                                          Mojave Ice Plain   
                                      By: Waldo E. Stakes Jr.
                                             Dedication:
      This book is dedicated to everyone who still believes that good things are worth fighting and maybe even dying for. It is written in the hope that you can still think for yourself. Hold yourself up in honor with the knowledge that you are never alone.
      There are only two forces in the Universe that control the actions of all things men do and they are love and fear. Always remember that your soul is of God and is pure and good so it always knows the difference between the two. 
     Always consider that the only thing in life that mankind will offer you that is truly free will most likely be bullshit, everything else takes effort or costs cold, hard cash. Never forget that faith, courage and self sacrifice are priceless and that this is the reason that just the sight of them can make a strong man weep.

     Know what you stand for and stand for something in your life. Avoid being a hypocrite to your beliefs. For a person who doesn’t stand for something will usually fall for anything. This is my personal credo and the things that I stand for. If you can agree with any of this you have my permission for keeping it for your own. I do not have all the answers for your life as a politician would have you believe…You do!

     My credo simplified is this. “Materialism is weakness, violence is my lover. I understand and am a willing part of all the godlessness that is mankind. My lord and God, I accept my fate.”

     Realize that the only God like things that man is capable of doing are loving and creating as most everything else is temporary and will eventually show itself as pointless. Live your life in these ways and even though we live on a planet of fear, self, competition, woe and suffering you will still have times of joy and be as proud of yourself as God is of you….
      Thank you, Waldo G., Celia B., Jesse James, Richard O., Denise, Karen and John, Stephanie, Harley and Bishop, Nicole, James and Torger, Tone, Shannon, Atlee and Harper for giving my life immeasurable value. Although I am always somewhere else and some of you are long since past I carry you with me everywhere I go.
                                            Introduction;

     Caution: This is a graphic, hard core science faction story which is also full of many real things. Real, scary things that you might want to look into, that is if you have the courage. If not and that is OK, at least do not criticize those who do.
     There are no page numbers in this book as it is being modified and added to all the time as ideas reach fruition in my mind or change completely. So you can read it again and again and it will not be the same as the last time you read it. It will forever be a work in progress. This is a new concept in book writing and I use this writing as a metaphor that reality is always in flux and you are the master of it. This is a gift given to you by the hand of God. Once you understand that what I tell you is true the Universe will be open to you. I will be adding to the book at will through time and it will always change for the better. 
     It is an adult novel written with the ideals of Nostradamus as we still live in the dark ages and as long as a man is in charge probably always will. It is written for the people who ask questions about life and themselves. It is colored with real facts of science and history, many of which I am sure will be new to you. Some of the book is real and some of it is fiction. Which is which? You will have to figure that out for yourself. 
     I use adult words in this book for effect and honesty and some of them are four letter words. If that bothers you don’t read on but I ask you to consider Charles Keating, an anti pornography proponent who was the point man working to get Hustler magazine shut down because he felt it was offensive to him and his constituents. 

     Keating considered Hustler magazine a terrible thing which needed to be eradicated. Keating himself having stolen more than a hundred million dollars from peoples savings and loans accounts and having them eat cat food because they had lost all their savings, well that didn’t bother him one bit. People claim that he was a very righteous and religious man. Ok if they say so. Who am I to doubt them? PT Barnum said “There’s a sucker born every minute.”
     Righteous Charlie Keating went to prison for his participation in the Savings and Loan debacle/scandal even though many United States congressmen were also involved in the scheme to some degree. They hung Charlie out there as a scapegoat and in the end it was all forgotten. Charlie was eventually released and spent his stolen fortune on wine women and song until he passed. What a guy!
     But his story isn’t unique, I give you the Enron Corporation and then there have been thousands of great guys like good old Bernie Madoff as well as larcenous religious leaders through the centuries. I could go on and on here but I think you get the point.

      Speaking of cat food, did you know that during tough economic times throughout the history of the United States more elderly people ate cat food in this country than cats did? They do this because they can’t afford real meat to eat on their social security payments. So you might want to die young rather than slowly starve to death as an elder. 
     Many of these elderly fought wars and were wounded fighting for this country, paid their taxes and social security all of their lives and when they got old, they were considered of no use anymore. They are given barely enough social security to keep them alive. Most if they didn’t prepare for their retirement with external income become closet cat food consumers. You gotta love it! What a country! 

     I have always believed that the only thing that life can offer you is “the struggle.” It is the struggle that makes men and women strong. Take the struggle away and they become lethargic, decadent and weak. They will collapse under the weight of their self hate and eventually fall apart. 
     The most powerful and rewarding struggle is the fight for what is right and good as it is always been easy to be a bad person but it can be extremely difficult to be a good person. If you’ve ever noticed, the word “God” is in the word “good”. This could be a coincidence but after living into middle age in constant synchronicity, I’ve lost any belief in coincidences.

     I also believe that the entire universe was made entirely for me or you but then again it is not all about me or you. It is about your personal struggle to learn the lessons that you needed and wanted to learn during your life time here on this planet. 
     Because of my personal beliefs, I never run from a fight or a problem. The old saying “What doesn’t kill you will only serve to make you stronger” tends to be true most of the time. 
     Also because of my beliefs most of the things that mean a lot to most people mean absolutely nothing to me. Then on the other hand all of the things of utmost importance to me usually mean very little to most people. Because of that I have spent much of my life as a loner and out of sync with much of the world.  

     As a young man I made many, many mistakes and I paid dearly for each and every one of them. There was no free lunch and God didn’t cut me any slack for my weaknesses, evil deeds or addictions. He just stood back and let me beat the hell out of myself. In the gravest of situations that I’ve gotten myself into, God would have his Angels intercede. It doesn’t matter whether you believe this or not as I know it to be true. These are the times old people will say “When the Angels take the wheel.”
      Because of the many situations I had gotten myself into my few close friends thought that maybe I was a bit unstable. Honestly, many times I have wondered about those things myself as I’m guessing we all do from time to time. 
     These friends of mine still tell stories about me when they get together and I am not around. Most of them are not very flattering but they are true and I can’t blame them for using me as entertainment, as in my youth I was quite entertaining. And not in a positive way by any means. 
       While traveling to my thirtieth high school reunion of which I was a bit apprehensive about attending. I told my then new wife Denise to not take the stories she would hear told about me too seriously. ”Are they true?” …She asked. “Kind of, depending on who’s telling the story”  

      This book is written as if I were sitting next to you and telling you a story. Even though you don’t know me and we have not and may never meet. You will consider me one of your friends after reading this book. I would be honored if you felt so.
     I have read thousands of books and many are written in dry, droll styles using too many words that I had to look up. The writers do this in order to convince you that they are smart. I already know that I am smart and I don’t really care if you believe me to be or not. I am not arrogant, I am just honest. 
     In this book I will answer many questions that you have about life and science. So grab yourself a good cup of Joe and hang on!

     Also as a result of my life philosophies and escapades I am covered with scars, scars of the body and scars of the heart. I have been shot, burnt, stabbed, drowned, beaten, left for dead and survived cancer. I have been broken hearted to the point of depression and have caused the ruin of nearly every human relationship that had ever meant anything to me. 
     Through all these things I am still here and although my life has changed in countless ways I have never been without God and the Angels that he has protecting me. You see I don’t think of God and his dominions as like a Unicorn, Kind of real but not really. They are here and intertwined in my life. They are tough, honest and more real than you or I are. They have saved me countless times from my own stupidity. Sometimes I can almost hear them laughing and saying. “Can you believe this guy?”
     I tend to pity atheists and agnostics for believing that they can go through life alone without faith in an Almighty God. Then again I do admire their courage and fortitude for believing that they are taking their hits alone even if they are not. 
     Most are very tough because of this, then again many are drunks and drug addicts because of it. I don’t know if you’ve noticed or not but life ain’t easy, for anyone, no matter who you are! Didn’t you ever wonder why that was? Well, I know why and this book will explain it all to you.
     I know that many self proclaimed agnostics or atheists would sarcastically ask me? “If there is an Almighty God and God loves you so very much, why would he let you go through so many trials, tribulations and suffer as much as you have”? My sincere answer would be “Because he loves me”! 
     I have had “know it all guys” like that lay their shit on me at Coffee houses while sipping their Trenta Latte’ with twenty additives, topped with enough whip cream to insult a banana split. They are usually hanging out, waiting for someone, anyone to give them some attention. I usually grab my black coffee and sometimes I will argue with them just to see what they will say. I think it’s a real hoot! 
     There used to be a comedian who joked that “the more stuff you had put into your coffee the bigger asshole you were.” Is this true? I am starting to wonder if maybe it is. I can’t take credit for that joke myself but it does show you that there are plenty of observant funny guys out there. Thank God for them because without them many of us would have sucked on a shot gun! 

     I don’t expect atheists and agnostics to understand that nor would I expect the type of religious leaders who sell the “pie in the sky” concept of God to agree with me but maybe you will. If you want to contact me and reprimand me for my beliefs, you might not want to waste your time. It took me sixty years to get to this point in this life time. So I’m vested.
      I have had two well known psychics tell me that I have been coming back to this planet for the last fifty thousand years because for some reason I’m just not getting it. So I won’t be changing my opinions or beliefs on the Almighty’s love for me any time soon, at least not in your lifetime.

     Whatever, I am at my computer and writing a science faction story for you to enjoy. And it is as full of Hell and trouble as I was. It is also full of the love and the faith that I have learned to become. I have toned it down a bit as I tend to be a bit dark in thought. 
     That comes from growing up a Chicago Ghetto kid which took me a long time to move beyond. 
     Growing up in the angry inner city of Chicago was tough, the people hangin’ out on the street were usually always up to no good…Until I was nine years old I thought my name was “What the fuck are you lookin’ at”? 
     OK that’s just an old Italian joke I learned in the neighborhood but it does tell you what kind of childhood a person experiences in the Chicago Ghetto. 

     Denise would tell me as she read what I had written as the book progressed. Don’t go all Tarentino on me”! Although I love Quentin’s work, I’m trying to behave and tone things down a bit. 
     It must be my destiny to be here in the now and to write this book in order to entertain and inform you. I can guarantee you…You will be different after reading this no matter what your beliefs are. 
     Do yourself a favor and don’t ever let your ego write checks that your heart can’t cash or lock you into a lack of knowledge. There are plenty of dense no let’s use the word “dumb” folks in this world and it doesn’t need any more. I know this because I have been one of them. All I ask of you is for you to respect my beliefs as I respect yours. I would call that fair. Wouldn’t you?
      As for scientific theory; The Universe is what it is and what it has always been and it is man who is on a never ending quest to figure out what that is. 
     The Universe does not give up its’ secrets easily and when it does the conclusions or facts are usually simply interpretations. Because of that, science as we currently know it is always in flux. The more we know, the more we realize we need to learn. Answers always beget more questions. All of the greatest minds in science were wrong about many things and not just now and then but allot!
      Did you know that Sir Isaac Newton claimed that the end of the world and Armaggedon would come numerous times during his own lifetime? But after many years of exhaustive mathematics calculations based on his studies he finally settled on the year 2060. So get ready for that one! 
     Newton was an incredible thinker and problem solver. He never married, never had a girlfriend and spent most of his eighty years of life studying believe it or not “The Holy Bible.” He felt that there were hidden codes in the verses. He was the original Da Vinci code researcher. Of course he was wrong on all those other apocalyptic occasions thankfully. 
     Even so his Chicken Little rants and ravings did little to hurt his credibility and in fact his incredible mind gave us the concept of gravity and many other incredible ideas new to mankind at that time. Some of which physicists are still trying to quantify. 

      Later on, another genius Albert Einstein and I’m sure you know who he was, left his dedicated wife to marry his own cousin who left him and ruined his personal life. Old Albert couldn’t even pick out a good girl for himself. Some people say he even had a fling with Marilyn Monroe! Now there is a book in itself. Whatever, he did give us the theory of relativity which is the basis for most of our concepts of general physics at this time.                
     As far as the historical and scientific facts in this book are concerned, no matter how bizarre they may seem, they are true and correct. If you are a serious student of history and science you will realize that most of what you were taught in school was tainted with lies or simply out and out fabrications. 
     To quote Simon and Garfunkel…“When I think back to all the crap I learned in high school. It’s a wonder, I can think at all”! To quote my father Waldo G. Stakes… “The truth is always the truth son and everything else isn’t.”

     Hard core study will always prove that what I tell you here is actually the truth or as good as I could figure it was. Then and again if you think that I am making something up or I am mistaken about something… Just look it up! You have smart phones and internet links which give you access to instant research. Hey, lucky you!
     I on the other hand have spent fifty years of my life researching the basics, technologies and history in this story. The characters are real people whom I’ve been lucky enough to have play their parts in my life. They were converted into characters and cast out of time. I thank and honor them in this way. 

     I will change and add to this book all the time and I will update it at least once a year as my knowledge base grows. It has no page numbers because I want you to hunt for where you left off reading. There is a reason for this but I will let you figure that one out for yourself.

     I will charge nothing for this book as it is offered as edification to the spirit of the reader. If you ever pay anything to read this….You probably have been ripped off as all worthwhile knowledge should always be free and passed down through the generations for free.

     The general story premise is of course fiction or maybe it is prophecy. I’ll leave that one for you to figure out also.
     This book is written like a docudrama but with much more reality added. Usually, when a Hollywood movie prefaces itself with the line “This is based on true events” That is a Hollywood pseudonym for… “We made all this stuff up. Oh, and by the way, the laws of physics don’t apply to any of our characters.” 
     I on the other hand only fabricated the science fiction story here and misplaced the characters.

     My friend Garron likes to call this genre of writing “science faction.” I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed creating it. Lastly, for your own sake stay as mentally and physically strong as you possibly can so the world doesn’t hurt you as much as it would like to or suffer the consequences……..Waldo E. Stakes. 

                                            Preface: 
“For man cannot govern himself”-Jesus Christ-The Holy Bible-The New Testament
     The Universe is infinite and everything in it is as such. There are infinite life forms living in infinite numbers of universes and dimensions throughout an eternity of time and space. Yours’ is but one of the countless many. 
     Conclusion: Everything, everywhere is infinite except for man’s personal concepts of time and space as he lives on this Earth. The reason for that is to benefit him. The physical world you call reality is interwoven with countless other dimensions sort of like an infinitely thick rope. They weave in and out of each other, influencing the reality of each other. In this way they are but one.
     God Almighty created the Universe and everything in it in this way because he could. He did it in order to please himself. He doesn’t owe you any explanations or reasons because he is God and you are not, period!
     Envious spiritual beings from a coexisting parallel dimension to mankind’s who had no physical form longed for the feelings and pleasures which humans enjoyed. Lusting for these experiences they have manipulated the minds and bodies of weaker spirited and sociopath men and women throughout time. 
     These inter dimensional beings are eternal in nature as is the soul of man and have been controlling human physical hosts as a sort of parasite from the beginning of man’s time here on Earth. They feed on and derive strength from the negative energy generated from the sufferings of mankind.
     Presenting themselves as Gods or humans of exceptional intelligence and power, these entities learned and enjoyed the physical pleasures of sex, manipulation and power over others and materialism. 
     Over time they also became more and more decadent and lustful. A decadent, selfish spirit can never be fulfilled and is on an eternal quest towards destruction much in the same way as a drug addict requires more and more stimulation and will eventually overdose. 
     Their greatest pleasure came from imposing misery on their hosts through guilt. As envy and arrogance are a human being’s greatest sins and are usually illustrated and accompanied by viscous acts. These were their main weapon of war against the human spirit or soul which was created pure by the Almighty. 
     These formless parasites feed off and enjoy most the negative energies generated by human suffering and guilt. It has always been this way and to this day they have dominated all echelons of power and human control on the planet Earth, Sol 3 or “Urantia” as some in the Universe call it. 
     Humans were taught that these invading entities from coexisting dimensions may be hallucination or myths and were downplayed as such. Mystical beings such as Fairies, Gnomes and various gods throughout time were concepts perpetuated by the entities. These concepts allowed these entities to achieve a surrealistic image of non existent-existence. These concepts made sure the control as well as the mythos continued throughout the eons as these mythical beliefs were cultivated or modified as needed. 
     The true story and who these beings really were was written into the book of Enoch. Enoch was Noah’s grandfather and knew who the kings of the Earth were really descended from and what they were really up to. They were not the nicest guys in the universe. Consequently the “Book of Enoch” was stricken from most Earthly religions. This is because religions are designed to control the masses with guilt. Religions were created to keep the poor people from killing the rich people and taking what they have. On the other hand rich people take whatever they want and kill whoever they want to without guilt or blame. That is why most Americans are slaves to an unknown government and do not even know it. Don’t believe me? Look into it for yourself.
     Many religious beliefs are or were based on concepts created by these entities. Under these religions the all powerful “Gods” had to be appeased by various offerings of sacrifice. And there was always sacrifice involved. Most of these “religions” incorporated repetition of commands (stand, sit, and kneel…sound familiar?), rituals and constant prayer in order to control the masses. Many demanded human sacrifices. Some just demanded the sacrifices of infants or young children. But again there are always sacrifices.
     Human sacrifices served two purposes. The first was to place the religious leaders above any individual human soul by having the ability to take any human’s life at will and secondly to instill fear into the masses in order to maintain control over them. These actions pleased the entities ever growing need for control and their ever growing decadent habits.
       By the beginning of the twentieth century many nations of the Earth were covertly controlled by a group of these entities which had manipulated International bankers, financiers, oil barons and European aristocracy. 
     These 7,000 incredibly wealthy people formed a powerful group of the “Enlightened or Illuminated ones.” This is where the word “lucent or lucid” comes from. In the same vain, horrible and selfish acts played off of the same prefix and this is where we get the term “Lurid and Lure.” The most cunning, powerful and beautiful of these enlightened entities is named Lucifer and that name is translated as the “father of light.”
     God Almighty told these entities or demons as some people called them that they would one day be judged by man. In so a quest began by these beings to corrupt man in order that the judgments of an unclean and unholy mankind would carry no weight in the eyes of an Almighty and just God. An evil man cannot judge an evil man in God’s eyes even though this happens everyday here on Earth. 

