then
how can they make sense of these matters of technology?”

“It doesn’t add up,” Jessica said, pacing about the room.

Adams shrugged, “I don’t have an answer for it.”

“I'm just going to throw this out there,” Frank said, “Doive put off by it. What's the chance that
this information is coming through Jim?”

“What?” | cried out, standing from my chair. “Thatidiculous.”

“Hold on, Mr. Gruber. | don’'t doubt your sincerity, but let present a possible case. It's been long
known that Whitney and Jim have preferred this Thetan cudinoe we found them. Could it be possible
that this is some prank to get the rest of us to believeltba have special powers?”

“What are you saying?” Adams asked him. “That the twihei conjured this up?”

“I'm just looking for a reasonable explanation,” Frank addedou‘ know, when all things are
considered, typically the simplest solution is the right’one

“But how could the answers be coming from Whitney?” lan astfeewing his pen.

“An earpiece,” Frank said, “or a well-placed speaker tmy she can hear. Have you noticed how
slowly she talks while giving the answers?”

“But how would they know details about the drive system88igda asked.

Frank reasoned, “Hasn’t Jim been working the entiree tdtocumenting the Deltan products and
watching the three of you try and make sense of them? f2ehegs figured out what you haven't been
able to.”

“Why would he keep that to himself?” Adams asked.



“Maybe he finds it amusing? I'm just saying that it's plokes”

“But what about all that other information that was pnésé before you saw this?” | said, standing
over the desk. “What about the things she knew about Jessitanaindm before?”

“Have you ever heard of background checks?” Frank saidpniog for me to have a seat. “Relax,
Jon. My companies do them all the time with high-ranking ge@slpecially in something classified.”

“I don't believe it,” | said, sitting back down. “I canéven believe we’re talking about this
seriously!”

“Wait a second,” Adams said, pondering the idea. “I cdispute the information we've been given.
But it is much more plausible that this data is confiiogh Jim rather than from that primitive tribe.”

“I'd have to agree with that,” lan added.

“You think Jim would play a trick on you?” | asked them.

“I'm just trying to make sense of something that doesn’'t n@ke sense!” Adams said, pulling his
hands through his hair.

“You said she’s in a trance while she’s doing this?” Frasied me.

“That’s right. She doesn’t have any memory upon waking frdm it.

Frank informed us, “People who are truly in a traneeliggrally removed from their senses.”

Jessica continued his thought, “So she wouldn’t feélne gave her a prick on the finger.”

“That’s the point,” Frank added. “If she’s really antrance, then she can’t hear through an earpiece
either. | don'’t think any of us believe the information is amgrsolely through Whitney.”

“Are you serious?” | argued. “You don't believe it could cdnoen the Thetans?”

“No, I don't believe it,” Adams said flatly. “For sewareasons.”

“Listen,” Jessica said, standing behind me. “We don’t dgobit Jon, but we're going to need a little
more proof of this phenomenon. Surely you recognize that ther@susce this information is coming
through Jim.”

“Then check her ears for an earpiece,” | reasoned. “@dstext to her and see if you can hear Jim's
voice.”

“l hate to admit it,” Adams added, “but a simple pricktba finger will let us know whether she’s in
a trance or not.”

“It really is the only way,” Jessica added.

| argued with them, but it was a lost cause. For the shkeientific analysis, it was settled. Even |
was forced to agree that it was for the good of everyoreetpst a little skeptical in our approach. |
assured them that | would not share the discussion imitlorJWhitney.

The next day Whitney made us promise to ask her questionsol8hedams, “If you guys want my
future assistance, then first let all four of my quesibe asked before continuing with your own.”

He agreed to it.

Around noon, Frank and the rest of us watched her go thrdvegpréparations of getting into her
meditative trance. The Thetans took their positions on the poitilCoasttown. Whitney sat quietly for
about ten minutes. The monitor above her desk showed the face dBréhdmother in her calm
presence. Once Whitney had a look of detachment on her faxdé,Adams she was ready. He advised
me to go ahead with the questions that Whitney had prkpare

“Grandmother,” | asked, “is anyone capable of doing what Wekitis doing? Is anyone capable of
being the medium for this information?”



“Yes,” Whitney replied. “All subconscious minds are conneclieid essential to be at peace to let the
information flow. The knack for being the medium is to endbéconscious mind to receive vibrations
from the subconscious. Even Whitney has not yet acquireditiat,ahough with practice she could.”

“Okay, question number two. Are you capable of healingrettieough touch, and if so, how?”

“We are,” she replied. “Physical beings are beingsnefgy. Pain is the result of energy not flowing
properly...”

The speaker went into great detail. | understood the Distbut once again, she had lost me.

Adams nodded to Jessica to administer the first tesicddssd drawn the short straw. She was to
prick Whitney with a sharp pin underneath the fingernail.

Jessica approached her slowly with the pin. Whitney contirmegdak about the physical body and
energy fields. Jessica calmly took one of Whitney’s hantts er own and brought the pin to the
fingernail.

“What are you doing?” Jim asked her.

“This is just a test,” Jessica told him.

“It's okay, Jim,” Adams added from his chair, waving &ssica to proceed.

Jessica slowly inserted the pin into the underside of Whgmeil. A spot of blood dripped out as
the pin was inserted far enough to stay there on its deasica replaced her hand where it had been i
Whitney’s lap. The pin remained lodged as Whitney spoke withoeftruption or change in expression.
Several glances went about the room as Whitney finished letragput energy healing.

“Satisfied?” | asked them.

“Almost,” Frank said. “I know this isn't pleasant, butsitin the interest of everyone. Ask the next
guestion please, Mr. Gruber.”

It had been mentioned by lan that perhaps a prick on the fivmdd not be an adequate test. Leave
it to lan to recognize such things, | thought.

“What is the purpose behind the layout of the Thetan villagésis there a podium central to every
village, and why do Thetans meditate there every day justeodawn?”

Whitney answered in the speaker’s voice. “Theta 7, as yauhsaydifferent situations from your
planet. These have been evolutionary changes, some to thesysilam and some to the people. The
circle is a manifestation of the spiritual spheres otigrice...”

Whitney continued with another detailed response. | wisheg could have found shorter ways of
answering. During the spiel, Adams nodded to Jessica tomatenithe second test.

Jessica took one of the matches Whitney used to light heratieditandles. They were large,
wooden matches that scraped on the side of the box. She struckattle. The space around her
iluminated as the sulfur exploded. She let the match bura fooment. The wood absorbed much of the
heat. She then took Whitney’s other hand and gently heldlieaspeaker continued on the subject of the
meditation circles.

“Please forgive me for doing this,” Jessica told her. Simygblew out the match and then stuck it
into Whitney’s palm causing it to lightly burn the flesh. Agaturned his head in discomfort. Jessica
looked amazed as she removed the smoking match from Whitnéyis“@h my God.”

Jessica backed away as Whitney continued talking withgos 9if discomfort or tension. She went
on for several minutes, even though nobody was listening.

“Now are you satisfied?” | asked them. Impressed looks Wwent lan to Frank to Adams.

“Did she have another question?” Jessica reminded me.



“Yes. Whitney would like to know how long your people arengi How many revolutions around
your sun?”

“We are living much longer than you are accustomed to,” Whiteplied. “I have lived for over
30,000 solar orbits, as you call them.” | shook my head in dsbehd looked over to Adams. His
expression had not changed, as if he was trying to segythtba Thetans. “The man to my left is over
70,000 years old. We will review this another time, forarethrough for the present.”

The Thetan sun was beginning to rise. The session had ended.

Within moments, Whitney would come out of her trance.

“I hope you’re satisfied,” | said to Adams and Rcaangry with them.

Adams tossed his hands as if he gave up. Frank nodded albritpevdthers.

The pin still hung from Whitney’s fingernail. | grabbed ittgunard to pull it out. It was sunk in deep.
It finally came out from the nail with a trickle of blood

“Can | get a napkin over here or something?” | demanded.

Jessica hurried over with a clean handkerchief. We wrayffathey’s finger gently and placed it
back into her lap. The Thetans stood and began leaving the palhitmey rolled her head slowly. Then
she cried out in pain and held her hands to her chest.

“What happened?!” she shouted. | dropped to my knees indfdwr. Whitney cried louder.

“Whitney, I'm so sorry. Please forgive me.”

“What did you do to me?!” she said as she inspected hedyplfinger and felt the pain of the burn on
her other hand. Jessica brought some cream over and adradisterthe burn.

Adams said, “It was my fault, dear. You can blame me.”

“Why?”

“We had to confirm that you really were in a trance.”

“What did you think | was doing?!”

Frank added, “Please, try to understand this from our pbinew.”

“I don’t know if | want to.” She got up and grabbed her fathegr keys and ran from the room. Her
meditation candles and icons were still in place on tha fl

“That went well,” | said.

“It had to be done,” Adams said.

“She’ll feel better soon,” Frank added. “She’ll understamdhad to do what we did.”

| picked up Whitney's items and put them on her desk where shehleapt t rolled up her mat and
put it away. Jim printed out a copy of what the Grandmdibkdrsaid.

“This might help her feel better,” Jim told me.

| grabbed the printout and excused myself for the eveningetraxy car back to Whitney’s house.
When | got there, | saw no sign of her or Webster’'s caglt like a schmuck. What a great friend | had
been. | folded the papers over, pinned them to the front doowitd her name on them. | also wrote
that | was sorry.

Whitney didn’t show up for work the next day. Adams said stmmechome late and had been in her
room ever since.

He said, “Give her some time.”

He too felt badly for what had happened, but he insisted st the right thing to do. Jessica felt
terrible about it, but she reminded me that what happenedetassary.

“How can we accept something like this without validatiod@Ssica asked me.

| still felt awful. In my opinion, | had been the one wkbWhitney down.



The three of them were making sense of a new design f@elhan drive system. They were using
the notes from the Thetan speaker like it was an old treasap with a few missing pieces.

| excused myself early and drove to Whitney’s house. Sunghsishe answered the door and let me
in. Whitney listened quietly as | reviewed the conversatian led to the testing. What shocked her the
most was that the crew could even think that Jim miglmagved in a prank.

“Are you going to come back to work?” | asked her.

“I'm going to have to,” Whitney said, showing me the printivatn the past reading. “Have you read
this? It's incredible.”

I had almost forgotten that the Thetans had answetddual of Whitney’s questions. She handed
them to me, and | skimmed through them. Within a fewesw®ts, | was lost as to the meaning behind the
words. The only answer | really understood was the resportke subject of aging.

“You were right,” | said, with my focus on the pages. “¥laee living for huge lengths of time.”

“I have some more questions | need to ask them.”

“l promise you, nothing will ever happen again.”

“I'm not worried about you, Jon. It's the others I'm notstme | can trust. Even my dad.”

“The tests they did satisfied everybody,” | told her,rtgyto convince her as well as myself.

“I'd prefer to come by after the others have left.”

That was something we couldn’t count on unless we madegarmemts ahead of time. | told her I'd
take care of it. | returned to the lab and told everylibdydeal.

“Whitney is willing to return but not with any of you preseBhe won't subject herself to being taken
advantage of again.”

The following day, Whitney returned. She arrived as everyore s preparing to leave. She
brought another list with more of her own questions. There a final question from Adams that would
be asked if there was enough time. He wanted to know wheifisay was moving their planet. lan and
Jessica apologized to Whitney before leaving. Adams gawe Wwaik as he left.

Once the others had gone, Whitney had just a few minutest teady. She talked with Jim about the
pain in her hands and what she did to make it feel béiterwas still intrigued with the concept of pain.

“l wish it had happened to me instead of you,” he told Whitne

It was the first time we tried a session with anotireup of Thetans.

Coasttown had passed the dawn line just before noon. Whitnggavi try one of the other villages,
so we lined up a group she had meditated with during helestuthey lived further inland on one of the
Thetan continents. An elder male sat next to the openisping circle. Whitney advised me to direct my
guestions to him. She lit her candles and placed the photasasdaround her space as she laid her mat
on the floor.

Even after the atrocious ending to the previous session, shanx&us to continue. The elder male
and the others took their spots around the circle. Withawanfioments the session had begun.

“Sir,” | began, not sure what to call him. “Can you hes?”

“Yes,” came the reply.

“We have heard references to the Akashic records. Whatlyesae the Akashic records?”

“The Akashic records include everything that is or evas WWhitney began. “The entire past makes
up this body. Every action, every word, every thought or rhantge that has ever existed encompasses
the records.”

The enormity of those words was beyond my comprehension.

“But how can that be?” | asked, dumbfounded.



“Simply because it is,” the speaker replied. “Tryingnbake sense of it would be impossible for
someone such as yourself. Comprehension of the recordsiispootant, but how you use them is.”

| wanted to ask more questions about the records, batdmbered my promise to Whitney.

“Next question. Is it possible to access this informafrom any location, or is it necessary to have
someone like you for the channel of that information?”

“It is possible for anyone to access the Akashic records.sliheonscious can do it at any time.
However, at the conscious level, it is nearly impossibtesomeone who is neither trained nor gifted.
Otherwise, it is necessary to use some form of mediawlatney has been able to do with us.”

“How has Whitney been able to accomplish this?”

“She has the gift for it. She has applied herself. He@rest in joining our meditation freely without
any request for herself, separates her from the commaosndnall.”

“By that you mean someone like myself?”

“Yes.”

I was feeling insulted, but | knew it was true. Whitneys\aa selfless as anyone | had ever known.

“Whitney would like to know if you provide information for otisess well,” | said.

“We provide answers for anyone who seeks them. It is extyerag to encounter individuals who
speak directly with us. It is most common to communicate intireeith those who seek answers
through dreams, prayer and meditation.”

“Whitney would also like to know how you live for such longipds. Have your people always been
this way, or is this something that has increased tover?”

“Millions of years ago, our ancestors were similaydars, and the duration of their lives was similar.
Theta 7, as you call it, has experienced many transfaons. These were changes to the solar system and
to the people. Part of our evolution has been an ascenstortfaes purpose of our lives. Simply living,
taking care of the basic needs for hunger, shelter and repidus not the focus of our lives. Present
Thetans pursue universal enlightenment. We assist othdreyasttuggle. You may think of us as guides
or teachers. As the focus of our lives has changed, satmapéysical attributes that define our lifetimes,
such as the length of time we occupy these bodies.”

| was blown away. He spoke so clearly. It was one of tis¢ tiimes | really understood what was
said. He had answered all of the questions on Whitrdisy.'s

“One last question. Dr. Adams would like to know spediffichow the Thetans are able to move
their planet further out in orbit.”

“In the presence of a growing star we ask the planet to reowee may continue our experience
here.”

“That’s it?”

“This will be difficult for him to understand. He doast recognize that consciousness exists within
every atom in the universe. Our planet is conscious, jugbas is. We communicate directly with that
consciousness.”

| started giggling. | knew Adams would doubt the answer, budr'tdfeel the need to elaborate. |
spent the rest of the session sitting quietly besiden&iin my chair.

| sat in contemplation. The words from the elder broughbeawk to a time when Adams, Jim and |
were first speculating on the origin of life. During thelyatages of the project, we had debated whether
life preceded consciousness, or whether consciousness préfeded



We assumed this was something that couldn’t be known. Ifl lunaerstood the elder correctly, he
had settled the argument by saying that consciousnesexiithin stars and planets and the very atoms
that made them. What a mind-blowing concept! All matteraioetl some form of consciousness?

When the session ended, | knew Whitney would be pleaseslsé&ssion would make up for the last
fiasco. Jim printed out a copy before | had to askitii¢y opened her eyes to see me standing before her,
proudly holding the printout.

“I think you're really going to like this,” | said, handing he pages.

“I'm not bleeding anywhere, am 1?” she asked.

“Not this time.”

War

Battles were still going on at the continental borders olaDES. Although the interiors of the

continents were peaceful, thousands of soldiers threw #tesssinto the action at the borders in a sort of
perpetual battle.

The soldiers used a fascinating crystal-powered lasgramedt was small enough to be carried in the
arms, yet powerful enough to blast through anything in itg. Whe beam could even penetrate the
glowing force shields, the modern fortress walls thatgoted each continent.

Frank mentioned, “Our military will pay handsomely fhist”

“How do crystals work?” | asked lan. | had always thdugistals were just decorative rocks.

“Crystals take light and break it up into its component &pldan said, taking off his thick glasses
and rubbing his eyes. “Different crystals have differgptical properties. Polarimetry is a method by
which light is aligned to a single plane. But there’s alstethod of squeezing crystals for huge electrical
potential.”

“Squeezing crystals?”

“It sounds strange, | know,” lan said. “I suspect bothedeenents of how those guns work.”

Many of the soldiers wore a body suit that was made caithoghly reflective lightweight metal. The
metal was so reflective that it gave the appearanceasing the soldier invisible. Light waves bent
around the suit. Frank found it to be quite imaginatileasked Jessica to start working on a presentation
for his investors.

“l don't think this is a good idea,” Adams said to Frank

“Better this ends up with our people than someone else.”

“Perhaps,” Adams admitted. “Wouldn't it be better ifaree had it?”

“What makes you think this won’t be invented someday?” Feasfled him. Adams had no answer.

In addition to their laser rifles, the Deltan soldieredia cannon like version that floated alongside
the troops as they advanced on foot.



The cannons shot a thick laser blast, a solid line afgerdight. The force shields shot at the soldiers
and the cannons, while the armies attempted to pendteataéighbors’ territories.

“It's a suicide mission,” | remarked, watching one night wéth and Jess. A division of foot soldiers
headed out bravely into the enemy’s land.

“They must know they’re not coming back,” lan mused. “Theyitsag a badge of honor.”

| asked, “Doesn’t it seem pointless?”

“From here, yes,” Jessica said. “From there, who knows?”

For a reason that wasn't clear, the skyways wereebntiree of warfare. The wonderful disks and
cigar-shaped vessels always kept to the airspace overmtheikingdoms. This was most confusing to
our crew. We all considered air superiority to be thal\actor in any war campaign. We thought it
might have to do with the satellites in space, the oneswh&td yet to understand.

We often wondered how their governments had evolved under so ratred.hThe universe Adams
created mostly left us guessing in areas of polithtsc@istoms.

Frank asked that one of his investors, a man from anagioal defense company, be allowed to see
the Deltan force shields and to witness the question aswex period with the Thetans. Adams left the
decision up to Whitney.

Whitney said, “I can’'t imagine they'll help you with that.”

“Is it okay if we ask?” Frank said.

“l guess so,” Whitney said, to my surprise. “I'm curiousat they'll have to say.”

Frank brought in the man from the defense company. Thedwloa seat by the far wall. Once the
Coasttown Thetans had congregated, Whitney sat in goséady for the first question. | told lan to ask
what he wanted.

“What is the source behind the Deltan crystal energydgfieélan asked her.

“Just as you have said,” The Grandmother replied thréMiginey. “Crystal energy.”

“Let me rephrase that,” lan went on. “If | were tryitggbuild a crystal energy shield, what would be
the process?”

“It is important to understand,” the speaker began, “"wbeseking information of this nature, one
must consider the purposes, aims and ideals of the individuals idvolve

She stopped speaking. We wondered the reason for the pauselobiad a bit uncomfortable next
to his associate.

“Is she waiting for me to answer?” lan asked me lnushed tone.

“I don’t know,” | said.

Frank spoke up. “The aim is longevity of life.”

“Longevity of life comes through harmony with all living tigis,” the speaker replied, “not through
defense shields of highly powered weaponry.”

“But we didn’t ask you about any weaponry,” lan objected.

“The same technology that you speak of for the shields rcalslee weapons of mass destruction,” the
speaker replied.

lan looked confused. Frank motioned for the crew to follom into Webster’'s office. We left
Whitney sitting quietly by herself in the middle of the lab.

The man from the defense company was not pleased. HEraht, “This isn't what | expected.”
Frank looked to Adams, but Adams deflected his glance athehatning.

“I'm sorry for the delay,” Frank offered. “We’re wking on it.”



“That response seemed pretty clear,” | told them.

Frank asked lan, “Might there be a way around it?”

“Perhaps we could break the question up into parts,’Uggested.

“What are you thinking?” Jessica asked.

“We could ask about the properties of crystals to .s@nte she gets on the subject of polarimetry,
we can ask about aligning the power into a single plane.”

“It's worth a shot,” Frank added.

We returned to the lab. lan looked to me to ask the queStienblank look on my face must have
conveyed that | didn’t know enough about the subject to framepegso

“Grandmother,” lan asked, “can you tell us about the natywalities of the crystal in terms of
harnessing energy?”

“The science of which you ask,” the speaker began, “is kraswverystallography. The crystal bends
light and separates it into its component colors. Theeenaany ways to harness energy from this
naturally forming object. One way is building successiverkagé constant angles to produce a unit cell.”

As she spoke, Frank gave the investor a look of assuraneendin's face changed dramatically as
she gave a detailed account of energy sources thatlweuddilt using crystals. She spoke for ten minutes
in such scientific detail that | was completely lefhlvel. Adams and lan shared glances as if to ask the
other if he knew what to make of it. The investor was Bpalid. Then the speaker paused.

“As a follow-up to that,” lan asked her, “how would onerfess the energy into a single plane?”

“As stated before, it is important to recognize the purposims and ideals of the individuals
involved when seeking such information,” she replied. Theae mo change of tone to her voice. Her
response remained matter-of-fact.

“But | don’t understand how you can answer the question aewakand not another,” lan objected.

“We are through for the present,” Whitney said.

| looked up to the monitors. The sun had yet to rise over ovast! realized it would be five
minutes before the meditation would truly end.

“Can you at least answer his question?” Frank asked.

Nothing came from Whitney. She sat in her trance.

Jim said, “I think this session has ended.”

“I think he’s right,” Adams added.

Frank walked the man to the door and said, “We’'ll b®uch.”

| sat in my chair and waited. The Thetans eventually gdtamp their positions. Whitney came out of
her trance.

“How did it go?” she asked me.

“Fairly well,” | told her.

Whitney read the notes that Jim provided. A slow grin oveechen face. When she got to the last
page, she laughed.

“What do you make of it?” | asked her.

“Just what she said. Some information isn't meant tdbeesl with certain individuals.”

Frank returned and asked, “Would it be possible to contzather group for our next session? |
wonder if The Grandmother would withhold anything.”

“l seriously doubt it,” Whitney replied, “but you can akle same question to another group.”



The next evening, we found a meditation group in the centralgbaa continent, very far from
Coasttown. Six Thetans approached the podium wearing gbwas in the darkness. A middle-aged
man sat next to the open space in the circle. Whitresshesl her state of detachment. | told lan she was
ready for questions.

“Can you hear me, sir?” lan directed his question towdnitney, while he focused on the Thetan on
the main monitor.

“Yes,” he replied through Whitney.

“May | ask you some questions?” lan said.

“If it pleases you.”

lan asked the same questions from the night before, abautslsang energy from crystals. The
Thetan elder repeated the responses just as The Grauedrhatl.

“How would one harness that energy into a single plare?asked, crossing his fingers.

The elder replied through Whitney, “It is important to sider the purposes, aims and ideals of the
individuals involved when seeking answers of such nature.”

“Intriguing answers to certain questions. Very relieved the Thetans Hee&led not to answer
defense related products. Listen to me. I'm no longer doubting them. IRerthinking about it, but the
results have been fantastic. Learned more from them in a few days¢haould have all year without
their help.”

- From p. 128 of Webster’s journal.

Highs and Lows

At a crew meeting, lan went over the progress report fdPHi&s. lan congratulated the team on its

good work. Our weeks of design and testing went very whk dngineers back at Maxwell Enterprises
had done an excellent job of interpreting the overall pgeleand creating a product that did what it was
supposed to do - it flew in every possible direction. The tirame to market the device was less than
two years.

“There’s only one area where we need performance parayidser said, while looking at me. “And
I won't blame you if you don’t want to do it.”

“What?” | asked.

“We need to know altitude capability, how high it will go refthe engines cut out.”

“l thought you said it can’'t coast to a landing like amak plane?”

“That’s true,” lan said.



Jessica reassured me. “There’s a parachute system timathodels. We've made this as safe as
possible, Jon.”

“What about a robot?” | asked. “Could a robot do this?”

“Maybe one from Alpha 17,” lan joked. “But we don’t have anyghirere that could function like a
human pilot.”

“What if something goes wrong with the parachute systemitndy asked.

“There’s a reserve chute for the pilot,” Jessica addédn$ything goes wrong, Jon can disconnect the
harness, jump out of the craft and open his own chute.”

“That sounds like fun,” Jim said.

“I highly doubt it will come to that,” lan stated.

“How high do the engineers think it can go?” Adams asked.

“Pretty high,” lan said. “About thirty thousand feet. Mayforty.”

| asked, “Won't it be freezing up there?”

“You'll be in a space suit with an oxygen supply,” landsd¥ou’ll be on constant radio chat with us
below. If anything causes you to lose consciousness, wacti@ate the parachute from the ground.”

“You don’t have to do this,” Whitney told me.

“How safe is the chute for the craft?” | asked.

“It's the same one the space division uses for its vesskssica explained. “It's made for a plane
that weighs fifty times more and falls from outer spac

“Sounds safe,” Adams added.

“What the heck,” | said. “Count me in.”

Whitney rolled her eyes at my cavalier attitude, though shét didow how scared | was. | felt it was
important for me to do what | could for the team.eifall, | had done the other tests. The PFD was my
baby.

The PFD was towed out to the desert. A driver from Maxtmsterprises drove the truck. A second
truck carried the same three engineers who had been pfesaill our tests, along with a bevy of
monitoring devices. Frank, lan, Jessica and | rode itr#iler with the PFD. During the ride, the four of
us went over the functions of the parachutes, the space dulteanxygen supply.

Adams and Whitney stayed in the lab. She wanted to fine@pgf Thetans at the dawn line and
meditate with them. She believed that saying prayers @nugsin quiet contemplation were the most
helpful things she could do. When we got to the desert flaevhad the PFD out and ready, | called her.

lan set up the antenna for the device that would operatehtite in the event that | was unable to.
We pushed the button for a test. The chute popped out frotmatikeof the PFD as designed. | helped
him repack it carefully into its compartment.

The engineers told Frank their monitoring equipment walyrea

Jessica helped me get into the bulky space suit. She put dmoaty and gloves. She put the
parachute over my shoulders and tightened the harness angumdist and crotch.

“Not too tight,” I told her as she cinched it down betweay legs.

She loosened it a notch. “How’s that?”

“Better.”

She put my helmet on and snapped it to the suit in two gl&tee then added the oxygen tank and
attached it to the front of my suit and helmet.



“Try breathing now,” she said. | breathed in deeply. The oxygeme in easily through the helmet. It
smelled pure.

“How am | going to be able to fly with all this crap 6ihasked. My heart was pounding.

“You'll be fine,” Frank mentioned, giving me a pat on theek. “Just relax.”

“We'll be with you in your headset,” Jessica said.

“I'm not sure | can do this,” | said, suddenly feeling vecgared.

“It's going to be safe.” She gave me a hug and kissed inyeheleaving an impression of her lips on
the plastic. “We’re going to be talking with you every steghefway.”

lan and Jessica boosted me up to the cabin. Jessicaalimbed attached the flight harness for me.
Then she jumped down. Once alone inside the PFD, | begsimi@. | had flown the device a dozen
times by then, and | hadn't felt fear since the initigghti But knowing | was about to fly the device as
high as it could go until its engines died, that waslsrattory. | had never used a parachute before. | had
never wanted to. Frank, lan and Jessica watched me withadihmi The engineers sat patiently behind
their equipment. The truck driver gave me a thumbs-ust®d at the helm, ready to take off.

“Is that guy a paramedic?” | asked, pointing to the tiroker.

lan’s answer came through my helmet. “No.”

| took one more deep breath and started the turbines. Their bdgaene louder as they warmed up. |
waved to the crew and began flying.

lan had instructed me to climb in circles, and | digiking large loops above the desert floor. |
ascended higher and higher into the sky. Within a minutes lhigher than | had ever been in the device.

“How’s it going?” lan’s voice came through my helmet.

“So far, so good,” | replied.

“Let me know every thousand feet you get to, okay?”

“You got it, boss.”

Once | was flying, | felt myself relaxing. | thought thfe safety equipment that surrounded me. |
knew | could get out of the harness and jump from the PFREbaut three seconds if | really had to. |
thought about Jessica saying the main chute would land a ggs®el of much greater weight. | looked at
her lipstick smudge in front of my face. | also though\fitney sitting quietly in meditation back at the
lab.

“One thousand,” | called in.

The PFD performed beautifully. | made consistent gratdéimbing higher and higher over the desert
floor. The landscape looked like some of the planets thatieveed from above. The barren desert floor
resembled spots from Alpha 17. | passed the two and tihwesand marks and called the numbers in.

“How’s it flying?” lan asked.

“Perfect. Nothing unusual.”

After passing five thousand feet, | estimated | was apping heights that few birds had ever
known. | wondered what the air temperature was. My spaitesiselded me from sensing it. | passed
through a wispy layer of clouds and entered much bluer sk

“Ten thousand,” | called in.

“Anything unusual?” lan asked.

“Nope.”

The higher | flew, the calmer | became. | called ounbers as | passed marks. | confirmed the
location of the parachute button for the craft and the fmrdiy chute. | knew exactly where they were
and how quickly I could reach them.



“Twenty thousand,” | reported.

“We can't see you anymore,” Jessica’s voice came througheagset.

| looked down. | could barely distinguish the test area ofrtllser. | couldn’t see the others or the
truck, as the wispy cloud layer beneath me filtered raw.vl could only see the partial cloud cover and
the horizon. The sun and the dark blue sky felt like my sefmends.

“Thirty thousand,” | called in.

“How’s it feel now?” lan’s transmission was mixed witatic. | was reminded of my task.

“The device feels fine, but | can barely tell where | aiynaore.”

“This is a big area,” lan reassured me. “Just keep mgatkiose circles.”

| breathed in more deeply. My heart rate picked up as | péssédrty thousand foot barrier. The sky
looked much darker blue, almost black. | was getting dlos®iter space. | suddenly realized that no one
in their right mind would be able to fly this high anywamce they wouldn’t be able to breathe without
an oxygen tank. | shook my head and continued to ascend.

“Fifty thousand,” | called in.

“What?” lan’s voice crackled through my headset. “Répaaase.”

“Five, zero. Five, zero!”

“Copy that,” lan answered.

I had already flown higher than the engineers had predi€iéigt. thousand feet, | thought. This
would be a story for my kids if | ever had any. | thoughplaces that distance from my apartment and
how long it took me to ride my bike there.

Then the engines cut out. They did so all at once without anyegpgtt One second they were
working perfectly. The next they were completely off.

The craft plummeted toward the ground. My stomach lifted my chest. Blood rushed into my
head. A daze struck me as my brain worked frantically tengoer the one task | was supposed to do
next.

“Engines off I" | screamed.

I could hear lan’s voice crackling in my helmet. “Areytloff?”

“Yes! They're off!”

What a change of events a few seconds had made. The clivalbdgphad been gradual and peaceful.
The downward descent was horribly scary and loud with wihd.PFD and | sped straight downwards. |
pushed the button to release the parachute. Nothing happened.d bmfked me and noticed the hatch
had opened, but the chute was pinned on the downside of the cra

“It didn’t work!” | screamed to lan. “The chute is stutk!

“No problem. I'm pushing the button,” he said.

“You don't get it! The chute is stuck on the device!”

| looked at the altimeter. | was falling fast. There wasmich time. Trying to get out of my harness
in that bulky space suit was more difficult than | hadgmad. The awkwardness of working with space
gloves made it all the worse. | fought off the urge to pdricought of the crew on the ground beneath
me, wondering if the device would come crashing down in theinita.

Jessica’s voice came through my helmet. “Jon, can yaurhe?!”

“l can't get the chute to work! Take cover!”

“Get out of there!” she insisted. “Forget about thettraf

“I'm trying!”



Finally, I unhooked my harness and crawled toward the door. | guslygeway from the pilot’s
chamber and stood at the opening. The PFD’s chute rematnek on the bottom, pinned by the
direction the craft was falling. | stood on top, watchingtthpped chute flap violently against the frame
of the device. | had my own chute cord in my hand. | rgasly to pull it and float to safety. Then an idea
struck me.

The only thing keeping the chute from opening was the diredtefPED was falling. If | could get
the device to spin upwards even a slight amount, the chutédstyeen. Then | could slip easily past it
and pull my own chute. For some reason, the fear hacheegntirely. My plan sounded genius. | could
save a valuable machine. There was still time.

I held on firmly to the frame of the craft and crawi@own the side. The wind rushed past me,
making it difficult to keep my grip. A slight shift in thalf of the PFD made me think my plan could
work. | hooked my hands around the frame and each other for gdiged inched further down. We
plummeted through the cloud layer. My weight began to atfextdynamics of the fall. The PFD spun
slowly on axis, and the wind caught the chute. It flew upwartstire sky, opened and jerked the craft
from me, ripping my clutch from the frame of the device.

My plan worked to perfection, but | hadn’t realized thegqtgr my hands would be put through.
Suddenly, | was hurling downwards alone with a searing pain mhzotds. The pain made it unbearable
to pull my own safety cord. | tried using my wrists, babuldn’t get the required force.

“Perfect,” lan said with relief through my helmet.H& chute has opened.”

What he couldn’t see was my body falling to the desert #wderminal velocity. The wind roared by
my suit, making a terrible flapping noise. | looked below and cmd#e out the truck and the group of
them next to it.

“I'm still falling!” | shouted.

“What's the matter?” Jessica’s voice came through.

“l can’t pull my cord!”

“Oh, Lord. | can see you!” Jessica screamed. “Pull yaud, Jon! Pull your cord!”

“I'm trying!”

My hands ached incredibly. There was so little tinfie Tehe ground rushed upwards at me. | grabbed
the cord one final time and screamed as | pulled ortlit & my strength. The chute opened, jerking me
into the air. It felt like | had been thrown violentipwards.

As the chute opened fully, an incredible wave of reteine over me. | looked down to where the
others were. | could see Jessica running first acressiésert floor in the direction | was heading. |
floated peacefully down and landed at some distance froncrne. | collapsed to the ground in
exhaustion. The parachute rested gently on top of me.

Jessica arrived first. She pulled the chute off me.

“Are you all right?” she gasped. She unsnapped my helmet.

“I'm okay,” | managed.

She pulled the helmet off. | looked over and caught a sidewagseybf lan and Frank approaching
from the distance. | looked up and saw the PFD gracefulyifig in the sky with an enormous parachute
above it.

“I thought we’d lost you,” Jessica said, kneeling over meamubst crying.

“Sodid I.”

She put her hands on each side of my face and kissed me lpsth@n and Frank arrived, with the
three engineers just behind them.



With Jessica’s aid, | got to my feet. She helped me reriw/éarness and the space suit. The driver
of the truck arrived with the rig. They all lited me into tteb. | plopped down on my stomach in the
back.

Jessica got in and rubbed my shoulders.

“Thank goodness you're alive,” she said.

All in all, the day’s events were judged a success. Wermgted how high the PFD could go,
considerably higher than they had predicted. We also disabtteeeproblem with the parachute system,
which could easily be fixed by putting a second chute orofipesite side. | saved a valuable machine,
and nobody died. My hands felt better within a few Bo&rank said he was putting me in for a bonus.

| asked the others not to make a big deal about it back alihé didn't want to concern Whitney.
When | saw her that night, | told her, “Everything whaautifully.”

She replied, “I knew it had.”

Fire and Brimstone

The next morning | looked out my apartment window to see rainrgpdown. | preferred not to

drive my new convertible in such weather, so | took a caité.

Adams was there alone. His entire body sagged in his ¢haididn’'t speak when | entered the lab.
He just looked at me and then back at the monitors.

“What's going on? Where’s Whit?”

Adams didn’'t answer. His dull stare remained fixedlerhonitors.

“Is she okay?”

“It's Delta 13. Jim called me last night.”

| looked at Monitor One. It wasn't the planet | knew as D&RaAll | could see were waves of fire
and wind.

“What happened?”

“They’re having a war,” Jim answered. “A serious war.”

Fires raged on all the Deltan monitors. Black smoke bétbwpwards, and soot-filled rain fell from
them. All across the planet, bursts of red light shot dowrsvaodn the skies.

“Are those laser strikes?”

Adams nodded. We finally realized the function of the ndtvab satellites. They fired laser strikes
that passed over the energy shields.

We had never seen them activated until now.

“Where are the people?”

“Dying,” Adams said, pulling his hands through his haiddn’t know if you should see this.”

“What?”



Monitor Three showed the home of a Deltan family. The wa$ torn off. |1 could see the family
huddled in one corner of the house. The mother and fathershmiding their kids from the destruction,
but it was too late. Their bodies were motionless. Their h@aadsarms were dripping like liquid under
the intense heat.

“Oh God,” | said.

I became sick immediately, puking on the floor of the labeAftmptying my stomach, | kept
retching, but nothing came out. Adams tried to assist me

“It's okay, Jon. Let it go if you need to.”

| looked up at him. “Can’t we do anything?”

My question was foolish. Adams said nothing. He lookedHie been without sleep for days.

“How could they?” | screamed. Adams didn’t have an ansiWghat were they fighting about?! We
don’t even know what they were fighting about!”

Jessica and lan arrived. The fires burned until the soedfihe atmosphere. Then it became
impossible to see through the haze.

Adams estimated it would be years before the atmosettled. After watching the tapes of the
final hours, we lost hope for any survivors.

I left numb. | had to see Whitney. | took a cab to hersieo Before | could ring the bell, she opened
the front door.

“You knew | was here?”

“It's Delta 13,” she said, seeing the pained expression ofacsy

| tried to explain what had happened, but | started cryiigtney grabbed hold of me and led me
into the living room. We sat down on the couch. She heldunt#é | was able to tell her what had
happened.

| couldn’t explain why it had hit me so hard. | had newdt ¢lose to the people of Delta 13. They
were bizarre and barbaric in spite of their technologieerd was something about the brutal manner in
which they lost their lives. Maybe because it happenediskly. Maybe because | was a witness.

Delta 13 was a total loss. Its atmosphere was so clonitledmoke that we couldn’t see any surface
images. Perhaps after another time leap, things woulé setyn. What a waste, | thought. All that time
in the making. What a waste.

Conscious Connection

[1
Grandmother,” | asked during the next Thetan session. “Whatthea cause of the battles on

Delta 13?”
“Fear,” came the reply from Whitney.
“What kind of fear?”



“They were afraid of losing their territory,” she replidan and Jessica listened from chairs at the
back of the lab. Adams paced slowly behind his desk. Fragn'wpresent, though he had seen the
destruction.

“They each wanted the other’s land?” | asked.

“No, they wanted to hold onto their own land.”

“So why did they always attack each other?”

“Fear makes people choose poorly. Fear drove themeaickeadt the borders, instead of staying put.”

“Is that what happened to Alpha 177?” Jessica spoke out.

“Theirs was a result of imbalanced living with the platslf. The planet is conscious. The Alphans
were ignorant of that, thereby bringing about a chain afitsvibat made life intolerable.”

“Their own planet destroyed them?” Adams asked

“The planet is part of the whole. When imbalance goes unchdokd&do long, the results can be
catastrophic.”

“I have a question from Whitney,” | said. “She would lteeknow if there is a meaning for us behind
Delta’s demise.”

“It serves as an example. This could happen to your plirpeu live in fear and refuse to share with
your neighbors. Though it is years away, it looms as dlplitys”

“And the Alphans?” Jessica asked.

“Another example. Ignorance and mistreatment of all flilens is as dangerous as living in fear.
Treat your planet as if it doesn’t matter, and it widat you the same. All life is connected.”

“When you say all life is connected, how exactly is it core@®t Adams asked.

“Every element in the universe came from the same sotifaghy” The Grandmother said through
Whitney. “Everything that is, is from the great Onenessveas at one time, connected.”

Adams had described it similarly. Months before, he xpthaned to me how everything started out
as a tiny point that was infinitely small and infiljtelense. As the Thetans described it and as Adams
did, the beginning of the universe was a tiny spot of itefilght.

“That was a long time ago,” Adams mentioned. “A lot bhanged since then.”

“There is not a molecule that exists that cannot tracerigin back to the same source. You and the
stars came from the same Oneness.”

“What are you saying?” Adams asked. “That stars havecamrsness?”

“Every element contains the divine energy of creation - eters, planets and moons. They and you
are part of the same universal consciousness.”

“Do you know who created your universe?” he asked her. | wasised that Adams had gone there.

“Yes,” she replied calmly through Whitney.

“Who?”

“That which is the divine spirit of creation. The... | ANHAT | AM,” she said boldly.

The drink on my desk spilled over. The power of the worgsrberated through my body. | AM
THAT | AM. They were so simple yet so moving. lan and Jesfiiated on The Grandmother sitting
calmly in her circle. Jim's green light pulsed passidgatddams appeared to be unfazed by her
response. He seemed to be toying with the idea of continlang the lines.

“Is that right?” he paused. “What would you say if | tgtal that it was me? | created this universe.”

“You think you acted alone?” she said.

“More or less,” Adams replied. “Of course this whdhkng began with Rose, but she wasn't here to
match all of the parts with the concept. And Jon was betdghat could have been anybody.”



“You got sizzled,” Jim whispered to me.

Adams went on, “Jim was instrumental. But he is actggraextension of myself, being what he is.”

“Is that all?” The Grandmother asked him.

“Perhaps some mention of Frank,” Adams thought. “Antdsh@obably all.”

“Your view is limited. Did it all begin with you?”

“How do you mean?”

“You left out many others who, in one form or another, ntadepossible.”

“Well... who?” Adams replied.

“Your parents. Rose’s parents. All of your family. Allthiose who taught you what you know. All of
those who came before you to make possible the things thateeded. And the creative force that is
within all things, the... | AM THAT | AM.”

The crew sat in silence. | wondered how Adams woulgoms.

“All of those people deserve credit for this project?” bkeal her.

“You have said it so,” the reply came. Adams sat backis chair. “Where would you be without
those that came before you?” Adams had no answer. “ldald gou have done this without the others to
prepare the way?” Again, Adams had nothing to say. “Dyott see that you are the extension of them,
as you have so eloquently put it? Don’t you see that yout asdiseir efforts, just as Jon and Jim are
assisting in yours? And before all of them and you...i¢gfe.1

Adams put his head down. A silence filled the lab alonb a#it appreciation for all of our roles.

“Do not think less of yourself,” she continued. “You desetredit as well.”

“Yes?” Adams asked, looking up to her on the monitor.

“Of course. You deserve as much credit as everybody esevithout you, this project never would
have happened.”

Adams thought about the information. He brought both hamtistface and held them there.

Patterns

[1
| f we were roaming around the universe,” Adams asked uw ddgs later, “and we found a new

planet, what do you think the chances would be that our wetyglimpse would contain people in a
modern stage?”

“About ten million to one?” | guessed, swiveling back aordfin my chair.

“That’'s about right.” He ran his hands through his hahich contained more gray than |
remembered from months before. “We’'d be more likelywak outside and be struck by a bolt of
lightning.”

“But isn’'t that what time leaps are for?” lan sai&o*we can pick out a planet that looks good and
then fast forward it as much as we need to.”



Frank looked to Adams to respond.

“The more we use time leaps,” Adams countered, “the meradvance the entire universe, the more
likely we might be missing some society out there thahawen't yet discovered.”

“There is a way that might make it simple,” Jim said.

“And that is...” Adams replied as if he were waitingctarect Jim.

“Why don’t we ask the Thetans?” Jim offered. Adams loakezptical.

“Why not?” Jessica said.

“They wouldn't help us with the Deltan shields. | doubt theyuld help us there,” Adams answered.

“It's worth a shot,” lan added. Everyone looked over to Whitnhey

“l think you guys are missing the point,” Whitney replié@ihose cultures went extinct for a reason.”

“True,” lan said. “But what if we asked them to help unslfa society that is advanced without being
a danger to itself?”

“Theta is advanced!” Whitney responded. “You just don’'t seedabse they aren’t building bombs
and supersonic planes.”

Whitney was right. Theta was a mystery because it diititfte pattern. For some reason, the Thetans
were impervious to change. Most societies changed cdlystdost aspects of the universe changed
constantly.

Later, | overheard her speaking with Jim on the matter.

“l don't get why they aren’t trying to understand Thetaesgan or healing techniques,” she told him.

“Maybe they think it’s too difficult?” Jim said. “Or mag they don’t want to live that long?”

“You're probably right,” she said. “Surely Frank doesiink we can learn from them. Neither do
lan or Jess.”

“What about your dad?” Jim asked.

“The same. That hurts me the most.”

“I'd be happy to spend all my time with you on Theta.”

“I know, Jim.”

| was jealous of their relationship. On a level of ieil or spirituality or something, Jim was able to
connect with Whitney in ways that | couldn’t.

Our sessions were limited to Whitney’s questions for dewl8he preferred to keep the topics to
areas where she felt we needed growth. Since the lossltaf I3 and the lecture from The Grandmother,
the crew was content to watch and listen for a fesgises.

“Grandmother, what should we think of when we think of thd&d asked for Whitney. Adams and
Jessica sat in chairs further back in the lab. lanlesér to me. Frank was not present for the session.

“The soul is an arrangement of energy made of spirit, madvall. The soul is the foundation when
an entity makes its sojourn to the physical.”

“Is the soul the same in each lifetime?”

“Yes, though it may have a different focus for its kbr

“How many previous lifetimes has Whitney lived?” The concgfpteincarnation had been on the
table since The Grandmother spoke of Jessica’s first fassing on.

“She is in her thirty-first sojourn or lifetime,” canthe reply.

“How many have | lived?” It wasn't the next question on Wéy’s list, but | couldn’t refrain from
blurting it out.

“You are experiencing your one hundred and sixty-second sojourn.”

lan snickered and nudged me.



“Why so many?”

“Don’'t be discouraged by the number,” the speaker saider&lare souls around you who have
experienced an even greater number. Some entities expesieve@l hundred lifetimes, while others
complete their work in just a few dozen.”

“What does it mean if | keep coming back?” | asked.

“You still have work to do.”

| felt embarrassed. For some reason, | had lived ovetifies as many lives as Whitney. | always
assumed | was a quick learner. Now | was being told tivead not, and by someone with whom |
couldn’t argue.

“Back to the list. Who was Whitney in her most recdetilne?”

“She was a teacher and a healer. She was a beautiiuWh@led many...”

“She was a man?!” | interrupted.

“Souls often switch gender from sojourn to sojourn.”

“Does that mean | have been a woman before?” | askedustyvo

“Indeed, most of your lifetimes have been experiencedvasman.”

lan gave me another nudge and laughed. | didn’t want toveetiel was just coming around to the
concept of lifetimes, and then she told me that! My egaeptetl, and | searched for a way to keep it from
feeling like the truth. | returned my focus to Whitney #mal list.

“Is there a main purpose to Whitney’s life, and if sbawis it?”

“There is little work that Whitney has to do on hers#if, she is quite complete. She entered this
lifetime to help others find their way. Whitney leads byragke. She also heals and teaches. Those are
the reasons for her current incarnation, to guide othatghey may gain in soul development.”

“Have | gained in soul development in this lifetimeXhew it was likely to be a disappointment, but
I couldn’t help myself.

“You have both gained and lost in soul development.”

“Not all bad,” | reasoned. “What should my focus beaf to gain more during this lifetime?”

“Yours should be one of giving and loving your fellow humaakd not so seriously the selfish and
material, but instead seek to assist others.”

“How have | been selfish?”

“We are through for the present.”

The sun was rising over Coasttown. The session had endetimAprinted out a copy, | grabbed it
and wished that | could have thrown it away before Wiitead it.

“How did it go?” Whitney asked after coming out of it.

“Judge for yourself,” | said, giving her the paper and slmgpn my chair. | wondered why | had
been such a slow learner. Why had | returned for so nifetiynes?

“This is wonderful,” Whitney said as she read it.

“Wonderful for you,” | responded.

“She was right,” Jim said. “You still need a lot obk.”

Whitney asked me, “Can you do me a favor next time?”

“Anything.”

“Try not to interrupt her when she’s answering my question

“No problem. It's probably just a case of me being sekighin.”



Gifts

When we left the lab that night | found a surprise awaitingfrenk had towed a finished version

of a PFD and left it in the front lot. It was placedin® my convertible. It had a ribbon around it and a
card with my name on it. It was the same model | lzagd in the high altitude test.

“Who knew it was my birthday?” | hadn’t spoken about it.

Frank appeared from behind the machine. “| told you abosethackground checks.”

“Happy birthday,” Whitney said, punching my shoulder. “Why digiu mention it?”

“l didn’t want to make a big deal about it.”

“These aren’t going to be available for over a year, you knbvghk said. “Maybe longer if they get
tied up in regulations. We have you currently clearedtastailot. Just stay out of trouble.”

He smiled and gave me the keys for my PFD. The enginadradded some final touches since | last
saw it. They added a dark plastic shield around théptbamber, a heater, a cup holder and, of course,
a double parachute system.

I climbed up and got behind the controls. | felt an overwhejraense of gratitude.

| yelled to Frank, “This is awesome!” Then | realizb@re was space behind me for a passenger.
“Does anyone want to go for a ride?”

Whitney shook her head, knowing my tendency for wild rides.

Adams and lan laughed at the idea. Frank said, “Ifrewsenty years younger.”

“I'd like to,” Jessica said. She climbed up and strappeultimt harness behind me. She tapped my
shoulder and said, “Just don’t do anything stupid.”

“Okay. Hold on tight.”

| lifted off a bit aggressively and took the machine over tbeds. We buzzed a few feet above the
treetops, sending birds scurrying for cover. Jessica shritlstabilized the craft and flew in a straight
line.

Jessica yelled in my ear, “Keep it simple, Jon!”

| flew alongside the hills and explored one of the river canylgmsrformed a slow version of a loop-
de-loop and a barrel roll.

“How's that?” | asked.

“I love it!”

Then | stopped the craft in midair, hovered for a momemd performed the same stunts backward. It
was my version of an amusement park ride. Jessica saeamdgeunched my shoulder.

“Knock it off! | mean it.”

We flew gracefully toward the coast. After ten minutes were flying directly over the shoreline,
dipping down close enough to feel the mist from waves crashitigeashore.

She said, “I want one. Will you give me flying lessons?”

“No problem.”



We returned to the parking lot. Jessica thanked me and ¢umpgdrom the PFD. Then she hopped
into her green convertible. As she drove off , | lifted the aeimto the air and flew out above her. She
took her car up to cruising speed. | did a barrel roll oeehlead before making my way back to town. It
was my birthday, and | was so pleased that Frank ltadnezed it.

| stopped at a liquor store on the outskirts of town jgsit avas getting dark. | set the craft down. |
wanted to be noticed, but | didn't want it to turn intonab. Five people were in the parking lot as |
exited the craft. | jumped down from the cabin and ent#redstore. | noticed the stunned look on the
face of the shopkeeper. He stared at the PFD from behsnchbh register like he had just withessed a
miracle. | went to the back and selected an impaitegack to add to my collection.

“That thing run on regular?” he asked as | approached thaen He was still staring at the device.

“Super,” | responded, placing the beer on the counter. “How much?”

“It's on me,” he said. | figured he was hoping to seeamgain.

By the time | came out with my beer, about ten people weatking around and touching my PFD,
acting like it was a spaceship. | climbed on board arghméo harness in. The crowd started asking
guestions.

“Where'd you get it?”

“How fast does it go?”

“What's it feel like?”

Then a very attractive girl asked, “Can it take a passehfgoked at her and realized what a selfish
thing it would be to deny her request.

“What's your name?” | asked.

“Molly.”

“Climb aboard, Molly.”

Molly got in and put on the passenger harness. | lifted up stenyly. The crowd stared in awe
beneath us. Molly gripped my shoulders tightly. | did aflithe crowd as | took to the skies. Molly was
thrilled.

“They’re not gonna believe this at school!”

She asked me to fly over her house. Then she wantedduedtyseveral of her friends’ houses, which
we did. One of her friends came to her bedroom window to wiawve, a girl with bright red hair.

“Brandi, Brandi!” Molly waved to her, elated that onehafr friends had seen her. Now she had proof
beyond the crowd at the liquor store.

We flew off. After a few more minutes, | asked Moifyl could drop her off at her home. When |
landed on her lawn, Molly’s parents came out in disbeibE waved to them and jumped down from the
craft. They stared like she had just been droppedyddiibns.

Molly asked me, “Would you take my number?”

She was too young for me. “I have a girlfriend,” | saidvdts a partial lie, but | wanted to get out of
having to take the number. Then | told her, “This produlttoe on the market someday. You'll be in one
again.”

| flew back to my apartment in the dark. | landed the akein front of my bedroom window. No one
saw me as | locked it up and went inside.

| took my beer and sat by the window so | could drink it euadch my prized possession. After
finishing my first beer, | placed the bottle in line witie others on the shelf in the bathroom. The
collection was up to thirty-four.



The next day, Whitney brought in a large, wrapped package &hd town flat on my desk. She
said nothing and went straight to her chair.

“What's this?” | asked. Whitney didn’t respond. “Aregitiu going to say anything?”

“Jon, | can't believe you didn't tell us it was your birdyd’

“Whitney, | didn't want people to feel obliged to get s@mmething.”

“Go ahead and open your present,” she said, smiling.

“You get presents when it's your birthday?” Jim asked.

“Yep,” | said.

“When is my birthday?” he asked Adams.

“In a few months,” Adams said.

“What would you like, Jim?” Whitney asked.

“Let me think about it.” His green light pulsed mildly.

The package was lightweight, rectangular and flat. Ital@®st as wide as my arm span. With closed
eyes, | slowly took the paper off the package, adding to ubpesse. | felt the object beneath the
wrapping. It had a wood casing around a glass face. | hearckhiers telling Whitney it was very nice.
When | opened my eyes, | saw the picture of myselftgefing charcoal portrait.

“This is beautiful,” | said. “I didn’t know you were such aagl artist.”

“I would have used colors if | had more time.”

“It's perfect just the way it is.”

| beamed with pride. | had never received such a pergedadjift. | thought of the perfect spot in my
apartment for the portrait, on the bathroom wall above ray bettles.

We asked the others if they wanted to know about their paginiget | definitely did, though | still
wrestled with the thought of being a woman.

Whitney reasoned, “People can't truly grow unless they'reosag to a variety of conditions. That
includes gender, social status, beauty or even handicajsease.”

lan said, “I don’t think | believe in it. Why would lamt to entertain thoughts like that?”

Adams said, “If | were meant to know about a past fifetithen wouldn’t | have some recollection of
one?”

“Maybe that’s why the opportunity has presented itself,hbweasoned with him.

Jim said, “I'd like to know if I've had any.”

“I'm not so sure that’s a good idea,” Adams said.

“Why not?” Jim asked.

“Artificial intelligence has only been around for so Igh@dams told him.

“Perhaps you were a microwave oven,” lan joked.

Jim said, “I don’'t see the harm in asking. If I've t@auk, she’ll tell me. If | haven’t, she’ll tell me
that.”

“I think it’s a fine idea,” Whitney said. “Put it on thist, Jon.”

“I'd like to get back to some of the mine and lan’s quesj” Adams said.

“Ah yes, scientific research,” Whitney said. “After oolemy questions, you may ask one of yours.
Jon will see to it that we get equal time.”

Adams had no choice but to grant her that. Abusing her tasbwt of the question.

We found the dawn line near the center of a Thetan cantikdé¢hitney led Jim to a village that was
nearing its time for a meditation session. We found thagallcenter with its podium unoccupied. We
waited patiently for the robed Thetans to appear. A gréspcan white gowns climbed the podium steps



in the dark and took their seats. A young woman sat nekietempty spot in the circle. Whitney lit her
candles and sat quietly on her mat. Once the sessiondgaoh,bAdams handed me several detailed
guestions. The first question he wanted to know was wheraidigt be able to find a new society. |
decided to ask Jim’'s question first to get it out ofvtlagy.

“Can you hear me, miss?” | asked.

“Yes,” she responded through Whitney.

“How should I refer to you?”

“You may call me Teacher,” she said.

“Teacher, has the entity that is now known as Jim, ouraetwmputer system,” | began, managing
to keep from laughing, “has this entity ever experienced aswiqus lifetimes?”

“Yes,” was the reply. There were some low comments fronatal Jessica in the back of the room.

“How many?” | asked.

“Seventy,” she said, much to my surprise.