     When one looks into the actions of these entities it is easy to see that the entities have no real power over humans in any way. They simply have the ability to convince the mind of the weak and fearful to do evil as evil itself has no power without the physical hand of man. Sin or evil deeds are a creation of mankind and did not exist before God created mankind. It is the weak of the human species which are being manipulated who create all evil and suffering. The spirit entities only suggested and then prospered from human actions and results thereof. 
     Through associations with various international groups posing as global benefactors, these people consolidated and set all their assets in motion in order to take full control of the entire planet. Because greed and love of self, just like any other addiction has no limits, their ultimate goal was to impose their will of misery and power over all mankind and create a planet of forever suffering slaves in which to feed from and control. 
     The fearful energy generated by a being in desperate peril is the most satisfying energy in the Universe to these entities.
      Once their goal of global conquest was achieved they had plans to branch out into the Universe in order to spread their ill.
     These beings learned early on that the Eastern European races, some Asian races and a few others were the most acceptable to spiritual dominance because of their deep underlying fear of physical death and susceptibility to be corruptibly arrogant when given any amount of power over others. Did you ever notice that as soon as a human being has any success in his life, he seems to lose his freakin mind?
     Under the unknowing control of the entities these races built weapons such as the sword, gun, armies and ships and conquered the New World. Implementing plans of genocide and slavery, they established a foothold in all corners of the New World.   

      Through the centuries a common monetary system was established on most of the planet in order to control all actions and efforts. A handful of beings controlled this monetary system. These people were mostly American billionaires, European aristocracy, religious leaders and oil Barons who had no real allegiance to any one nation or religion. They were educated at the best Universities on the Earth where they would unite as members of cult fraternities and exclusive social groups. 
     They employed concepts produced by self funded corporate think tanks of the very brightest and capable people on Earth in order to manipulate individual governments, media, armies and cultures to their ends. 
     Corporations were formed which answered to no one and assumed no responsibility for their heinous actions. As without a principle person to blame for misdeeds the Corporation need only pay reparations to the wronged…That is if they were caught. And no individual ever suffered penalties even though it was they who implemented the wrong doings. 
     These corporations were soulless and the individuals who ran them were blameless. People who climbed to the top of these corporations did so usually through ruthless deeds. 
     More money had been stolen with the stroke of a pen than was ever stolen with a gun. By the time they had become CEOs of these huge international corporations they had become despicable people governed by ego, self and weakened need.
      In time a new type of psychological warfare called materialistic “marketing” was developed and perfected. In it, the people began to identify themselves and their personal value by the products and the sports teams that they associated themselves with. So much so that they wore the names of these products on their bodies and judged others by the products that they promoted. 

     The purpose of this “marketing” was to take the self worth of a person away from them and confuse them into thinking that their value was measured mostly by what they consumed or what brand of automobile they drove rather than the good things that they had accomplished. Value was determined by costs of the products as the more costly the product was the more valuable and successful the person was considered.

     With this marketing concept the people began to lose their personal identity and allowed huge corporations to dominate them and control and dictate their actions, likes and dislikes. 
     Ironically the people believed that they were making their own choices and decisions when in fact they were being manipulated and controlled through their need to be recognized, appreciated and in most cases simply loved.
     God had always loved these people but they had been convinced that they were alone in the universe by these evil entities. Like a drowning man they would climb on top of any savior and drown them in their actions

     American cigarette corporations used tailings from Uranium 238 mines (which were dug to develop atomic weapons) to plant tobacco. These tailing contained radioactive Polonium 210, a decay product of Uranium 238. This is why studies show that people who smoke American cigarettes have a five times greater risk of developing cancers, illness and disease.
     These corporate entities felt that cigarette smokers were of addictive personalities and as such were useless and merely semi productive. At least as they were dying of cancer they could spend vast amounts of money to enhance medical technology before they passed away.
     The World’s most powerful armies became the henchmen for these groups in much the same way as the uninformed common local police have become the unwitting henchmen for major insurance companies and financiers. Never forget that the police’s job is not to protect you but merely to uphold the law. And since these entities write the laws the laws are not written with you in mind. 
     Since this monetary groups’ creation in A.D. 1913 it had grown and established its economic control over most of the World. These manipulated people for eons had worshiped their god “Moloch” an ancient name for the Lord of light. At their festivals they wore black and red robes resembling ancient clothing, made close contacts with like thinking sociopaths, formed alliances and sealed deals.
     As a matter of fact many of the original settlers who sailed to the New World (our forefathers) soon to be called the “Americas” (named after the map maker who drew up the original maps and who had nothing at all to do with the discovery of the New World, Amerigo Verspucci) came for religious freedom but not to worship the Christian God Yahweh and Jesus Christ but to worship their Lord of Light-Satan. This is evident in all their rituals and symbolism such as the graphics on their creations such as money, specifically the American dollar. Their “temples” nowadays downgraded to “centers” have two dates on their corner stones. One is AD for most people to understand the other is AL which is 4,000 years before AD time. The AL stands for Ano Lucia which is when their God Lucifer was cast down to Earth. 
     Through time some of the more deductive slaves would learn of these rituals and want to tell of them. Thinking that alarming the masses would bring about a change to righteousness. These slaves would be labeled “conspiracy theorists” and brushed aside or simply murdered. Righteousness was not on the agenda for these emerging nations who were soon free from the crown. 
     Over time a group of nearly 7,000 humans controlled by the entities would dominate the planet. Through treachery, skull duggery, murder and deceit they eventually controlled 70 percent of the Earth’s wealth and resources. 
     Since that time these global elitists had been the forces behind all the wars and strife on Earth in all countries of the globe as they covertly battled for and with each other for power and control over all mankind. 
     Having control over banking, they collapsed the American and European economies in 1929 and again in early 2008 in order to restructure the world banking industry, reconsolidate their power and eliminate unknowing legitimate human competition. 
     They started World Wars 1 and 2 in order to establish footholds in Asia and eliminate the European Kings, Nazis and the Communists who were considered competition to their ends.
     They formed a group of individual nations which acted similar to a loose pack of starving Wolves. The nations would do things to weaken each other to the point where one would falter. When that wolf went down the others would attack it and eat it, fighting over the scraps. The process was repeated over and over again. 
     The goal was not to increase individual power but was to create a never ending path of misery in the process and illustrate the worst side of human beings. Knowing that “the masses tended to act as asses” as long as one had control over wealth and propaganda, very little of what the World regarded as “history” was ever the truth and it maintained a fluid nature. 
     A nations’ people believed that they fought wars to protect themselves and their country from the threat of tyranny when in fact they are merely protecting the wealth and positions of their unknown overlords. Entire nations were played like Chess pieces in an international game in order to increase the amount of misery and pain created.
     The World history taught to the young slaves was always in flux and would change whenever it was convenient to meet present goals. Thus the Native Americans or Indians as they were renamed in order to verbally take their land ownership away from them were nearly completely wiped out in a system of organized genocide by the invading Europeans. They were painted historically as “A murderous race of savages or even animals.”

     The American funded and armed “Afghan freedom fighters” of the 1980s after kicking the Soviet Union out of their country then became the treacherous terrorist Taliban of the 21st century and so on and so on. This was done in order to protect drug production stashes and build natural gas lines to benefit the rich. 
     The Communist Chinese and the Soviet Socialist republic were weaned on capitalism in order to get a foothold into their growing economy and bring them into the fold of starving wolves. 
     During this same time the group took political control over free Arabian nations which sold China much of her oil in order to control China’s rate of growth and determine her end value and fate. 
     Understanding this China, Russia and Japan had become allied in a secret Asian union in order to thwart this oppression but more on that later... 
     The “enlightened ones” produced, protected and exported various narcotics from all over the World to all the major cities of all the great nations in order to weaken the people and to generate a flow of untraceable income in order to further their plans. 
     Small wars were fought in order to keep the drugs flowing while propaganda promoted false attempts to eliminate the drug produce. A war against drugs was waged. It was a war that would never be won or even really fought for that matter. Weakened humans welcomed the escape that alcohol and narcotics provided from their miserable and lonely existence and the enlightened ones were more than happy to supply their needs. 
     The group concluded long ago that drug, alcohol abuse and tobacco use worked to eliminate people with dependant personalities who could not be consistently controlled or effectively manipulated. It also at the same time generated vast revenues. 

     Deceptive “Democratic Governments” were established where the people thought that they were responsible for all their nation’s actions by voting in various officers and laws which they thought would benefit their country. 
     In actuality the people had no control over what would take place what so ever and the voting was in reality simply an act in which to sustain complacency and allow manipulation. 
     Elected officials who were actually appointed by the mega rich once elected simply fleeced the public for their own financial benefit while covertly doing the bidding of the enlightened mega rich globalists. When things went bad the confused people could only blame themselves for voting in the wrong candidate or legislation. It was a brilliantly clever and effective ruse, this “Democracy” thing. 

     The same principal was applied in “Communist” countries where in theory all things were supposed to be shared equally by all the people and everyone was to have a fair and equal share in return for their efforts. In truth it turned out that some comrades were more equal than others and one’s personal wealth and position was actually based on who you knew rather than how hard you worked.
     This is why tall, beautiful, handsome, vibrant people are used in television, films and media and are offered better corporate positions than the average person. During their shining years they are revered and heralded. Unwittingly they are being used to draw in and manipulate others. In the end it usually leads to their fall into a decadent lifestyle and their own destruction as well. 
     In actuality they are being sucked dry of their life force and beauty and nearly always die alone, bitter and destroyed. The luck of drawing an exceptionally attractive genetic code that allowed them to excel in sports or beauty would nearly always end up being their curse as the devil always screws his own. 
     Ironically Communism was identical to the Democracies created. Everything outwardly looked diverse, fluid and positively mobile when in actuality 1984 had arrived in 1913 and was better thought out than George Orwell could have ever imagined or feared.   
    For these manipulated human Global mega rich and their followers it was the time of the “Big party”! The best drugs, finest liquor, the most beautiful women, handsome men and of course children were their play things. These toys were whisked off to yachts, private islands and secret hideaways aboard executive jets and helicopters for fun and games and then discarded like a used toilet tissue. The underage victims of course were never seen again or used for sacrifice in their secret masses.
     Through the decades the over all plan of World dominance never changed and was handed down from one controlled father to another manipulated son. Nations rose and fell, religions gained power and when they faltered, they would recreate and restructure themselves in order for the shepherds to continue to fleece their sheep.
     As time progressed the overall plan was evolving also. The plan was to create a one world “socialist government” controlled by the globalists, their religion of choice worshipped mother Earth as “Gaia.” This concept was based on ancient religious concepts. Under the Gaia religion and its laws, the Earth itself was God and as so was sacred and of supreme importance, more so than the beings which walked upon it. At least that is what the common outsider was taught. The “Green” education started with the young.
     So many “Green” laws were levied on the people that one could go to jail or be executed for simply littering or starting a polluting fire. The primary purpose of these laws was to reduce the global population. It was being covertly purged of the intelligent and the dissident through a system of secret genocide which was designed to reduce the overall Global population to less than 500 million. This was a far smaller number than the nearly 8 Billion souls living on it at that time. 
     The purpose of the purge was sold to the group’s military and police henchmen as a way to lessen man’s footprint and impact on the planet but in reality it was simply a way to keep the number of slaves to a figure that was consistently manageable yet still productive after they had built a suitable infrastructure.
     Small conflicts were started in the Middle East where puppet governments were installed into oil producing nations in order to slow the growth rate of China. This would allow her to be absorbed into the fold in the future. But this ancient Asian culture and her allies weren’t as naive as was thought and the ancient and peaceful Dragon was about to show her teeth. 

      The party was rolling and the enlightened ones were living the high life. Young men were emasculated and taught to lean toward their feminine side. Hormones were added to food sources to minimize male testosterone. This made the young males easier to control. Women were taught to be more forceful, controlling and dominating. They were educated by the media on how to use their bodies as manipulative tools in order to get what they wanted. 
      This was because even dominant women were considered easier to control than men because they tended to be more fearful. And fear was the name of the game. Chemicals like Fluoride were added to water supplies to lower the populations’ intelligence quotients. Few people realized that they and everything around them were pieces being played in a highly orchestrated, high precision Chess game which was about to come to an abrupt Check Mate! 

      The enlightened ones had it all figured out. It seemed to all be proceeding according to plan most of the time and when it did not a simple, assassination, coup or midnight military raid could quickly put things back on track. But… “Even the best laid plans of mice and men” can sometimes go array and of course Almighty God had a few plans of his own.
     All in all the enlightened ones, with all their decades of meetings, creative financing, wars, deceit and manipulation were in for a little shock. To put it bluntly, the super smart and the super rich, the people the whole world looked up to and listened to were in a nut shell, about to screw it all up…..     

                                           Chapter One
     “Then the angel of the Lord went out and put to death a hundred and eighty five thousand men in the Assyrian camp.” –The Holy Bible- The Old Testament
     It was a typical hot summer night in the California Mojave Desert. Even at night the temperature was in the low 90s and there was no wind. Waldo was snoring just as he usually did about three in the morning. Denise rolled over and pulled her pillow over her head. He was dreaming soundly now. 
     Waldo was the kind of person that seldom remembered his dreams. Usually he could hold a bit of one for a brief time just after he awoke. But that would soon fade away in a few minutes or so. Tonight would be different though as this dream he would remember for the rest of his life...
     He was floating in space inside of a huge stacked stone castle. He was looking out of the stone castle window, the medieval, tapered slot which was tall and thin and is narrower at the outside of the wall than on the inside.
      They are built this way so that an archer could shoot from the window and not give his adversary a highly visible target to shoot back at. The castle was old, very old, possibly timeless.
     The castle was floating in deep space; trillions of stars were visible floating in the endless blackness of space. Waldo was looking out into space as another being was explaining things and narrating to him from behind him. He did not see the being as he did not turn around but months later he would remember who it was. It was Raphael the great archangel of the Lord God Almighty. 
     Waldo could feel his love and compassion in his voice. It was more felt than heard. His voice was masculine and powerful and at the same time feminine, sweet and concerned.
      “What a being Raphael is”! Waldo thought. “He is so wonderful in every way. No wonder why he is a favorite of the Lord God.”
     “Waldomar” He said. “At this time in your life I have come to be with you. Your choices have been very hard on you and I can feel that you are to the point of breaking. You are not alone as you well know. Stay strong and don’t ever let fear deter you from your goals. God is very pleased with you, Loves you in his own special way and has forgiven you all your past deeds.” Waldo simply looked out the window as the being said this to him. Waldo said nothing.
      Many men on Earth were influenced by angels, angels that had not honored their commissions or who had become decadent or lustful or made mistakes against themselves, their honor or God. Some were serving a kind of penance but that was not exactly what it was as it is actually indescribable to mankind. It is angelic. 
     Most angels are tremendously powerful and large as most are capable of doing nearly anything. That is why whenever people first see them, the angels usually say… “Be not afraid or feat not” 
     There are as many kinds of angels as there are stars in the universe. And there are countless numbers of the various types. Angels who know what love is, like to spend their eternity pleasing Almighty God and doing his will. Sometimes that entailed killing humans and sometimes that entailed killing humans by the hundreds of thousands. 

     Some religious theologians would argue that that would go against the Ten Commandments where God commands “Thou shalt not kill.” But they are wrong because God and the Angels have done a lot of killing through time. What the Commandment really says is “Thou shalt not murder.” And that is a totally different thing. 

     As a way of loving God countless numbers of Angels simply stay in the Lord’s presence and joyfully sing of his greatness and love. These beings are called “Songs.” They do this because they love him that much. Their love for Almighty God is eternal and boundless, it spans the infinite. They wouldn’t expect most human beings to understand that and most don’t.
     The only interpretation that can be given of love of this type will be illustrated here so that you may sort of understand it. You won’t understand it totally as most of you are not angels. 
     Most human’s view of love is based on a personal need, want or lust. Those are not illustrations of love as they are “taking” actions and are based on pleasing oneself. The only thing that love does is “Give.” So God is love. God Gives!
     That is why God gave his only son to suffer in order to give mankind a chance for salvation. God gives and the human self takes. It is as simple as that. Every morning you wake up and God gives you the entire Universe. What you do with it is totally up to you.

     Think back to that one person in your life that you absolutely had to be near. We have nearly all had a person like that in our lives at one time or another. It was the person that when you were alone with them, you could not hold them tight enough or be close enough to. The person who just hearing her or his voice was like listening to beautiful music... 
     Stop for a second and remember that feeling. Live it in your mind and then multiply it by infinity. That is the love that the angels feel for Almighty God and the love that he has for them and for you….
                                           Chapter Two 
                                Armageddon… Almost….

     Waldo had become an older man. Once relatively smart and unnaturally strong he now ached a bit all the time, would breathe heavily if he walked any great distance and would sometimes catch himself making soft grunting sounds as he rose from a chair. He was stocky of build with the type of large formless muscles old powerful men develop. 
     He had always thought that he looked a bit like a Gorilla and no one ever seemed to argue with that. His only handsome features were his eyes. Hazel blue/green in color they caught people wherever he went and were often commented on. If eyes are truly the window to the soul, Waldo was at heart a beautiful man.
     His eyes were penetrating and he could almost hear a person’s thoughts simply by looking at them. He could more or less feel their thoughts. Women were usually humbled by his gaze and men usually felt that they should challenge him or compete with him in some way when he looked at them. It was a problem he had faced all of his life and it had left him scarred mentally and physically.

     He never felt special in any way although he tended to be a bit defiant. For most of his life he was usually put in his place by others of “authority” what ever that meant. Even so he never felt “less than” no matter how much he had been disciplined. He was the uppity slave, the problem child, the one who had to be dealt with and boy did he pay for being like that!

     Going through life he could always see the what, when and where of life. What bothered him was always the “why” of the what, when and the where…

     He had been born of German and Spanish stock. His father Waldo G. Stakes worked as a house painter, steel worker and as a Navy man, a coxswain on the USS Napa during World War Two, drove a landing craft that put United States Marines on the beaches of the South Pacific islands of Siapan and Iwo Jima where he was wounded. 
     As an older man and a dedicated Roman Catholic, Waldo G. Stakes was the Deputy Grand Knight of a chapter of the Knights of Columbus. He was asked to run for Grand Knight by the local priest but declined because of his love and respect for the then incumbent Grand Knight.
     Waldo’s great grandfather also named Waldo Stakes was a larcenous, gun toting Sheriff in a small Texas town who was tracked down and hanged by local deputies for the murder of his unfaithful wife. 
     Originally the family came from Germany to Pennsylvania, moved to Louisiana and finally settled in Texas.  

     The name Waldo evolved from the German “Waldemar” and means “The Mighty One” and sometimes “The Word of God”. The sir name Stakes evolved from Staff which was given to the flag men of the King’s armies of ancient Europe who presented colored staffs or stakes which relayed the King’s orders to his army to follow during combat. These stake men were usually the first men killed in combat. Waldo had descended from a long line of warriors.
     Waldo’s mother Celia Barraza was of Spanish and Mexican heritage. Her family had stayed in Waco, Texas after the Mexican American war of the late 1800s after which Texas became a member of the United States. Waldo G. and Celia met and fell in love in the late 1940’s and eventually moved to the lower income areas of Chicago, Illinois to raise their family.
     Celia was Texas tough, determined and angry. She was also fearful of all the problems that the Chicago Ghetto could deliver. She raised her three sons to be fearless and was the influence in her son’s lives that made them the men that they were. 
     You gave her no shit and she took absolutely none from you. If you did something to piss her off she would beat it out of you. It was a classic example of what comedian George Carlin called “The time honored tradition of a bigger person beating the shit out of a smaller person.” Whatever it was it worked and because of it Waldo Jr. could become a real problem if you pissed him off.
     Waldo would wear blue jeans and T shirts all his teenage years on to adult life. If you saw him in a suit, he probably had just come back from a funeral or a wedding. He had only owned one real suit in his entire life. It was the blue suit he wore to his second wedding to who he considered to be his soul mate, Denise. (He would never use that term “soul mate” as he thought men who said that seemed feminine.)
     Later when his favorite blue jean manufacturer sold out to an Asian conglomerate, the newly produced blue jeans fit differently so Waldo turned to surplus military pants and a T shirt. He had worn military surplus combat boots nearly everyday since he was fourteen years old. 
     Of course there were a few years when he wore platform shoes, bellbottom pants and shirts with big sleeves. That was in the late 1970s, he was going through a weird time of wanting people to accept him then. That time passed and he continued through life doing his own thing after that.
     He was always “dressed for adventure” as he liked to call it as he never knew what he would be doing next or even ten minutes from now. Whenever or whatever, he liked to be prepared. He liked to refer to himself as “A man without a plan.” 
     He never understood the upwardly mobile corporate types who felt they had to dress up in order to stand in each others’ presence. He felt that it was a sign of weakness to honor a man whose main goal it was to try and get the best of you. 
     Waldo would bow before no man except his Lord Jesus Christ and of course Almighty God. He also believed that he was protected by 12 legions of angels (numbering 144,000) just as the bible had promised him and as such he was fearlessly courageous, some would say “Courageous to the point of stupidity.”
     Waldo had been married twice. Married and a father at nineteen years old, after twenty years he and his first wife separated. They had raised three unusually wonderful kids together though, two girls and a boy. 
     Later he met Denise, a petite brunette. Denise a happy, fit, ex-gymnast was twelve years his junior. Her great sense of humor made them close friends and a year later they fell in love. Three years later they were married. For years they would both tell the story of how it happened and about that one day in a city park when a lonely Waldo touched Denise’s face and for a moment time stopped. After that time Waldo felt as if he had always known Denise. Denise’s name translates to “Wine Goddess.”
     It was like a scene from an old movie, the moment when two people unite in the spirit and forever wonder what had just happened. Waldo liked to tell the story but didn’t let it get too mushy as he felt it made him seem a bit feminine. And he was by no means feminine…ever!   
     He wasn’t down on men who were in touch with their feminine side or even flamboyantly gay. He just knew with all his being that he wasn’t one of them. He believed that God always knew what he was doing and that he made no mistakes ever. So everything and everyone had its place in God’s eternal creation whether Waldo understood it or not.
     When people would talk about him needing to be in touch with his feminine side Waldo would laugh and say “I don’t have one and I am not about to try and make one up just to please you.”     From what he had seen in his long life he had concluded that much of the human race was probably “walking the fence” as he called it. Human love was created by God in an infinite spectrum just like everything else in the Universe. 
     Feminine people would be attracted to masculine people and that was that. He felt that there was no need in labeling a man anything else as he was just a man and a woman was just a woman, period! 

     From his point of logic and study of history, human beings had not changed much in all recorded history and things were still very similar to the days of the Dark Ages and the Spanish inquisition. He often wondered why with all the billions of religious people supposedly working to make the World a better place for centuries, how it could still be so full of hate, prejudice and suffering? 
     He had always felt that some religions used manipulative tricks to keep the pews full in the church much in the same way that “Shepherds” have to keep control of their flocks in order to fleece them. 
     Waldo was a non church going yet devout Christian. But at the same time he understood the people who felt that they needed the camaraderie of a church environment. He felt that he should just worry about himself and let everyone else do the same.  
     He never understood a financial tithe to a church and had always wondered why an Almighty, infinitely loving God who created the entire Universe in six days somehow needed ten percent of his meager income to complete his works. The logic of such a concept was just plain silly. 
     He didn’t attend churches as he had no patience for people who “played pious” just for the social or networking environment of the church. He knew that all men were just as good as they were evil and it was usually the environment and the company they kept that dictated what side they would be leaning to at that time. 
     He considered all men and women members of Almighty God’s church and considered his tithe to the church to be what he could do to help all others, no matter who they were or what they believed. 

     Because of his beliefs, he was the “go to guy” for people when things went bad. No matter what the problem was Waldo was always there for anyone who needed his help. He would bail out anyone in need and was there either physically or financially for people who knew him. 
     His father told him once when he was a young man…”You will never have anything son, because you are always giving everything you have away.” 
     When Waldo was beaten down he never asked other people for help. Instead he would turn to the Almighty for help. And God and his legion of Angels never let him down…Ever!
     Most people when first meeting Waldo thought he looked like a Mafia hit man or an ex cop because of his low underlying angry voice. KB, Denise’s closest friend once told him that he exuded “quiet confidence”. He tended to smile a lot but his smile had become that straight lip smile that older men get. Most of the time he looked serious or angry when in fact he was deep in thought. 
     At the other end of the personality spectrum, Denise was the absolute opposite of Waldo. She was happy and childlike all the time. Like him, she was also unselfish, dependable and honest to a fault. Denise could never let anyone down. She was a woman of class, style and a real prize! 
     “How great Denise was.” He thought “I miss her so very much.”  A shiver of melancholy rose up from his core and made his eyes well up…. Denise, just like about everything else on this giant dead snowball was gone now…
      He brushed the dirty grey snow off of an old fragment of plywood sheet and carried it into his earthen berm house. He had built the house long ago with his own hands. It was fire proof, flood proof and earthquake proof and was built to last a hundred years.

      He figured he had maybe twenty “half fast” years left before he was pissing himself in bed and took that final sleep and again stood before his maker. What a wonderful day that will be and not such a bad deal as at least he would see Denise’s little smiling face again. And oh, how he missed his parents and the kids and the grandchildren…. Everything of importance was gone now. Sometimes he would wonder if he had anything left to live for. The only thing that kept him from finishing himself off was the fact that God wouldn’t like it. He would be down and out then something curious or wonderful would happen to him and reel him back into the reality of his life on this frozen tundra.
     The earthen berm house was originally a prototype home he built twenty years ago to present to an international charity which “Supposedly, built free housing for the poor,” But when the charity corporate heads realized that there was very little sponsorship money in the design for them, they abandoned Waldo’s simple idea of cheap efficient housing for the poor. 
     He had learned that the people in charge of most “charities” were commanding huge personal corporate level salaries at their positions so in reality no one at the top was doing anything for free and as such weren’t about to do the poor any favors. So that was that. He lived in his prototype home now as the original house on the property had burnt to the ground in minutes on that sad, bad day so long ago. 
     So many lessons Waldo had learned the hard way. If there was such a thing as “The school of hard knocks” he would have been a tenured senior professor. His life was like that old Chumbawamba song. He was sadly proud of his ability to absorb punishment. He felt it made him stronger and taught him patience. Maybe just maybe those were the lessons that he was here to learn. Only God knew for sure and one day they would talk about it. He was sure of that. 
     He would in his prayers thank God for his trials and scars and when that Chumbawamba song was popular he considered it his personal anthem. The lyrics repeated…“I get knocked down but I get up again. You ain’t never gonna keep me down. I get knocked down but I get up again. You ain’t never gonna keep me down…”
     Waldo was well read and usually full of clever ideas. He had read thousands of scientific and technical books and tens of thousands of scientific journals and articles. He seldom ever read fiction as he would always say “I am perfectly capable of making up my own bullshit, thank you very much.” He had a natural curiosity and understanding of construction design, fluid dynamics and physics. He also possessed fairly good mechanical and fabrication skills,
      In his younger years he had designed such things as aerodynamic devices for trucks that lowered their fuel costs, turbine blade wheels for cars which evacuated their undersides and sucked the cars to the ground at high speed making them more stable.  
     His “W wave” aircraft design which he presented to the Experimental Aircraft Association and the NASA. It was a supersonic executive jet based on a Professor Adolph Busemann concept developed in the 1940s. It was a civil supersonic aircraft that made no sonic boom that would interact with the ground. This allowed it to be flown at supersonic speeds over cities without damaging property. 
     Waldo watched the concept disappear in development and figured it was probably a design for a secret military attack drone project by now. Humans love to build weapons.
     Then there was his pride and joy, the rocket powered sculpture the “Sonic Wind” ice racer. This machine was built with his own hands from surplus Cold War aerospace missile components. It took fifteen years to figure out and build and cost $80,000.00 just for the parts. All the labor was provided by him and him alone.  He liked to think that he took mankind’s worst weapons of mass destruction and created living kinetic artwork with the pieces. It was an incredibly fast ground speed machine. 
     It was named after the rocket sled one of his heroes and personal acquaintances, Air Force Colonel John P. Stapp rode to 624 miles per hour in 1954. Waldo had spent time with Stapp in his later years and they would talk on the phone every now and then up until Stapp died.
     Waldo never made any real money with all his ideas and creations and sculptures. He simply gave most of them away as his tithe to what he called the church of mankind. It was the progression of mankind which he thought was more important than money which he felt would probably only make him more decadent. He considered human personal decadence a waste of time and an outright sin against God. He lived a semi Spartan lifestyle which he was proud of. Anything he wanted to have, he built himself with his own hands or he went without it.
     For years he studied the work of Thomas Townsend Brown, Nicola Tesla, Dr. Paul A. Biefeld and Dr. Paul Hill as well as countless others as he searched for the source of the propulsion for star ships. If asked he would say that Thomas Townsend Brown was the father of the starship. He discovered the concept of electro magneto gravitics in 1929. 
     After this time all this technology went “black” and was hidden away from the common man. T.T.Brown spent his entire life developing flying saucer technology and died of old age on Catalina Island in California in the 1980s. 
     Probably it was a good thing people didn’t know of this technology after all. As far as Waldo could tell mankind was not yet ready to spread his self centered, opportunistic bullshit and concepts of fear and paranoia out to the stars. 
     People would argue with him that the Starship Enterprise which was a fictional starship was a peaceful envoy of mankind to the Galaxy and as such there was hope for mankind. Waldo would respond that the fictional Starship Enterprise was actually a warship manned by a hierarchy of armed military personnel which were armed with “Phasers” and “Photon torpedoes.” He remembered the fictional character Captain Kirk as a paranoid and lustful man who drew and fired his weapons on anything that he didn’t understand or which frightened him and damn near everything frightened him. Captain Kirk was always ready to either fuck or fight and Waldo considered him more of a pirate than a hero.
     Waldo was hard on himself and tended to be judgmental but forgiving of others. He was still working on that fault of his and it was the toughest thing he did. He didn’t drink or smoke anymore and he spent thirty years of his life as a vegetarian. He had worked most of his adult life as a laborer, house painter, carpenter and contractor in order to pay the bills and raise his children who had grown up and had children of their own. Most of his spare time was devoted to thinking about, designing and building his strange machines and devices. 
     Financially he never did well. Luckily for him Denise usually had the bills covered with her salary as a court reporter in the county court system or they could not have done all the things that they had... 