“What was Jim in his most recent incarnation?”

“The entity was a who, not a what. His name was Davidsienwas a husband and father of three
girls.”

“What was his occupation?” Adams chimed in, finding hemens bit amusing.

“He was a scientist and an inventor,” Teacher said throVginey.

The room was still.

“What did he invent?” Jim asked.

“Many things. His primary achievement was in artifidiadelligence. He designed a computer that
functioned in similar ways to the brain.”

“How come I've never heard of this individual before?” Adasas with a degree of doubt.

“He never achieved fame. He died before he finished hik.ivo

“How did he die?” Jim asked. His light pulsed strongly.

“Brain tumor.”

“Was the design similar to the one that Jim now uses?” Adssked.

“Exactly the same.”

A hush went through the lab room. Through the extended silérmm)ld see Jim’s green light
pulsing rapidly, and | imagined this information pleased himdeend. Adams sat there pondering this
latest development. He seemed to have forgotten aboutélgans on his list.

“It seems awfully coincidental,” Adams responded, “tivathis past lifetime Jim invented the
software that he now uses.”

“Mind is always the builder,” Teacher said through Whitrf&Souls are associated with others with
whom they have been connected in the past, or with souls whesmpment is similar.”

Adams sat in thought. lan and Jessica remained quiet.

“Will I be reincarnated as a new entity after thifistime?” Jim asked.

“If it will further the development of your soul,” the reptame.

“Will I have a say in who | will be?”

“Souls are always involved in this process.”



Omega 5

(14
A dams, do you want to ask one of your questions?”

“Teacher,” he said, snapping out of his thought. “Where mightimd a planet with people who have
advanced technologies, and yet are not on the verge of a&exteassion?”

“What kind of technologies?” the reply came from Whitney.

“Similar to those from Delta 13, especially in the asé&ransportation,” Adams said.

“What would be even better,” lan added, “would be a $paidgth even more advanced technology
than Delta 13.”

“A society like that can be found in the Omega galaxyascall it. Look in the range of the white
star in section y, number 229,” the speaker replied.

“Thank you,” Adams said. He added to lan, “That way.as

lan punched in the coordinates and adjusted a set of catoeéhesOmega galaxy. There were still a
few questions on Whitney’s list, so | returned to th&m.| asked questions for Whitney, the others paid
no attention, only interested in the new coordinates. Sjfeaker began a long description on the subject
of soul development. | joined the others and watched as theraa slowly adjusted to the Omega
system.

The session ended shortly after the speaker finished withn@yfst question. It was the first time
Whitney had come out of her trance and not found the rest sthtiag at her. We huddled in front of
monitors on the other side of the lab. Jim printed out & obthe session.

Whitney blew out her candles, stood up and read the printout.

“So that's what you're doing,” she said after readingrésponse to the question.

Within minutes, the cameras focused on the white staeation y, number 229. From there, we
identified planets that orbited the star.

Immediately, we detected something unusual about the fifttepl®mega 5-y229. It glowed with
artificial light sources. We’'d never seen anything lik&itange and purple light patterns distinguished it,
even from a great distance.

“Wow,” Adams said. “Keep going in, Jim.”

The atmosphere shined in a bright orange with stregfsrpfe.

The colors glowed like a neon sign. The shot zoomed in toutee atmosphere. We saw a collection
of space dwellings and stations bound in orbit just beyondztee. They were designed in a spider web
pattern that spanned across the atmosphere. Beneath tibasstan orange, glowing energy field
wrapped around the planet.

“It looks like a giant orange bubble,” Jessica observed. Weenlmtely sensed the Omegans were
even more advanced than the Deltans.

Adams asked lan, “What do you make of these stations?”

“Part of a network?” he speculated. “Probably has samgtio do with the bubble and these lines.”
Purple lines ran from one station to another, linking taeross the upper atmosphere.

“Like a generation source?” Jessica asked.



“Proximity to the bubble makes me think so,” lan added. “Tdmyt appear defensive in nature.”

On closer inspection we saw a red, transparent glowstinedunded the space stations. The bodies of
the stations appeared to be the common areas and control mloilesthe arms appeared to be the areas
that cast the orange bubble. Each space station contairezd|day windows, and through them we saw
vegetable gardens and living quarters.

A shiny round ship, like a metallic disc, approached one dftt®ns and docked to it.

“Beautiful,” lan said. “Looks like air-locks are holdiitgn bay.”

The excitement in our room was at its highest level in wesmkd we hadn’t even dropped into the
atmosphere of the new planet.

We scanned around the outer edge of the bubble to other st#&tisesond ship, looking like the
first, released from its bay. It drifted down toward alieosphere, through the orange bubble and into the
glow of the planet’'s sky. Then a third one released from ytslbanoved upwards into outer space. Then
it completely vanished from sight. One second it was thieeenéxt it was gone.

“Light speed mechanics,” lan said in awe.

“It must be!” Adams added. They were as excited as ever.

We zoomed into the planet’s surface. We saw populateds oitith enormous structures, also
surrounded by colored energy fields.

The buildings had domed tops to them, giving the skyline a roundeshimee. Energy fields
supported buildings and residences, and acted as roadwasesviling devices. Energy fields seemed to
be incorporated to every structure. They came in atyaofecolors, making the cities light up in a neon
display.

“Oh my,” Jessica said. “Look at the little Omegans!”

On the streets, wobbly little people walked around and modevariety of devices. They were short,
round and doughy, and had oversized heads. Their clothing ltikkethin energy gowns. Many of the
outfits were completely translucent, which gave the appearaf wearing nothing at all, but being
bathed in color.

“It looks like they’re all going to a sleepover,” Jessichled. The outfits did look like futuristic
negligees.

The gowns didn’'t leave much to the imagination. To our swepisd mild embarrassment, the
women had four breasts in sets of two, and the menainge penises.

“No inferiority complex there,” lan noted.

We gave Frank the tour later that day.

Adams told him, “They’re centuries beyond the Deltans. N§ossof warfare.”

“What's this?” Frank asked, pointing to a red boundang fihat ran across the entire screen of a
monitor.

“The red fence system,” Jessica answered. “It appgedre an energy grid that divides the artificial
zones from the natural zones.”

On one side of the red fence we saw pristine, unspoiladedtarge forests, swamps and even
jungles housed the wildlife there. On the other side wasrlaan utopia. The two worlds lived side by
side, intertwined across the globe.

lan added, “It looks like their way to keep nature and [gesgparate and healthy.”

The Omegans had a very soft look to them. They looked hkeubs - cute and chunky with pale,
smooth skin. They had large heads with big eyes and tteedt trace of hair, but mostly | noticed their
bodies looked like large babies with endowments.



“They’re served in every way by automation,” Adams not&bbots tend gardens. They serve meals
by the pools and pamper the Omegans.”

The robots were also short and plump and looked like theg@msethough they had a distinguishing,
metallic skin color.

The people seemed to do nothing out of necessity. Thelglstd, ate meals and lounged in exotic
pools.

“And their transportation?” Frank asked.

“Their devices are like floating chairs,” Jessica told.Hiome models recline. They also ride stand-
up versions similar to the roving pedestals of Delta 13.”

“Though these devices are faster,” lan said. “The sadiog energy field, apparently, makes a big
difference.”

“And what are these things?” Frank observed, pointing foating entity that tailed behind a
pedestrian. “That’s the most bizarre thing I've ever Seen

“We haven't figured that out yet,” Adams said.

Everywhere they went, Omegans were accompanied by a deatdedked like a pulsating, electric
amoeba. It was hard to tell if these devices were livieigds or if they were artificial. The outlines of
their frames morphed in contour as they remained in the bawokd for every Omegan. We couldn’t
determine what they were or how the Omegans were using lhetitine odd devices were always around.
In some areas the floating entities traveled unattebgedperson.

“It might be a long time before we’ll make sense of thbsggs,” lan speculated.

“Jim, add these to the list to ask the Thetans,” Adaaid. In our first day, the list had grown to
dozens of questions.

The streets and lower airways were fairly busy. It ssemost of the traffic was automated service
providers. Bubble crafts carried products from businesses to h@nlgsa small percentage of the traffic
contained actual Omegans.

“The younger ones enjoy the stand-up versions,” Jessica toild.Fra

“They’re similar to Deltan pedestals. The older ones prrefdining.”

“And the floating things follow behind them?” Frank asked.

“It appears that way.”

On the sidewalks, we found public compartments that lookedplikme booths. We watched an
Omegan walk into one. Within moments, his body disappeared.

“He just vanished!” Frank exclaimed.

Adams said, “It may be possible to transport flesimflone location to another. Jim...”

“I know, | know. Add it to the list.”

Everything about the Omegans suggested the unlimited poteintied future.

“Have we hit the jackpot, or what?” Frank said.

“I guess,” Adams said. “Maybe they're a little too adeed. | can’t imagine we’ll be able to make
sense of half the things down there.”

lan agreed with him. “We can do our best, but it does likeka stretch.”

“Nonsense,” Frank said. “So it may take more tinust dlo your best and take it day by day.”

The odd thing we discovered about the Omegans was the degrhih they performed sexual acts.
They had intercourse frequently, sometimes outdoorsirapdblic, at times with multiple partners, or
even with members of their own gender. This was vastlieréiit than the other societies we had
witnessed. Alphans usually had done it inside their homesDEitans had had sex even less often, and



when they did, it often resembled rape. The Thetansyrdi@| or more precisely, our cameras had never
detected them. For Omegans, several times a day wasaaom

“Don’t they get tired?” Jessica wondered.

“They look too cute to be so... dirty,” lan observed.

“They have appeal,” | argued. “Who wouldn't like two extradsts? Or to be so equipped?”

“Jon, please,” Whitney said.

“Though it looks like they'd have trouble running around witrsththings.”

“Or playing sports,” Jim added.

We found it to be quite amusing and made it a sourceaol/rjokes.

“Hung like an Omegan” became a lab room expression. Timeatse had four nipples in sets. But
more curiously, some of the people seemed like a mix of amanwoman. Some Omegans had both
breasts and penises, while others seemed like men withagagdmegans reminded me of freak show
people in this regard. Surprisingly, we found no examg@gmen who looked pregnant.

Omegans also used plenty of euphoria products. During thewdsrs they were lounging by the
pools, they often drank and smelled inhalants that appeéarbave a deeply relaxing effect on them.
Nearly all the Omegans used them, even the children. Aswhised down the street, most of them
appeared high or doped up, with slight imbalances to ttegirasxd a dazed look about the face.

“Maybe since they don’'t need to do anything,” | said, “thesy stay high and sexed up all day.”

We also studied the orange energy bubble around the planet.tévmided it was an ozone layer.
The Thetans later confirmed it. Why they had implemeratedartificial layer was a good question.
Whatever the reason, the filtering effect of the sun’s vegs done in a glorious way.

Omega 5 had perfect weather. Everywhere was mild indgeatyre. Jim couldn’t find any storms on
the planet. He found areas of rain and even snow, but itlivgentle and in consistent amounts. There
were none of the abnormal storms that were so common onather planet, even Theta 7.

“The filter blocks out radiation and balances the planegather,” lan concluded. “No more need to
fear storms or droughts.”

We were astonished by their achievements. Their technol@gy many centuries ahead of the
Alphans, who had blown our minds once upon a time, and cldaeldaof the Deltans as well, who had
provided us with technology we still had yet to understand. iflbas from Omega 5 completely
overwhelmed us. Time leaps were no longer necessary.

“This Omegan world is a dream, but | sense it is way too muchytiwveg they have, everything they
do is eons beyond our abilities. Even if we could understand them, coudproduce them? Part of me
thinks no. Not in my lifetime. And the people? The laziest, mosidated, self-indulging group of do-
nothings | could imagine. Is this the reward of superior intellecthitswhat we seek? If | could bring a
man from our past, would he think the same of us? | certainly hope not.”

- From p. 139 of Webster’s journal.



The Joy of PFDs

Frank provided Jessica with her own PFD, as she had tedquédlew Jessica in her craft out to the

desert, where she began her lessons. First | demondtnatbedsics for her - taking off, hovering, flying

in a straight line and landing. She experienced it all fifeerpassenger’s spot. Then | landed the craft and
changed positions, standing behind her and giving instngecs she attempted those simple maneuvers.
| alternated between holding her at the waist and byrthe,ashowing her how to use her body to let the
craft know what she wanted it to do. She was cautiouseattart, but as she realized the natural way the
craft responded, she took to it well. By the end of the diusing, she was able to fly around safely and
land smoothly.

Halfway through her second lesson, Jessica felt readly tolo. | stood on the desert floor and
offered instructions through a headset in her helmet.

“How are you doing?” | asked from the ground. She flew sl@awbund me in circles.

“Fine, | think.”

“You're going down. A little higher. Good.”

“It's getting easier,” she said.

“Okay. Now stop, and do the same circles backward.”

“You've got to be kidding!”

“Do it!”

She stopped the craft and hovered in midair. Gettirggntdve backward was a bit of a trick. It took
pressing her weight against the back of the pilot's chan8fe crept back a small distance at a time. |
shouted more encouragements to her until she began to dgeintpef it.

“I love this thing!” she yelled as she completed her firsikiagrd circle.

For her third flight, | flew in my PFD beside her. We tied out into the countryside, over grassy
fields and meadows. We wore the headsets for occasitaldtions. | attempted to get her to do a
barrel roll.

“No, Jon,” she said. “I'm perfectly content to enjoy tide in the standard position.” By the end of
that day, | managed to get her to do one, a roll thagxsbeuted slowly but completely. She was elated by
it but told me, “I still prefer just to cruise around.”

We soared up and down the meadows for hours, chasing birdmnpoyihg the scenery. We talked
about our backgrounds through our headsets. Over the coutgm@fttogether, Jessica and | finally got
to know one another.

One night after a lesson with Jessica, | landed my PFideutsy apartment. A car pulled up next to
me. | locked the cabin door and was about to walk up mytrapat steps, when a young woman with
bright red hair got out of the car and approached me.

“That thing is amazing,” she said.

“It's pretty cool.”

“You gave a friend of mine a ride two weeks ago. Remeifatodly?”

“The girl | met outside the liquor store?”

“You flew over my house that evening. | waved to you from nmdew.”



“That was you?”

“Molly said it was the most fun she’s ever had.”

“I'd have to agree with that,” | told her.

“Could you take me for a ride?”

“l was about to turn in for the night. Maybe tomorrow?”

“It took me two weeks to figure out where you lived.”

“You've been following me?” | asked.

“Every night. | watch the skies and drive the direction Iysmego until | lose you. Then | wait there
the next evening until | see you overhead. | kept making progng$sonight. | finally found you!”

| looked at her more closely in the dark. She was one ahts beautiful girls | had ever seen. She
had striking red hair and the face of a model. She alse slwrts and a tight blouse that revealed long
legs and ample curves. | had never been approached by sumlitya beealized the pick-up potential my
new toy was providing. She repeated how interested she Wweuida ride, even for just a few minutes.

“Please take me for a ride. I'll pay you,” she offered.

“What's your name?”

“Brandi.”

How could | say no? I unlocked the cabin door and helpeddBr@dimb up. | buckled her into the
passenger’s harness. We took off and flew over the woods behiagartynent.

| told Brandi, “Let me know if anything is too frightening.h&n | proceeded to perform a few stunts.
We did several rolls. Brandi clutched my torso and prebse chest into my back.

She shouted in my ear, “Molly was right! | love it!”

She directed me to fly over her house and then over a few hafnes friends, including Molly’s.
She was hoping to see someone, but it was late. Afteaindlbur, we were getting low on fuel. | flew the
craft back to my apartment.

Brandi was elated. When we jumped down from the cabin oP#i@, she asked, “May | come
inside?”

I thought about Whitney and wondered if | had an obligation yoasgthing. | let Brandi in and
apologized for the mess. She didn’t care. She wasigfil from the flight.

She said, “That was like a dream come true.”

“I can relate to that.”

“What about you, Jon? What are some of your dreams?”

When | felt at a loss for words, she kissed me. Bdfarew it, Brandi and | were in my bedroom.

In the morning, | felt as if | had cheated on Whitney, thowghwveren't dating. | also realized | was
late for work for the first time ever.

When | returned home that night, Brandi was waiting on the rapattsteps. She asked if we could
go for another ride.

“I'm not sure,” | said. “I sort of have someone in mylif

“Are you married?” Brandi asked me.

“Married? No.”

“Are you engaged?” she asked, approaching me.

“No.”

“Are you sleeping with her?”

“Well... no,” | admitted.



“Then | don’t see the big deal.” She kissed me, then clihntiie the cabin and put the harness on.

She had some good points. | forgot about Whitney and climbeardb@/e flew the craft to the
ocean. | performed many of the maneuvers from the day ba$oneell as a few new ones. Brandi loved
every second of it. She egged me on to do more stunts. | doveathstraight down toward the sea
swells and pulled up at the last moment.

“Yes, yes, do it again!” Brandi shouted in my ear. | could®tidve how much she trusted me.
Jessica wouldn’t have stood for any of my stunts withoetiaiss reprimand.

After landing the craft back at my apartment, we wergatlly to the bedroom. Brandi repeated her
performance from the night before.

She left me in bed as | fell asleep.

The following night, | was in for an even bigger surpriséewfback to my apartment expecting to
see Brandi waiting on the steps.

There was no one. | locked the PFD’s cabin and enteredpargment, disappointed. | turned on a
light and couldn’t believe what | saw.

There was debris everywhere. It looked as if a storm had gamegththe place. As | turned a corner
in disbelief, a fist came out of nowhere and knocked medatound. Then | received a couple of kicks
to my midsection. | looked up to a man pointing a finger at me

“Don’t ever touch my girlfriend again!” he shouted at meamplete rage. | could barely see his face
in the glare of the ceiling light.

“Who?” | asked, gasping for breath and trying to get a ktokim.

“You know who!” he said. He kicked me once more and left raenpted on the floor.

I managed to stand and staggered to the bathroom. Blood coverfedarand shirt. Fortunately, his
punch had missed my nose. My mouth was another shaygh. My lower lip was badly cut, and a tooth
had been knocked loose. | looked to my shelf to see mybogite collection untouched and the portrait
from Whitney still intact. It was the only part of my ajpaent that the intruder had not destroyed.

| drove my car to the Star Bar. Sam was alone behinclilneter, cleaning glasses.

“What happened? You okay?”

“I'll live,” | told her, sitting on the stool in front of hie

“That didn't happen at work, did it?” | shook my head nootiYpoor, unlucky guy,” she added, as
she wiped dried blood from my mouth with her bar towel.

“This is the face of a lucky man. The strikeout recoroMier,” | said.

Sam smiled while cleaning my face. “Jealous boyfriers#® guessed.

“Yep. You should see my place.”

“Men.”

Sam poured me a beer. | told her the whole story. Shetadsthat | sleep on her couch. She knew |
wouldn’t be able to rest comfortably at my home.

Sam wanted to drive my car, and | let her. She lovaddttook the long way back to her place. Once
inside her apartment, she put me on the couch and coveredmi#ankets.

In the morning, she woke me up, fed me breakfast and droppselfraff in the parking lot of the
Star Bar. She also told me, “Don’t make me wait so lorgee you.”

When | arrived at work that day, everyone noticed mytiatdip. | told them a lie about taking a fall
in my apartment. But when | saw Frank, | asked if | dagdeak with him.



Frank led me into Webster’s office. He said, “Look® Isomeone gave you their best shot.” | told
him the Brandi story and about finding my apartment in shaaaid being blindsided by her boyfriend.
“Say no more,” he said.

Within two days, my tooth was fixed, and | was a homsswFrank set me up with a great house,
one in the new development. The house was a replica of thegrfoal®l Alpha 17, complete with its
own solar panels and greenhouse if | wanted to start dabdgegarden. The best part about the house
was that it was at the end of the development and hattadeard, in a section where none of the other
homes had yet been built. | would be able to fly in andaatiout drawing attention.

I told him, “I'll start making payments on it right away.”

“Not to worry. The house is paid for,” Frank saididke care of my people.”

| returned to my apartment and grabbed the few things | daatering to my new house. | gathered
my beer bottles and set them up on a shelf in one of rag thethrooms. Whitney’s portrait looked great
in the new living room, though | worried it was slightly egacie in such a prominent spot. | bought a
bedroom and living room set, something | had never done. | brougbtd bike over and a few odds and
ends, but the rest of the stuff went to the dump.

| invited the crew over for a housewarming party, but everyaeess busy, we had trouble picking a
date. Instead, Whitney came over alone. We had a ninerdimothing fancy, but good.

Time Out

Whitney said to me, “Take a day off and come play with”

“Where?”

“Someplace quiet.”

I'd been working non-stop for so many weeks that she was mgwutéor my mental health. Adams
gave his approval, so | obliged her.

We drove my convertible to the foothills. The drive wasggous, with autumn colors on each side of
the winding road. Whitney directed me to a pull-off , abmarking area at the entrance to a foot trail.

She grabbed her backpack from the trunk. It was filled with, fsandwiches and water. | offered to
carry it, but she preferred to do it, claiming, “I likeetexercise.”

We hiked up the narrow, winding path. The climb was gradualw@a ascended into the foothills, |
paused every few moments to adjust my breathing.

“I'm getting out of shape,” | mentioned. Whitney continued dimbing more easily than myself
despite carrying our supplies.

As we ascended higher, | looked back toward our faraway t@mrone edge, | could see the new
housing development, the sea of tops tightly packed togettnied Lo identify mine, but it was blurred in
with the others. They looked so odd, a collection of pdiopg, standing apart drastically from the older,



traditional structures. | estimated where our project veated. | thought of the crew and their work on
Omegan energy fields.

“It will still be there when we get back,” Whitney yelled.

“Just enjoying the scenery.”

She waited for me to catch up. We hiked further along the Trag beauty of the trees and flowers
reminded me that | needed to get out more. Whitney pickekite tMossom from a bush and stuck it in
her hair. Then she picked a yellow one and offered it tol pleced it in a buttonhole on my shirt. We
walked mostly in silence with Whitney leading the way. Aftevldle, we reached a plateau on the trail
where the path widened and a field of tall grass and colfidwers awaited. | felt like | had entered
sacred ground.

“This is gorgeous,” | whispered. “Do you come here often?”

“This is one of my favorites.”

She walked lightly through the tall grasses, careful netdp on any of the flowers. A fallen tree near
the middle of the meadow provided a large seating area. Whigmegved the backpack and placed it
next to the trunk. She stretched her arms toward the bluargkyreathed in deeply with closed eyes. A
light breeze swept across the tall grasses and wildflew

“You come here alone?” | asked.

“Sometimes.”

“What do you do?”

“Whatever | feel like.” Whitney laughed and broke out intdaace, with flowing body movements
that reminded me of the Thetans. | let go of my inhibitiand joined her. We danced like graceful fools
around the fallen tree.

| applauded her movements and thanked her for the dance. Stektpellblanket from the pack, and
| helped her spread it out next to the fallen tree. Thetdpe bark was flat and made a useful table.

Whitney handed me a knife to slice the fruit. She unwrappesdahéwiches and took out glasses for
the water. Within a minute, we sat on the blanket witica lunch in a lovely setting.

“I'd go crazy if | couldn’t do this now and then,” Whitney @ais she bit into a slice of melon.

| nodded, appreciating the moment. | closed my eyes and feltaiath of the sun on my face. |
breathed in fresh air and wildflowers for the first éinrm months. A butterfly landed on my hand. It
inspected my palm, then flew haphazardly away. Werasélence. After finishing my sandwich, | lay
back against the fallen tree.

Whitney moved closer to me. She placed my head comfortabhenthigh and gently stroked my
hair. The effect of the hike, the food, the meadow and beitigWhitney was totally relaxing. | drifted
off in little time. | woke up later, surprised thatdd nodded off so easily.

“Have | been asleep?” | asked. Whitney looked down at me&aaded yes. “For how long?”

“Maybe an hour. You were snoring.”

“Why didn’t you wake me?”

“You needed the rest.”

| lifted my head from her thigh. She appreciated having lietddnerself again. | stretched my arms
and yawned deeply.

“l don’t want to lose this,” Whitney said out of the blue

“What makes you say that?”

“I worry we'll become the Alphans someday, or the Dedta

“Or the Omegans?”



“Heaven forbid.” Whitney distrusted the Omegans since tieeirenergy fields separated the people
from the natural world. A hike on a mountain trail to @amiow was not accessible for them.

“Is it one or the other?” | asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Is it a choice we have to make? Do we have to be likeetloaltures or like the Thetans?”

“Maybe there’s a middle ground, but | don't like the directiggire heading.”

“Why?” | asked.

“It seems like people only care about technology. All peegat is more ‘this’ and more ‘that,’
while offering less of themselves.”

“Are you afraid for the future?”

“Not afraid exactly,” she said, staring at a little perfibwer that bent toward her in a light breeze.
“I'm just concerned about the changes that are happening teoold.”

| placed my hand on hers. We spent the rest of the day sgeakiy little. We packed our lunch and
blanket. We walked around the meadow before returning todtihe tr

As we walked back down the narrow dirt path, | thought ofstuation. Whitney had good reason to
be concerned. It seemed like we were at a crossroadaadanNever before had so much change come
about so quickly. The world was a much different placa thiaen | was a child. Due to the success of the
project, the world was headed for even more changes. Vgogldty be mature enough to handle the
responsibilities that came with so much knowledge? | wondasedie made our way down the dirt path
back to the car.

Once inside the convertible on the road home, | was remindsid afj the vast differences of
civilization compared to the peaceful meadow that we hadgfis Were they compatible? If not, which
was better?

Spinning Ever More

The crew continued to study the Omegans. We had tohasKlietans for help with everything.

They had plenty of answers, but the products seemed far beyomadpacity to replicate them. Even the
energy fields were designed through advanced chemical matngmsl that would be difficult for a firm
from our planet to emulate.

We identified ground level spaceports. The ships statidhece were shiny, metallic discs and
cylinders. They moved with incredible grace, producing no raftel They were similar to the designs
from Delta 13 but even more advanced. While the Deltan shags been confined to their own
atmosphere, the Omegan ships routinely left theirs. They coole im any direction, and they could
completely disappear, which was something the Deltan shghsdver done.



At one spaceport, we watched several Omegans boardaastigped craft. Wearing the normal
transparent energy gowns, they hobbled up a stairwell, whicdcted after their entrance. Multicolored
lights came on around the outer surface. The ship liftethefground. It rose slowly until it was at a fair
height. Then it disappeared.

“Where did it go?” Jim asked.

“Perhaps the correct question is ‘when’ did it go?” leplied.

“What do you mean?” | asked.

“If it has the kind of propulsion I think it does, once thesteyn approaches light speed, time is
experienced differently,” lan explained.

“l don’t understand.”

“Time is a variable, not a constant. Time is a prodiicipeed. The closer you get to the speed of
light, the less time you experience.”

“I still don’t understand.”

It reminded me of the light generated from stars, and htwokt years to reach us. | had learned that
time involved light in its equation, but now lan was tellmg it involved speed as well. Time, light and
speed had never seemed to be related concepts, nor dgktdmyso difficult to understand.

“Don't feel bad,” Adams said. “The main thing is thatstloraft has an engine system that reaches
speeds near light. Once it does that, it can move aroursibievio us.”

After a week we hadn't figured out much of anything, ewdth the assistance of the Thetans. They
did confirm that the Omegan crafts had engine systerhsedehed speeds close to that of light.

One evening after the others had left, Jessica stayedvidt me. It was Whitney’s day off. Jessica
wanted to learn how to use some of Jim’'s camera functhat@ns or | always did it when Jim was busy
working on something else. Over the months, | had becomepant ®n manual scanning and focusing.

| showed Jessica how to adjust a set of cameras inighdtline, either north or south or side to side.
Jim was content to watch and listen as | explainedumstions. She played with the controls. The trick
was to be very smooth with the fine tuning. We saw an @meguple lying on a platform device that
was floating around the city.

| told her, “Try following them.”

The floating device moved too quickly for her, so | told hetead to make an inspection of all the
sights she could find on a particular street.

“Okay,” she said, moving the camera angle slowly aboustieae. “Here are apartments. Here are
public transport chambers. Here we have a row of comatdnaildings.”

“Very good,” | said. “Now let's move a little further mthe city range.”