          …The burning plywood slivers generated toxic gas which he could smell. “But what the hell, a guy has gotta keep warm.” He thought. He broke the plywood up and used it to stoke his nightly fire. He had a constant fire burning in the suspended spherical fireplace he had made from an old ball type propane gas tank. It hung from the ceiling at the center of the house. His fire was at the very least smoldering all day and night. “Wood is good” he would mutter. “Plenty of it lying around to burn nowadays, ever since everything had been blown to smithereens,” 
     The house built mostly of sand, dirt, rocks, old railroad ties and plastic sheet was cozy enough. Essentially it was sort of a twelve foot wide, eighty foot long reinforced earthen trench with the inside walls formed into conveniently stepped shelves resembling a miniature strip mine. The shelves were used to store things. This shelf design gave the walls strength as they were coated with a thin coat of cement in order to retain their shape. 
     The roof was tar coated wood sheet and semi clear polycarbonate corrugated panels. The only maintenance the house needed was to now and then broom the snow off the roof panels before it got too heavy and collapsed from the weight. He had never considered the weight of heavy snowfall when he first built the house.

     Of course when he first built the house he built it in the California Mojave Desert where it was 100 plus degrees Fahrenheit most of the year and where it rarely snowed much. The house hadn’t moved at all, it was still on the north face of the Ord Mountians at 3,800 feet above the Mojave Desert but the desert had changed drastically. It started to change a few months after the whole world lost its’ freaking mind. 
     The Mojave looked like most of the rest of the planet did nowadays, cold, windy and covered with a few feet of that ashen grey colored snow. 
     The name “Mojave” was Native American for “Big Wind” and that part of the Mojave Desert hadn’t changed. Seventy to eighty mile per hour gusts could still blow sometimes but the weather had gone from extreme to really bizarre in the last few years.
     He had always thought that after the “The day the shit hit the fan” as he liked to call it… “Cause when shit splatters everyone tends to get a little bit on em,” That the surviving people in the area would probably start killing each other off for food and wander around raping each other out of boredom like he had seen in just about every Hollywood holocaust aftermath movie he could remember. 
      But that didn’t happen. Well, not as much as he thought it would have anyway. Instead the few hundred people still hanging on in the Mojave Desert became united in a kind of survival village. When the murderers, thieves and rapists did come, the people swooped down on them like a pack of wolves and killed them off quickly. 
     The locals weren’t going to have any more of that bullshit. Most of the people in the Mojave were a tough wild west, gun toting sort. They gave no shit and took none in return. People helped each other out and looked after each other and that was the way it was. 

     The Mojave of today brought back the memory of the time that huge brush fires swept through the Desert some thirty years ago. Everyone pulled together and helped move each other’s dogs; horses and helped infirmed people abandon their homes before the fire caught them.

     He remembered how fast the fire line crossed the mountain range moving with the speed of the wind as it headed directly for his house. The Greasewood bushes and Joshua trees contained sap that burnt, sparked and popped for days after the fire had burnt them to cinders.
      The fire roared with the sound of a locomotive and was deafening. It crossed the road just south of his property line fed by the low grass. A blackened area increasing in size signifying its progression as tree after tree burst into flame in its wake. 
     The local fire department was using all the water pressure to water down houses in the line of the advancing fires but not Waldo’s. His water hose sadly dribbled onto his roof as he tried to keep his roof wet. All the while burning cinders and ash rained down all around him. 
     When the heat was too much to bear and the smoke had all but engulfed Denise and Waldo they grabbed up the dogs and cats, any important papers they could find and fled down the mountain road. He would call his home telephone land line at the house every few minutes to see if he still had a home to come back to. 
     By the grace of God the wind changed as the fire was twelve feet from his property chain link fence line. The fire raced along the fence line and then again proceeded behind his house. Visually it seemed to go around Waldo’s property. 
     Through the years as Waldo would tell that story he could see the listener slightly roll their eyes as if to say he was stretching the truth. But Waldo was not much of a liar or an embellisher, he had just lived a fantastic and to say the least bizarre life. It had happened just like that and the burnt out trees and ground were still there as testament to his story. Waldo knew that the Angels had saved his house. But he kept that theory to himself.
     Waldo and Denise came back to the house after the fires had passed and spent most of the night shoveling desert sand into the bases of burning Joshua trees and Greasewoods. So thick was the smoke and ash in the air that they became lost and could not find each other after being separated by only a couple of hundred feet.  

     Meanwhile water laden aircraft were bombing the area repeatedly ahead of the fire line trying to slow its spread but the winds were high and the fire created a strong wind of its own to fan its movement. The fire was an out of control monster that could not be stopped. Seventy homes were lost that day on the mountain range. Many of the older people who had very small houses and few possessions now had nothing but a pile of ash. 
     The fire had its way with the Desert and the fire department, much like Godzilla stomping around through Tokyo. The local fire department had been useless and spent most of its’ time in rout. “What a group of valiant clowns they were, running around like a bunch of Keystone cops!” Waldo remembered. 
     After the homes were abandoned, looters swept in to harvest the goods left in the homes. The local people rallied together and the looters were hunted down and arrested by the people and the Sheriffs. Yes, the people in the Mojave seemed to rise to the occasion whenever the chips were down. 

     Waldo wasn’t sure if this “being helpful” tendency came from the people themselves or a positive energy emanating from the Earth itself in the Mojave. He had developed a theory that the Earth itself generated various energies at various places which influenced people’s actions and lifestyles. 

     Waldo spent most of his life wondering why things were happening or why things played out the way they did. So he always had a logical, personal conclusion or theory to share on just about any subject. If more data came in which disputed his conclusions or someone had a logical twist to his theories, he was always ready to listen and consider a change of opinion. To him life was a constant gathering of data and no part of reality ever seemed to be set in stone. 
       He often thought about the relaxing, happy energy of the Hawaiian Islands. He and Denise took a vacation to the island of Kauai once and he remembered that the second he stepped off of the airplane it was like taking in a breath of fresh air. “Ahhhhhh” He felt relaxed and continued to feel that way all the time he was on the island. Waldo and Denise had planned to retire in Kauai one day come hell or high water but it seemed fate had other plans…
      Maybe after the nuclear war had happened the people of the Mojave figured there was no point in being suspicious of anyone anymore as soon we would probably all be dead anyway. Whatever the reasoning the people of the Mojave began helping each other, sharing food, clothing and anything else a person would need. It reminded him of the book “Nanook of the North” which he read in junior high school. The Mojave now even looked a bit like he envisioned the Polar Ice cap to be.  
      Of course the fires happened many years ago and nowadays things were worse…Much worse! Waldo figured… “Let’s make the best out of what is left.” Besides other than fresh food, there was plenty of canned and jarred stuff lying around that is if you didn’t mind that ancient tinny taste. 
     The survivors of this new disaster all worked together to build shelters for everyone who could not build them for themselves. Most were more modern copies of Waldo’s earthen berm house. Many even had Solar panels installed on the roofs. Of course the electricity available from them was very limited as the sky was always a pale grey even at high noon in the summer. 
     Nowadays in the Mojave it was always either snowing, had just finished snowing or was just about to snow. Many homes had wind generators and they worked the best as there was always plenty of wind in the “Big Wind.”
     It seemed as if the surviving people realized all at once that the most important thing left on the planet after this nuclear and biological nightmare had ended was - each other. As Waldo thought about it he would sometimes call it the Anti-Rapture, it was almost as if the holocaust had purged the planet of most of its A-holes. 
     If the rest of the World was anything like the Mojave, he concluded that ninety nine percent of the population of the planet was probably gone. In the end the Gaia globalists had gotten the population minimized as they wanted after all. Just not in the way they had planned.
     Millions died in the thousands of missile and bomber hits to every major city and military installation. Waldo noticed in his recent travels that the enemy, whoever it was, had even targeted local airports which were once Air Force bases but had long since been abandoned by the military when President Bill Clinton cut back military spending in the early 1990s. Military or not, it didn’t matter as each base was tagged with at least a half a megaton (500 kilotons) nuclear airburst. 

     Some of the MIRVs over or undershot their targets by a couple hundred yards and vaporized the nearby desert into Trinitite, a greenish glasslike material or instantly sent the nearest little town to Valhalla. 
     Later the rain, ash and snow began to fall and within the next few months the atmospheric radioactivity returning from high altitudes and enemy biological virus weapons batted cleanup. Two hundred thousand people in the Mojave Desert were dead within weeks. It was an ugly time for everyone.

     A week or so after the nuclear attacks, large unmanned stealth  satellites that could not be detected on radar, orbiting overhead at 17,500 miles per hour 150 miles up began ejecting hundreds of two foot diameter spheres made of thin wall, high tech, frangible phenolic materials. 
     They rotated and spun as they entered the atmosphere. They contained liquid Nitrogen inside, splashing the walls as it tumbled. This cooled the spheres as they rotated. This simple concept protected the spheres from burning up in the atmosphere as they descended. They had a smaller sphere mounted at their cores containing a biological agent and an explosive charge linked to a timer. 
     Inside the cores in bags of gelatin which surrounded a mild explosive was an unknown biological agent so deadly that it made Anthrax and Serron gas look like a summer cold. At between 30,000 and 26,000 feet the spheres were blown to bits by a timed explosive. A small white puff would be visible from the ground.
     The biological agent inside the cores (which was so secret that it was never even given a name by its creators) rained down on the Earth.
      If one looked up, the little puffs of the explosions dotted the sky as if someone was typing across the sky from horizon to horizon, leaving periods every now and then. Dot, dot, dot, dot, dot, dot.
     Inside the core was a DNA modified bacteria, a high speed blood coagulant that once ingested by breathing through the nose or mouth would circulate in the bloodstream and in hours would create blood clots in the main arteries and veins. The clots would travel to the brain or heart and cause a massive stroke or heart attack. 
     The victims would simply drop dead of what looked like natural causes.  Eighty percent of the people of the Earth succumbed to the bacteria without a name. The simple little spheres of gas and nitrogen made the destructive power of the Hydrogen bomb look like a child’s toy.
     The deadly bacteria had a life span once exposed to the air of two weeks and did not cell divide so they did not reproduce and would all die off within that two week time. If a person survived the bombardment they would now only have to live through the radioactivity and the coming nuclear winter.
       People began turning pale, vomiting or just dropped dead. Human bodies were everywhere. Some people’s skin turned that grey color of a corpse a month in advance. 
     Waldo also got sick, lost most of his hair and his skin began bubbling and peeling. He was sure that God had punched his time card and figured it was only a matter of time now but somehow even though he couldn’t rationally explain it, he lived through it all.
     Most of the nuclear weapons used in this “war” if that is what you wanted to call it were Neutronish in nature. The warheads used by the enemy were coated with exotic metals and salts which generated deep penetrating high intensity radiation designed to kill John Q. Public wherever he was hiding. Huddling in basements or bomb shelters was pointless and everyone was killed right where they hid much like termites being gassed in a tented house.
     The purpose of these neutron weapons was to maintain the enemy’s infrastructure so that there would be spoils for the victor. Metal buildings and roads were to be left still mostly intact and waited for the conquering army to come over and take possession. But after two years of waiting no conquering army ever showed up. The enemy whoever that was must have gotten the same termite treatment, he figured.

     That Waldo survived was no mistake. Having knowledge of history, science and a grasp of the nature of mankind he had always thought “the shit would hit the fan” someday as greed has no limits and sociopath A-holes cannot be changed. Knowing this he bought an abandoned home on the side of the Ord Mountains of California.

      The Ord Mountains were shielded from San Bernardino, Los Angeles and all her suburbs by the even taller San Bernardino Mountain range, many of her peaks are quite lofty, Mount Baldy is over 7,000 feet high. Many of these mountains contain metals such as copper and Iron. They were a natural shield against nuclear obliteration and radioactivity. No his survival was no coincidence or fluke. He could see the graffiti on the wall, had thoroughly thought this one through and had planned accordingly.
     When Waldo was younger he was an Intelligent, sarcastic young man. He liked to kid himself that he was actually satirical but in his heart he knew the right word was “sarcastic.” He blamed the flaws of his personality on being raised in the intercity ghetto of Chicago during the late 1950s and early 1960s. At this time the city was one of constant shifting despair. The Syndicate controlled the corrupt local government and racism abounded. 
     Inner city Chicago was a place of conflict and aggression, a place where one would get shaken down constantly. A person can become pretty rough cut in an environment like that. He might even grow up thinking that evil doings are necessary for his preservation. 
     In the early twenty first century because of all the killing and gang fighting, Chicago would become knick named Chi-Raq.

     A sarcastic teenager, Waldo remembered once having a T-shirt printed up just for laughs. He wore it until it was nearly thread bare. On the front of the black shirt was printed in bold white letters a poem he had written:

I pray,

I pray, 

I pray everyday,
For nuclear cleansing,

To come my way!

     He really wasn’t serious about the poem. When people would ask about it he would tell them that… “The human gene pool had become contaminated with the A-hole gene, was on the road to total annihilation and what mankind really needed was to thin the herd.” 
     He would also say…”They had better never put me in charge of that Nuclear Football” and then laugh. These were just some of the pseudo-intellectual jokes that he would share with friends. They were the kind of jokes that make people think that you are smarter than you actually are.

     Waldo was a student of science as well as religion and after 50 years of study he concluded that light, gravity and time were intertwined or woven together like a rope. Any change to one force would affect them all. This is also the belief of most of the more opened minded physicists such as Albert Einstein.

     Waldo had concluded that every being in the Universe co- created reality with God in order for each individual to learn the lessons that he needed or wanted to learn while living his current physical life. And that all reality was simply a sub conscious consensus where everyone co created and participated in the lessons. 
     Thus on the day you died, you had no one to blame for your woes and scars but yourself. This was his favorite concept as to how an infinitely loving and fair God would structure the Universe.
     He came to this conclusion after studying the “Aspect” experiment carried out in 1929 which was used to determine whether light was made up of particles or simply a wave. 
     Since much of what we perceive as reality comes to the human psyche via light and other frequencies of matter. He figured that the principles were probably the same for sound and all the other waves of the infinite spectrum which make up the Universe.
     The Aspect experiment concluded that light was sometimes a particle and sometimes it was a wave depending on “who” was watching the experiment! That was the ultimate mindblower and took the concept of reality to a whole new level for him. Physicists later learned that indeed the observer was creating the outcome to the experiment simply by watching the experiment! 
     Waldo’s conclusion was: All of reality was an illusion and in so everything no matter how bad or how good was only temporary until its usefulness was fulfilled. So one can survive just about anything the damned devil can throw at him and then learn from it. That is if he wanted to.
      He sometimes would wonder if this nuclear holocaust was solely of his creation or of a global consensus. After careful thought he concluded that it probably was not entirely global because most of the World was fearful, self absorbed and would never have wanted to wipe themselves out, especially the fat rich cats who thought that they had it made. Why would they want to end that party? Maybe it was the majority which ruled reality but of that he was not entirely sure. It would probably take him another fifty years to figure that one out.
     Yet, the memory of that bright summer afternoon was burned into his mind like it had been cut there with a plasma torch. Sometimes he would desperately try to forget that day and shift his thoughts to better times but the memory would usually elbow itself to the front of his mind like a slovenly drunk to an open bar…
     It was a dry, hot cloudless day. Waldo was just about to take a dip in the swimming pool. He had it built for Denise as she was a Pisces and liked being in water. She was known for hour long baths and showers and lounging in the Hot Tub until her skin was wrinkled. Waldo was a Sagittarian, a fire sign and he seldom used the pool.
The view from his pool deck was wonderful. His house built at 3,800 feet on the side of the Ord Mountains was far above the cities of Victorville, Hesperia and Apple Valley. He could see them vaguely in the daytime but at night the city lights made the view spectacular.

     Denise had left on a weekend cruise to Mexico with her life long best girlfriend KB. The last time he saw her, she was backing out her white VW beetle which she had named “Marcelina” up the gravel driveway escorted to the gate by their five dogs crisscrossing in front of the car vying for her attention.
     Waldo turned on the radio and was listening to the local FM classic rock station. Buffalo Springfield was playing “For what its worth”. 
     He flashed back to the time he took his teenage kids to Woodstock 94 in Saugerties, New York and for a moment he relived the spectacle of Crosby, Stills and Nash and three hundred thousand young people singing…”Theres something happening here…What it is ain’t exactly clear. Theres a man with a gun over there, telling me I’ve got to beware. Think its time we stop, Hey, whats that sound. Everybody look whats goin down”…

      Having few neighbors, he and Denise often skinny dipped in the pool. Nowadays he didn’t even look to see if he was being watched. The salt water pool was refreshing and he swam to the bottom of the deep end. He would pop in and out of the pool to cool off. It was a typical 100 plus degree summer day in the Mojave Desert. 

      He dove in again and was pulling leaves from the filter grates on the pool floor when suddenly the pool lit up intensely and quickly over and over again as if a dozen flash bulb photographs were being taken of him. Surprised he swam to the surface and looked around but everything seemed just as it had a minute ago. 
     He was just beginning to wonder if he had imagined the bright flashes when in turning to the south west he saw something surprising rising up and over the San Bernardino Mountains. There were four or five burning, glowing mushroom shaped clouds billowing up over the mountain range and then in quick succession a continuing line of them stretched along the coast line behind the mountain ranges north and south as far as he could see.

     Although there was no sound but a continuous low frequency rumble Waldo knew what they were. Stunned and frozen with disbelief, he knew that Los Angeles, San Diego and San Bernardino and all their suburbs were now history. He also knew that a nuclear strike like this would not be a limited one. Looking over head he could see hundreds of burning meteors which he guessed were reentering debris from recon and strike satellites that had just been destroyed by laser, neutral particle beam weapons and smart bullets. 

     All at once he watched as one group after another of MIRV warheads heated up by the friction of the atmosphere streaked like the bony fingers of a giant skeleton into targets along the coast. The blink of the blinding bright detonations were well below the mountain tops but could still be seen somewhat as their bright flash reflected upwards. A bright flash and then the burning mushroom cloud surrounded by a ring of cloudlike condensation would follow.  It would boil upwards, climbing to heights four or five times as high as the mountains. He was lucky that the detonations were below the mountain ridges as had they not been he would have been blinded by their brilliant flashes.
     Each mushroom cloud signified a perfect strike somewhere in the five to ten kiloton range was his guess. The precision of nuclear delivery systems were so precise nowadays that most of the weapons’ warheads were more akin to a high explosive of a quarter of the power that took out Nagasaki, Japan and slightly less than half of the power that leveled Hiroshima in 1945. His scientific mind was captured by the technical side of what was happening, he was in awe and not afraid. “They finally did it!’ He thought. 
     The boys at Lawrence Livermore and Sandia had been very busy since 1945 making the weapons and the missiles that trucked them to their targets more efficient by thousands of percentage points. Guess the Russians and the Chinese had a few spies draining information from those places too by the look of things. 

     Through the years Waldo had been offered jobs on two separate occasions to join the genius geek realm and design weapons delivery systems for nukes but turned them down for three reasons. 
     One: Most of the guys that did that sort of work were socially inept nerds who couldn’t figure out how to get a date in high school let alone talk to a normal person and were just plain fearful nuts as far as he was concerned. Also, their egos made them impossible to work with. He had met quite a few of these people throughout his life of science and just stayed clear of them.
     Two: He figured that mankind already had enough murderous toys and it was just a matter of time before some greedy egomaniac did something stupid with them. They would eventually make their problems his problems and we would all end up having to deal with it. 
     And three: He liked to think of himself as an artist who took obsolete, surplus war technology and hardware and made things out of it that were more for the progression of mankind. Things such as rocket powered land speed cars, efficient super sonic transport aircraft and houses. Waldo could probably build just about anything but weapons weren’t on that list.
      His life was governed by a law he called “the Law of construction and destruction.”  He often wondered why it took maybe a decade to build say a skyscraper and it cost millions or maybe billions of dollars and millions of man hours to conceive, design, procure the materials for and build. 
     Yet with only one little weapon some jag off could build in his basement in a half an hour. That entire structure could be raised to the ground and completely destroyed. It made no sense to him.
     Removed from reality by distance and unmoved with amazement at his ringside seat to the end of the World it all reminded Waldo of the Arcade game “Whack-A-Mole” as one cloud after another popped up over the ranges just as another dissipated. He watched and tried to count the many detonations but lost count after thirty something. 
     Meanwhile fireworks were raining down above his head in rainbow colors as the various metals that the weapons and satellites were built of were vaporized in reentry creating daylight multi colored rainbow like meteors. All this had happened in the course of only a couple of minutes and then it hit him. “Where the hell is Denise?” 
     Suddenly from behind him to the northwest was a flash so intense that he instinctively dived back into the pool and cowered on its bottom. The human fight or flight response had overcome him and it definitely had chosen flight on this one. The heat wave from the blast passed over and the pool water became very warm. He frantically wondered if he was about to be boiled alive like a lobster. He held his breath for what seemed in his panic to be hours staying motionless at the bottom of the pool, lamenting at each bubble of air he released. 
     Surfacing again and gasping for air he stood up at the edge of the pool and could see the approaching blast wave. Here it came, a five hundred foot tall dirt and rock tsunami followed by a dust ring wall crossing the valley, approaching at the speed of sound. 
     Forgetting to take in air in his panic, again he dove back into the pool as the wall of dirt and rock blasted skyward up and over the pools’ wooden fence line. The base of the Ord Mountains had deflected the blast wave upwards and the composition shingles on his roof were now petals of fire, blown from his roof and carried away. The wooden fence surrounding the pool area was now on fire.
     He could hold his breath no longer and swam to the edge of the pool and surfaced. Gasping and then gulping the now radioactive air was his only natural reaction. He had almost drowned himself for the second time. Being so close to a huge detonation he figured he would probably die soon anyway. He crawled from the pool exhausted, breathless, sprawled flat on the hot concrete deck. Eyes closed he waited for the Grim Reaper. 
     His eyes were closed, he was shaking in terror. He was the mouse being stared down by the house cat moments before it became a meal. He passed out from the lack of oxygen in his body. Although it was only a few minutes it seemed like days had passed by. He opened his eyes again as the sun was beginning to set, he was still alive. He was a little bit crispier and hairless but he was still alive.
     Once he regained a bit of strength he stood up and looked towards the detonation. There were the remnants of a huge mushroom cloud that had risen to the edge of space very far away, maybe seventy or eighty miles distant. He could see it had emanated somewhere near Edwards Air Force base, Boron or the town of Mojave. It had to have been a tremendous air burst of 50 maybe 100 megatons, a super bomb! 
     A surreal gigantic mushroom cloud was still slowly rolling up maybe seventy or eighty thousand feet, a twenty mile diameter ring of orange boiling flame leading the way. Moisture that was condensed by the shock wave formed a donut ring of cloud around the center of the mushroom. Later it moved down to the shaft as the mushroom head boiled higher and higher.
     “That weapon had to have been delivered by an aircraft. It was probably a modern version of the Tsar bomb created by the Soviet Union back in the 60s. The delivery boys, no matter what kind of jet hot rod they were flying had to have been vaporized by that blast. 
     It had to have been a Kamikaze mission, probably flown by an extremely loyal colonel. Yeah, that was the only kind of guy you could trust a mission like that to. Whatever the “enemy” wanted to tag over by the base, they sure as hell wanted to tag it badly and make sure it was wiped out…..absolutely.”…. he thought.
     He now remembered that he had the radio tuned to the classic rock station but in his mind it had been mute. He heard the radio broadcast beginning to sound quieter and fuzzy. Then came that bizarre emergency tone that he had heard a thousand times in his life during emergency broadcasting tests, tornado and flash flood warnings. This time it wasn’t a test and it was just a little late to say the least.
     He shut the radio off as no voice followed the emergency tone. No instructions or information followed like it usually did during the many tornado and flash flood warnings he had remembered being alerted to through the years. No one had any instructions on what to do next or where to go to be safe. “There was nothing to do now but die.” He thought out loud.

     He ran into the bedroom to grab some clothes, weapons, ammunition and his cell phone. Waldo always kept a 1960s vintage double barrel twelve gauge shot gun and an early model .357 Magnum revolver six shooter which sat in a western holster at his bed side, just in case because you never know.
     “Keep it simple.” He remembered his father educating him about weapons. “A reliable twelve gauge shot gun can get you out of just about any problem you could get yourself into. The .357 Magnum is big and scary and you only have to hit someone once, anywhere, in order to get your point across. If you hit them, they won’t want to fight anymore. They are going to be more interested in getting to a hospital before they bleed out. Then and again if you couldn’t hit them with six rounds you probably deserved to die anyway.” The weapons were left to him when his father passed away many years ago.
    Waldo tried to call Denise but the cell phone was totally dead as if the phone battery itself was drained, the result of the many weapons’ electro magnetic pulse (EMP) signatures. He never cared much for cell phones, considered them a nuisance which always let him down when he needed them the most. “Another one of the Devil’s frustrations.” He used to call them. 

     For a second he thought “But what if Denise tries to call me? Reality check, There are no satellites anymore and no one left to man the computers, Einstein! The day of the cell phone is now a point of history.” In disgust he threw its’ lifeless corpse onto a burning and popping greasewood bush as he rushed for the Grey Ghost. 
     All satellites in LEO and Geosynchronous orbit had been targeted by ground to orbit lasers and missiles loaded with smart bullets. This would have happened seconds before the first missile launches which had begun nearly forty five minutes ago. Five minutes after the launches were detected; the United States military went to Def Con status and initiated a full strength counter strike. Conclusion: The World was going to be a very different place after today!
                                             Chapter Three
             “It’s the end of the World as we know it and I feel fine.”-REM  
     Surprisingly the “Grey Ghost” which Waldo had named his 2002, F-150 four wheel drive, pick up truck fired right up and he started down the hill in search of Denise. It had camouflage netting covering its’ ladder rack which gave it a military look. 

      “Down the Hill” was what people called going over the Cajon pass on their way to the Los Angeles basin. As he drove, everywhere people were either wandering around looking confused or trying to make cell phone calls through satellites that didn’t exist anymore. Waldo could see the same question on their lips as he drove by them…. “What is happening?” Some chased after his truck for answers but he could not stop.
     The EMP pulses from the detonation of the closer weapons had passed now and the weapon detonations which were now marching up and down the coast were too far away to shut down the Grey Ghosts’ engine. The mountain ranges blocked out most of the high intensity radioactivity. Soon it would ash up and rain or snow the death dust that would always accompany these fuckin’ things. 

     Police and emergency fire vehicles were scattered into the stagnant potpourri that was now every jammed roadway. Their lights and sirens frantically screaming, demanding “right of way” but the fear and the panic of the people was far beyond giving anything away now. 
     The smarter emergency personnel simply went home to their families knowing that for awhile there would be nothing that they could do to help anyone. Maybe there would never be anything they could do to help fix this nightmare. 
     This was now a nation of “no law” and would be from now on. Just like the Wild West it was two hundred years ago. It would from this day forward be governed by the goodness inside the souls of each and everyman as God had originally intended. 
     The tens of thousands of laws written through the centuries by the selfish, opportunistic officials of governments of the state, federal and county were now shown to be just what they had always been…simply words written down on paper for the benefit of the writer….
     The tenacious emergency crews headed for the San Bernardino and the Los Angeles basins were headed for a worse nightmare than they could have ever imagined. They were about to encounter devastation that no training could have ever prepared them for. Most of them would not be coming back to their families. 
     Waldo put the Grey Ghost into four wheel drive/high, drove off the roadway and went cross country. Weaving in and out of the Grease wood, Cactus, Sage brush and Joshua trees he made his way into town.

     He could see people raiding every warehouse and store as he drove past. Thousands of people were grabbing anything they could carry in their panic to not be without. They were even stealing absurd things as their panic clouded their logic. It didn’t matter if they needed it or not as they figured that they might need it in the future. The marketed material, commercial world as we knew it was now a thing of history.

     No one was demanding anyone to stop as it was “everyman for himself” now. People were loading their cars up with food, clothes, medical supplies and blankets. One laughing man was running down the roadside with a new huge flat screen television which was still in the box….Too bad there won’t be anything to watch on it anymore…..
     Waldo in the Grey Ghost headed over the pass and towards the coast looking for Denise. While he was gone most of the desert was suffering from massive brush fires. The stucco and wooden houses in the area for a hundred mile radius were burned to the ground. A few dozen houses on the mountain sides were not touched by the blaze because the brush fires of thirty years ago had swept the ground clean of fire sustaining brush that never grew back.  
     The prevailing winds blew north east, away from the mountains pushing the fire away from them. The wildfires continued to sweep through the entire Mojave Desert. Within a few days just about everything that was not made of metal was reduced to smoldering ash. 
     Summertime is the worst time to have a fire in the Mojave as it is dry, hot and windy. The “Big Wind” came up and the ash was scattered across the desert. Within a month the Mojave Desert flat land looked like it did a thousand years before man arrived but this time it was also completely devoid of animal life...

     Waldo’s search for Denise was relentless. He could not drive on any of the roadways as they were impassible, clogged with burnt out vehicles by the tens of thousands. Many still on fire, fleshless skeletons at the wheels and in the seat frames. The magnificent California freeway system had been converted into a black ribbon of mile after mile of charred steel and molten rubber.   

     He drove down dirt trails that he knew from years of off road exploring. He wound through the mountains on trails the early settlers traveled in covered wagons as they headed westward towards the Pacific Ocean nearly two hundred years ago. He seldom saw any people, any alive anyway.
     In the basins he could see that the damage of modern nuclear war was surrealistic. No Hollywood holocaust movie could have ever captured the complete destruction of the cities which once stood there. From the hill tops he could see the well defined circular outlines of the individual detonations and where the fire storms would unite them together like a string of pearls of total destruction. Nearly everything was burnt to the ground. “No neutron weapons used here”… He thought. “Looks like Chinese missiles, Russian warheads and Japanese guidance.”
     The mountains east of the basins contained the fires to some degree but the circles of death marched north up the coast all the way to Oakland and San Francisco. He drove along the coast line for weeks hoping to find a port where Denise’s cruise ship would have pulled back in during an emergency. The precision of the nuclear warhead strikes cut life from the California landscape like the knife of a Benihana chef.

     Waldo had devised an electric pump with a metal hose that he could slide down the base orifice where a gas pump once stood and bypass the safety check valves that kept the underground tanks from exploding so at least gasoline was now free. 

      As for survivors, there were but a handful in the basins. Most were horribly mangled and burned, a few days from dying and were in such pain that they begged Waldo to kill them. He would pray for them, make an attempt to get them to accept Jesus Christ as their Lord and savior. Most would or had, some would not. He said extra prayers for those folk.

     He kept a forty year old all steel compound bow and arrows in the Grey Ghost at all times. He also had the guns but he would probably need those rounds in the future so he always used the bow, one shot through the heart from behind. Then he would pull the arrow through and clean it.
      He remembered that as a child he had fantasized of being a cowboy in the old Wild West. His childhood fantasies had become a grim reality. Most times he would simply say a prayer over the soon to die, put something over their eyes and then do them a favor. As time passed it got easier to do. He justified it in his mind as the right thing to do. They shoot horses, don’t they?
     Waldo consoled himself that he wasn’t going against any of the Ten Commandments for as far as he knew God really said “Thou shalt not Murder.”… and not…“Thou shalt not kill” as most religions tended to teach. Waldo had always thought that religions taught their sheeple to be passive and cowardly which made them easier to control. Life is tough and God knows that. 

     Waldo thought. There was no tougher or more painful way to die than being crucified as Jesus was. Jesus didn’t turn the other cheek because he was afraid or passive. He did it because he was faithful and strong. He could take it, he was the son of God after all. Besides God had helped the Israelites do a whole lot of killing in the Old Testament for various reasons.
     All these weeks the sky was filling with ashen dark clouds which were getting darker and darker. The prevailing winds blow west to east from the Pacific Ocean and across the nation. So the sky would cloud up, get dense and then the cover would move east. This gave survivors in California a reprieve from  the radioactive fallout for awhile at least. 

      Waldo knew that the clouds would eventually get heavy with ash, a front full of moisture would stabilize and it would soon begin to rain. The kind of rain a person doesn’t want to get caught in. Radioactive rain probably would kill you in a month or two and it was a horrible way to die. Painful, bleeding, puking and shitting yourself. 
     He decided that if it was evident he was dying of radioactivity poisoning he would suck on his shotgun before he got to weak to do so. He took one twelve gauge deer slug round, put it in a zip lock bag, put it into his top shirt pocket and snapped the button shut. This one he would save was for himself, just in case. The temperature was on a constant downward slide. It was getting colder and colder in the southern California high and low deserts. 
     It had been weeks of endless searching for Denise. He would relentlessly scan the Ocean with binoculars from high vantage points overlooking the Pacific Ocean trying to catch a glimpse of her long overdue cruise ship. “Surely she could have survived being at sea as the melee began.” He thought.