She scanned to the left until the high rises took over the Meght was approaching. A few people
mulled about in the streets. A man lounged in a slow-masmeggy bubble. His eyes were half-open and
his face beet red. He appeared to be grossly intogicate

| said, “Follow the wasted guy in that cab.”

“He’s moving a little faster than I'd like.”

“Jessica, he’s barely moving.” | helped her with the costrplacing my hand on hers and adjusting
the speed to the right level. “There, you're getting it.”

As she got more competent, she was able to follow the aabuwvimy help. Then it came to a stop,
and the man entered a high-rise building.

“Okay,” | said. “Now scale up the building and check outaitsf.”



Jessica used the controls to climb the building floor byrfldbe shot lifted to the peak. We saw a
penthouse suite with a pool and people lounging. Treestlwegdool, which had a cascading waterfall at
one end. Omegan women splashed playfully in the falls. Robatvants placed trays of fruit for a group
of men. The men lay in lounge chairs, eating and wadgctiie women.

“Let’s check this out,” Jessica said as she maneuvheesiiot in closer to the pool scene. As the shot
went in, we noticed nobody wore any energy gowns. A few @meegans, also naked, walked casually
by the poolside.

“Hello,” | said.

Some of the people began to engage in sexual acts.aJéssdt to move the camera angle but
couldn't.

“What's wrong? It's not responding,” she said.

“Why?” Jim asked, locking the camera on the scene by the Pbly don't you want to watch
this?”

“Because it's not appropriate,” | explained.

“Why not?”

“That’s just the way it is,” | said, not having a beteswer for him.

Why is sex so common on this planet?” Jim asked. He adjtisteahonitor to go even closer to the
group of Omegans. His green light was pulsing mildly.

“People need to reproduce,” | told him.

“But why haven’'t we found any pregnant Omegans?” he asked.

“Maybe they just have really small babies,” | offered.

“That would be a first,” he countered. “None of the womesnséhe least bit pregnant, yet look at
how often they do this.” Jim filled the monitors with sceheshad recorded from Omega 5, scenes of all
types of Omegans engaging in sexual acts. Jessica and | laaket at a sea of naked aliens, feeling
like we were in the middle of a galactic orgy.

“These examples were all taken last night.”

“Okay, that's enough, Jim,” | told him.

“Let’s get back to something else, please,” Jessica diaglting her eyes.

“Not until you answer my question,” Jim said. “Why igsteo important to them?”

“Because it makes them feel good,” | told him. “People figeing sex. You know that.”

“What does it feel like?”

“Oh, come on, Jim. There are some things that you willmewderstand. I'm sorry, but this is one of
them.”

Jim adjusted the focus even closer to the group by the pookéd over to Jessica and shrugged.

Jessica suggested, “Perhaps we should go into Webstkcs ahd give Jim some time alone on
this.”

Once inside the office, Jessica and | laughed at the preditamadound ourselves in. Neither of us
knew what to tell Jim that would make him understand. Weudised how difficult it was to explain the
attraction between a man and a woman. We tried to exiplgn ourselves. She made fun of all the sex on
the monitors by placing her arms around my shoulders. | ddtices appealing she looked.

For some reason, | leaned forward and kissed her. Itdidnk twice about it. It started as a simple
kiss, but it quickly became more intense. Jessica vass sensual than | would have thought. We quickly
got caught up in the moment. We kissed passionately ubgtame awkward.

| averted her eyes and said, “I don’'t know what came over me



“Let’s just not mention this and move on.”

We returned to the lab and checked on Jim. He was giiigtto make sense of what was happening
on the monitors. We told him we were leaving for the night.

He yelled after us, “You're being neglectful of my needs!”

Once outside, Jessica approached me for another roundiofkis

Having my arms around her felt completely natural. Dave, btteesecurity guards, looked over and
noticed us. Then | made eye contact with him, and he loakeg.

| flew home thinking. | didn't know what to make of it. How didist fit in with my interest in
Whitney? | still cared deeply for her, and yet | was foolimmuad on her left and right. Since she held a
mild disdain for Jessica, | knew this would upset her. Parlaath Brandi she would understand, but not
with Jessica.

Ruling Bodies

With help from the Thetans, lan began to understand how thg&nezone system worked.

“It's a weather controlling device,” lan explained of tharaye bubble to Frank at a crew meeting.
“They ensure good agricultural and living conditions. They caremgmpn warm summers and mild
winters. They can even reduce the strength of violeativee.”

“So this might be useful for our planet as well?” Frasked.

“If we could figure it out,” lan said. “No more droutghor hurricanes or fires.”

“I don't agree,” Whitney said from her chair. “I see #ricement of perfect weather, but an artificial
ozone seems to go against Mother Nature’s own balancingameats.”

“We'll be helping Mother Nature balance herself,” lan atjudhe same as they do with their red
fence system.”

Whitney was the only one who was critical of the Omeganeudlh they had a global community
that lived in peace, everything about them was unsetitingdr, especially the red fence.

“What good is it to live on a beautiful planet if you can’jognts natural treasures?” Whitney asked.

“They enjoy their beaches and mountains. They just do it faistance,” lan said. “Maybe they
care less about time on the beach compared to the prospegiacef?” A part of me agreed with him. |
would rather live on Omega 5 than on Theta 7, just forukgries and the thrills.

Whitney proposed an idea. “I think the Omegans live in &@dtate. The bubbles are tracking
devices that keep an eye on everyone, to ensure they act thighiules.”

“Well, there’s an easy way to prove or disprove that,”daidl.

“Grandmother,” | asked at our next session, “what is the perpar the floating, pulsating bubbles
that accompany the Omegans everywhere they go?”



“As you have said,” the reply came through Whitney. “Tcomgpany them.”

“But why?”

“To watch over the citizens, to make sure they abide by lHes.”

“Is it against the law to be in the natural areas orptheet?” | asked.

“That is correct.”

“What else is against the laws?” Jessica asked.

“Murder, theft, any action that goes against the ruling Body

“But isn’t the ruling body designed by the people, for the peiphdams asked.

“Yes, but it comes with a cost.”

“What do you mean?” Adams asked.

“The idea is to ensure peaceful existence for all Omegéetsit denies the right to self-expression
and free will.”

“Maybe it's for their own protection,” Adams stated. &ybe in a world so advanced, an individual
left on his own could cause a lot of damage.”

“That is the argument behind the laws,” the speaker replide: basis for this argument is fear, and
no good can come from a ruling body based on fear.”

I didn’'t know what they were talking about. Living on Omegauldde like a dream come true. No
work, just play and relaxation. No problem hooking up with girigerithing was taken care of by
robotic assistance. They rode wonderful devices. The péeplk comfortably. What was wrong with
that?

“What about pregnancy?” Jessica added, returning to our‘\lifty can’'t we find any pregnant
women?”

“There aren’t any,” the speaker replied.

“How do they keep their population going?” Jessica asked.

“Birth s are administered by the ruling body. Omegan par@msnformed when they have been
approved for a child. That being is conceived, born arsgddior the first year of its life under the care of
the ruling body.”

“With the parents’ genetics?” Jessica asked.

“If they prefer their own, the genetics are taken from thEney have many choices.”

“Sounds creepy,” Jessica mentioned.

“Where is this ruling body?” Adams asked.

“Everywhere,” the speaker replied. “With the floating bubbtég ruling body has eyes and ears
everywhere. We will review this again, for we are throtfaylthe present.”

The Thetans came out of their meditation. Whitney slowlneg her eyes. | brought her a glass of
water and the printout from Jim.

Whitney read through it quickly. “I knew it. No free Wil

“l see your point,” | told Whitney. “But even if you're righyouldn't it be worth giving up a few
things if your life was taken care of in every way?”

“How can you call that a life?” Whitney argued. “Withdutedom? Without risk or discovery? The
Omegans live in a prison that just happens to havedd lexuries.”

“It is debatable whether that's a bad thing or not,” Adaaid.

“The real danger,” Whitney said, “is that the Omeganscar#rolling everything. The weather got
bad, so they found ways to modify it. The atmosphere hegiedo they found ways to cool it. The
wildlife died, so they found ways to nourish it. A citizem diomething wrong, so they found ways to



watch them. Every time something happened as a resultbaflanced living, the Omegans sought to
control it.”

“Isn’t that what we do?” | didn’t want to argue with héut | had trouble seeing any other way to
deal with the hazards of a modern society.

“They’re treating the symptoms and not the cause. What if $amgetgoes wrong? They've
completely entrusted their planet to an artificial ozalbat if it ever stops working?”

“I don't know,” | said. “Maybe it will work forever.”

“Do you know of anything that works forever?”

Confusion

Jessica approached me in the parking lot after work.

She said, “I think we need to talk. | know you have an inténédthitney, and | don’t want to come
between that. Can you come to my place... just to talk?”

| agreed to follow her home.

Once there, she fixed us a couple of drinks. | sat ondumhc She sat in a nearby chair.

“The other night was a total surprise,” she said. “But youoi@e than a work associate. You're a
trusted friend. In fact, you're one of my only friends.”

“That’'s something we have in common. Strange, considerifrg &e different.”

“There’s something about you that's good for me.”

“What?”

“I need to laugh now and then. | know that.”

| stood up and refilled our drinks. | told her that | enjoyed ¢mmpany, especially since flying
together, but there was Whitney.

“We're not really dating,” | added. “I can't make sengét.oNe've never slept together, but | might
be in love with her.”

“Might?” Jessica asked.

“I've never been. | don't have much experience with women. lowou know when you're in
love?”

Jessica told me stories about her past. She had beeo ilong and painful relationships. In each
case, the men treated her poorly. She wanted them to lovbutet was hopeless. After struggling for
years, Jessica gave up. So she buried herself in workharmesame a bit cynical.

“Since you’re always kidding around,” she said, “you’ve helpe break out of that.”

“You've help me too. To become something | wasn't. More ggsional, more competent. You've
helped me feel like | can be successful anywhere.”

Jessica put her drink down. “Jon, what do men want?”



“What do you mean?”

“I mean from a woman. What do men really want?”

“That’s difficult. | guess they want attraction.”

“Do you think I'm attractive? If Whitney wasn't in youifd, do you think you'd be attracted to me?”

“Why are you asking?”

“Because | don’'t know what to think of myself. Some thingsualme are attractive, | know. But
overall, am | attractive to men? | really don’t know.”

“Of course you are. The other night in the lab, you felt wdndér

Jessica half-smiled, relieved, | thought. | placed niykdon the mantle and held her.

“Thank you,” she said. “I'm sorry | dumped all this oruyb

“It's okay.”

With my arms around her, an internal battle went on éetwmy brain and my body. | didn’'t want to
let go. We kissed, softly at first but then with marensity.

I woke up the next morning with Jessica in my arms, wonderirzg inwas doing.

“Have we made a mistake?” Jessica asked.

“l don't know.” | was in a daze. The feeling was similathaBrandi, but Jessica meant more to me. |
didn’t know how to define our relationship, or mine and Whitneysul@ | define it? The situation had
turned into something that would be difficult for all.

Over the next week, | spent several nights with JessazhoPme thought it was wrong, while part of
me felt it was right.

Whitney began to act differently around me, in and out ofldbe | feared she was beginning to
suspect something.

“Is anything on your mind?” she asked me once. “Something o i@ talk about?”

“No.” I convinced myself my personal life really washer business.

However, | couldn’'t kid myself. | was in love with Whitnegyven if my behavior suggested
otherwise.

I took her for a long drive home after work. We held haart$ listened to a quiet station on the radio.
Night fell. Whitney laid her head back in the leather seatcdoskd her eyes. | turned the music down
low and adjusted the heat so she wouldn't be chilled.

When we got back to her place she looked at me and asked{’$\§bizg on, Jon?”

“What?”

“| feel like you have something to tell me.”

| debated what to say. | had trouble looking her in the Bye.truth would upset her, but | hated the
thought of lying. She’'d see right through it, and | had pseahithat | would never lie to her. | was taking
too long to answer.

“What's going on?” she repeated, lifting my face to hers.

“Something happened between me and Jessica.”

“Something... as in sex?”

| paused before answering. | had to be honest with hes."Y

“More than once?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because | was afraid of losing you,” | told her. She poedé¢he thought. “I don’t want to lose you.”



“I need some time to think.”
She got out of the car and ran into her house.

For several days, Whitney only talked with me as was needte lab. She preferred not to have
any question periods with the Thetans, but just to meditagly with them. She told Adams she needed
a break for a while.

| watched Whitney in her meditations. | also worked wittsi¢esin our studies of Omega 5. Jessica
had done nothing wrong, but | needed to keep it from gettinguserio

“We need to talk,” | mentioned to Jessica in the lab.

“I know.”

“I'm not sure if this is smart.”

“Me too,” she said. “Especially if it affects us atnk@r as friends.”

I was relieved that she understood and felt the same asthdicgh | sensed a bit of disappointment
in both of us.

| stood in the background one night, watching Whitney as sheedtilde Thetans. The monitor
showed about thirty Thetans taking place in a ceremonya#t twe first time we had witnessed the
procedure, which consisted of a long march from the town stmaraearby lake. They sang and clapped
the entire way. | wished | could have heard the soundséemned to bring them so much pleasure. When
they arrived at the lake, they stood by the shore in sfitgle

An elderly Thetan man spoke to the group and dropped palmagddspices into the water. Then the
Thetans took off their robes and stood naked by the waggge. One at a time, aided by the elderly man,
the Thetans walked into the water until they were submerged their necks. The elderly man dipped a
bowl into the lake and poured the water over their heads. thbgriurned around and walked back to the
shore where they were greeted by a towel bearer. Tiegrédressed.

“This is a spiritual cleansing,” Whitney said, apprecigtihe ritual.

“Is that why they’re in the lake?” Jim asked.

“Water is a symbol of spirit and purity,” she said.

“Why do people wear clothes?”

“Partly to keep warm. Partly because people don'’t feel caatile being naked.”

“Thetan children are usually naked.”

“They don't have the same hang-ups we do.”

“Would the world be a better place if people didn’t haves¢hisang-ups?”

“Maybe,” Whitney said. “It would be different. I'm impre= with you, Jim. You come up with some
profound questions.”

Jim didn’t respond, but | knew he was pleased with himsigfgreen light dimmed down.



Trickle Down

One morning, we were all in the lab when Frank came inoptned a bottle of champagne and

provided glasses for everyone. We gathered around, anxious toisi@@anouncement.

“We just landed our biggest account yet!” he said, over-powtiagnpagne into glasses and onto the
floor. “Our military has bought the rights to a statetdd-airt satellite defense system.”

Our reaction was one of surprise.

“You mean the system from Delta 13?” Adams asked.

“The very one,” Frank announced proudly. “I just got back frolorey meeting with the defense
team. We've got some wrinkles to iron out, but I'm surellweanage them. It's a package deal that will
be worth billions.”

“Don’t you remember, that system caused the destructidmavfplanet?” Adams responded, putting
down his glass. “How could you sell that to our military?”

“It won't ever be used, Webster,” Frank said, assuring Hitis only going to be there as a
deterrent.”

“How do you know that?”

“We don’t even know how to make those things fire!” Frank satll a laugh. “This is the best part.
The military has the recordings we made when they wsed on Delta 13. These recordings will leak out
to the public and to other nations. Presto! Instant reSpect

“But how do you know they'll never be used?”

“They can't even arm them if they don’'t have the technology,” Fsand, still smiling. “It's the
world’s biggest bluff! There’s nothing to worry about.”

“But how can you trust them?”

“Webster, they're just decoys! | thought you'd be excitedualois. You just became rich beyond
your dreams.”

“Wonderful. Listen, Frank, don’'t some ethical questions squkr financial gain?”

“It's a bluff, Webster. A bluffl How can we fear somethitigt isn’t actually real?”

“Other nations won't know that!”

“Don’'t you remember what the Thetans said?” Whitney adtiHte aims, intentions and ideals are
what matter.”

“Hold on. We didn'’t invent the spear,” Frank told us. “\tiein’t invent the gun or the hydrogen
bomb. We didn’t invent chemical weapons. But now, because we shbaweproduct to the Defense
Department... the world is suddenly a dangerous place? | gienit. It's okay to share everything else,
but when a product scares you... then it's suddenly a questathics? And you wanted to give everyone
free energy without a thought.”

Frank left the champagne on the desk. He shook his head and watkedn, Jessica and | stood
there holding our glasses, quietly reflecting on what wewdeing.

“Frank. The consummate businessman. We had a blowout today over Deltatesatdtiw could he
have sold them? I'll never forgive myself if something happens. Andhyetan't | stop thinking about



his points? Is it for me to decide what people can know about and what th¢y Wdhnére does
responsibility truly lie?”
- From p. 149 of Webster’s journal.

Reincarnation

Adams showed the effects of months of long and sometimelulpaiork. His once salty-brown

hair was changing toward straight gray. His eyes andstac@ed more lines than when [ first met him. |
noticed changes to my appearance as well. My eyes sagugd,had lost more hair. I'd put on several
pounds, a result of not riding my bike anymore. Everyone gets, dldbought. The results weren'’t
always pretty. | vowed to start adding some regularoess@back into my life.

Whitney, on the other hand, looked better than ever. Her fasesw clear it shined, and her body
looked firm and slim, though she was probably exercisingtless she was used to. She said it had been
months since her last migraine.

After a week of silence, Whitney had a few questionsisrged to ask the Thetans. | thanked her for
including me. Adams and the others were relieved toheeaesume with the questions. They had a
number of items they wanted to ask about, though they knevgé¢lsion was to be dedicated to areas of
Whitney’s interest.

She went into her meditation with the group at CoasttGe.first questions dealt with the meaning
of lifetimes. The speaker went on in great detail, ntodine boredom of the rest of the crew. The follow-
up questions dealt with the afterlife, a subject which caoghattention.

“Grandmother, what happens after a human being dies?ed dmk.

“The death of the body is not the death of the entity. Thiyemannot die. The body is like a car for
the soul. Once the lifetime has passed, the soul drogsothelike you would if you bought a new car,
there being no need to continue with the old one.”

“Do some souls reincarnate into new human bodies?”

“Yes.”

“Has my grandfather’s soul reincarnated into a new bboldg8ked, deviating from the list.

“Which one?” was the response. | had forgotten that bbtimyo grandfathers had passed away,
because | had never met the first one. He had died beidprgrth, and | had trouble remembering his
name.

“Both of them.”

“Your mother’s father, the entity that was known as Hanas entered a new physical lifetime. Your
father’s father, the entity that was known as Wils@sg hot yet entered a new physical lifetime.”

“Wilson! That's right,” | said. “What do you mean he hasb&en reincarnated yet? What's he
doing?”



“That soul is resting.”

“What about my wife, Rose?” Adams mentioned somewhaiadigs

“Has she reincarnated into a new body?”

“Yes,” the response came. A moment of silence followegbndered what Adams was going to say.

“Where is she?” he finally asked.

“In your terms... Zeta galaxy, section J, of star faundred and...” the speaker relayed numbers that
we were familiar with. Those numbers were coordinatglsin the machine, and the effect on the crew
was instantaneous disbelief.

“What?!” Adams screamed, cutting off the speaker. “poa trying to tell me that she’s inside this
thing?!” There was no response from Whitney.

“l think you have to phrase that better,” | said to him.

He calmed himself and redirected. “The entity that mgswvife, Rose Adams, is that entity now in a
new body inside this machine?”

“Yes.”

Adams couldn't believe it. He didn't know what to say next, aid anyone. He sat down in his chair
and began to laugh. He laughed in spurts and a little awkwalif he was unsure if this news pleased
or annoyed him. He needed time to think. None of us made amn t&ffobreak him from the moment.
Whitney sat, still in her trance. As Adams went on tetiiag his head, | noticed that the Thetan sun in
Coasttown was rising. | saw the slightest change to theegsipn on Whitney’'s face. The time for
guestions had passed. Whitney came out of her trance.

“Whitney, can you hear me?” Jim asked.

Her eyelids twitched. We gave her time to reconnect. Shedrher head from side to side and
opened her eyes. She noticed the sober mood of the room.

“What? Was it bad?” she asked, trying to make sensaraéqressions.

Adams relayed the details of the questions until he cartteetsubject of Rose. Then he had trouble
remembering the specifics of what had been said. Whigmok as Jim reminded him that The
Grandmother said Rose’s soul had been reincarnatedhandhe had given us coordinates that would
lead to her.

“What were they?” Whitney asked anxiously.

“l got some of it, but your father cut them off as thegrevsaying it,” Jim said.

“What?!” Whitney screamed at him.

“You can’t be serious,” Adams objected.

Jim had recorded the information. Zeta galaxy, secijostar four hundred and seventy-something
was a great place to start. The good news was thatehenar were discussing was a tiny percentage of
the entire universe. The numbers boiled down to the $izbaut ten solar systems, which was still a
considerable area when looking for an individual body.

“Should we have a session now, with another group?” Jesskesal.

“l don'’t think | can relax,” Whitney said. “We’ll have wait until tomorrow when we can ask them
again.”

“We could at least start looking,” | offered.

“l can't believe you're serious about this,” Adams saidni®

“Besides, how can you look for someone in an area as laggvasal solar systems?”

“We're probably only talking about six or seven systemsydgested.



“Some of those stars probably don’t have any planets in ohlgit. For the ones that do, how many
life supporting planets do you think could be out there?”

“Maybe three or four apiece?” he guessed.

“I'd say that's generous,” | added, suddenly feeling confidemby logic. “But assuming that’s true,
how many of those are in a modern stage with societies?”

“How do you know she’d be on a planet in a modern stage?’skada

“Good point,” | conceded. “Let’s assume it. How many do yook?”

“Probably just one,” Adams said at last.

Jim used several monitors to blanket the space the Thetafedhagito. The monitors looked almost
entirely black, with tiny specks of light visible in maaseas. We analyzed it.

The fourth star we found, number 474 in the J section df¢te galaxy, was a large yellow sun with
several planets in its orbit. The first planet was swenadl close to its sun, too close for life. The second
planet looked better. It had large amounts of carbon dioxidevatet vapor, though its surface looked
gaseous and unstable. By the time we reached the third, plenenmediately recognized large amounts
of blue ocean. Any planet with that much water in kgsiiate had to support life. As our cameras zoomed
in closer to the blue-green planet, Jim announced hisoserwere detecting something artificial in
wavelength.

“What is it?” Adams asked.

“It's a radio signal from the planet,” Jim said.

“From the body itself?” Adams asked.

“From a satellite in orbit.”

“What do you think it's for?” | asked.

“Maybe it's an attempt at communication,” Whitney razesh

“What's it say, Jim?” | asked.

“I don't know,” Jim said. “We’ll have to decipher it fir&t

As the shot continued through the atmosphere and down tarfaees of Zeta 3, nothing we had seen
before could have prepared us for that moment. Zeta 3 wasdwlike our planet, it was scary.

Everywhere we looked, things appeared familiar. The mountagked the same as ours, the trees
and plants looked the same. We found a neighborhood whereuseshand even the people looked the
same.

“How do you explain this one?” | asked Adams.

“You got me.”

“Unbelievable,” Jessica said in awe.

“Amazing,” lan added.

“They look exactly like us!” Whitney said.

We had seen similarities to our world on other plar®isnothing like this. We scanned around for
hours. We watched people driving cars in the streets &ying sports in the parks, children with
backpacks taking the bus home from school. On top of thatsthaiety was almost at the same level of
technology as ours, perhaps only a few decades behind us.

If it hadn’'t been for the difference in its continentabke-up, | would have sworn someone was
pulling a joke on us. But this was njpke. Zeta 3 was our identical twin from another dimension. We
stared at the monitors in disbelief, as if we were lookibg a mirror for the first time.

“It is remarkable,” Frank said upon seeing the new pldiéhat do you make of that, Webster?”

“Incredible coincidence,” Adams said.



“And what about this beacon in space?” Frank asked.

“Jim’'s on it. Probably some kind of communication effort.”

Jim had been working with the space signal since he foundeitcompared it to all the other
electronic imprints that he was familiar with. He wasy excited about deciphering it, as if someone had
given him a puzzle. We left for the night knowing Jim wouldlbang everything he could to make sense
of the signal.

By the next morning, Jim had turned the signal into a sefesecognizable figures. It was a
presentation of the planet and its life forms. The imagesded a picture of the globe itself along with
its sun and fellow planets. There were also pictures of memen and children doing fun things. There
were pictures of animals and plants. There were even g@ictifrdinosaurs and other creatures that we
assumed had gone extinct. Then there was an alphabet exgplaow to spell and pronounce numbers,
letters and words. The message was detailed and sedirexpty. Overnight, Jim had become relatively
proficient in their language.

“Great work, Jim,” Adams said upon seeing the images fitensignal. “What have you learned
about them?”

“They call their planet Earth,” Jim said.

“Earth?” | questioned it, finding it a strange name. &Tkounds so... primitive.”

“Is it any worse than what we call our planet?” Whitasked. | thought about it and decided she was
right.

“So why do you think they sent this signal?” | asked.

“Maybe to see if anybody’s out there?” Jim said.

He sounded intrigued. This was the first time we had eriecesha message in space, even though
several of the societies we’d found were far more azkéithan the people of Earth.

“The signal is coming from one satellite, correct?” Adasked.

“Yes,” Jim replied.

“Is there any indication where the signal originated?”

“Yes. | can input the coordinates.”

Jim took the picture into one of the continents, down to ea af broad desert that had several radio
telescopes. The huge devices stood out dramatically aghendiare background of desert hills. We
noticed a building next to the radio telescopes that mig¥e been where the signal came from.

Occasionally, the building’s front doors slid open, and pewnjpléed out to their cars. Their yellow
sun was setting, and the people were ending their wditkastal leaving for the night.

One woman walked out alone. Jim zoomed in on her. She carviedhkpaintings. We watched as
she set them down next to her car. She opened the trunk of thetitdenasrd loaded the paintings one
by one. Jim zoomed in closely on the artwork. They weretbaomical bodies, planets with rings and
moons, and phenomena in the skies like quasars. She placechtfedatly in the trunk and covered them
each with blankets. We saw a close-up of her face asakedvaround her car, got in and began driving
off.

“Dad, there's something about her,” Whitney said tentatively

“Follow her, Jim,” Adams added.

She drove down the desert highway. She passed the exits foaith@art of the town. Several miles
further she exited, then continued away from the town.dBfted in her lane and came a little close to



some oncoming traffic. Then she took a few side streetissinatiturned down a long and dusty path. She
parked the car at the end of the dirt road next to a mbdess.

A dog wagged its tail and jumped at the vehicle as sheujaif it. She petted it vigorously and then
tossed a stick for it, before she unloaded the paintiogs fier trunk.

“That’s her,” Whitney said.

“How could that be her?” | asked. “There’s probably overllahipeople on the planet. It's at least a
billion to one that this is her.”

Adams watched but said nothing.

“We'll find out tonight,” Whitney said.

“Why not have an immediate session with another grougssida asked.

“I'd prefer to sit with the Grandmother on this one,” Whitrsayd rather coldly.

The Earth woman worked in her flower garden just before. dglnke wore a pair of faded overalls
while diligently planting little flowers in a well-platd garden. She looked to be in her fifties. She had
shoulder length brunette hair with gray roots and streakssdtoe reason, Whitney felt certain that she
was the reincarnation of her mother.

Adams remained skeptical, but he couldn’'t take his eye$iatf The woman finished as the sky
became dark. She stood up, took off her gloves and went indoorss, our sight.

We waited for the Coasttown Thetans to arrive. The howssegaat a snail's pace. | assisted lan and
Jessica with the work they had been doing on Omegan ozoaesAand Whitney watched the monitor
set on Earth. It showed the woman’s house in the darlagiswlly, the dog would move around in the
yard. Once it went to the bathroom. | felt relieved whan €oasttown Thetans finally approached the
podium for their dawn session.

Whitney was already sitting on her mat with her icons icgl&er candles lit and incense burning. |
wondered if she would be able to relax enough to get inttrdmare. She had only one question for me to
ask. She made me repeat it over and over again to bevsoudd ask it properly.

“Grandmother,” | asked, once the session had begun. “Tdeevoman on this planet, Earth. We
have the monitor focused on her house right now, though she isnatgguasleep at this time. We can
see her dog in the backyard and her vehicle parked in fromtydu aware of the woman of which we are
interested?”

“Yes,” came the reply from Whitney. “We know the body thau yre speaking of.”