      Every so often Waldo would sea an underwater nuclear detonation far off the coast near the horizon. He guessed it to be the sign of a boomer submarine being swatted by an enemy hunter killer submarine deep under the sea. 
     Waldo knew that the Russians had perfected their “Skval” super cavitation rocket powered torpedo. A two hundred plus mile per hour torpedo which separated itself from the water by a skin layer of air bubbles. So essentially it was flying through air instead of moving through water. They were very fast and deadly accurate.
     Once launched it rocketed through the water powered by a Hydrogen Peroxide fuelled monopropellant rocket engine, its’ deadly nuclear warhead was inescapable. The Russians were testing their “Shkval” translated “Storm” torpedo many years ago when an accident, the result of leaking rocket propellants caused an explosion which sank their prize submarine the “Kursk” in their own waters. 
     The Russians would not accept the help of the United States in rescuing the crew of the Kursk as her Navy thought keeping the torpedo secret was of greater importance than the survival of the crew. “What a world of paranoid clowns we had become.” Waldo thought.  

     The undersea nuclear detonations would create a mile wide, two mile high, white barrel shaped water spout which would be accompanied by a ring of blinding white light and flame. It was a surreal combination. “Who would have ever thought? Water on fire!” He said softly. 

     The question of who the enemy could have been never left his mind. There was no amassing of troops at borders, political threats or diplomatic bantering and posturing on television that he could remember. (He had been without a television for nearly twenty years now as the programming had evolved into propaganda and the programs had become so juvenile.) 
     These military procedures would have alerted the World that trouble was on the horizon. They would have been the indicators that things were about to get real ugly. No, whoever pushed the button that started the end of the World just did it. Period! Surprise! Bang!

     Just like a Chicago syndicate mechanic would have done. No need for explanations or talk. The truth is quite unlike fiction books and movies where the villain explains why he is doing what he is about to do to the hero, giving the hero time to go for the gun. “What an absolute crock of shit Hollywood was.” Waldo thought “Won’t miss those idiots.” 
     In the real world mechanics just walk right up to you and capped you twice in the head. Then they leave you right where you fell, lying in a pool of your own juices. They weren’t going to attempt to hide anything. They wanted everyone to know what they did so you didn’t play games with them in the future. Yeah, that’s how they did it in his home town, “sweet home-Chicago” aka Chi Raq.  

     For awhile Waldo parked at the Long Beach port which Denise and KB had sailed from. He camped in the parking lot where the dock was now a broken, twisted, and smoldering wreckage most of which was submerged. The once proud and mighty Queen Mary had rolled over on her moorings and capsized. Her hull resembled a thousand foot long sleeping whale.
     Sleeping in the truck and eating canned “Spam” warmed over a campfire. A sink bubbling water in a half standing restaurant supplied fresh water to drink and wash. “At least for awhile.” He thought.
      He woke up just like he had been waking up every morning for the last few weeks, hungry and shaking from the cold. As he quickly rubbed his numb arms to warm them up it suddenly hit him with the shock of a body jab from Joe Frazier. The despair of the reality he was living through stabbed at his very soul and now cut him down like a Gurka soldier with a Khukuri.  
     Falling out of his truck, throwing himself on his knees, he prayed and then he cried. He could not stop himself, it was now uncontrollable. It had all built up inside and now began oozing and then pouring out of him, slowly at first and then rushing out like water from a broken dam.

     He gave thanks to God for his life, his parents and family and his survival and for the times he had gotten to spend with the people he loved. He cried for Denise, his family, his children, his personal misery and suffering. He cried for the people of his planet and the souls of everyone who had been vaporized or died more slowly from the biological agents that came afterwards. He cried for the innocent who had perished because of ego and ideology, ideas and concepts which most of the dead did not or couldn’t have even understood. 
     He remembered his father had told him once many years ago while the family was at the funeral of their grandmother Eleanor… “People don’t cry for other people Mijo, they cry for themselves.” For most of his life Waldo had thought that to be true but not today… He cried and cried for what seemed to be hours. He wept until he didn’t have any tears left. After awhile his blubbering and wailing had evolved into a soft moaning and then a strong stomach pain and retching. He rolled around and around clutching himself in the cold dust and ash of the vast, empty, smoldering, broken up parking lot…
                                        Chapter Four
                     Carl Sagan was right!.....Well, sort of.
     Waldo fired up the Grey Ghost, loaded it with some thin stainless steel metal sheet he found in the smoldering debris piles which he thought he could use later and headed back over the mountain range towards the San Joaquin valley. He drove across the valley for nearly a hundred miles stopping at the various farms and ranches which were now abandoned by the migrant workers. 
     He loaded the pickup truck with dates, garlic, fruit, nuts, grapes and young plants until the bed was full. The colorful, almost comical mountain of produce was piled high above the tuck cab itself. The camouflage netting held the mountain of produce in the bed of the truck. He turned south for the grapevine pass and headed back up to the Mojave Desert.
      Smoke had settled like fine fog and the odor of death enveloped everything, he tied a shirt around his nose and mouth to act as a filter so he could breathe without puking. With his dark skin, straw hat, revolver at his side and his bandana he looked a bit like the Frito Bandito. Looking in his rearview mirror he laughed at himself. “Man, what I would give for a bag of those corn chips right about now.” He thought. It took him two days to navigate back to the high desert of the Mojave crossing all the damaged roadways and side streets. Most of the time the Grey Ghost was traversing open desert.
     When he arrived near his home he was surprised to find smoke coming from most of the chimneys of the houses on the side of the Ord Mountains. “Probably, squatters in the houses.” He thought.
      Larry, a car mechanic from Victorville, his wife Donna and their two little girls Lauren and Sarah had a fire burning in Waldo’s fireplace. Waldo could see the stream of smoke as he crested the hill. He drove quickly through the open chain link fence gates onto the property, and cocked the single action .357 Magnum on his hip. 
     Larry startled, unarmed and caught off guard trotted up to the truck with his hands waving in the air saying loudly and repeatedly. “We’re sorry, we don’t want any trouble. We’re leaving right now” Waldo climbing down from the cab looked over the pitiful condition of the shabby, dirty faced little family said... “Help me unload this food, have something to eat with me and we’ll talk about it.
      Have you seen any of my dogs? I left in kind of a hurry and forgot all about them. There used to be plenty of rabbits around here so I figured they would just fend for themselves until I came back.”  “Nope, when we got here the gates were blown open and the only animal we have seen is a small scrawny dark Grey cat with the bright yellow/green eyes.”  
     “That’s Phantom” Waldo said.
     Phantom was a feral female cat that had made friends with Denise years ago. They first saw her in the backyard when she was but a wild eyed kitten. She would suddenly appear and then disappear just as quickly, Waldo named her “Phantom.” Phantom had to be pretty wily as she had avoided being eaten by the local coyotes, bobcats and mountain lions all her life. Most of their other domestic house cats weren’t as lucky. 
     The Mojave Desert was not an easy place to survive in if your species was located somewhere in the middle of the food chain. Phantom must have good ju ju going for her. Waldo rubbed her head for luck and loaded her into the truck. 
     Now that wily little cat had even survived nuclear war! Waldo took her with him everywhere he went and when he had to take a chance on his own survival he would rub her head for luck. She liked that and would purr in thanks.
     They all went into the house and discussed what would happen next. Larry asked… “What will happen to the government, will the military or police come and help us? What will we eat and what about the fall out from the bombs and”….? His questions were fired at Waldo as if from a machine gun. Waldo was wondering if maybe there were any good answers to Larry’s questions. It was probably best to just keep it real.
     “As of today we are probably on our own. We will have to work harder than ever just to stay alive and keep twisted people from having their way with us. I think we should go to all the other houses still standing, see if anyone is living in them and form a little army of our own. 
     The few people who have survived are now the military, law and well just about everything else. I wish I had a better scenario and more assuring answers but I don’t. At present I’m open to any and all suggestions. If you have any good ideas, I am all ears.” …Waldo said.

     Waldo and his new little family got acquainted and after they all had a bowl of fresh hot vegetable “Menagerie soup” made from the semi fresh produce in the bed of the truck. They loaded up the Grey Ghost with a large drum of the soup and started across the Ord Mountain range to every house with a door still on it. The soup was a welcome surprise to everyone on the mountain as it was hot and full of fresh vegetables. 
      Slightly over four hundred people were still alive in the Mojave. Larry, Waldo, Donna, the girls and a handful of others administered medical attention to people who needed it. They made bandages from clothing and used antibiotics taken from the all metal Wal-mart distribution center building located out by Bell Mountain. 
     Waldo taught people how to make drinkable colloidal silver antibiotic by taking a Silver dollar coin, suspending it in water and hooking up a car battery to it. Susan B. Anthony’s were in abundance at what was left of the bank now. The vaults were usually the only thing still standing of the bank buildings. The vault roofs were usually weak and collapsed so the Susan B. Anthony’s were put into medical service. Other than using them to make antibiotics they were of no other use now.
     Waldo took note of the men who watched the women with a little too much intensity. He made a mental list of those guys and gave them all a look that said “I’ll be keeping an eye on you!” He took his new little family back to his house and then drove back to “do favors” for those who had asked him to, the people who were suffering too much or were beyond help. He used gasoline to cremate the dead in a common pit. 
     A meeting was organized for everyone who wanted to attend. It was to take place at the Newton T. Bass High school football field. The seats of the field were carved into twin giant earthen berms covered with concrete. The football field bleachers were one of the few structures still standing or not burnt to ash within a radius of fifty miles. During the meetings hundreds of people stood up, expressed their opinions or just talked, there was a lot of crying, lamenting, the meeting lasted two days. 
     While the meeting was going on Waldo drove to the abandoned Wal-mart distribution center over by the old airport and brought back every case of liquid and tablet Iodine and vitamins he could find. He told everyone Iodine would help them all fight off the effects of radioactivity and the vitamins would supplement their poor diets. “Maybe it will help you live longer and maybe not.” He said. The people quickly swamped the Grey Ghost, in a few minutes every case of supplies in the bed of the truck was gone. Then it began to snow. 

     It fell softly at first and within hours it turned into a flurry. Waldo suggested everyone take cover and stay in their homes until it warmed up and the snow melted into the ground. That never happened. The snow became a pale grey in color, permeated with radioactive ash it began to pile up. People began to get sick and many died within the next few months. After six months the surviving population of the Mojave was cut nearly in half.
     Over time the snow got whiter and whiter in color until in almost looked normal. No one had a Geiger counter but the consensus was that the snow was probably still hot. Real hot!

     Waldo lost what he had left of his hair on his head and his skin began to peel in places. He couldn’t keep any food down, got sick and remembered the 12 gauge shell in his shirt pocket but as time passed he didn’t seem to get any worse. He always felt fatigued. Even so he built a simple truck plough and ploughed pathways through the snow to wherever he had to go. 
     The nose of the Grey Ghost was fitted with the few layers of the sheet metal he had found months ago. Many of the other people followed suit and nearly everyone was driving vehicles with small makeshift snowplows attached to their fronts. The purpose for this was to keep as much of the snow off of you as possible and contain it as far away from you and your home as you could. 

     The sky stayed clouded and grey, the temperature stayed near freezing or slightly above and Waldo began to think that the long deceased physicist Dr. Carl Sagan had probably been right.
      Dr. Sagan said that the result of the detonation of more than ten nuclear weapons at any one time would result in a “Nuclear Winter.” This man made winter would wipe out all life on the Planet in much the same way as the Dinosaurs were supposedly wiped out by an asteroid which collided with Earth a few hundred million years ago.

     Waldo didn’t believe Dr. Sagan when he first made his claim because scientists and nuke jocks at the Nevada test site just north of Las Vegas had detonated over 915 nuclear weapons of all sizes in the last fifty years as they were always trying to build a better nuclear mousetrap. Other than killing a few thousand livestock within a few hundred mile radius of their tests through the years, (all of which the government took no responsibility for) nothing else ever happened. 
     At the time Waldo wondered if Dr. Sagan’s statement was only a political ploy in order to deter someone from pushing the button, even if the “MAD” (Mutual Assured Destruction) concept didn’t deter a preliminary nuclear strike. The thought that in time everyone’s death was assured no matter how protected they thought they were from the residual radioactive fall out might deter any future nuclear action.
     The southern hemisphere did not go unscathed, it had taken many nuclear hits. They were centered mostly in Arabia, South Africa, Australia, the south Pacific and Antarctica. Oil producing facilities were targeted in South America, Bogota, Rio de Janeiro and any other city that fringed allied bases were vaporized, just to be sure. Over Rio de Janeiro the great statue of Christ now spread his arms out over a giant horse shoe of smoldering black ash and grey sea.
     Many secret bases were built by many of the great nations underground in the seclusion of Antarctica in order to hide their purposes. These secret bases were hunted down and found by the use of microwave and radio wave generators which focused upwards into the ionosphere and were reflected back deep into the Earth. 

     The deep penetrating microwaves rebounded radio wave residues back into space which was collected by satellites and a picture of what lies beneath the soil and deep under the seas was interpreted. In the United States this wave generating field was in Alaska and was known by its acronym H.A.A.R.P. Similar but mobile units were mounted aboard ships by the U.S. Navy while Russia and her allies had two such ground facilities and China had one. 
     Blocking of these residual returns could be done by seeding the atmosphere with colloidal Aluminum and Barium salts. This fake cloud cover distorted and dispersed the returns. The data gathered by the satellites would be erroneous or misleading. Most times this seeding would alter weather patterns. All of which was never acknowledged to the World’s citizens for fear of lawsuit. Aluminum oxide itself is highly toxic. But the constantly covert and feuding government militaries of the world thought it better to protect their assets rather than their citizens.
      Antarctica was a prime target for nuclear weapons detonations of all types. Very high yield (50 megatons and larger) and bunker penetrating weapons were detonated over and propelled deep into secret facilities buried many hundreds of feet into the ground and ice. So many “mega weapons” were detonated in Antarctica that from space much of the continent of Antarctica resembled a moldy piece of Swiss cheese or the Maria of the Moon. 

     Nearly a fifth of the Antarctic surface ice was melted into death carrying water, tainted with radioactivity it spread throughout the seas killing much oceanic life. The sea level had risen dramatically due to the melting of this vast quantity of Antarctic ice. Much of the Los Angeles basin, the west coast on up through the top of Canada was now or would soon be underwater. The great cities of San Francisco, Portland and Seattle were to be the coral reefs of the future. That is if sea life could survive.

     Manhattan could only be identified from the air by a few peaks of its tallest skyscrapers. The sharks and sea life feasted on the bodies floating silently through what once was Wall Street and Times Square at least for a few months anyway. The sea had peacefully and quietly began to reclaim the horror of war.
     Within a few years the wave action and force of the sea would destroy all the skyscrapers. These once great symbols of economic power would crumble to the sea floor in slow motion. 
     The Dolphins and the Whales watched it all from a distance and did not understand it at all. They would tell stories to their young of this strange time and the end of man forever more.

     Great low islands of floating debris made up mostly of what were once important papers and currency hovered above the once all powerful federal reserve banks of the United States in Manhattan. Everything that could float began its long endless journey propelled by the currents around the globe. In the end the real conquerors of this man made Armageddon turned out to be Styrofoam and the ever resilient cockroach. 
     Just as Dr. Carl Sagan had predicted, there was a non ending cloud of ash, dust and moisture which formed at high altitude encircling the entire Earth. It blocked out a large portion of sunlight. The lack of which killed much of the plant life. 
     The giant conifers of the Pacific Northwest, the European Black Forests and the Siberian Tundra all began to drop their needles and die. The lack of plant life upset the food chain ecosystem of the planet. Calculations had showed that in time all animal life would perish also. 
     Sagan’s calculations showed that after as few as ten air burst, one megaton or greater nuclear weapon detonations, within six months to a year, all life on Earth would cease to exist. Waldo wasn’t in total belief of that but he did figure that he and everyone else were probably all on borrowed time anyway. 
     After a year of this nuclear winter madness, and as hard as it was to admit even to himself, Waldo conceded that old Carl was probably right! The reign of mankind on Earth was more than likely, just about over. 
     Smoking a Marlboro cigarette which he had denied himself for nearly thirty years and rocking in an old rocking chair. He took a puff, looking at the smoke wafting in the wind he remembered a few lyrics from an old rock song of the 1970s. “Nothing lasts forever but the Earth and sky…All we do… Crumbles to the ground though we refuse to see… Dust in the Wind…All we are is dust in the wind, everything is dust in the wind”…… “Kansas, I think it was.”  He said to himself.    