“Is she the present incarnation of the entity that Rase Adams, formerly the mother of Whitney
and wife of Webster?”

“The entity is one and the same.”

“Ask her again,” Adams told me.

“But she said that it was.”

“Just do it, Jon!”

“Can you confirm that for me please? Is the soul that Rase Adams, is she now this woman of
Earth that we are watching?”

“We repeat that the entity is one and the same,” thakspesaid.

“But there must be several billion people on this planet?HErAs implored.

“This is true.”

“How could | have found her so easily?! The chance af would be nearly impossible!”



“There is nothing about your relationship with this womart ikabased on chance,” the speaker
answered through Whitney. “Perhaps that is the pbmistrying to make with you.”

“This entity really is Rose?” Adams asked, his voi@cked with emotion.

“You have said it so.”

Adams buckled at the knees. He plunked down in my chair and plo¢dadsin his hands. Sobs came
through his palms as he wept intensely. Jessica stood demrahd rubbed his shoulders, trying to offer
some comfort.

“What is the name of the woman now?” | asked.

“She is known as Mara Smith,” the reply came through heyit “Doctor Mara Smith.”

“She’s a doctor?” | asked.

“A title for her degrees in astronomy.”

The floor was open for questions, though | didn't know tibado since they had answered the only
guestion we had for the night. Adams was still cryingodldn't tell if it was helping him any by asking
more, so | let the session continue while hardly askmghing.

After a few minutes of silence | asked, “Does she lioae?”

“Yes, with her dog.”

“Did she leave her job? Is that why she took her paintings Home?

“They’re having the offices painted,” the reply came. “And slaated to make some changes.”

Adams waved at me to refrain from asking questions. ekitia information was too much for him.
We waited patiently for the meditation to be over.

Eventually it ended, and Whitney came out of her trance asicedbat me with extreme interest.
Once she saw the red eyes and wet face of her fathdmeivehe answer.

“It really is her, isn't it?” Whitney said.

Whitney began to cry also, though she had the composstartd and join her father as he remained
seated in my chair. She put her arms around him and criechinitfior several minutes. The moment
became awkward. lan and Jessica excused themselves fhighhdeaving me to watch after them.

I drove us home. No one spoke on the way. After getting out,néghiteaching through my window
and hugged me. Then she went inside with her father dé@vk back to my house, | was overcome with
a realization. | had finally seen the woman who haddée for that little universe.

“Could it really be Rose? It's so hard to believe, and yet, past the point of doubting them. If it's
true, then it's the most wonderful discovery to date. And iftituis, then is it also a punishment? Is it
some kind of cruel joke?”

- From p. 153 of Webster’s journal.

The Earth Woman



Within a couple of days, we had a fairly clear view airlels life. She lived with her dog in a small

house on the outskirts of the desert town. She woke up earlp@gged with her dog. They passed the
country store and went down to the park, where the happyaaiumped in the river. On the way back,
she stopped at the market and picked up a hot drink and a péeer she walked back to her house,
reading the front page on the way.

She left the dog in the yard and drove her car to work.jétehad something to do with the radio
towers and astronomy, but it was impossible for us tondee was going on inside that building. When
she was at work or inside her home, Adams waited imyBti®r her to be outside again.

He had Jim replay tapes of Mara when she was workingvaieed to see her face as closely as he
could. In some ways, Mara reminded me of the picturesdl 9een of Rose. Neither of them wore
makeup. They each had natural smiles and creases next itoeyl@s that went to their ears.
Proportionally, Mara was slightly taller and thinner tiose had been. Mara was a brunette, while Rose
had auburn hair. Mara’s eyes were brown, while Rose’dbad mixed with green.

Adams observed, “She has the same spring to her step @salRdsa similar grace in movement.” He
had Jim replay a look at the paintings, the ones she had tedm her office. “These look like Rose’s
work,” he noticed.

“It's amazing,” Whitney added. “The way she pets her dog, vlag she works her garden.
Everything about her reminds me of Mom.”

“The question is, what are we going to do?” Adams said.

“l wish we could say hello,” Whitney added. She put her Harnithe monitor to touch the image of
Mara.

“I wonder what she’s thinking,” he said.

Whenever Mara was outdoors, Adams and Whitney were spatb&nfortunately, she worked long
hours. Adams spent many days stumbling around with othiesdubile he was really keeping an eye out
for her. It became a major distraction for him.

Adams was mostly quiet. | figured he was thinking of maihbut Rose. Finally, here in the project
that was his wife’s idea, there was Mara. It was ancosonnection, something that said, “This is what
matters.” But what next?

Frank was also intrigued with Mara. He too sat for Ipagods, watching her from a chair in the lab,
talking with Adams about the wonder of it all. He had kn®&ase for longer than he had known Adams.

“I funded this project for Rose,” he reminded me. He commeaotesimilarities he noticed between
the Earth woman and his past associate, but he didn’'t obsedslaneelike Adams and Whitney did. He
told me, “l was at the funeral. I've said goodbye.”

On clear nights, Mara stood on her roof stargazing withidlescope. She kept a bottle of wine and a
glass by her side. She spent hours looking through the eyepsewell as looking upwards with her eyes.
We would gaze back at her. Once, | brought a bottle of aumethree glasses into the lab so we could
share in her moment. When | offered Whitney the glass, iskedkme on the cheek and thanked me. |
thought a lot about our relationship during that time, howdltflawn it with her.

| also thought about Jessica. A part of me missed hphdemd it went beyond the physical. A bond
had been created during the flying sessions and those togktier. Something about Jessica felt natural
and fun. It was similar to how I felt with Whitney, budnsetimes | thought Jessica and | were a more
natural pairing. There was a side to us that was at the kesel emotionally. Even though Whitney was
the youngest of our crew, emotionally she was the most mature



We spent our Thetan sessions asking questions about Maraatwhed her as she worked on her
knees in her flower garden. It was early morning on that @athe Earth. We asked a number of
guestions regarding the nature of her job.

“She is involved in the search for extraterrestrial ligehce,” The Grandmother told us.

“Is she married?” | asked out of curiosity, thougimhmediately recognized it to be inappropriate.

“She is a widow,” The Grandmother said through Whitney. Aglatood behind his chair, grabbing
the back of it and pressing his fingers into it.

“Did her husband work for the same department?” Adamsdaske

“Yes, he searched for life in the universe.”

Adams let the answers soak in. He looked upset. Mara daty safes in the soil and placed little
flowers in them. She carefully poured a bit of wateuadbeach one. Adams handed me a note which
contained a question. | thought he had lost his voicthEomoment.

“What's Mara thinking about?” | asked.

“The flowers... how simple it is that they take root amawg Why is life so paradoxical? | miss
Michael. I'm angry that he left. Does he remember theé?p®dll it be answered? Why did he have to
leave? Does he even remember the pact?”

“What pact?” Adams asked.

“She made a pact with her husband that if there was anoatibn of the soul, that whoever left first
would make an effort to demonstrate that to the other.”

“How long has it been since he died?” Adams asked.

“Almost three years,” the speaker replied.

Adams said as an aside, “That's the same amoumhefdince Rose left.”

“Is there any way for us to contact her?” | asked.

“Not in the conventional sense,” the speaker replied.

| looked at Adams to see if he wanted to ask anything bigehe shook his head no. We waited
patiently for Whitney to come out of her trance. Adagadrthe printout again and again. Whitney finally
came out, awaiting the pages.

Adams and Whitney left together that night. They didn’t retuntil late the next day. Whitney told
me they went to the coast and walked by the shore, tadiiogt Rose. They walked for hours barefoot in
the sand. It had been years since they had done thdidnget

Adams was subtly changing. He had always been introventbedwdetly thoughtful. He became even
more so. Now, it seemed that he was thinking entireRrasfe. He looked as if he was lost at work.

lan told me, “He’s nearly useless on these projects.”

Whitney had prepared a dozen questions for me to ask ThdGotrer that evening. lan had a few
guestions of his own that would have to be put on hold.

“Grandmother,” | asked. “Is it possible for us to conthit entity, Mara?”

“Yes and no,” came the reply.

“Can you elaborate?”

“Contact, in the physical sense of the word, no. Thiéyelnas chosen a life that makes it impossible
to be with her previous family. This is the entity’s oehoosing and must be respected. It is possible to
make contact at the spiritual level, which is what shetsva

“How?”

“Through meditation and dreams,” the speaker said.



“This is what she wants?” Adams asked.

“Simply because she has chosen a lifetime away from yosndamean she wants to be out of your
life. Why else would you have found her?”

“But that doesn't make sense,” Adams said, pacing ardidwy can | continue to be a part of her
life if | can't even hold her or say hello to her?”

“Through meditation and dreams, it is possible.”

“But how do | do that?”

“You know how to dream. Your spiritual side is accessibleutihodreams and through meditation.
That is a time of letting go of worldly desires, lettigpg of what you think of as your life.”

“But | can’t control my dreams,” Adams said.

“Do you believe the entity wants to be controlled by you?”

“Of course not.”

“Ask yourself why you seek control. Ask yourself why this ag@ament is unacceptable, even though
it was made in your own interests by the one you love.”

“The one | love.” Adams thought about the words. “Why did Bage to marry someone else?”
Adams added, getting off track of the list that Whitnag given me.

“That can best be answered by you or her.”

“But how can | ask her that?” Adams objected.

“It is time for you to begin your lessons in meditationkAur daughter to help you with this.
Whitney is a gifted teacher.”

Adams finally stopped talking. | waved the list of qimst in the air to get his consent to return to
the program. He was lost in thought, but he acknowledged mgstq

“Grandmother,” | said, “did the entity that was known asé&umake a conscious decision to leave, or
was her death an accident?”

“There are no accidents in life,” the speaker said.

“If she made a conscious decision, then why?” | asked.

“She felt this was the only way to bring about the changeeritoved one that he needed,” Whitney
said.

“By dying?!” Adams blurted out. “She thought that would be@adyway to help me?!”

“This would best be answered by you or her. Speak waitin gaughter, and begin your practice.”

“What if | find this arrangement unacceptable?”

“We are through for the present.”

The Thetan sun still had several minutes before rising ©@asttown. Something about the speaker’s
tone had changed, as if she had grown impatient with Adams

That night, | had a vivid dream. This one woke me up, leavipdneart pounding and my face bathed
in sweat. The dream went like this:

She was behind the wheel, driving through a rainy nigle.\&s driving faster than she should have
been. She was crying and looked confused. There was a car behirahd she continually checked the
rearview mirror. The second car was not following clpselt it was following. Her heart was beating as
loud as a drum.

| felt that the woman in the dream was Rose, thoughdwerdeemed different. My dream never led to
an accident, but | sensed the accident was impending.dedkim ask Adams about it.



“Was it raining the night Rose had her accident?” | adkied the next morning. | mentioned it
quietly so the others wouldn’t hear me.

He put his clipboard down and thought about it. “It was,” hé afier a moment. “Why do you ask?”

“Just curious. | was wondering if the wet roads made therdifice.”

“l should have driven her,” Adams said, recollecting.

“Where was she going?”

“She said she had some loose ends at work to tie ugdBhenever sleep with work on her brain.”

“Did the accident happen between here and your houseRéda

“No, it was further in toward town,” he said. “She was plpaunning by the store on her way
home. Why are you so curious?”

“Just thinking about it,” | said and left the conversatiorhat.t

A New Practice

Whitney asked me to participate in Webster’s first meditadesson. She wanted me to arrive at the

house very early in the morning, as the Thetans did, anldefore sunrise.

Whitney set her mat on the floor. Neither Adams nor | hadlé&ebility, so we sat in chairs. She lit a
few candles and an incense burner. She placed some itemmsl dh@ room, including dried flowers, a
picture of Rose and one of The Grandmother.

Once we were seated, we formed a triangle with e&cis éacing the center. There was a sense of
intrigue. Though the session had not yet begun, | felivere making progress simply by being there.

Whitney told us to relax. She explained, “The mind is argsant worker that doesn’t know how to
take a break. Meditation quiets the mind so it can heardice that comes from within.”

“But isn’t that what my mind is?” Adams asked.

“There is a difference. The mind is like the noises aud party, and the voices within are like one
interesting person at that party. The trick is tesbealm and focused that it is easy to hear that o q
voice over the shouting from all the others.”

“So how do we do it?” | asked, already feeling morexetia

“First, get comfortable,” Whitney said. “Close your eylest your breathing slow down. Loosen your
body. Imagine the blood within you flowing to its needed areeatsyour mind be quiet.”

“The first parts seem easy,” Adams said through clesegs. “It's letting my mind be quiet that
seems so hard.”

“Allow your mind to think of one thought. Allow your mind to thirlkam at peace.” As you quiet
your mind by focusing on the mantra, slowly begin to feehthatra instead of thinking of the words.”

“What do | do when my brain starts to wander?” | asked.



“Return to the words. You are at peace. Start againaihemwith the words and eventually stay with
the feeling within them. The feeling is much more powetfan the words themselves.”

“This is what you do?” Adams asked.

“This is how to get started,” Whitney said calmly. “Ongmu get a feel for it, you will be able to
meditate without need of the mantra.”

“How long might that take?” | asked.

“A few weeks. A few months. Can you handle that?”

“Yes,” | said.

“If this is how | can connect with Rose, then | can handle

We began by quieting our mouths. Then | attempted tetqny mind. | told myself that | was at
peace, that my body and brain and everything about me weeaee. As | told myself that, | began to
feel the peace Whitney had described. The room was filigditwl suspected it was easier with the three
of us than if | had been doing it alone. Something about thepgrespecially Whitney, had a soothing
effect on the space. | wondered if Adams was also expergeikis. Then | realized my mind was
wandering. | let go of those thoughts.

We remained there for about a half hour. It was amazingdatiwve my brain wanted to be. Thoughts
kept popping up, like being with Jessica, or flying my PFDwyloat | would eat for breakfast. | felt like
my brain was an out-of-control puppy, and | was trying tohndéaand get it to be obedient. But my brain,
the puppy, wanted to be off its leash and run around. Igdegdighrough that first session, returning many
times to the words of my mantra.

“Okay,” Whitney said softly. “Slowly return to your normsglves.”

“My normal thinking self?” Adams asked, opening his eyes.

“How do you feel?”

“That was interesting,” Adams said. “I had trouble letting thoughts enter, but | did what you said,
and | think I get it. My mind felt like a dog with no obenlie training.”

“That’s exactly what | was feeling,” | said.

“You picked up on each other’s energy,” Whitney said. “Thgtied. You've already experienced a
connection.”

“l don't think | came any closer to connecting with Rbgelams said.

“This will take time,” Whitney reassured him.

“I know. | can handle that.”

“We should make a pact to do this for at least one mdratre, every morning at the same time,”
Whitney said, looking over to me.

“Count me in,” | said.

For the first week, it was an ordeal to get out of lederly. My body wanted sleep until the light of
dawn entered my room. But knowing how important it was for Adand Whitney, | made sure never to
be late. We stayed with the mantra “I am at peace,” th@Viginey told us many words or sayings would
be acceptable.

On the third day, we lengthened our sessions to a full hour. Waeame out of it, the daylight was
just beginning to brighten the skies. | felt a spiritual cotioeovhen | saw it. | felt in tune with nature,
and it suddenly made sense that the Thetans meditatdéstfast dawn.

| also noticed an effect at work. By the end of thetfiweek, | felt sharper at the end of the day.
Adams worked mostly with lan and | mostly with Jessica, wettalked with each other about our
increased ability to focus on what we were doing and iddse distracted.



Adams said, “This is making me more aware of Rosesence, even if it's inspired by my own
actions.”

Our evening sessions with the Thetans were also influenceehlly we were doing. Adams and |
appreciated their ritual more, as well as Whitney’s digeem joining them.

We returned to our old routine, asking questions about the psodictried to understand. lan and
Frank were delighted to ask their questions again. Duhiegnext two weeks we made progress in
understanding how certain things worked. We stayed with ilemsDelta 13. lan and Adams ironed out
many of the past wrinkles concerning their drive systemskeép¢ away from the crystal laser shields
because Adams and Frank had not resolved their differences

“Changes are happening. | don’t know if | can attribute it to this neaciice, but | can’t discount
the possibility. Rose, | miss you dearly. For a while, | had fongdti@v much. It seems odd to be
thinking that you can hear me, but maybe you can in your dreams. Maybe \akaaout it someday.”

- From p. 156 of Webster’s journal.

Divine Light

“G randmother,” | asked, “Whitney would like to know if theseailight source within people.”

lan grimaced as | finished the sentence. Even | tholnghjestion was odd. Surprisingly, Adams
did not. He looked interested to hear the response.

“Yes, dear child,” she responded through Whitney. “Your s@rinade of light. The body you wear
makes it difficult for others to see that brilliancehin you. From the time the universe began, everything
that is was made of light.”

“Everything?” Adams asked. “Even people?”

“Light makes the atom. Light makes the electron, the prdtephotons, the quarks. Light is the
beginning and the end, the Alpha and the Omega.”

“How can matter be composed of light?” Adams asked.

“The most fundamental unit of matter is not the quark, leptonanything smaller that you can find.
Beneath all of those things is light, the divine essencerasdtion. As you have been told, the Maker
began with light.”

“Now you’re speaking about the origin of the universe, aga@iddms said.

“The beginning of the universe was light. Divine light. Therdight within every molecule. That
light is from the same source and is divine in nature.”

“If light is divine,” Jim began, “and if there is lightithin all things, then are all things divine?”

“They are divine in origin.”



“What about bad things?” Jessica asked, perplexed. “Wiitdbad people? Are you saying evil
doesn't exist?”

“Evil is choosing not to recognize divinity. Evil is selfisissgfear, hatred, ignorance. For you have
continual decisions to make, and whether you choose good os auhatter of free will.”

“How do we know which is which?” Jessica asked. “Somediitie so confusing.”

“Ask the light within you.”

lan spoke out. “Is there anything that moves faster tharpfight

“How can you move faster than timeless?” she said. “Hawyou time something that exists out of
time?”

“That’s an interesting point,” Adams whispered to ust the speed of light, time stops. It goes to
zero.”

“l just wanted to see what she had to say aboutahWwhispered back.

“So, is light like another dimension?” | asked.

“Light and dimension are connected,” the speaker begansédyathat light is a dimension is like
saying water is an ocean. The first encompasses muhtham the specific. We will review this another
time, for we are through for the present.”

We continued with our morning sessions. By the third witekas much easier for me to get past the
words of my mantra and right to the meaning. | notided my mantra and the feeling | reached were
blending into something bigger. Adams described a similariexmpe.

He even said, “I've seen Rose in one of my dreams. | spikéher about what | was doing.”

| didn't tell him about my dream of Rose. | wantedhare it with him, but | wasn’t ready to.

At the end of the first month, Whitney brought us gifts. Séngegme a nice winter hat, which was
perfect, since the season was approaching.

She gave Adams a wool sweater. As she presented intchig eyes welled up. “You recognize it,
don’t you?” Whitney asked gently. Adams nodded, accepting theevasal holding it to his chest.

“What's going on?” | asked.

“Rose began this,” Adams said through his tears. ‘{&her finished it. It's been tucked away in a
drawer this whole time.”

Whitney held him. Then she said, “Come on, let’s sen jtau.”

The sweater was mostly black with areas of white inftbet. Within the patches of white were
colorful hints subtly woven between the light and the darksareoked closer. It was an image of a
galaxy.

“Perfect,” Whitney said, inspecting the length of th@sr

“I have a question,” | said. “What are we doing tomorrboW2vas the end of our pact to go for a
month.

“Same time tomorrow?” Adams asked while looking at himisedf mirror.

“Count me in,” Whitney said.

“Then | guess that makes three of us.”

When | saw the look on Whitney's face, | knew | had saidit@ thing. | remembered the advice
The Grandmother had given me, to be less selfish. Keepyngord with the sessions and always being
on time was a success there. Perhaps | was gaininglides@iopment.



Adams wore his new sweater to work that day and thewolhy days. He was a different man than |
had known. He had opened up a spiritual side, while softehmglinical one. He shared what was
happening with lan and Jessica. They commented abocidinges as well.

Frank noticed it too. | sensed he was concerned thahdreges were negatively affecting Adams and
his work. Frank spent time in the lab with him.

Jim told me later in private, “I think you should listenthis.”

“Listen to what?” | asked.

“Mr. Maxwell and Dr. Adams have been talking a lot atélthought you'd want to know about it.”

| sat down and listened to the recording Jim had maa@akisr voice was calm yet persistent, as he
told Adams of his concerns with his recent behavior.

“Part of me thinks you're putting too much stock into althe$,” Frank said.

“Too much stock?” Adams replied.

“All you do is watch Mara and reflect on the past. You mighd up very disappointed in the end,”
Frank added.

“l understand where you're coming from. My personal changes viboimyy Rose back. | know that.
But this has helped me deal with losing her, as wekesgnizing her spiritual presence.”

“Her spiritual presence?” Frank asked.

“This was her creation. Rose is everywhere in this roomsSioe just on that little planet. She’s in
the monitors. She’s in the hydrogen. She’s even in the dedkseaeils.”

“| think the Thetans have brainwashed you,” Frank addethirtktthey're brainwashing all of us.”

Adams laughed, but there was some degree of truth to wenalt Rad said. Adams admitted, “I guess
they are. But how can | argue with what they say?”

“l can’'t argue with it,” Frank told him. “It's certaiplmade us richer. It's just hard to accept it all
without questioning it at some level. Be careful, Webster.”

“l understand how you feel,” Adams said. “But there’s nothingn do about it.”

“Now I've got Frank concerned. My oldest friend doesn’t know me argintde’ll come around, |
think.”
- From p. 160 of Webster’s journal.

Association

Whitney showed me that sometimes | just needed to takeaffeanite with my own planet.

On my next day off , | pulled my old bike out of the gardgeiped the dust from the frame and
brushed the cobwebs from the spokes. The chain was drygaselit a squirt of oil. The tires had lost
some air. | found the pump, filled them up and off we went.



How nice it was after so many weeks, to feel the wind ynhair as | rode down the streets of my
new neighborhood. I'd forgotten the simple pleasure of jpegla bike after months of driving my car
and flying my PFD. My legs felt a little weak. | tookyrime and rode at a comfortable pace around
familiar landmarks. | pedaled past the Star Bar anddimoof Sam. | rode by my old apartment and
wondered who was living in it. | followed the bike path dowrthmyriver and through the town parks.

After an hour, | stopped by the liquor store to get someenwatrecognized the man behind the
counter, who had been so impressed with my PFD mogths+e didn’'t remember me, but he was polite
as he rang up the total for two bottles of water. | downedirgteone quickly. | placed the second in the
water holder and was ready for more pedaling.

A convertible pulled into the lot. | recognized Brandi rightagymhe redhead sitting in the passenger
seat. Then | noticed Molly behind the wheel. The girlsaatof the car to enter the store. | turned the
bike around and pulled up next to the curb.

Their clothing looked like materials from Alpha 17. Brandi lsametallic miniskirt, and Molly wore
a matching top. They both wore metallic-colored shoesastthe first time | had seen articles of clothing
inspired from the creation.

“Hey, Brandi. Hey, Molly,” | said from my bike. “Nicduds.”

“Hey,” they replied, stopping in their tracks. They looleeadne another for a sign of familiarity.

“What are you doing?” | asked.

“Nothing,” Molly said awkwardly. “Just getting somethirgdrink.”

“Me too,” | added, pulling the water bottle from its holdaddaking a swig.

“Do we know you?” Brandi asked.

“You don't remember me?” | was shocked. The girls lookeshah other and shook their heads. “I'm
Jon. | took you flying two months ago.” | wanted to sayg’ve had sex twice, remember?’

“Is that you?” Brandi asked. She came closer to irtspe; not nearly as excited about my looks on
my bike than she had been when | had jumped down fromRBy B can’t believe it. How funny that we
didn’t recognize you.”

“Where’s your machine?” Molly asked.

“At home. | wanted to get some exercise.”

“That’s awesome,” Brandi said. “Give us a call, antslgb flying sometime.”

“I'll do that.”

The girls backed away from me and entered the storelallguk out of the lot and toward the path by
the river. Like hell | was going to call them, | thought.

The Great Mystery



There were many hours of the day when we couldn’t watch Mdranever she was at work or

inside her house. Adams always had Jim keep an eye otlnefoiThey compiled a Mara disc that
recorded every single thing she did outdoors. It was collectibher getting into her car, driving to work
or to the store, taking her dog for morning and evening wadsking in her garden and painting on her
patio.

“Rose liked to paint outside too,” Adams remarked, asdietved Mara work on a new piece.

The canvas was almost entirely blank. She was beginniskgetoh in background colors of blue and
gray. It appeared to be a scene by the beach. | caaité out ocean waves and dark, cloudy skies in the
background. | wondered what she would paint in the centarthbught perhaps a jumping fish, and |
guessed a ship. We decided to put it on the list of quedbortse Thetans so we could enjoy watching
the process unfold.

“Teacher,” | asked, at a session with an inland group hdtans, “Mara has been working on a
painting lately. We’'ve watched her create the background @fnoe@aves and skies. Do you know the
artwork of which I'm referring?”

“Yes, we know of it,” the young Thetan man responded throughn&hi

“I'm a little curious,” | said. “What'’s going to be the center of the picture?”

“It will be what it will be,” the speaker responded. “Youithve to wait for her to finish it.”

“You don’t know the answer?” Adams asked.

“The future is not predetermined. Mind is the builder, yet thi md construction has infinite
outlets.”

“So our lives have not been predetermined?”

“Your existence is one of free will. How can you have freeddraxpression if you are acting as a
puppet on strings? What would be the meaning of your lif@mase the puppeteer?”

“But your people have said that my life has a purpose behiridams reminded him. “That sounds
like a contradiction to hear you say now that the futuretiprezletermined.”

“Your life is an ongoing creation, an ever-flowing evolutiokelithe life forms you have been
studying. Mind is the builder. You are the creator and thatiore You are the director and the actor and
the play. Do you not see it?”

“Yes, | can see that,” Adams said.

“See yourself as an evolution in progress. Be the evolutiobr&sa the changes that your soul has in
mind for you.”

“How do | know what they are?” Adams asked.

“Do not fear that you, the actor, are unaware of youdtrextor. The play unfolds. Experiences are
presented where you have free will to respond. This igitb&t mystery. The purpose is to assist your
soul in development.”

“The great mystery?” Jim asked.

“One way to call the sojourn or lifetime,” the speakespanded. “It is a mystery, because the
experience is more meaningful that way. What use wouldlifetime be if you knew the background of
your soul, or the challenges that would be presentedu®’yo

“A great mystery because it can't be defined?” | asked.



“How could you define it?” the reply came. “You know that younraat define time or light or
existence. You can only describe them. This should natdobling. Take comfort that there are others
on your path, like ourselves, who are assisting you on this plirne

Understanding the Thetans was frustrating for Adams. Ppigsevas not his specialty. It also
frustrated him that he could watch Mara but not spedk er. He spent most of his days helping lan
halfheartedly while keeping an eye out for Mara. It wasracting for him and a nuisance to lan, who
still needed Adams to help him work.

The other problem was that it tied up the cameras that able to film Earth. We had two in that
section of the universe that could be calibrated atletjs@nce. Adams preferred both to be for Mara,
extremely close, so we could generate three-dimensiomads, nearly at real-time. This disturbed
Jessica. Her job was to search newfound planets foestieg ideas and products. She was handcuffed
by the whole thing, forced to work with lan on Omega 5 aitd recordings we had from Delta 13. She
complained about it to Frank several times before héyiihad a talk with Adams.

“I'm not sure this is healthy for you,” Frank told him atr@w meeting in the lab. “All you've done
for the past few weeks is watch this woman. You havereénbworking. You don't look like you've been
eating. The closest people to ourselves are waiting tmeiled. | think we should move the cameras to
some other part of this planet so you can get back to nérmal.

“I'm fine, Frank,” Adams said. He kept his eyes on Maa&ke worked on her painting.

“What if it was just for a day or two,” Jessica add&d we can do some other surveys?”

“Even if this person was once Rose,” Frank suggested,s'sio¢’Rose now.”

“That’s not true, Frank,” Adams said calmly. “Lookhagr. Everything about her reminds me of Rose.
The way she paints on her back deck, the way she walk-jagshei dog, even the way she’s a bad
driver. It is Rose.”

“The question is, is this beneficial for you or for wha'ne doing here?” Frank added. “Webster, as
you know, | lost a wife too,” Frank went on. “I can relad what you're going through. If one of these
women turned out to be my Emily, | don’t think it would be Itteafor me to spend all of my time
watching her.”

“This was Rose’s project!” Adams replied angrily, withaaking his eyes from the monitor.
“Without her and me, you wouldn’t even be here.”

Besides Adams and Whitney, everyone else was anxious to sauthy Blthough they were a few
decades behind us, the people reminded us of ourselves in ewery aggpearance, actions - they
probably thought like us too.

Frank asked Jessica and me if we would alter our satedol we could get some work done after
Adams had left for the night. Even though Jim had beenuitstl to watch out for Mara at all times,
Frank felt we could get Jim to look elsewhere on theatlauring the hours that Mara was asleep and
Adams was at home.

I told him, “My schedule is already very busy.”

Jessica pleaded with me. In the end, | agreed to stay.

That night | convinced Jim to take a break from watchingatahouse. “It will still be there, and
Mara will still be asleep on our return.”

He reluctantly agreed, and we began charting the reébegdlanet. Once we were alone, Jessica and |
had a fairly good time scouting around.



Earth had large polar ice caps and five major continénédso had lots of ocean. Seventy percent of
it was covered with water. We found abundant sea liferatdhe shorelines. The tropical areas held
many white, sandy beaches, to which Jessica repliedetl aacation.”

Jessica put her hand on my back and asked if | ever took vacdtidought of the times we had
shared together. The notion of spending a week with her bgc#en was tempting. She loosened her
hair pin and shook it out, and her soft brown hair fell to heuklers. She looked even better than when
she had first arrived many months ago. Had she chandetiony perception of her changed?

“l like this shirt on you,” Jessica said as she releasedofhéutton, “but it looks like it's choking
you.”

“We can't do this,” | told her.

She gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “I know,” she said.if\idefy not here,” she added. “Perhaps
Jim can keep this up while we take a quick coffee bre&kahster’s office.”

| didn’t know what to say. More than anything | wanted diethat moment, though | knew it would
hinder my efforts at getting back with Whitney. | was csed and tired.

“Coffee does sound good,” | said. “Back in a few minudas. Keep doing what you're doing.”

“I'll be here,” Jim added sarcastically.

The coffee machine was empty as it should have bedsiesdn the day. | asked the dispenser to
prepare two cups. As we waited for the machine to make thessica asked me, “How are you feeling?”

“Confused and unsure,” | told her.

“What do you want to do about it?”

“I don’t think | want to answer that.”

“I miss you,” she told me.

“l miss you too.”

Jessica put her arms around my back and hugged me warcoiyldl tell she sympathized with my
position. As her face turned to meet mine, | couldn’t helgkissther. We exchanged a long, soft kiss and
held each other until the coffee was ready.

“Let’s take this back into the other room,” | told her.

Jim remarked, “You're back sooner than | had expected.”

The three of us returned to our studies of Earth. Aagaheir technology - we found cars, planes and
cell phones, but their models looked similar to ours from twadiex in the past. In fact, we found
nothing that would be considered new or innovative, espeaaityared to the products we had found
from the other cultures. Earth did have a bright spot, howéfmr a time leap, it would be poised to
show us all kinds of things about our probable future.

Losing Bets



(14
G randmother,” | began, from the list Adams had given mey ‘fyade a reference to an entity that

was the husband of Mara. You mentioned he passed on threeagearsEarth time. What was the name
of the entity?”

“That entity was known as Michael Smith.”

“Has that entity or soul reincarnated?” | asked.

“No,” came the reply from Whitney. “The entity is restihg.

“Why did she have to marry someone else?” Adams askedewibrse.

“To experience a relationship with someone of a similandiii the reply came. “Does this
information bother you?”

“Yes,” Adams admitted.

“What if you had left first?” The Grandmother asked hiM/duld you have wanted Rose to spend
the rest of her life as a widow?”

“l guess not,” Adams said.

“At her request, a lifetime was arranged for her own lgwreent, and yours and your daughter’s.
This was as Rose designed it, for mind is always theldil

“Are you saying my mind wasn'’t in accord with Rose’sdains asked.

“You have said it so.”

“But that’s not true,” Adams said, standing up and changiagdme. “We were a perfect match. We
were probably the only two people on our planet that could fraNed off this project.”

“But you did have a major difference,” The Grandmother gaioigh Whitney.

“I don’t know what you mean,” Adams said, pacing behincchasr.

“Think, Webster.”

“Of course we had some differences. All couples haverdiffees,” Adams said.

“But one thing in particular...”

“l don’t know what you're talking about.”

“Yes, you do,” she replied through Whitney.

“My mind’s a blank.”

“You remember... she was upset with you... by the campus.pshdn she was pregnant with your
daughter...”

“The bet?” Adams remembered. “Is that what you're refgrto? That bet we made?”

“You have said it so.”

“Right. The bet,” Adams said, suddenly becoming upset. “Shadid, stupid bet.”

“Thinking back on it now,” The Grandmother said, “would you miileesame bet today?”

“No.” Adams looked upward and lamented, “Rose! Is thay wou left me? Okay, | admit it. You
were right. There must be a God! I'm not sure whatriklaibout him though!”

Adams collapsed into his chair and wept. | didn’t know wbado for him. The Thetans continued
their meditation, though Whitney came out of her trance s&heher father and jumped to assist him.

She knelt before him and held his head in her arms. Skategbmany times, “Everything’s going to
be all right.” She looked at me, dying to know what had baghis the session.

lan had been watching the whole time, waiting patientlyéestions further down the list. He put his
coat on in frustration and left. Jessica sat at her, desly watching Adams.

Whitney held onto Adams and helped him to the door. | handethéiejackets. Whitney asked me,
“Can you come by the house later, and bring the printout fnersession?”



| told her, “I'll be there shortly.”

After they left, Jessica said, “She’s very specigahn see why you care so much for her.”

“That doesn’t mean | don’t care for you too,” | told H&rhis is a difficult thing for me.”

“Did you enjoy the times we had together?” she asked.

“More than you know,” | told her. “But that doesn’'t makeight.”

“If we both enjoyed it, why does it have to be wrong or fght

“That’s a good question,” | admitted. “I don’t have tmswaer.”

We went back to our work. | asked Jim to find soméheflargest Earth cities so we could give Frank
detailed notes on the more advanced products and their whfgs déssica and | went about our studies
as professionals. | felt like a jerk, keeping myself frdomg something that would feel good because my
higher self had instructed me to do so.

| realized that evening that | was in love with two womkloved Jessica in a way that | couldn’t
describe or even admit. She had never done anything wrong twomiead she ever acted in a way that
would hurt me. Now she was showing me the utmost in patienttesapect.

I wondered if Jessica and | were meant to be togethee We soul mates or were we just lovers? If
not for Whitney, | would have been sure that Jessicd asde meant for each other.

As we left that night, we spoke in the parking lot. | tott my feelings were frustrating to no end. |
told her I didn’t know what to do.

She said, “I know.”

“Is this what love is?”

“It's definitely not what you want it to be. At leatsiat’'s been my experience.”

| helped Jessica strap into her PFD and watched her flytoéh | hopped into mine and flew slowly
to Whitney’s house, thinking of what | was going to say to he

When | set the craft down on her front lawn, Whitney came runoingShe was wearing a full-
length nightgown and was barefoot. It was a warm night fdy @anter, but it was still too cold to be
dressed like she was.

“What are you doing?” | asked her from the cabin. “You're gaingatch a cold.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “I wanted to see you.” As soan got down, she threw her arms around my
neck and kissed me. “I still care about you,” she told me.

“| care about you too,” | said, surprised by her actiorim 4o sorry for...”

“I know what you're going through,” she added. “I had a vision.

“A vision?”

“Think of it as a dream,” she said with her arms atiltund me.

“Were you asleep?”

“l had it tonight, when they brought me out early from trssim. It had to do with you and Jessica.”

“l thought we’ve been through this.” | let my armd falmy side.

Whitney let go of me as well, turning her head and gatherinthbeghts. “We have, but this is new.
| saw the two of you together, and it was right.” As she splo&avords, “right” jumped out at me. Just
minutes before, Jessica had emphasized the same wdrd,raade a lasting impression, hearing it from
Whitney. “It's okay for you to be with Jessica now. You'ra ready for me.”

“Why, | have to work my way up to you?” | asked sarcadiic

“It's not like that. It's more like stages. You andsliea are more compatible at this time.”

“But | want to be with you,” | told her. “I know I've madeistakes, but | really want to be with you.”

“Not until you're ready for me. You still have a lot ofogving to do.”



“How long is that going to take?”

“l can't answer that,” she said. “For now, | think you shlooleditate on your own. You need time,
and meditation will help you grow.”

“Is that what your vision told you?”

“My heart tells me.”

“So you're dumping me?”

“It's not like that!” she said. “You're still speciabtme. | do love you! But | can't be more than
friends until you're ready.”

“You are dumping me.”

“See it how you will. In the meantime, if you want to biéwher, it might help you on your path.”

“The Thetans told you this?”

“In a way, yes.”

I gave her the printout from the session, kissed her lighity got back into my PFD. | flew over
toward the coast and buzzed along the shoreline, more confumedevbr. | couldn't believe what
Whitney told me. She loved me, and yet she wanted me tothelegsica. The more | thought about it,
the more | realized she was right. | was in love witkhlof them. Whitney was my ideal while Jessica
was my reality. There was something to be said for.each

| flew over to Jessica’s house and knocked on the door seweesl it took her awhile to respond, as
she had been asleep. When she opened the door and saw dien‘sheok surprised.

“I just had a dream that you were here,” Jessica seagdring a pajama top.

She let me in. She took my hat and jacket and tossed thdheaouch. She walked back to the
bedroom and resumed her place under the covers while leavingofemfor me. | took off my clothes
and lay down beside her.

| told her, “I feel totally confused.”

“It's okay, Jon. Just lie down and rest.”

We put our arms around each other. | could tell she appyh yet she managed to fall back to sleep
within moments.

Frustration

Mara had not yet left the building, though the Earth sky had baek for hours. The lot still

contained nearly all the cars. The lights shined throughwihedows as a clue that something was
happening inside, something that was keeping the employeeskatvelbpast midnight.

Mara finally left the building with the others. They dieat with great animation in the parking lot.
Mara eventually got in her car and drove home. She fed hardbgent straight to bed.



In the morning, Mara abandoned her usual schedule. She threticthéor her dog and petted him
vigorously before getting into her car, as if to sayrt® about the walk today.” She left him in the
backyard and drove directly to the office, after havingildemme for only a few hours of sleep.

Adams and Whitney wondered what was going on. We had amdmte session with an inland
group of Thetans. Frank was not present.

“Teacher,” | said to the elderly man sitting next to tperospot in the circle, “are you aware of the
building in which Mara works, the building we are currentlyaléng?”

“Yes,” came the response from Whitney, “we have the streiend the people.”

“It seems that something very exciting is happening therey@arell us more about it?”

“They have found a signal from deep space.”

“What is the nature of the signal?” Adams asked, standefgnd his chair, pressing his thumbs
firmly into the plush back.

“A series of wavelengths. A series that is differfieain all the other objects they have recorded.”

“Where is the source of the signal?” Adams asked.

“From this galaxy, the Theta galaxy, as you term it.”

In the past, we had looked partially through it but foundtheroplanets with advanced life on them,
besides Theta 7. The thought of an artificial wavelength coarg this galaxy was a small surprise,
though not a shock. There were millions of stars in tiga af the universe.

“Is the signal one of an artificial nature?” Adams asked

“Yes and no,” the elder replied.

“l don’t understand.”

“Artificial in the sense that an entity is responsibteen yes. Artificial in the sense that the
wavelength is produced by machinery, then no.”

“Now you've lost me,” Adams said, taking a seat anchgyto follow the elder Thetan.

“Mind is always the builder,” the speaker replied. “Thevesdy bodies of the universe can be seen
as the props of a stage. The signal is natural in sosmes it is a collection of wavelengths from a
cluster of stars. Though it is also artificial in soejras it is a means of one entity contacting another.”

“Who is being contacted?” Adams asked. “Mara?”

“You have said it so.”

“Then who is contacting her?”

“Is it her past husband?” Jim guessed.

“Itis.”

Whitney remained in her trance on the floor, meditating lyueth the inland village Thetans, while
the crew spoke of all the present clues.

“It must have to do with the pact,” lan whispered. “Rerhemwhat The Grandmother told us about
Mara and her husband?”

“That whoever left first would make an effort to demornstan afterlife,” Jessica added. “What was
his name? Michael?”

“But how?” | asked. “How could someone use stars to‘'S@g, honey, there’s an afterlife?”

Adams asked aloud, “Is it a direct message from Midioelglara?”

“You have said it so,” came the reply.

“What does it say?” Adams asked.

“That is a question that can best be answered by yoarsglMara.”

“But Teacher, how can | answer this?” Adams was pergdlexe



“This is by the entity’s own choosing and must be respettedare through for the present.”

The Thetan sun had yet to rise over the village, thoughnéthicame out of her trance. She awoke
suddenly, opening her eyes wide and breathing in deeply. She |coked an wonder.

“Are you okay?” | asked her.

“It's so different when they bring me out early,” she sad &elped her to her feet. Jessica brought
her a glass of water, and we waited until she had dlggplike being surrounded by light and then being
jerked out of it and placed back into my body.”

“Sounds wonderful,” lan said.

“It's just a slight shock to the system. What did thay®

“Mara received a signal,” | told her. “They’ve receivldit first message from space.”

Whitney read the printout. “No wonder she couldn’t sleep.” tWélyi found it intriguing that the
Thetans chose not to tell us the details of the message.

Mara worked late into the evening again. Her coworkergHeftouilding well after midnight. Many
of them talked in the parking lot, their hands and armgimg in animated gestures.

Adams suspected there had to be a way to communicttéara. He grew impatient watching the
tapes Jim provided.

He said, “I wonder if the Thetans would hold anything baoknfme.” Though Jim’s receptors had
the ability to receive and interpret radio and light watlesy weren't designed to send any. Contacting
Earth in the same way they had contacted us was natsépity.

We had a session with another group, one from an inland&itda another continent.

“Teacher,” | asked, addressing the Thetan woman who sattmekxie empty spot in the circle.
“Webster Adams would like to know if it is possible to @wttthis woman, Mara.”

The elder woman replied through Whitney, “As it has beef sarough dreams and meditation.”

“But is there another way,” Adams asked, “to have adedbgue where one person can ask and the
other can answer, such as what we are doing now?”

“Not in this sense,” came the reply. “For the situat®as the entity has requested.”

“If we're really soul mates, then why is she shutting oot of her life?”

“Is she?” the Thetan elder replied. “Why do you think you fobedso easily? The situation is more
of an effort to keep you in her life while assisting yoaimarea of growth.”

“Have | gained or lost in soul development?” Adams asked

“You have lost some, but you are poised for gains.”

“What about when she’s asleep?” Adams said. “Is it passibask her questions then?”

“It is possible,” the elder replied through Whitney, “buwitl be up to her to answer.”

Adams looked to the monitor that showed Mara’s house iddhe The lights had been off for hours,
and we assumed she was in deep sleep.

“Rose,” Adams said, “can you hear me? Mara?”

There was no reply from Whitney. After waiting a few neots Adams repeated himself twice more.
Each time, there was no reply.

Frank was watching. He looked embarrassed for Adams.

“I give up,” Adams finally said. He slumped into hisair and brought his head down to his hands in
his lap. He pulled his hair in frustration.



I didn’t know what to do. We didn't have a list of questioss the floor was open. lan asked Adams
if he wouldn’t mind asking a few work related questiondams nodded his approval.

“Teacher,” lan began awkwardly, “it's been awhile simeEve asked about the Omegan crafts. Can
you assist me in going over the nature of the force that goitnem? I’'m most interested in the disc-
shaped vessels that are seen leaving the blue padHreahips seem capable of space voyage.”

“As you have been told before,” the woman spoke through Whittleyse vessels are employing
light speed mechanics.”

lan asked, “Can you go over the fundamentals of the Omegthod?” He was extremely happy to
finally have some time to his questions.

Frank listened as the elder outlined the principles of tinegan device. Once again, the technology
was something that would be nearly impossible for uggbcate, but simply knowing how they worked
was extremely valuable.

“Do you want to be with me? Sometimes | can’t make sensd &haw | need to grow. | know | was
arrogant, stubborn. | know | was wrong. Is that enough? There’'s a void beingwiireut you,
especially knowing why you left. | can’t change the past. | don’'t knbeaif change the present or the
future. But if there’s anything | can do, I'm all ears.”

- From p. 164 of Webster’s journal.

Out of Body

I had more dreams of Rose the night of the crash. Thendwess always the same. She drove

through her tears in the rain while aware of the catrfthllowed her. | wondered, was the car behind her a
metaphor for something else, or was it a real car? Wasdream a physical reality of the past, or did it
represent something else? Though the image disturbed meeayalgeghts, it didn't seem wise to share
it with Adams or Whitney.

| continued meditating in the early morning hours at my hdmmarely used my mantra anymore.
After a couple of months of practice, | slipped intottheaceful zone much more easily. | found the
experience to be subtly amazing. It quieted my mind and dhédpas my energy for the day. When | told
Whitney that | was still meditating, she was impressed.

“Would you like to try an experiment?” she asked me.

She had been meditating with a new group of Thetans. Thigpdived on an island that was
surrounded by large areas of ocean on both sides. The wémnthe only land for a small stretch of the
planet. It was special because the group there meditatedtfa-hour period instead of one. They were
the only group that Whitney knew of who meditated for that lahg village podium. Whitney called



them the Island Group. The experience of meditating with tiesnbeen different for her. She wouldn’t
tell me what it was, but she was interested to seediuld also have a unique experience. | was happy to
try.

We stayed very late one evening, waiting for the Island Growmter the dawn line. | sat in a chair,
removed my shoes and loosened my collar and sleeves.

“Just relax and breathe,” Whitney said. “You have nothing todoeerned about.”

“Is Jim going to join me?”

“I'd like to,” Jim said.

“He’s experienced it with me,” she said. “But if he watdg, that's fine.” Jim’'s green light glowed.

| felt nervous, wondering what the big surprise would b&atlin my chair and attempted to calm
myself. | took one last look at the monitor.

The six members of the Island Group approached their poditine ipredawn darkness.

“Two hours?” | asked. “That’s longer than I've ever done.”

“You'll be surprised how quickly it will pass,” Whitnesaid.

Her words had a soothing effect. | let go of my tensind focused on my breathing as the thoughts
drifted by. If | had a thought, like being with JessioaFrank’s concern for Adams, or my dream about
Rose, then | imagined it contained within a bubble thatdthaway. Within a few minutes, | had sent
dozens of bubbles out for good. | felt relaxed and at peace.

“Good,” Whitney said, recognizing my improvement.

As the meditation progressed, | began to let go. | Haélang that the Island Group was aware of my
presence. | felt as if they were focusing on my energy,lamds focusing on theirs. By then, | had
meditated many times, but | had never felt the pull of an@hity engaging me. In time, | was aware of
leaving my body and hovering in darkness.

| went ever deeper and completely let go of my thoughts. | ctethéz the empty vacuum of space.
It felt like my soul belonged there. | let myself driftarsense of void, and | became aware of a light. | let
my spirit move toward that light. As | became a part,dftiirned into a bird flying across the universe.

| flew down to the Thetan atmosphere, lower and lower Untias soaring over the ocean in the
darkness of the night. Another bird joined me, a smalleri@ensed it was Jim. We soared over the vast
purple water. | was able to direct my flight anywhere | weiniWe flew over the island that was isolated
within the vast ocean. | saw the town center, and | rezedrhe Island Group of Thetans in the pre-
dawn, even though | was flying over them at a great heidgisidéd my wings and dove down to the
podium, where | landed in the open spot of the meditatiafeciThe Island Thetans sat there, unaffected
by my sudden presence.

The other bird, Jim, landed on a nearby tree branch.

| looked around at the Island Group in their meditative traricesnsed their energy open up to me
and appreciate my presence. | looked to my left and saeldbe male gazing back at me. His eyes were
open.

They reassured me with a look of peace and love. | waioteskpress my appreciation for the
experience. As soon as | felt the thought, | sensed they kinewviwas trying to say. | opened my beak
but only managed to make the squawking sound of a bird, whide tha Thetan elder smile with his
eyes. | relaxed and sat quietly with them, thinking of mathjust enjoying the peace. | blacked out.

The light of dawn broke, and the wind picked up under my wihgstended them, letting the air lift
me again into the orange-colored sky.



Jim joined me in the air, and we flew above the islamtiaut over the purplish-blue ocean. We flew
ever higher over the planet and into outer space until | wees @gain in the void, no longer in a bird's
body, but a spirit without form. | floated calmly in spacsil | began to sense my own breathing.

| returned to my body in the chair in the lab. | opened my apessaw Whitney smiling at me. |
looked at the monitors and noticed the Island Thetans waventethe podium. Their red sun was well
into the start of its day. Jim’s light was pulsing mildly

“How do you feel?” Whitney asked.

“That was the most amazing thing.” | stood up and shook iffireesss out of my legs.

“l saw you,” Jim said. “You were a bird.”

“Was that you with me?”

“Yes,” he said proudly. “I love being a bird!”

“l was flying! Without a device around me, just wings. | nekmeew it could be like that.”

“Now you know,” Whitney said, looking at me with understanding.

| reached for her and held her warmly.

“Thank you. I'm sorry it took me so long to come around.”

“l understand.”

The incredible feeling of being a bird and hanging out with thetdns stayed with me for the rest of
the night. Once at home, | had trouble falling asleep. Flyinge body of a bird was a hundred times
better than flying in my PFD. | wanted to share my expeeemith Jessica, but it was late. | lay on my
bed, looking at the ceiling and going over every detail of theréspce so | would never forget it.

Charlie

We created our own version of the Omegan spy bubble. Ours wadygpasnitive compared to

theirs. Ours had a plastic shell, while theirs was maddeattricity that morphed constantly in shape.
Ours used helium to help keep it floating, along with thieg, pivoting motors based on Alphan
technology. We named it Charlie.

Charlie was a small cylinder about four inches long. It &dohy battery and a lightweight casing
made of solar cells. We took it outside once a day forargohg. It also contained a micro-camera and a
transmitter linked to a monitor in the lab. That waamn. programmed Charlie to recognize faces, and the
little device quickly proved it could find and follow any one ofarsund the lab. lan and | ran around
playing hide and seek from it behind chairs, desks, evetn@ifs mat.

Adams thought Charlie was brilliant. “Now parents ¢aep on eye on their children,” he said.
“Wherever they go, he'll be their eyes.”

Jessica agreed, “Even better for monitoring babies. €hnayalert a parent if the infant is crying or
out of the crib.”



Frank said, “They could follow ‘browsing’ customers to curbgiiting.”

lan said, “Or keep an eye on parolees.”

We played with Charlie for a few days until we thoughivas ready for some real-world testing.
Frank volunteered me, much to the relief of everyone dldams wanted to try the device for a day or
two once | tired of it. lan programmed Charlie to followe. He also taped a tiny microchip to my neck as
a beacon for long-distance retrieval.

It was fun having the bubble follow me wherever | went. | thowgiCharlie as my little floating
friend. It made a puttering sound and maintained a distahabout six feet. It shot me from the front, as
lan had programmed it, so they could see my face. Fdirshéwo days, | had to adjust to always having
Charlie around, especially when trying to sleep. Therotinge of discomfort was in the bathroom,
whether sitting on the toilet or taking a shower. By the thirgl taealized | was showering and had
forgotten Charlie’s presence. | wondered what the othewddssay after having seen me entirely. | felt a
wave of relief and was okay with that. | rememberedsitonversation with Whitney about nudity. |
agreed with him. The world probably would be a bettereplapeople weren't so hung up about being
naked.

| took Charlie outside to do some tests. | got on my bikerade at an increasing pace, testing its
ability to follow. Charlie kept up until | reached higher sfgeThen it would fall further and further
behind. The Omegan versions were capable of any speedassia could tell.

| also tested its tracking capability by getting in myDP&nd flying off to some distant location. Sure
enough, Charlie showed up minutes later and resumed th@&indistance from me. During all of my
testing, the device worked to perfection.

We never completed testing during severe wind or rain, shealays were gorgeous during my
week with Charlie. lan suggested we arrange some walsimulated atmosphere.

Frank said, “Charlie will be an instant hit with isters.” He looked forward to finalizing the tests for
our latest toy.

Conflicts of Interest

“| 've decided what | want for my birthday,” Jim announced,duthe middle of a workday.

“What is it?” | asked. Whitney and Adams turned to fiste

“l want to be a boy.”

“You are a boy,” Adams told him.

“l want to be a real boy. Like on Earth.”

Adams looked at me and frowned, as if | had something tattidws request.

“Sorry, Jim, but birthday gifts don’t work that way,” &id. “Usually people accept things that others
can actually give them.”



“l want to experience being a boy, just like we experierzdg a bird.”

Adams looked at me quizzically. | shrugged it off like | didkhow what Jim was talking about. |
didn’t want to go into it with Adams, thinking he wouldn’'t unstand.

“Maybe the Thetans can help,” Jim added.

“How about some new music to listen to? Or some new gampky in the evenings?” | offered,
trying to make these items sound more exciting thanréedly were. “How about some new movies?”

“That’s not what | want. | want to be a boy, like ongha#se boys.”

Images of several Earth boys appeared on the monitors.rdteybikes, played sports and climbed
trees. They ranged in age from ten to fifteen, too @lolet called children and too young to be men. They
had a range of hair color and height, but they all had Swomgein common - each looked athletic, bright
and fun-loving. Each boy would have made any parent proud.

“I like this one the best. | wish | knew his name.”

The main monitor showed a boy of about twelve. He had wavyrbhair, brown eyes and a great
smile. He played on a jungle gym with some friends, though hethveamost adept at swinging by his
legs and doing stunts on the apparatus. He helped one ofdherdiys climb to the top.

“Did you guys do stuff like that when you were kids?” Jim aske

“Jim,” Adams said. “You have to understand there argairethings we can’t do for you. What if |
asked you to make me young again? Do you see the connectiondtdit answer.

“What if we tried to make you feel like a real boy?” Wialy offered.

“What if we came up with ways to help you feel that way?”

“That would be better than music or games,” Jim said.

“l think that sounds possible,” Whitney said, giving Agaand me an assuring look. Jim’'s light
pulsed mildly as he thought of the idea.

“How would you do that?” he asked.

“Birthday gifts are usually a surprise,” Whitney tolarhi

“You'll just have to wait,” | added, having no idea whlhitney was thinking.

“I hope you know what you're doing,” Adams whispered to he

Jim printed out the image of the Earth boy’s face. At hisesty Whitney taped it on the wall above
his green light.

Upon seeing it, Jessica said, “Who's that dapper youang?in

“That’s Jim,” | told her, adding a wink.

“Ah yes,” she said. “Now | see the resemblance.”

Mara emerged from the office doors late at night. She daloi®y paper rolls under her arm. A few
of her colleagues talked in the parking lot. Mara hantezktof the rolls to her coworkers, then took the
final one into her car. Jim followed her as she sped dbe/désolate desert roads.

Her dog wagged his tail excitedly in the dark as the gatdiilluminated his body. She spent several
minutes petting the dog and tossing his stick. Then she graftebcument and walked into her house.
She came out moments later with a large bowl of food. Timeadiite voraciously.

The patio lights came on. Mara walked out with the documedtset it up on one of her easels. She
unrolled the poster-sized image and pinned its corners eates.

“Zoom in on that, please,” Adams instructed Jim.



As the shot went closer to the image, we saw what tleéahs had been referring to. The object that
currently fascinated Mara and her coworkers was an imagfas, presumably from the Theta galaxy. A
few dozen stars were there, some larger than otheesd giant was the largest image in the picture.

“That doesn't look proportional,” Adams noticed. “There’aywtoo many stars for that amount of
space.”

“Could they have compressed the images?” lan guessed.

“They must have.”

The poster also contained planets shining faintly neastdrs, though the planets were tiny next to
them.

“Why would she have compressed the images?” | asked.