                                       Chapter Five
     “We are Stardust…We are Golden…We are billion year old Carbon…And we’ve go to get ourselves back to the Garden.” –“Woodstock”- Crosby, Still and Nash
     Expeditions were set up to go back to the San Joaquin Valley to harvest what they could before all the produce went bad or was tainted with radioactivity. A picket of vehicles, each fitted with CB (citizens band) radios linked all the vehicles together so they were always in contact with a home base. This was set up in support of the expeditions. Each CB radio had an effective transmitting and receiving distance of about twenty miles.
     Nearly all the expeditions came back with photos, stories and UFO reports of weird anomalies in the sky. There was more than anyone could ever remember and no one was sure exactly why that was or what was going on. 
     A caravan of “Mad Max” like, highly modified vehicles would set out resembling an old wagon train and every twenty or twenty five miles or so as the radio reception began to get weak between vehicles a vehicle would stop and act as a relay radio station or picket, forwarding information on to and back from the expeditions’ progress outwards across the barren crater pitted, snow covered tundra. 
      HAM radio operators had become in contact with other HAM operators relaying information to each other around the globe. It was the same story everywhere; just about everyone had died from radioactivity or biological and chemical weapons. 
     Pockets of people had survived here and there. The short wave “Sparks” shared with each other stories of their exploits. The local people would meet at the “Sparks” homes to hear how the rest of the planet was doing. They kept notes or recorded other broadcasts on tape.
     The simple communication of one group to another, even though they were separated by thousands of miles and would probably never meet, began the spread of the concept of a time of change for all mankind. Stories were shared and changes were begun. Maybe God would give mankind another chance to become what he was meant to be. At present it looked like the answers to all of man’s prayers for survival were being answered. God answers all prayer but sometimes the answer is a resounding No!
     All around the globe it was feared that the radioactivity and its effects would keep women barren.  For awhile it was considered almost a given as most women miscarried early during their attempts to have children. 
     Three years after the attacks a young girl named Lillith, married to a Britain named Andrew gave birth to a baby girl. The birth happened in Paolo Solari’s town of Arcosanti, Arizona, which had been spared the nuclear carnage. Through HAM radio broadcast the entire known world which at time was in contact only by short wave radio rejoiced. 
     She was the first healthy baby born after the attacks. Her parents named her “Hope.” Everyone waited for news on her health and progress of her growth every week. Hope was the world’s first famous person of the S.C. or the Second Chance as the HAMs called the new age. She was talked about and spoke of as one would speak of Royalty, celebrities or of rock stars. 
     Most of the survivors around the globe believed that we had to change as a species if we were to survive. They felt that we must develop a much different mindset than the one at present or we would eventually wander down the same path again sometime in the future. Maybe next time no one would survive.
      After all it had only taken less than three hundred years to create the industrial knowledge to build weapons that could kill all man off of the planet, only three hundred years in the five million that man had been wandering the Earth. Waldo’s theory of the law of “Construction and Destruction” was vindicated.  

     It was the HAMs around the globe, the amateur radio operators who came up with the new calendar. They decided that the first day of the new calendar should start the day after the war ended if that is what it was. It was day one of the S.C. or “Second Chance” A.D. and B.C. would become a footnote to history, a past way of measuring time. God lets us hang, it was a gift and we were going to honor him with the knowledge of that. S.C. would be the way we never forgot that.
     Steve G. a lanky late twenty something blonde haired, blue eyed radio man (Steve was called “Steve G” because his polish name ending in “ski” was just too hard to pronounce.) coined the term S.C. and broadcast it to the World.
      Steve would mostly play music from his HAM station broadcasting into the ionosphere from its tower which he had erected at the top of the Ord Mountains. Steve G. would update the world on the fate of the Mojave Desert survivors and their new train of thought for a “New Society” as well as music out into the world. Mostly classic rock but his tastes were highly eclectic. You might hear Joan Jett and the Blackhearts immediately followed by Mozart or Future Islands. With Steve G. there was no telling what he would spin. 
     Waldo had a collection of a couple thousand records and he gave Steve G. the albums and tapes he had saved over his lifetime. As a result Steve G. became the New World’s first Disc Jockey of the Second Chance. The Second Chance or S.C. as it was becoming known was coined so no one would forget what had happened, how lucky the survivors were and what they were now trying to accomplish. 

     The selfish people of the old world had led the complacent lemmings of mankind to the ledge of extinction if not over the edge. The planet was in a state of peril and possibly, just possibly could not be saved at all. But we did have what was left and we were going to make the best of it for as long as God allowed us to. Without a doubt it was a time of a new beginning. A positive mental attitude was all that we had left and we were just going to have to go with that.
     The expeditions became more and more complex. In time as many as forty vehicles were sent in different directions snaking outward from the former California Mojave Desert. This gave the last vehicle of an expedition a home contact radius of over 800 miles. 
     Sometimes a couple or single vehicles would be attacked by groups of wandering “rogue” survivors. With the help of the CB radios the group under attack only had to hang on and defend themselves for ten or twenty minutes until help and additional firepower arrived from behind and forward of their position.
     All expedition vehicles were equipped with at least two people who were excellent shots and they carried plenty of firepower in the form of shotguns and multiple revolvers. A small caliber rifle was also carried for varmint hunting. 
     Many “sure shots” as they became known preferred carrying large caliber revolvers over automatic handguns. Big revolvers would not jamb, seldom misfired and you only had to hit someone once to rectify any problem. Sure shots never wasted a round. If they drew down on a rogue, that rogue was one second from standing before his maker. 
     All “rogue” expedition attackers were put to death on the spot, their bodies were left for the scavengers to feed on if there were any. This treatment of opportunist rogues was considered necessary if the people of the Mojave were to survive in the future.

     Everyone had agreed that we had to eliminate the sociopath gene even if it had to be wiped out one sociopath at a time. There was no need in letting selfish, evil natured people wander around to try and figure out how to take from you or to come back and kill you later on in the future. 
     These rogue people were considered “twisted” in thought and spirit and in such needed to be eliminated. Like child molesters there was no way to change them or convert them into being better people so it was best to simply eradicate them. Survivors who wanted to come back to the Mojave were welcomed and brought back… but watched very carefully for the first year or so. 
     Schooling began again first in a small way. It was the younger women who had a nurturing spirit who started organizing the new education. At first the older people would tell stories to the young in an old abandoned airplane hanger at the Apple Valley Airport every evening after the chores were completed. Later the young women took over. 
     All children were taught all together in the same way as they were in small towns during the time of the old west. Stories were told of how things were in the past and why it didn’t work out and why the time of the S.C. was a new beginning.
     The first thing that the children were taught were that there are only two forces in the Universe that govern human behavior and they were Love and Fear. A person can let one or the other dictate their actions for their life. 
     Love for themselves, everyone and everything around them was always the best choice. They learned that everyone and everything was equal to them and just as important as they were if not more so. They were taught that sharing and self sacrifice were the greatest things that a human being was capable of doing. 

     They were taught how to notice signs that a person is twisted and has chosen to follow fear. “The way a man does one thing, is the way he does everything”…Was a favorite old saying of Waldo’s father. 
     The survivors began to envision this second chance to be a time of the “better man,” the “new man” the man God had intended us to be. Fear was a human weakness based in ego and self and had to be overcome personally and with vigor. They were taught that “Life is all for you but not all about you.” 
     Only after the children had been taught these things then were spelling and mathematics taught. Very little history was taught as everyone had come to the conclusion that everything they were previously taught before the S.C. was more than likely a distortion of the truth written by the victors of wars and as such unnecessary so it was taught in generalities. 
     It was a new time and a new man was emerging, sloughing off the lies, thefts and political correctness that had contaminated early man. No longer would man be a cave man watching and competing with his neighbors while waiting for an opportunity to take what they had. What had come before was taught as a general history and the early struggles of a selfish and now deceased mankind.
     When the children reached their teenage years and their minds were more open to much more complex concepts, they were taught that all beings co-created reality with each other and God in order to learn the lessons that God and our personal souls thought we should. Thus we had control over reality and all reality was simply a consensus of every ones inner consciousness. In such, all meetings and classes ended with a focus prayer to the Almighty for a better planet and most of all a better man to occupy and be steward over God’s planet. Earth was considered a gift to man from the Almighty and would be revered as so. 

      There was opposition though as in the Mojave, Chuck a middle aged, highly educated man expressed his concerns with the way things were being taught to the young. He felt that the old history should be taught and he called for more political correctness. He claimed to have no faith in an all powerful God and blamed God for what had happened to mankind and him. Radioactivity had damaged his skin to the point of hideousness and he never totally healed. His skin resembled that of a leper.
     During Chuck’s early life as a teenager and young man he had felt that he had been slighted by Almighty God because of all of the bad things that had happened to him. He demanded that we separate church and state so that the concepts of each would not influence the other.

      But the people of the S.C. running the schools weren’t going to back down to individual pressures or personal agendas anymore and vowed never to fall back towards the old ways. 
     At one meeting Big John an ex soldier, a huge bearded biker, auto mechanic and motorcycle builder sat him down in front of the elders and the young and told him this… 
     “First of all God didn’t push the button that nearly wiped out mankind, men did. People love to do dumb things and then blame God for letting them do it or the devil for making them do it. That is just one of the things that make a lot of us idiots. It teaches us that we will just have to be better in order to survive as a species.

      There is no need to separate church and state because if you raise your children safely with love and concern for others, church and state will become the same thing. How they are in heart is how they will act in body. That is why we don’t have courts or judges anymore. People are taught that when there is a disagreement to have a “Sit Down” with three other people you don’t know. The decision of the five of you will work out just fine.
     The United States Constitution taught us that this was to be a country of freedom of religion where they all can have their place. It wasn’t supposed to be a country of freedom from religion where people should be ashamed of what they believed in or make excuses for what they believed. And you don’t have to worry about evil people forming religions to influence people. Once educated the people themselves will weed those things out and they will fall by the wayside. 
     America’s forefathers came here mostly to worship as they believed without tyranny. That was the sole reason the people of the Mayflower sailed here in the first place.
     That is why it was written in the Declaration of Independence: “We hold these truths to be self evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by “their creator” with certain inalienable rights that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” It says that these rights were given to man by God! Take God out of that equation and you’re screwed. 

     There is a difference here and a big one at that. You see if these rights are granted by men than they can be rescinded by these men at any time those men see fit. And a selfish man will always see fit when it benefits himself. No brother, I need God, we need God and you, whether you believe it or not, you need God!

      You see, if these rights were given by God then no one but God could ever take them away. Muslims, Jews and Christians all basically believe in the same thing. It is one God teaching us things because he loves us. Even if there are many Gods like Hindus and other religions believe… If all these Gods think the same way then they are like One God with many bodies. 
     Things like Buddhism aren’t religions as they are more of a way of living a peaceful, accepting life. When it comes right down to it, we are all the same no matter how different we want to think we are. 
     The color of our skins, our beliefs, it all doesn’t matter as we are stuck here together so lets all spread our toys out on the floor and play together. Let’s make the best of it.

     I remember a song called “God Bless America”. It was taught in the public schools many years ago when I was a kid. It went like this.” 
     His gravely rough voice sang out quietly as everyone moved in closer to hear and see this freakish event. 

     “God bless America, land that I love. Stand beside her and guide her, through the night with a light from above. From the mountains, to the prairies, to the oceans white with foam. God bless America, my home sweet home… And he did bless America but it was the greedy who screwed it all up for everyone. It only takes one bad Apple to ruin a whole barrel. Everyone knows that.
     What ruined the United States was the fact that all phases of its government became corrupt. Instead of working to fix itself by creating a PIA or “Political Investigative Agency” and eliminate corrupt politicians at the top, the United States formed three letter agencies like the NSA, DEA, CIA, IRS, INS, DSS, and countless others which worked with local and federal police departments to harass and intimidate the people.
      In time everyone in power in these agencies became sneaky and corrupt. It was inevitable. More money has been stolen and more people have been murdered with the stroke of a pen than had ever been done with the barrel of a gun.     
     If you want political correctness go somewhere else. Better yet go on an expedition with me and see for yourself what being PC brought us. I’ve seen things you would not believe…Horrible things, vicious things and things that I still have nightmares over.

     Then at the same time I’ve seen fantastic and wonderful things. This was once a world of people saying nice things to you and smiling in your face as they reached around to pick your pocket. I’ve been hopin’ that those days are over.” John put his arms around Chuck and lifted him from the ground with a mighty bear hug that a brother would give a brother. 
     “Believe me man; you are as loved as anyone else here and as important to God as even his angels. I personally am glad to have you amongst us. We all need each other, now more than ever. I am hoping that this is going to be a world where if two men are running and one lags behind the other will turn back and help him along, not run in front of him. 
     You need to see and live that way, not for me but for your own self. You will see that the better you are, the more you will like yourself and the better you get. It’s Gods’ way!
      You are either with us or against us. Political correctness was created by the man of the past. It showed that he was cowardly and sneaky. It tried to teach us that all life is grey…It is not…It is black or white…there is no middle. You either do or do not. Hell, even Yoda knew that!”

     The elders all laughed at this as the young asked amongst themselves…
      “Who is Yoda?”…
     “You are going to need to make a choice for your own sake Chuck.” John demanded.
     This little speech in front of the elders and the young became known as the Big John’s “Great American Dissertation on the end of the United States” and it forever changed the way everyone thought of the huge dusty old biker known as “Big John”.

     A year later and by traveling with Big John on expeditions, Chuck who spent his entire life in doubt of the existence of an Almighty God accepted Jesus Christ as his Lord and savior; two years later he was teaching the Gospel and studying the Tao. His life mission had become the melding the peaceful existence of one with the power and love of the Almighty.
      In the S.C. in the Mojave the Holy Bible and its Commandments were now the law of the land. There were no other laws as there was no need for them. No one needed a piece of paper to tell them how to be a better person. Everybody got it and did their best to live it. The Golden rule-finally ruled!
     Technology was also taught. A machine shop was opened at the airport as well as an electronics manufacture and development building. Computers were salvaged and made to work again although it may be decades before rockets would be built in order to place satellites in orbit again. So there was no internet. Machines were being rebuilt without planned obsolescence being incorporated into them. Better machines, stronger machines, and honest machines were slowly but surely being built and traded for other things. 
      Barter was the new money. They traded real things and real deeds for real things and real deeds. Barter was a way no single group could control trade and value. 
     One trade that got Waldo a new engine for the Grey Ghost was a history story on how flying saucers worked. Many of the group had seen quite a few UFOs overhead recently. No one was sure if they were military vehicles which had survived the holocaust or if they were beings who had come from another world to see how bad we had ruined our world. 
     Waldo prepared a paper of his theories and the history he had learned first hand and shared it with a group of two hundred people. He gave CD recordings to anyone who wanted one and a written transcript for them to save for the future. 
     For that story which took five days to tell and illustrate with drawings and photos. Big John and Lee his young Asian helper and electronics wizard installed a rebuilt V-8 engine into the Grey Ghost. She had just passed 500,000 miles and was on her fourth engine and third transmission. Waldo wouldn’t part with the Grey Ghost for just about anything. 
     Although he did offer the Grey Ghost to Steve G one time if he would use his HAM radio to try and find Denise. Steve G couldn’t take the Grey Ghost from Waldo and took his album, CD, cassette tape and 8 track collection and the machines to play them in trade instead. 

     Steve G would broadcast a message every other night just before he closed down his radio to ask if anyone had seen her or knew of her ship. It had been seven years now and Waldo used to go to Steve G’s shack which were also his living quarters after every broadcast and have a cigar and talk. It became a little ritual between them that carried on to this day.    
                                          Chapter Six
               “Flying Saucers are real”! – Donald Keyhoe
        How differently advanced civilizations cross the galaxy

                    and possibly the universe, A theory

                                       By: Waldo Stakes 

     “I have spent my entire life studying science and physics. I hold no official degrees as organized education was too limiting for me and I could not keep my interest in a common education. My goal in life wasn’t to get a good paying job, raise a family and then wait to die. My goal was to learn and absorb vast amounts of interesting knowledge wherever I could and have some fun before I die doing fantastic things. 
     Because of my personal accomplishments and knowledge base, I had been asked on numerous occasions to lecture at the University of Southern California under Professor Stanley Settles to senior and post graduate students on such subjects as advanced aerodynamics, future ground vehicle technology and rocketry. 