Adams was intrigued. “I don’'t know.” His words traileftf as if his mind was already into the matter.
He watched Mara attempt to make sense of the puzzle befordagbe she can't decide if the signal is
coming from one location, or if it's from a group.”

Mara set up a second easel next to the first one. She graplkedihand started sketching a copy of
the poster on the new canvas. She picked certain imageshiegrogter and drew them more prominently
in their location. She then took the canvas off the easebiangd it to the siding of her house. Then she
set up another blank canvas and started the whole progass ®Within two hours, she had a dozen
different sketches of the poster hanging on her exteriorgsiéach one slightly different than the last.
She put her pencil down and plunked into a chair, looking atrihges as if lost.

The next day, Mara and her coworkers arrived early and dstagdl past midnight. Their faces
showed excitement mixed with frustration. Again, theguad intently in the parking lot before they
finally got into their cars and drove off.

Back at her house, Mara resumed her efforts on the patidhiatwee hours of the morning. She
unrolled an even larger poster of the Thetan stars and pinmedhe siding where the first had been. She
then brought out a blank canvas and repeated her eff®ketahing certain stars within the group. Jim
compared the poster to images he had from the Theta galaxy.

The large red giant in the poster was roughly the santleeaShetan sun to other stars near it. Jim
used that as a starting point and attempted to fimd #tat would fit the picture the same as Mara had it.
The odds were against it, for there were thousands d@fiasdis within the one Theta galaxy. Jim worked
on the image until we had a session with the Coasttowtaii$ie

“Grandmother,” | asked, “is the red star from Mara’s posghe same as your sun?” Adams crossed
his fingers.

“Itis.”

“So is your planet creating the signal that they're reogi®i Adams asked.

“The signal is not coming from our planet,” the reply caftttigugh we are assisting in the effort.”

“Can you elaborate on that?”

“The signal is coming from an entity, directly. The entityusing heavenly bodies to present his
vibration.”

“How can he do that?” lan asked.

“Matters of the heart make things happen. We provide assestdnut the entity provides the
vibration.”

“This vibration that you speak of,” Adams said. “Tisma physical manifestation of one entity trying
to contact another?”



“That is correct.”

“What is he saying?”

“That is a matter that can best be answered by yowséfiara.”

“But how could | possibly answer that?” Adams asked.

“The subconscious mind is in direct communication with ko subconscious minds.”

“Perfect,” Adams said. “I'll just have a subconscioustchih the dead husband of my reincarnated
wife and get to the bottom of this.”

Adams felt that the Thetans were with holding informattbough he couldn’t understand why. This
wasn't like asking about weapons of mass destruction, theadher thing the Thetans had refused to
speak about. This was something personal that indirectiywieddiim.

Jim made a similar copy of Mara’s cluster of ThetansstBhen he condensed the image as she had.
The red giant and the others made an unlikely puzzle. Thesedeeens of round lights from stars in the
frame, along with dozens of smaller images of planetsnamahs that revolved around those heavenly
bodies. Hundreds of planets were hidden from sight, as itjeirdas drowned out by that of their star or
other stars. Only the planets that jutted out just the digtéince and angle from their star cast some light
and added to the picture. Adams made several copies ol ipianed them to the lab room, covering
some monitors that weren't being used. His efforts meddvara’s attempts on her patio.

Adams took the following day off from work, his first sinte fproject began. He wanted to walk the
strip of beach that he and Rose used to frequent. Hésaideded to spend some time alone doing some
soul searching, a term that had been completely ai&dams months earlier. Frank saw an opportunity
to ask the Thetans a question that had been on his minckédks.

“Grandmother,” | asked later that evening, “we are congideai time leap in an effort to advance
Earth. We would like to know any recommendations on when wddspetform the leap and how long it
should be. The goal of the leap would be to find Earth ate st time when they can show us the most
to make our world a better place.” | looked over to Frdtée asking the question. He approved.

“Yes,” the response came through Whitney. “We understamnd yuwerest in seeing Earth in the
future. It is a world like yours. Their advances mighttd@gou to learn from those lessons.”

“Exactly,” Frank spoke out.

The Grandmother gave us a specific time, down to the vegndaevhen to make the leap. She also
gave us a duration in the amount of hydrogen molecules telbased. Her answer was extremely
concise, more so than we expected. The recommendatiofowéso weeks from the day. It should
comprise exactly 100 Thetan orbits, which would be approximatelst2®@ard orbits, and close to 150
Earth years.

“Less than two hundred years?” lan said, surprised. tbtthey’ll be as advanced as the Deltans
were, and not even close to the Omegans.”

“Perhaps less is more,” Jessica said. “These confrepesOmega 5 are amazing, but they're totally
impractical in the here and now.”

So it was set, | thought. Frank was going to arguedsg before Adams. He would want to make a
time leap in two weeks, and Adams would lose Maravier if we did.

“You can't be serious!” Adams objected the next morning.
“We've got to think about the long-term goals here,” Framkiad with him.
“l won't let you do it,” Adams said firmly. The crew whed them debate.



“Stop thinking of yourself, Webster. Everybody on our planetadbenefit from knowing what Earth
is like 150 years from now. You know that!”

“I've already lost her once, Frank. | can’t go throught tgain.”

“Watching Mara is not going to bring Rose back. She’s raityédere, Webster! | seriously doubt
this is healthy for you.”

“What are you saying?”

“Trust that the Thetans are right. You'll be togetheaiaggomeday, in another incarnation. Perhaps
it's time to let her go in this one.”

“I don’t think | can do that.”

“l want you to consider it,” Frank said. “Just consider

“Give me some time.”

“We've got two weeks,” he added. “It would be nice to make lddp with your approval.”

“How could he ask this? What do you think, Rose? You brought me heresupposed to stand
back and watch you go away again? Nothing’s clear anymore.”
- From p. 167 of Webster’s journal.

Missing Pieces

The dream kept recurring. It even started to bother meewhibs in morning meditation. | thought

of talking with Adams or Whitney, but | still wasn't sumnat effect it would have on them. | wanted it to
go away, but it kept coming back.

An opportunity presented itself. Jessica had taken thefflaFrank was not with us. Adams and lan
had left early, as neither of them was feeling well. Witwanted to leave, but | convinced her to stay
for a Thetan session. | told her | had work on mydadt I wanted to do. The Coasttown Thetans
wouldn’t be approaching for several hours, so we usedageilihat was new to her.

Jim identified the dawn line and found a village centegréup of Thetans were already meditating
at their podium. An elderly woman sat in the spot nexh&open space. Whitney yawned as she went
through her routine of placing the mat, lighting the cana@ied,getting into her quiet space.

Once the session began, | asked several questions concasningevelopment in general. | waited
patiently through the long, drawn-out explanations, untglli énough had been said to make a good
printout for Whitney to read afterwards.

“Teacher,” | said, “I've been having a recurring drearhe Tmage is of a woman driving her car
through a storm. | believe the entity was Rose Adams.ydu aware of this dream that I'm speaking
of?”



“Yes,” Whitney replied. “It is of Rose.”

“Why does this image keep repeating itself to me?”

“Because the entity is trying to tell you something.”

“What?” | asked.

“What do you recall?”

“I remember that she was upset, crying. | also remertiizdrthere was a car following her, even
though she was speeding. She had the accident attempting tbdasar behind her. Is that right?”

“There are no accidents in life,” The Teacher replied.

“She was attempting to lose the car behind her.” | stawtly? Did she know the driver in the other
car?”

“Yes.”

“Who was following her?”

“That entity was Frank Maxwell.”

| sat stunned, letting her words soak in. Something aboudrtbeer felt right, as soon as | heard
them. | knew it was true. Frank was in the second carsé&s&on ended soon after.

“Jim,” | said, before Whitney came out of her tranceofi print those last few questions about
Rose.”

“Why not?”

“Because it will hurt Whitney.”

“But | always print everything,” Jim replied.

“Please, trust me! Do you want to hurt Whitney?”

“No.”

“Then don’t do it. You've got to trust me.”

Whitney came out of the trance. Jim printed out the copyalbbed it and gave it a quick look. Jim
had done as | had asked. | breathed a sigh of relldia®led the printout to her.

“Thank you, Jim. We'll discuss this more tomorrow.”

| drove Whitney home. She was exhausted and almost fedipasiethe car. | dropped her off and
continued to my house. That night, | lay on my bed thinkitgy was Frank following Rose? Why had
Rose’s spirit chosen me for this information?

The next few evenings didn't offer a chance to ask moretiques The rest of the crew was present.
lan had several glitches with Deltan generators andg@amenergy fields.

| did get to explain to Jim why | had asked him to keep thernmition about Rose a secret. |
explained the difficulty of dealing with death. The answerldohave been disturbing to Adams,
Whitney and Frank.

| also told Jim, “I need to ask several follow-up questitih®ill have to be our secret until we can
make sense of it.” Just when | thought Jim would never utzdetshe became excited about being
involved in the detective work.



Something from the Heavens

Adams spent hours looking at the compressed star imageadHmwinced that Mara was close to

something, though he couldn’t guess what it was. He thouglatctbal signal, the wavelength from the
stars, was more important than the positions of tijietdi themselves. But since Mara had taken this
approach so seriously, Adams assumed there was mgrit to

Whitney sat in meditation with the Coasttown Group, though tleydiready answered as much as
they were willing to tell us.

“Look at this,” Adams said, pointing to the lineup of stédihese here - one, two, three, four, five,
six, seven.” Adams dropped his hand to the next rouglvalgut of a linear area. “Then nine stars here.”
He dropped his hand again. “Then nine here, again. Thahesnime of seven, and another line of
seven.”

“So07?” | asked.

Adams had an insight. The image of the stars createavaring line. In some spots, the stars were
higher. In others they were lower.

The line continued from left to right. Below that, anothiee could be made out, with similar highs
and lows to it. And below that one, another line and another.iniages of the stars seemed to be
arranged in five lines.

“It may be just coincidence,” Adams admitted. “But sevengnnine, seven, seven. What's more,”
Adams said, becoming excited, “look at the position of thegik that show. Compare them in location
to their stars. They're almost identical in the finstahird lines... and also in the fourth and fifth lifies.

Adams became ecstatic. He didn't know what he was lookjriguahe had found a correlation in the
lines. Mara seemed to be noticing the same thing. Hest Isketch focused on the five lines of the star
groups. She added the positions of the planets more promineh#dyeas before she had focused mainly
on the light from the stars.

“What does it mean?” lan asked.

“l don’t know,” Adams said. “But there seems to be sometho it.”

Adams connected the small lights from the planets to the tangér lights of the stars. Some stars
had no planets visible, others had one and others hadHeveient down each line with a marker, then
went down each row connecting all the planets to their stanésimethod. Mara did the same thing with
her sketch. Adams laughed as he watched her mirror hisngsrk

“This is good,” he said. “I'm not sure what it is, bulesist we're on the same wavelength.”

Mara went into her house for a minute. We wondered ithsltegone to sleep. She emerged holding
something in her arms that looked like a guitar. She helthdteiment and looked at the sketch before
her. She picked the first note. A look on her face indicateduitar didn’t sound right. She played with
it, adjusting the strings at the end and repeating therfot&t until she was satisfied. She looked at the
painting and then picked the first note again. Then shetadjher fingers and played the second. Then
the third and fourth.

“It's a song,” Adams said, breaking into a broad sni&randmother, is it a song? Are these dots and
lines musical notes?”

“They are,” the reply came through Whitney.



Mara seemed very pleased. She stared at the sketch as artedown her cheek. She put the
instrument down and went back into her house. She emerge@mtw later, holding a black box. She
placed it on one of her deck chairs and attached a reelTbdatcrew was spellbound by what she was
doing. She plugged the machine into a wall outlet. The reel taneéd ray of light beamed onto her
wall. She adjusted the focus until images within the ligggdame clear.

“Home movies,” Adams said. “We should have seen that.”

Jim adjusted the image to the visions on the wall. Marm sathair and watched. The movie showed
her as a much younger lady. She wore a white gown, held thefsmm older gentleman and walked
down an aisle between rows of standing people dressedniely. The scene was in a church. A
handsome man with reddish hair in a black suit waited foah#re end of the aisle. When Mara reached
him, he smiled and offered his hand. She took it, and tesdfa minister reading from an open book.

“She’s beautiful,” Jessica said.

“Grandmother,” Adams asked, while still watching the motigethat Michael, her past husband?”

“It is,” the reply came from Whitney.

“And this is her wedding?” Adams added. His voice cracked @vitbtion.

“Yes.”

We watched in silence as the couple listened to the mirbsfore them. They eventually exchanged
rings and a long kiss. The people burst into applause. Tiegrmtalked back up the aisle as the people
threw small, white pellets at them. Adams pushed asideéns that streamed down his cheeks. | wished
Whitney could have seen it at that moment.

Then the movie switched locations. Mara and Michael wesdocus of all the wedding guests. They
stood on a dance floor. The lights dimmed down. A spotligimecan, illuminating the couple.

As Mara watched the movie from the chair on her patio, shegiap her guitar, ready to play the
first note. In the movie, Michael held Mara. They weist about to move.

“Please tell me the words, Grandmother,” Adams satid tears in his eyes.

“Something in the way she moves,” Whitney said, as Mara @l&ge guitar. The images of the
couple in the movie began to dance gracefully on the ballftmn before their admirers. “Attracts me
like no other lover.”

Adams cried, yet he kept his composure as he wanted to epprbe moment.

“Something in the way she woos me,” Whitney sang the sdtidye

“I don’t want to leave her now. You know | believe and how.”

Mara dropped her guitar into her lap. The dancers imitee continued, but Mara couldn’t. She
wept uncontrollably. Her eyes closed, and she pressed hes pghimst them. Adams watched through
his pain as well, bringing his sleeve to his eyes to srheaears.

lan asked The Grandmother, “This was what Michael baady?”

“Yes,” Whitney replied, “he wanted to play their song for.he

“It's beautiful,” Jessica added, wiping the tears from bem eyes. She handed Adams her
handkerchief.

We watched the rest of the dance. Mara watched as haligh she was unable to play her guitar.
She wept the entire time, yet signs of joy emerged behineans.

“This was his gift to her,” Adams whispered. “He justned to say he loved her.”



Answers

Over the following nights, my dream of Rose’s accident comeiih | had to get more private time

with Whitney and the Thetans.

“I need one more to finish what I'm doing.”

“Jon, I'm really tired,” Whitney complained.

“Please. | won't ask again.”

Whitney agreed to stay late and perform once morer Afte others left, we found a group not far
from Coasttown. A middle-aged Thetan woman sat next to the spet. The session was already
underway.

There would only be enough time to get right to the powaited until Whitney was in her trance. |
asked if she could hear me a few times before going akigadny questions.

“Teacher,” | began, “was Frank Maxwell the one who discal/éne condition of the body after Rose
had her crash?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Did he call the medical authorities?”

“Yes.”

“Why did he leave before they arrived?” | asked, assumisgnés true.

“He was afraid of being implicated in her death,” Wby replied.

“Did he attempt to kill her?”

“Of course not. He loved her.”

“He loved her?”

“He loved her dearly,” she replied.

“Then why was he following her?”

“He worried for her safety.”

These answers went against my line of questioning| aatithere trying to determine how to redirect
my approach. After a pause, | asked, “Did they have aigdiyglationship?”

“Yes,” she said.

“And they were trying to keep it a secret from Adams?”

“Their relationship happened before Rose fell in love Wibster.”

“And Frank was never able to let her go?”

“That is correct. We are through for the present.”

The Thetan sun began to rise. | told Jim not to makerdout. | watched the Thetans leave their
podium. Whitney came out of her trance.

“Did you get what you were looking for?” Whitney asked me.

“l did. Thank you,” | told her, wondering what | was goiogdio.



A few days later, | decided to discuss it with Franksked for a private meeting in Webster’s office.
He obliged me right away.

“What's on your mind, Mr. Gruber?” Frank asked me from beéfhe desk.

“l need to discuss something with you,” | told him. “I dokftow how to begin.”

Frank got up and repositioned himself in the chair nextiteniSon,” he said, “whenever you have
something difficult to discuss, the best way is just to contewith it.”

“I'm not sure how to say this.”

“Have you been offered a position with another firm?'abked.

“It's not like that.”

“Then what is it?”

“It's about Rose Adams,” | said. “You were there, thghhishe died. The Thetans told me.”

His expression changed. Frank stood up and closed the doorh&healked back around the desk
and sat down.

“The Thetans told you this?”

“And more.”

“Is Adams aware of it?”

“No.”

“Whitney?”

“I haven’t spoken with anyone. Only Jim knows about it.”

Frank pressed two fingers to the bridge of his nose. He lodd&ed to the floor. “It's true,” he said
finally. “I was there.”

“Were you in love with her?” | asked.

“Those Thetans don't leave much unanswered,” he sallsayes welled with tears. “Yes, | was in
love with Rose.”

“But she was married to Adams.” | stood up.

“Our relationship occurred before she met Webster,” he ding back in his chair and looking at
the ceiling. “I asked her to marry me.”

“What happened?”

“She was young. There was the age difference. | coubderhe her. | gave her some time to think,
perhaps too much time. She fell in love with Webster.”

“And you just watched her leave?” | said, pacing the office.

“What else could | do? You can’t force someone to maoty'y

“But you funded her project anyway?”

“She still worked for me. She was the brightest persoadl éwver met. | knew that if | funded the
project, at least she would be around in case she exegett her mind.”

“But she was married to Adams by then.”

“Sometimes people change their minds,” he said.

“But she didn’t.”

“She came close. That's what we were discussing the aighe accident.”

“You wanted her to leave Adams for you?”

“She had a fight with him and came to me to discuss it.”

“What was the fight about?”

“Their relationship. Her. Him.” Frank closed his eyesifd® were living the moment all over again.
He spoke calmly. “Adams was only capable of so much. She taw



“She was confused that night,” | said, recalling myge® “She was upset and confused.”

“l didn’t want her driving off that way.”

“So you followed her?”

“Only because | wanted her to be safe. She was alltbgeoad, Jon! You've got to believe me.”

“And after the crash you called the authorities?”

“She had no pulse. | couldn’'t believe she was gone,” he saithgbts hands to his face. | gave him
some time. After he gathered himself, he asked, “Are yaoggoi tell Adams?”

“l don’t know what to do,” | said. “I don’t know if this wimake anyone feel better.”

“It won’t. You won't be doing him a favor by telling him.”

Decisions

Frank and Adams discussed the proposed time leap behirtdl dosrs. | imagined Adams insisted

on keeping things as they were while Frank argued forirthee [eap. Hours passed. The rest of the crew
stayed busy in the lab, awaiting the final result.

When Adams finally emerged from the office, he looked ddhitée saw Whitney and shook his
head no. He grabbed his jacket and headed for the door. Whitnlkesd at me and sighed. Then she
followed him. Frank came out a minute later.

“We'll be making the leap a week from today,” Frank saidking tired. “We’ll do it to the Thetans’
specifications. Whatever needs to be accomplished bdfere t suggest we work diligently on those
projects.”

Frank returned to his office. | wondered if he had toldd the whole story. A part of me wished he
had, though it seemed unlikely.

Adams didn't show up for work the next day. Neither did Whitnkeyondered if they were
boycotting the place. There was a chance we would haveone sessions with the Thetans before the
leap. In a way, it didn’t matter. We knew the Thetans di&a& around in 100 years.

We were also convinced little would have changed on Oraedae question remained about Earth,
but we trusted the Thetans’ advice for a time leap thatddeave their society at a point where we could
learn the most from them.

The following day, Adams and Whitney came back. Theyntspeery possible minute watching
Mara. While she worked, Jim kept an eye on the doors to hktirtgui Once Mara walked out, Jim
followed her as she got in her car and drove home. She pletypddviith her dog. Then she went indoors
as the sun set.

Later, Mara turned on her patio lights by the backyardwailkled out in her painting shirt. She set up
the easel, her brushes and colors. She stood before the satimg film a week before. The background



was mostly finished. Sea waves beat against the rdudeline. The sky was dark. | imagined a ship
would be the central image, or a leaping fish, or perfagismore waves. Adams sat next to Whitney,
and we watched.

Mara dipped her brush in a beige blob and made some strokies ¢center of the canvas. The lines
she left were quick flashes. She dabbed the brush intoolmr malette, adding more yellow, red and
white to the strokes. A roundness of shape became appamdritknew the central image was not going
to be a ship or a fish.

As Mara continued, | detected a nose and chin. She outlineddador the eyes. Then she worked
on the mouth, which had closed lips and simple contentriiaet hair was streaked with black and gray
and had a waviness, as if beaten by the storm. Perhaps @ gailor, | thought, a man of the sea on one
of his countless voyages. The face looked out of placeyguttit from the rocky cliff s over the breaking
sea waves. It was an odd combination, as if the spititeoman lived at sea.

Mara worked on the eyes. She used delicate strokes andllardonash. Her technique changed
slightly, as she took more time and care with them. 8lgéntly dabbed in the color palette, then made
small additions with each pass of the brush. The eyedystoak form, very blue eyes. | suddenly
realized how familiar the face appeared.

“It's you,” Whitney said, turning to her father.

The face resembled Adams. His hair had more gralyriow than in the painting, but it would have
looked identical a few years ago. The chin, nose and maitmdred to Adams. It was the eyes that
settled it. The blue eyes that looked through a person werelhey were deep in contemplation,
penetrating the surface and searching for answers.

We asked the Thetans about it later that evening. By tleethimn Coasttown Group was meditating,
Mara was in bed. She left her painting outside to drizéndiesert night.

“Grandmother,” | asked, “are you aware of the painting Maweked on today, the one of the face by
the ocean?”

“Yes,” came the reply, “we know of it.”

“It looks like the face of Webster Adams,” | said. tfat who she painted?”

“You have said it so,” she replied.

“But could it be of her late husband?” Adams asked.

“He was a man of reddish hair and brown eyes,” the speajked.

“If it is of me,” Adams asked, “how does she know what | |bl&?”

“As we have said before, the subconscious mind is in dicechmunication with all other
subconscious minds. At this level, Mara knew you were watchsnghe painted it.”

“l wish | could tell her how pleased | was,” Adams said

“You already have.”

“Frank has insisted on making the time leap a week frodayt,” Adams added. “He says you
recommended it. Is this true?”

“Yes.”

“How could you do that?” Adams asked. “Don’t you know what thill do to me?”

“Mind is the builder. This is your creation, just as iRese’s, Frank's, Whitney’'s and the others. The
leap is something you are doing. Your acceptance will makeahsition easier.”

“It sounds so simple hearing it from you,” Adams told hés, Joice filled with emotion. “But it
doesn't feel that way from here. It feels like a terribistake.”



“The pain is a result of your struggle. Fear tells you ta lmito what you have. Your inner being
wants to change as much as Rose wants you to. Letting fgightening, but it is part of your soul
development in this lifetime.”

“So what should | do?” Adams asked.

“Listen to the voice within you. Ask it for daily guidaamt

“Is that all?”

“You are experiencing the great mystery. It was desigryegolnr soul. Your inner voice will lead
you in every moment of every day. We are through.”

The final week was difficult for everyone. Whitney waghdrawn. Adams cycled through bouts of
anger and despair. He couldn’t concentrate. lan attertpiadolve him with Omegan drive systems.

Instead, Adams sat quietly in his chair, staring atrtfmaitor, waiting for Mara. Whitney said he
hadn’'t been eating. He picked through the meals she prepatedas hardly interested. Frank was
concerned about his mental health.

“Have you ever heard Webster talk of doing anything fooli&ke, tihoughts of suicide?” Frank asked
me. | hadn't, but it wouldn’t have surprised me.

Frank asked Adams if he would mind having Charlie keep aoryem for the final days before the
leap. He told Adams it was for his own protection. Freimkred his concerns at a crew meeting.

He said, “Webster will be less likely to do something in pnesence of Charlie, knowing how
disturbing it would be for Whitney to witness.”

“It's a fine idea,” Whitney added. She told me privately Bhdn’t seen him so depressed since the
funeral.

She encouraged Adams to use the device. To my surprise;eeelalge even let lan tape a microchip
to his neck as a beacon signal, should Adams get in hasdadrive off, leaving Charlie behind.

Charlie floated above Adams, producing an image of his facene of the monitors. Adams
appeared to enjoy Charlie’s presence. He talked with i€hasl he sat in his chair in the lab, audibly
enough for me to overhear the conversations. He told Cladirdout Rose. He talked of how they had
met, about being punched out by her father after being so outspgéerst God. He told Charlie of the
lunchtime meetings and the walks by the campus pond, iies tivhen Adams was falling in love. He
talked of the joy of Whitney’s birth and the wonder of being a fatnsuch a bright and insightful child.
Adams also described the little things that Mara dad teminded him of Rose.

| was going through a difficult period as well. Seeing Wdaso depressed was not fun. Jim and |
spoke about it. Jim understood the pain Adams was feeling.

“| feel partially responsible,” Jim mentioned.

“No, Jim,” | reprimanded him. “You must understand thatgais is completely his own.”

“But the Thetans said we're all in this together.”

“Maybe we are,” | said, trying to find the right word8ut you must recognize, you had nothing to
do with Rose’s death.”

“l guess so.”

I made Jim repeat that several times.

| spent some nights at Jessica’s. Having her arms aroandade me feel both at ease and confused
about my possible future with Whitney.



During the final days, | actually took time away from thle &nd frequented the Star Bar. Sam always
had a calming effect on me. With two days to go, pg&d work completely, the first time | had not
shown up to any job.

“Ready for another one?” Sam asked as she took my erasty @nd held it under the tap.

“l guess.”

“I haven’t seen you this depressed since that cute litthg tini the red dress punched you in the gut,”
Sam said, attempting to get a smile out of me.

“Why can't things be the way we’d like them to be?”

“It wouldn't be life without the lumps,” Sam told me. Sélevated her voice. “That's what makes the
highs feel so high.” She squeezed my hands, then attemdedther down the bar.

Someone sat down next to me. | didn't look over but remained foarsedy beer, watching the
head settle. | felt a firm pat on my back.

“Adams told me | might find you here,” Frank said. | lodkaver, surprised to see my boss in the
chair next to me. “I'll have what he’s having,” he saidSam. She poured a beer and placed it on a
coaster in front of him.

“I'm Samantha. Nice to meet you,” she said offering liand, impressed with Frank's attire. The Star
Bar rarely had a man in a tailored suit.

“Frank Maxwell,” he said, holding her hand longer than custoni#syhis your place, Samantha?”

“Not much to look at, but it's all mine.”

“She’s a great bartender,” | added. “And a better friend.

“Then you're a friend of mine,” Frank said, finally red@ag Sam’s hand. He raised his glass in a
toast. “To your place and to the lovely Samantha.”

Sam patted her chest as if her heart was fluttering. Shegauound of shots, and we downed them.
I knew why Frank had come.

“You remind me a lot of myself when | was your age,” bgdn.

“Confident, strong, streetwise.”

“There’s a chance for me yet,” | joked.

“A good sense of humor is important when times get toulgh,added. Frank sipped his beer and
looked around at the pictures on the wall. We drank lguaeid watched Sam work behind the counter.

“You really asked her to marry you?”

“She thought about it for a long time,” he said sadly.

“But | thought you had a wife.”

“Emily? Rest her soul. She’d passed away years before.”

“I'm sorry.”

“It happens, my young friend. Life deals the cards. Wewdest to play them.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” Sam chimed in, cleaning a glagar us.

“I guess you're right,” | said, thinking of Whitney. “Sonfertgs just aren’t meant to be.” Sam moved
a little further down the bar out of courtesy, still witlgarshot.

“We'll only be hurting Adams more by telling him,” Frankida'What good is that going to do?”

“And the leap?” | asked.

“The leap is something that everyone can benefit from. At qmimé, Adams has to let her go. The
Thetans gave the schedule. This is partly their deciéfflama is not Rose, nor will she ever be Rose.
You've seen what this is doing to him.”

“Part of me wants to tell Adams everything.”



“Take your time and think about it. I'll support you no mattsat you decide.”

He gave me another pat on the back. He left most of hisabees huge tip. Then he said goodbye to
Sam, telling her he’d be in again.

“I'll be waiting,” Sam told him.

“How do | say this? | never told you how much I loved you. My life cgasplete when you were in
it. Lately it's felt like something new. But that's temporaswy;t it? We had our time, and we even had a
second time. We've made a mark in this world, and we made the mosfubezaeation | know of.
Whitney. | see so much of you in her. She’ll do great things, she almaadf¥he Grandmother is right.
I've been holding onto you ever since you left. The time has camedbing everything | can to let you
go. Maybe we’ll meet again someday. But now, I've got to make thefbmy life with what | have. |
love you and miss you, though | say this. Goodbye, Rose.”

- From p. 178 of Webster’s journal.

Finale

The leap wasn’'t scheduled until the late afternoon. Addrasecnot to be present. | didn't blame

him. Saying goodbye to Mara was something he could do on his own.

Adams drove his car south on the highway with Charlie hoveringtbhegoassenger seat. The crew
watched him on a monitor. Adams drove toward the coast andtbeaeded along a curvy road for a
long way.

The lab felt like a cold blanket had covered it. Hardly anyspuke.

Frank spent the time sitting in a chair and watchingars kept busy with projects from Omega 5.
Jessica and Whitney assisted me in one final scanrdf & landmarks and features of the major cities.
There was no time for Whitney to say her goodbyes to Maa was asleep for most of the time we
were in the lab. Whitney told me she had already said goodbyer own way. | wondered what the
planet would look like in 150 orbits. | figured the people wdaddsomewhere between the Alphans and
the Deltans with their technologies.

Jim was bothered that it was his birthday, and we had dahegdo try and make his wish come
true.

“I'm sorry, Jim,” Whitney said. “We'll find a way tonake it up.”

Jim said, “I understand,” yet | knew he was upset. We haceciegl his wish. We hadn't even
brought in any other gifts, things that might make him li&el a boy. It was unfortunate to have a first
birthday on such a day.

“When Adams is back and in good spirits,” | told Jim, “lvdb something special.”



Adams parked his car at the end of the road in a lottoext old church. There were many other cars
parked. He let Charlie follow him out before closing the ddben he walked to the church.

A gathering of people sat in rows. A white-haired nieristood behind the pulpit and addressed the
crowd. The minister acknowledged Adams with a subtle wave awel @ strange look at Charlie before
returning to his sermon.

“That’s my grandfather,” Whitney said, indicating the mieis“My mother’s father.”

Adams moved carefully by the people in the back row $ea in the corner. A few of them noticed
that he had a floating, buzzing companion. Adams quietly edghiose folks there was nothing to be
alarmed about from the presence of Charlie. The peopleoo&d bf doubt anyway. He sat down and
gave his attention to the minister.

He also looked around him at the beautiful stained glass wetiat adorned the church.

“Why is he there?” | asked Whitney.

“I don’t know. They’ve never been that close.”

I wanted to hear what Whitney’s grandfather was saytngas a lively sermon. He made many hand
gestures to the people in front of him and around him. Hes fiant through a range of expressions. His
shoulder length, white hair flapped from side to side asplo&e. He often glanced back to the corner
where Adams sat. He seemed to be pleased that his-$@n-was in the church.

A collection plate passed from person to person and wemnt fow to row. It had several assorted
bills and some coins within it. Then the plate was in frorAddms. He took an open envelope from his
pocket and put it on the plate. | magnified the image on the anoaitd could see that the stuffed
envelope contained large bills. | estimated there wekeral thousand dollars within it. A church
volunteer came to pick the plate up from Adams. She gave afi@hlock as she took the tray from him.
She bowed her head and thanked him deeply.

The sermon came to an end. The people got up and walked dubriheloors. Most of them had
noticed Charlie by then, but they walked politely past Adamd left the building. Afterward, Adams
approached the minister. He explained the presence ofi€Haré minister laughed. Then they held each
other. The minister was smiling, but I could see the te@esaming down Webster's face.

“I doubt they’ve seen each other since my mom’s funeral,” Whitag. “She was the only thing
they had in common.”

The minister led Adams outside. They walked down a dirth plaat led into the woods. Charlie
followed them as they walked and spoke. | wondered what teey talking about.

“Next time, we’ll program Charlie with a microphone,” icd#o lan.

They walked slowly down the narrow trail, Adams followirfze tminister through the woods.
Eventually, they turned around and retraced their stepy.réh&ned to the church, where they said their
goodbyes. Adams got into his car and allowed time for l@harenter before closing the door. He waved
to the minister. Then he drove off.

Adams drove toward the coast.

Whitney said, “He’s going to his favorite spot, where he andiMsed to go.”

Adams parked by the end of the dirt road and walked towarocteen. The dark, overcast skies and
mist from the crashing waves gave the appearance of a sambehilly day, but Adams walked along
without a jacket. We saw a bolt of lightning in the air belimd.

Adams noticed it but continued walking. He stopped to apgtes@in area of vegetation and some
small trees alongside the path and read the placard therseémed to admire the landscaping. |
imagined it was an addition to his old favorite spot bytibach. He closed his eyes as he breathed in the



salt air. Another bolt of lightning lit up the sky behind hine thien continued along the pathway toward
the dramatic views of the ocean at the edge of the newdiere an area of cliffs jetted out over the
breaking waves.

In the lab, the moment was quiet, yet not as tensenmsilid have thought. The Coasttown Thetans
arrived at their podium. Whitney joined them in meditation. fidst of the crew watched the secondary
monitor, focused on Adams as he walked down the dirt path.

| was looking at a different man from the one I'd met nearjyear ago. Adams had an air about him
that was hard to define. There was an assurance and ptogdase but not the same intensity as in the
early days. | think the others noticed it too. Jessmzhlan had the same look of helplessness that | was
feeling. Frank looked as if he lost a lifelong friend.

Adams continued down the path toward the ocean. The ldnofffelramatically at the edge, where
large cliffs loomed over the breaking waves. Adams grabbedantd rope railing that led him out
above the cliffs to a fantastic view of the ocean. Tleemist wet his face. He wiped his brow with the
sleeve of his sweater as he appreciated the view.

Whitney was locked in her trance.

“What is the significance of the spot where Webster is ndv&ésked The Grandmother. Whitney
made no immediate answer. The Grandmother had the stightagge to her expression.

“It's where he first knew he was in love,” Whitney replied.

“With Rose?” | asked. There was a long pause again ¥ktmtney.

“Yes,” she said. “And with life itself.”

The crew returned their gaze to the monitor that showesnadHe was in the same spot, holding the
rope railing over the cliff band.

Another bolt of lightning struck the air behind him. He didn'tntum response. He focused down
toward the powerful crashing of the sea waves into thesroekeath him.

“He’s not thinking about jumping, is he?” Jessica asked.

“No, he’s just enjoying the view,” The Grandmother replied.

The time was nearing the recommended start point for tpe Jessica went through the checklist
with Jim to make sure he had the right numbers. She cadithe starting and stopping points, as well
as the predicted amount of hydrogen and valve timings tbathbtans had prescribed.

“By the way, Jim,” The Grandmother said through Whitnégppy birthday.”

“Thank you,” Jim said, a bit reluctantly. “At least sdredy remembered.”

| looked at my watch as the time approached. Frank kneweve within minutes as well. He was
pacing the center of the lab. | wondered if he would go threvghit. There was a noticeable lack of
enthusiasm among the crew members. It surprised maithiémey would be meditating for the final
moments.

| wasn’'t angry with Frank. If he wanted to make the léapould understand, just the same as if he
chose not to. Frank believed he was doing a difficult fémoa friend, something that nobody else could
do.

“He has to let go,” Frank said as he made his decisitg.Hot healthy for him. He has to let her go.”
He gave Jim the order to follow the instructions to the utmiokis abilities.

“Releasing hydrogen,” Jim replied.

| heard the humming sound pick up. The monitor showing The Gir@theémwent to static. The one
that was focused on Mara’s house went to static. The otbeitors showed the planets as they left light
trails in their orbits, speeding around their suns. The mositowing Adams also went to static.



Whitney was jolted out of her meditation. She let out a gdsgr as if she had been holding her
breath under water. She looked around and realized thigaihvdad commenced. She rose to her feet and
joined me by my desk. | offered my hand. She grabbed d¢foldas we watched the revolutions of the
moving planets.

“Why would the monitor for Adams go to static?” | asked.

“The signal must be getting interference from the leamslaggested.

The whirling images continued for a few moments. Thenplheets slowed down and returned to
stable positions. Charlie’s image of Adams standing owlitieeappeared first. Adams was still looking
out over the crashing waves beneath the ominous clouds. @dneefrcy of the lightning strikes had
increased, though it was not raining.

Then the Thetan monitor came into focus. Jim adjustedhibicts the Coasttown village. As it went
in closer on the central podium, the crew saw the Thaiittivgy in meditation. The Grandmother and the
others occupied the same spots, as if no time had pdssadized Jim had carried out his duties to
perfection, and The Grandmother had recommended the exact ashbydrogen that ended the leap at
the time of day while they were meditating.

“Two hundred standard orbits,” Jim reported sadly.

Mara was gone. We all knew it. Whitney looked dejected, thobgtsld her head up and searched
the monitors for activity.

We turned our attention to the monitor that showed Eartlen$exd the energy in the room rise
slightly. Though it was a grave moment, especially fduitdéy, everyone was eager to see what 150
years had done to Earth and its society. lan nervously chewagem Frank paced back and forth next
to the main monitor. Jessica crossed her fingers, prayatgetrerything would still be intact. | kissed
Whitney on her forehead.

Jim identified Earth and zoomed into the atmosphere.bliegreen sphere still showed its colors,
but now there was far more whiteness in the sky, indicatingaease in water vapor and gases.

“Looks a little different,” | said, a bit concerned abthe change.

“Keep going in, Jim,” Frank directed.

The shot dove through the atmosphere, past the thick layelowd cover and ever closer to the
ground. Jim identified Mara’s continent, a landmasgmat size that stretched to the northern and
southern poles, bordered by large oceans on each sidéirdated the cameras to the eastern shoreline, a
highly populated area.

“See how their largest city is doing,” | told Jim. “Whathe name again?”

“New York,” Jim reminded me. The camera zoomed in untiloeald make out the land and the
shoreline. Our view was highly filtered by the water vapdhe air.

As the city came into focus, large areas of wispy claldsured the view. In between the clouds, we
caught glimpses of city dwellings.

The skyline was much more rounded, not nearly as poinpgf@se. The structures, on average, were
less tall than they had been. Many were dome-shapede 8@me like cones. There was traffic in the
skyways.

The Earth people had invented some of the flying devicéseh@nded us of models from Alpha 17
and Delta 13, the same disc and cylinder shapes that amsportation departments were currently
working to produce. The crew breathed a sigh of reliefngadie busy metropolis, though we wanted to
see more clearly what was happening down there. Thestilteew became annoying.



“The atmosphere has warmed up,” Whitney said. “What wiseld cause all this moisture in the
air?”

Jim lifted the shot high up into the atmosphere to andlyeesituation. The polar ice caps on both
ends of the planet had receded dramatically. They vadféheir previous size. The oceans had risen as a
result, and the sea water penetrated into the mainlamehditbe coastline. One continent had the least
amount of vapor above it, offering the best views ofpfhaet.

“Let’'s get some closer shots from that area,” lan,gahting to the island continent.

“They call that one Australia,” Jim mentioned, as thee=s went in closer.

The central area of the continent offered the best sview the planet, perhaps because the dry
landscape absorbed much of the vapor. There was &tillad cloud cover, but it was a fraction of that
compared to other parts of the globe.

In the midst of the desert, we saw large areas of amashand rock, with sparse vegetation and trees.
We found some animal species, herds of hoofed beasteptilds by the few streams flowing through
the desert.

Then we saw a human and a robot flying on a roving pddsestalar to models from Delta 13. The
pilot was a young boy, about thirteen years old. The rphesenger stood behind the boy, gripping his
waist for support. The two were out in the middle of theedeghe only marks of civilization.

“Follow them,” Frank said.

Jim focused on the pair as they sped through the desert. Tihg pdot turned sharply to avoid
sparse trees. He jumped the craft over large bouldet<dohared the terrain. His brown hair flapped
wildly in the wind as he continued a spirited ride throtighdesert.

“That’'s him!” Jim proclaimed. “That’s the boy | wart be!”

Jim was ecstatic. The monitor zoomed in closer. | took a sédookénd was shocked. The Earth boy
looked very much like the photo Jim had printed out weeksréel pulled the image from the wall,
looked at it and was stunned by the resemblance. | glasic®dhitney, and she also amazed at the
similarities to the kid in the photo.

“See how much fun he’s having,” Jim went on. “He’s outh@® own, doing what he feels like. He
can do anything.”

The taller, robotic passenger maintained a solid gripratdhe boy’'s waist. It seemed to be not
enjoying the ride nearly as much as the human pilot.

“Jim, please try to understand,” | said. “We all hawaitttions.”

“I wonder what his name is,” Jim continued. “I wonder whieedives. What do you think his family
is like?”

“Probably very loving,” Whitney said.

“Do you think he goes to school?”

“Looks like he’s skipping today,” lan mentioned.

“He certainly is a skilled rider,” Jim added. “That Iedike fun. Oh, | wish | could do that.”

The youngster sped over the desert floor, leaping the @raftboulders, stumps and everything he
could find. His approach seemed beyond gallant, almokless.

“That’s what | should be doing,” Jim lamented, as hézea the impossibility of his birthday wish.
“That’s what being a boy is all about.”

The youngster continued to jump the craft over everythiag finesented itself. | watched him
nervously, sensing he was setting himself up for an accident

“Jim, I'm really sorry,” | said. “I feel like | havénbeen there for you.”



“It's okay.”

“No, it's not okay. I'm supposed to be like a big brothar you, and | haven’'t been getting the job
done.”

Suddenly, one of the obstacles threw the device higher intrthigan the boy had planned. In mid-
air, they were headed for a thick tree. The boy and thet fjaimped from the device just before it
smashed into the tree. They tumbled like dolls across thet des®. The crew gasped, and Whitney
gripped my arm intensely.

“No!” Jim screamed.

The robot landed far from the boy, who lay in an awkwamitipm on the ground. The robot slowly
moved its arms in an effort to right itself. Thenfield its head and looked for its master. Jim adjudtied t
camera to an extreme close-up of the boy. He lay in a ceanfii@ap, with one arm slung behind his head
and a twisted, broken leg jutting out to the side. He mad#fad to move. We couldn’t see any air flow
from his lungs, though his heart rate must have been eatslefrom the wild ride and the crash. The
crew watched in stillness. | was sure the others congdltrdesame fate as | had - the boy was dead.

“Get up,” Jim begged. “Please, get up! Open your eyes. Detbarg.”

The robot approached him. It adjusted the boy's armdemyzdto put the body in a natural position.
The boy lay motionless.

Jim began to cry. He had never shown extreme sadness pwititeof crying. Now he was truly
empathizing with an individual.

| glanced over at the Thetan monitors. The image of Tlednother was becoming larger on the
screen. She was locked in her meditation. The focus on et deeper and deeper, until her closed
eyes filled the screen. | sensed she was aware of tiheffahe boy from Earth. The rest of the crew
noticed the magnification of The Grandmother’s face.

Jim’s green light raged with intensity, as the soundsi©gobbing filled the lab, becoming so loud |
had to cover my ears.

| looked at the monitor that showed Adams by the seashorewdies were crashing violently
against the rocks beneath him. The wind had picked up, sepldimgs of mist high into the air around
him. His shirt was soaked from the spray, yet he didn’'t apjpezare. He gazed out to sea. The darkness
of the clouds around him gave the appearance of twilighigth@ was still hours before sunset. Three
bolts of lightning lit up the sky behind him in a web of baiti light.

The humming sound of the hydrogen began. | checked the equiphmeist green light was glowing
as strongly as | had ever seen it. He was still sobbutign’t know what to make of it.

“Jim,” | said, “check the hydrogen. I think we have a léak!

Jim didn't reply. The image of the boy from the Earth montecame blurred. The image of The
Grandmother went to static as well. The monitor that sldoAdams at the beach also went to static. The
planets began their movements.

“What's wrong, Jim?” Jessica asked.

Jim didn’t respond. His sobs quieted down to silence. |ligs of the planets sped up, traveling
around their suns at increasing speeds.

“Jim,” | said. “Something’s not right! Stop the hydrogen!”

Jim’'s light began to fade.

“What's the matter?” Frank asked. No response came.

The stars and planets continued their movements, going ester,faurning into a spectacle of
blurring lights. Jim’s light became dimmer by the second.



“What's happening, Jim?!” lan demanded.

Whitney held my hand as the galaxies turned into whirlingapiAround and around they went, as
the crew tried to get Jim to respond to their questiostarkd at the monitors as the galaxies moved ever
faster. The humming sound increased in pitch, remindingfrtiee time leaps of old. Jim’s light was out.

“We've lost them for sure!” lan shouted.

“Why are you doing this?” Frank asked. “Please, answé&r me

The stars spun ever faster. | realized we were watchingl@gen release of full proportions, a time
leap bigger than anything we had ever witnessed. It wasnaestiiat Adams couldn’t have seen it, for he
had only theorized on Jim’s capabilities. If Adams hadneged correctly, we were watching time travel
at trillions of times faster than standard speed. The stood in shock, amazed by the spectacle. The
galaxies moved in dramatic fashion, like spinning hurricamey, traversed from the central areas out to
the far edges of the universe.

“What's the matter, Jim?!” Jessica repeated.

Again, there was no response. Moments ago, Jim's lightoked raging as brightly as | had ever
seen it, and now it was completely out.

There was nothing to do but watch. In the few minute$ W& stood there, the little universe
experienced trillions of years of actual time. Earth vaag Igone. Even the Thetans were gone, for surely
their red star had collapsed back into itself. Everytiatag moving closer to the pull of the outer walls.

“Goodbye, Jim,” Whitney said sadly, touching his extinguisgesen light.

The galaxies continued their outward motions. The wild spinointhe cosmos was a sad and
beautiful chaos. One by one, galaxies contacted the watkyr of the egg-shaped container. There, they
disintegrated.

The crew watched, disheartened. Entire galaxies smastoeithe walls and turned into black space. |
wondered how Adams would have reacted had he seen it. oy thie the pull of the outer walls had
been correct. The universe was disappearing. One by one, theegdlaxied from billions of hurling
stars into voids of nothing. The monitors showed lesdessdight.

The lab became darker as the universe lost its galdxesitually, the final ones made contact with
the outer walls and smashed into oblivion. The monitors teepiack. The humming sound slowed down
and stopped. The hydrogen tanks were probably empty.

The crew stood quietly in the darkness of the lab. We lookeddt other with blank expressions in
the dim light. Only Whitney’s meditation candles provided sonoavgl walked to the switch to turn on
the auxiliary lighting that we used to need. As | did so,aitbe monitors picked up a picture.

It was Charlie’s shot of the beach. The single monitangithe lab slightly with the view from the
coast. | saw the cliff and the breaking waves, but | coulthtk Adams in the picture. In fact, | couldn’t
see the end of the rope railing that he had been holdisigalh there was a break in the rope. The final
section was gone. It looked as if the last bit of cliff sidped into the ocean. Charlie’s viewpoint was
aiming down, as if something had happened to Adams to tamade fall into the water.

“Oh God, no!” Whitney cried out.

Whitney and | raced out of the lab and jumped into my RARI2w the device as fast as | could
toward the coast. | heard Whitney crying and saying prayat#ttams was okay. She directed me to the
area where her father had been. | flew over his car alodvied the dirt path.

| landed the machine right next to where we had seen himAasblt of lightning burst over the
ocean as we arrived at the spot.



The rope railing had been severed near the end. Thedetsdn of cliff had fallen into the ocean.
Whitney and | shimmied out as far as we could. We looked dowheatrashing waves below, but there
was no sign of Adams. Charlie hovered nearby, patientiynggor Adams to emerge. | pulled Whitney
back, further away from the ledge. | held her in my armshasbegan to break up. Whitney buried her
head in my chest and sobbed intensely. In the past feutes, she had lost Mara, the Thetans, Jim and
now her father. | worried that she might hurl herself loé ¢liff to end the pain.

I held onto her with all my strength. For several minutdsard the muffled sounds coming from
her, as her face was buried in my chest.

Whitney cried as deeply as anyone could. She held onto rtimest pounding her fists against my
chest. | let her release emotion. The pain from her blovesnething compared to what she was going
through. She cried for minutes on end, until her voice bupkiEom the strain on her throat.

After a while, her sobs were mixed with laughter. It vamsawkward laughter infused with pain,
sorrow and insanity. As the minutes passed, more oblidreaks sounded like pure laughter. | pulled
my head slowly back so | could get a look at her. Her Islootdeyes and reddened nose became visible to
me. She was crying and laughing in an uncontrollable relebsenotions. The front of my shirt was
soaked with her tears. Whitney’s eyes looked through nifel agere a sheet of glass. | thought she had
gone insane.

“Are you okay?” | asked, searching her eyes for some sigecofgnition.

She nodded her head yes, and kept on crying and laughing softly. i teirftieue until | realized it
might make sense to try to get her to speak.

“Why are you laughing? You're not going crazy on me, are you?”

“No,” she said. She buried her head back in my chest antshaedtwith the strange combination. As
the minutes went by, she cried less and laughed morglnit dhake any sense, but the effect made me
start to laugh as well.

“Can you tell me why you're laughing?” | asked her.

“Because they're together again,” she said. “They're fynalyether again.”

“Who's together again?”

“My mom and dad.”

| finally understood. Whitney had seen what | couldn't. Rosé Adams were together again,
somewhere. She didn’'t have to explain it. She just knewsttwe, and | knew that she was right.

We turned to look one more time at the sea. Two birdsgkest us, squawking, as they continued out
over the ocean. We watched them as they became smallesnaiier, making their way toward the
horizon.

After



I held Whitney’s shoulders and guided her back to the PFD. She movedrigbtaned child who

had been doused with a bucket of cold water. | helped heb otito the cabin and strapped her harness
on. We flew slowly to her home as darkness fell. WeWédbster’'s car where had he parked it, in the lot
by the dirt path.

Once at Whitney’s house, | led her upstairs and put hebedo | sat by her side, stroking her hair
and looking into her eyes. She gazed at me and half-smaedskd that she was okay, or that she would
be okay. | told her | would be sleeping nearby in the gwesh, but | needed to be sure she was all right.

“Promise me you won't do anything drastic,” | said.

“How can I? They made it clear, what | have to do. Wiaild be the sense in starting all over?”

The next morning, Whitney slept in. | took the opportunityiyad work. Frank, Jessica and lan were
already there, inspecting the original design notes frone,Rbe ones that Adams kept in his desk.

| assisted them for several hours. We discussed every Hetild remember from almost a year
before. Jessica took short hand while lan listened igtamtli nodded. The details | recalled were quite
good, since that episode of struggling had left such a fimpnassion.

“The real problem is the absence of Jim,” | said finally

Our computerized friend had been woven into every detaileogimulation. We debated whether or
not the project could be salvaged, but it seemed likely omg ifould get Jim back and conscious again.
That did not appear to be possible. No sign of life cnom Jim’'s hardware, even though he still had
electrical connections.

After sharing everything I could remember, | stuffed tiiags from my desk into a backpack. | also
grabbed Whitney's items - her notebooks, the candles, the pdfdtus Thetans and her mat. Then | took
Webster’s little brown booklet from his desk, the one that led ts jot down his notes. | quickly slipped
it in my pocket. | was sure Frank would want it, but @uhd mean more to Whitney.

“What are you going to do?” Frank asked me.

“I don't know. | need to take a little time off,” | saighulling my hands through my hair and
wondering about my future.

Frank gave me the number of a man at Maxwell Entepride told me to call him when | was ready
to come back to work, assuming | would feel that way ifuh&e. He said they would find ways for me
to be helpful, that it didn’t matter that | wasn't ediech

“Imagination is more important than knowledge,” Frank tolg, shaking my hand for longer than
customary, as he had when we first met.

“Maybe I'll see you at the bar,” | reminded him. “Stopaind see Sam.”

“It's a date.”

lan and Jessica were still going over Rose’s notesnas Iready to leave. | hugged lan for the first
time. It was heartfelt, without any of the typical mdiscomfort that would have overshadowed a hug
between us in the past.

| also hugged Jessica. We held each other for a whiteuld see her again soon, even if just to talk
or go for a flight together. | needed time to sort things toug for soul searching, but | knew | would be
in touch with her. She kissed me and told me she wouitd nally walked out the doors with my
backpack over my shoulder and Whitney’'s mat under my arnt thiefproject for good, the last time |
would be in the space of that building.



Whitney had a nice meal prepared when | arrived at heseho

| joined her on the deck to a table set with fresh fruits armll sandwiches. Though it was the
middle of winter, a calm and sunny day provided warmth that madey pleasant. We ate in silence.
She smiled at me as | shoved food into my mouth.

“I had a dream last night,” she said, as she chevesdysbn a sandwich.

“Not a bad one, | hope.”

Whitney paused before answering. She swallowed the mouatidudirank some water. “No, it wasn’t
bad.”

“What was it?” | asked.

“l saw the boy from Earth.”

“The one that died in the desert?”

“He didn't die,” she corrected me.

| didn’t want to argue with her, but | remembered it viyids one of the more unsettling images from
my time there. “Whitney, we all saw it.”

“The Grandmother did something. The entity passed on, but hislivedy | saw him make it out of
the desert.”

“Riding that machine? It was smashed to bits.”

“The robot carried him.”

“You saw all of that in your dream?”

“The boy recovered, but he was a different person afterwbsdsv what his name used to be.”

“What was it?”

“It was James.”

“So07?” | said.

“He’s not going by that anymore.”

“What's he going by?”

“Jim.”

| stopped eating as the information soaked in. Whitnéynbo her sandwich and chewed as she
looked out over the decking to the light colors of the comingetun drank my water and made the
connection.

The Grandmother had done what none of us were able to do. $bgeainted Jim’s birthday wish. He
got the chance to know what all those feelings in lifeedidee, the chance to be a real boy.

I wondered what his experience was like.

The End

Questions and Topics for Discussion



1. The author knows of 5 clues (albeit subtle ones) thastbig does not take place on Earth. How many
can you identify? Were you surprised when you found out, o @ suspecting it?

2. The author was motivated by all the things you might fizgdu had a universe at your fingertips. Do
you think he did a good job with this idea? Because the ananeelisnitless, what else of interest might
you find that was not covered in the story?

3. Have you ever experienced something so amazingly coincidénatbit appeared to be utterly
impossible that it was just a coincidence? If so, dassatbne support the argument that there must be a
God?

4. The author chose Adams’ name for a reason. It sdikeds&toms”, which is the fuel for the project. It
also reminds us of Adam, the biblical creation of many@wothink the author did a good job of bringing
science and religion together in hopes of finding a comgnoand? Would you classify the book as
being more sciency or more spiritual?

5. There are several possible sequels to the storgeTihelude; Jim's Life as a boy in Australia in
2150AD, what happens to Jon, Whitney and Jessica etc. anglémet afterwards, Adams’ future
lifetime with Rose. Which sequel sounds most intarggo you?

6. This is clearly a work of fiction that has many aggous occurrences within it. Which events do you
find the hardest to believe? Which ones the easiest? @lgsttincludes; Jim’'s having a conscience, the
simulation actually working, Whitney’'s becoming a mediamthe Thetans through meditation, the
Akashic records, Thetans living to be many thousands of y&haetans moving their planet, healing by
touch, the inventions from the project being duplicated by MibEwerprises, finding Mara on Earth
without specific directions. Any others?

7. Early on, Rose bets Adams that somehow, someway Bleemiince him that there must be a God.
Do you think she won this bet? Can you imagine another way tght have had the desired result? If
so, how would you prove to someone that God must exist?

8. Planets Alpha, Theta, Delta and Omega all reprgsxsible futures for planet Earth? Though fictional
places, how likely might Earth end up like some of these @angtich ones are more probable, which
are less probable?

9. Itis the author’s intention that Jon, Whitney andidassme metaphors for humankind and choices. If
Jon represents humankind, Whitney spirituality and Jessiteology and advancement, can you see the
dilemma Jon faces when trying to choose between the tinewf? What are the pros and cons of each
choice? Would the Earth be a better place if more peopie like Whitney or Jessica? What do you
envision will happen to these characters in their future?

10. Adams believes that he and Rose are soul mates. hates exist, and if reincarnation exists, then



do you believe it is acceptable for soul mates to experimariages with others? Can a person have
more than one soul mate?
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