     The biggest problem I have seen with science are the scientists themselves, most are arrogant, egotistical and simply not open to new ideas or concepts. In order to show them a different way you must drag them kicking and screaming. This is because so many of them want to goose step to scientific dogma. They seem to find comfort in dogma. I never understood this facet of the left brained human.
    Most scientific fact is based on each scientist’s personal theories and because these theories are always in flux, science is always in flux. Thus science as man interprets it can be quite convoluted at times and at times even confusing
     Still the more we learn, the more we realize how little we know as more answers always lead to more questions. In an infinite universe this is the way things are and should be. Knowledge is like everything else in an infinite universe, it is infinite in scale. 

     What is available to us as a species is only a tiny sliver of knowledge which God intended for our use in our small slice of reality as perceived by our five senses and created by our individual minds. But like everything else, this is only a miniscule and immeasurable part of the infinite. Yet with an open mind we can build on that what we have taught ourselves and reap the benefit of that for as long as we exist.                                                   

     Our “vast” grasp of knowledge is similar to our grasp of part of the number line which our human mind is limited in working with. When the human mind starts to work with numbers based in the trillions everything we think of as numerically large seems to mean very little. 
     The same is true of the frequency spectrum. What we consider the realm of our reality is nothing in the grand scheme of infinity, eternity and the endless quantity of everything which makes up the infinite Universe. 

     My point here is that there is an infinite amount of knowledge in the universe that we don’t nor will we ever know. So it is pointless to turn one’s back on a concept simply because there is no way to currently prove it with scientific experimentation.

     I have always been interested in setting land speed records for automobiles and motorcycles. I wanted to propel these vehicles with turbojet, ramjet or rocket engines. Because of this I have studied aircraft and rocket propulsion as well as aerodynamics to obsession. This study led me to hunting down and talking to some of the most knowledgeable men on Earth in these fields, many of which lived in the United States. Men like Edwin Drumheller II, Robert Truax, Colonel John. P. Stapp, Oscar Sepp and countless others.  

     What I learned about many of these men is that they tend to walk their own path, a path whose direction is constantly being influenced by others they encounter. Sort of like the characters of the Iliad whose concepts and directions changed as they encountered various characters on their journey. 

     The sharpest men I have met are forever on their individual quest for knowledge and are never shut off to a different idea even if they are not sure if the idea is totally valid. They are always ready to build on any idea which can be proven valid. Even Sir Isaac Newton himself said… “If I can see further… it is because I stand on the shoulders of giants.”

     These men are wise enough to know that everyone has ideas and theories and that all those people’s ideas are just as valid as their own. Most understand the reason for this is that we all co create our individual reality with God in order to learn the lessons we need to learn while living this life as a human being on this planet. Thus all of our individual reality concepts coalesce together to form the grand scheme of the human reality. I like to think of reality as a collusion of illusions. 

     Concepts presented by these men tend to be complex because they are a collage or montage of influenced ideas coalesced together over their lifetime.

      If you want to be the best at something you must be focused on that one thing and only do that one thing and nothing else. People who are doing many things at one time never do all those things greatly. The best that can be hoped for is just doing them all well. Realizing this, I focused my life’s interest on land speed record vehicles of all types and rocket propulsion systems mostly. The end result is that over the last 40 years I have been personally involved with vehicles that have set 39 speed records in all types of vehicles and classes.

     Yet ever since I was a small child I was interested in flying saucers. I have no idea why that was. My mother saved some of the drawings I made as a 5 to 6 year old child. While other children were drawing animals, houses and stick figures, I was drawing flying saucers in Earth orbit with the moon in the background. 
     When I drew these drawings in 1960-1961,” He held up a child’s drawing of a flying saucer in orbit around the Earth. “Neither the United States nor the Soviet Union had yet to place a man in space. 
     I didn’t even have a grasp on my ABC’s or colors or numbers yet but somehow I knew that flying saucers flew in space. This interest has never left me and by the time I was 12 years old I was reading everything I could about flying saucers even though I had no idea why they interested me so. 

     Rockets were always my first choice to power my vehicles and I devoured all the data that I was allowed to access about them. I bought as many of the actual engines as I could so I could study them first hand and asked questions of anyone knowledgeable about them who would talk to me. I have been doing this since I was 14 years old and as I write this paper I am about to celebrate my 58th birthday. 

     At El Ranchito Rakete we used to build rockets, not model or hobby rockets but real rockets and design technology that I used to give away to people who would use it in the technological progression of man. Sharing and educating is what I do and have always done. 
     Again because of my knowledge base, I was the curator for the Colonel Vernon P. Saxon Jr. Aerospace museum in Boron California which is adjacent to Edwards Air Force base for seven years. 
     I have built a supersonic rocket powered ice racer which resembles a missile I call the “Sonic Wind.” It is powered by a single combustion chamber from a Reaction Motors (later Morton Thiokol) LR-11 liquid rocket engine hot rodded or modified to give increased thrust. It uses the gas generator valve from the rocket engine of a Titan 1 ICBM (intercontinental ballistic missile) as a propellant valve to supply it Aqueous Ethanol and LOX under helium gas pressure for combustion. The Sonic Wind has an estimated top speed of over 1,000 miles per hour.
     Back in January of 2014 I helped stuntman Michael Hughes AKA Mad Mike Hughes design and build a steam powered rocket which generated 4,000 lbs. of thrust. His flight reached 600 feet in altitude and it covered a distance of over a quarter of a mile on its parachute landing. It reached an estimated speed of between 320-350 miles per hour. With it Mad Mike Hughes as he liked to call himself launched himself over Winkleman Canyon in Arizona.
     This was accomplished on only one half of the rockets potential power. Mad Mike Hughes took the concept of “Hold my beer and watch this” to a whole new level.” The crowd burst out in laughter.

     As of that day we had launched more men in a rocket than most of the fledgling aerospace companies had and we did it with no government money or financial investors of any kind!

     I have designed the “W” wave aircraft concept which is a supersonic executive jet aircraft that generates no shockwave to strike the ground in detrimental ways. It is loosely based on concepts originally presented by Professor Adolph Busemann in the early 1940s. It is a truss shaped, triangulated flying wing/lifting body unlike anything before it.
     Only with the advent of composite construction and computer control could it have become a reality in the modern age. It is a design that could have opened supersonic flight for the common man across cities and across nations. 

     This concept was given to the EAA (Experimental Aircraft Association) in Oshkosh Wisconsin, NASA and General Atomics for companies and people with more money and time than I had to pursue. 
     I have built several bi propellant liquid rockets and turbojet powered LSR (Land Speed Record) vehicles. The last was a rocket powered supersonic car running on Methanol alcohol and LOX. It was powered by a hot rod, modernized version of the million horse power Thiokol XLR-99 rocket engine used on the X-15 rocket plane. Its top speed was to be somewhere in the 2,000 mile per hour range. 
    In designing this super rocket car which I call the Sonic Wind LSRV, (land speed research vehicle) some people called it Sonic Wind-REX. I had to reinvent the wheel in order to configure a wheel that would stay together at tens of thousands of RPMs. The final idea was the “Skeel” a rotating ring wheel with limited mass. 

     It was composed of a large diameter Titanium ring spinning on the outside of an internal Rockwell hardened steel ring. Other designers have borrowed this idea from articles I published in Europe and sold the world on the ring wheel as a new invention.

     As a motorcycle or car wheel it is but a styling novelty and only reaches its real design potential on a high speed land speed record vehicle design as I intended it. But they sure do look neat. 

     I know I have been selling myself a bit here and the reason is not that I want to share my accomplishments with you all or impress you with what I know. The reason is because I am going to ask you to reach into the unknown with your mind in order to grasp the concepts I am about to share with you. What I am saying here simply is that I have been around and accomplished what some would consider to be fantastic things so trust me when I say that what I am about to suggest to you here has validity! Mainly because it is true!
     All this vehicular work has fulfilled my life. But in my quest for propulsion knowledge I have uncovered a “secret history” and found that there are much better propulsion systems for vehicles than the various jets and rockets that people believe to be the state of the art. These systems are also available to human beings and have been for along time, I call these systems “Exotics”.
       Exotics are based on electrical field propulsion concepts, some of which are thousands of years old but most are less than a century old. I spent most of my free time (because of my flying saucer interest) exploring these Exotic systems even though most of these systems were heavily guarded by the military and government entities. These systems function utilizing the very fabric of the universe but are still limited in ability. 
     The data concerning these systems was usually composed of compartmentalized secrets kept black by the numerous American and Soviet three letter agencies but through the years, thousands of tid bits of data and their history have been revealed to me by the countless and now deceased older aerospace people whom I have met in my travels and non ending quest for propulsion knowledge. 

     Most of these exotic systems are currently employed on human built UFOs or “flying saucers” as you may know them. They were based on technology researched by corporations such as EG+G and SAIC as well as many others. 
     They were advanced technologies but still will not take us through the universe as they always need a constant source of internal power on which to function and because of that they are limited in range. No matter what people say they cannot achieve light speeds nor reach other stars.
     Years ago I knew a man who had worked for Commonwealth Edison of Nevada all of his adult life. He worked in Nevada in the 1960s, putting up high tension lines on the newly built towers that spanned desolate parts of the state. One day while working he and a few coworkers watched as a hanger door opened (it was concealed into the side of a small mountain range) and over the span of a few minutes three flying saucers left the opening. “It was just like a science fiction movie” he told me.

     He said that he could see the smoke trail they left in their wake and he could hear the sound of their jet engines whining. He and his coworkers could also see the U S military markings on the underside of the saucers as they flew overhead. He was sure that the flying saucers he saw were jet propelled high performance military aircraft. 

     There is a long “semi secret” history of these types of aircraft but these types of craft are not exotics. They are circular aircraft where the discus fuselage is incorporated into the wing area which is used for lift. These designs function similar to flying wings but develop greater drag and after a few decades of study the concept was abandoned. There have been dozens of these designs flown through the years by all the technical nations of the Earth. 
     The US and the USSR militaries and many of their contractors had been working with field propulsion systems with names like “electro magneto gravitics” (EMG), “plasma driven field” propulsion systems (PDF) and “microwave thrust” propulsion systems (MTP) for over eighty years now. 
     Some of these concepts evolved from captured floundering Nazi programs developed by the Germans during World War II. This is somewhat true although most of the Nazi saucer history was highly embellished in order to promote the concept of a superior German Nazi intelligence by still existing pro Nazi groups around the globe. The internet allowed these people to make more out of these Nazi programs than they had actually accomplished in reality. 

      EMGs are field propulsion units that utilize high voltage / low amperage electric power plants to generate an electric field out of phase with the gravity field of Earth. The Earth’s gravity field is also electrical in nature although slightly different and it can be roughly mimicked with certain frequencies of low micro amperage/high voltage electricity. The beginning of this study was taken up by Nikola Tesla but just briefly as his main thrust was to develop power systems for the progression of new and immerging commercial industry.

     I don’t like to say that alien cultures are more advanced than mankind unless their intentions and actions involving mankind are malevolent in nature. As spiritual evolution is what is really important in what I would call an advanced civilization not technology. Their technology may have simply evolved towards an electrical base as opposed to our oil driven, mechanical base. The driving force behind an oil base technology and economy is of course individual greed and the ability to generate profits quickly. Field technology takes quite a bit more time to develop. 

     If certain alien cultures are communal or bee or ant like in nature their mindset would be one of unity and their technology would be driven more by a joint mind set. It would evolve more slowly towards the best power concepts and those would be electrical. 
     The Japanese had mental properties similarities to this mind set. If most pertinent technologies were developed by the Japanese rather than in the United States or Europe we as a species would have leaned more towards an electrical economic base as opposed to an oil driven base.

     At the turn of the 19th century electrical devices and electrical circuits were in high investigation. The electric automobile or “horseless carriage” as it was known held the land speed record at 39 miles per hour but was far short of the fastest vehicle on Earth which was an Ice Yacht or ice sailing vessel. These ice ships could reach speeds of 100 miles per hour relying on only the wind and the sail for propulsion. This simple “wind” idea is important as I will illustrate later.

      One of the fastest ice yachts was the size of a small ship and was constructed for a commodore Lord Vanderbilt a very wealthy man in the late 18th century. It could easily sail over a hundred miles per hour on the frozen lakes of upstate New York with only a seventy mile per hour wind pulling it. You may not know this but the wind does more pulling through suction rather than pushing on a sail.
     Yet at this time the work of people like Nikola Tesla, Alexander Graham Bell, Albert Einstein and Thomas Alva Edison was at the center of the technology of the known world. Man was also beginning to wonder about atoms and the untapped, unlimited power therein. Look around and you can see where that led us! 

     But the mechanized industrial world was where the profits were. Huge companies evolving into corporations began to spring up seemingly overnight and millionaires were being created by the dozens. The real money was now in mass production and the marketing of useful products to be sold to the masses which were now making more money than they needed just to survive while living in the new large cities springing up around the world. 
     Electrical propulsion devices were set aside for the mechanical and steam power units and electricity was used only as an augment to power or illuminate the mechanical world which was beginning to be dominated by oil.

      Even the land speed, water speed and air speed records were now held by automobiles, vessels and aircraft powered by steam, diesel and a new type of motor running on refined oil known as petrol, later to be called gasoline. The world had changed and the focus on electrical technology had shifted. This is how mankind was cheated out of the “Jetson’s lifestyle” and how we ended up in this predicament.
      But there were a handful of electric devotees like Thomas Townsend Brown, Nikola Tesla and others in Europe who believed that all the powers of the universe were somewhat electrical in nature. Once these systems were understood the universe would be opened up to mankind.
     Thomas Townsend Brown at the age of nineteen accidentally stumbled on the concept of materials losing weight if charged by high voltage electricity. After this revelation he began to develop his EMG devices. 

      Simply they work like this, if a craft generates a field similar but out of phase with the Earth’s natural gravity field it will be repelled by the Earth and it will appear to fly. The craft becomes tossed away from the Earth much like magnets of the same polarity act when placed in close proximity. Increase the intensity of the field and the repulsion increases although not in any linear way I have been told. 

     The high voltage for most of these field propulsion machines is delivered by a thermoelectric (some people call them thermionic generators) generator linked directly to a small atomic pile or nuclear power plant originally pioneered for small satellites and spacecraft. The thermoelectric generator converts heat (the main product of an atomic pile) directly into electricity much in the same way that photovoltaic solar cells convert light directly into electricity. 
     A problem is the immense loss of energy which occurs during the conversion and that is a major flaw in the concept. It was due to the lack of efficiency of the electric generators that were available at that time.
     A major drawback to these systems was the difficulty in trying to keep a nuclear reactor under a constant precise temperature and to keep it from overheating without a tremendous supply of cooling water or other coolant available to maintain a viable temperature. So the use of very dense metals in the core was implemented to maintain temperature and that meant the core was unusually heavy. Another method used was a heat wicking system built from very rare Earth metals and exotic ceramic materials unknown to most non military aerospace contractors.

     Regardless of construction, weight was detrimental to any flight machine. These craft used electricity in the hundred of thousands to millions of volt range which was distributed to certain parts of the craft in milliamps.
      Since time, space and gravity are all intertwined sort of like a braided rope; all are “sort of” or part of an electric like field. I say “like” and “sort of” here because everyone whom I have ever spoken to simply had no real idea what these forces actually were comprised of. They could just see the results of their experiments although there were numerous theories. High voltage, low amperage out of phase propulsion was the most common “antigravity” (if that is what you want to call it) mode of propulsion ever created by man. 

     EMG systems were of most favor with people working on these craft at this time. This is evident by all the young experimenters that worked with the triangulated, foil charged “lifters” around the world. This technology would to lead to floating buildings and flying cars but would not open the universe to man as these systems needed an outside power source to drive them.

     Electro magneto gravitics were an evolution of the Biefeld, Brown effect first demonstrated in 1929 by Thomas Townsend Brown and later amplified by Dr. Paul A. Biefeld. At one time there was barely any information on the work of this team. In the future I am positive these men will become known as the “Fathers of Starship propulsion”. 

     At one time the history of their work was being leaked out by the family of Thomas Townsend Brown as TTB is long dead and was buried on Catalina Island, California in the 1980s. Many people have witnessed flying saucers over the Island and a most convincing film of one was taken in 1966. Its linear aircraft like flight path tells me it was a Brown design. The Brown family probably felt that someday this technology would become commonplace and we would be living in the age of the “Jetsons.”

     The problem is that the military and plagiarizing charlatans would probably take credit for Brown and Biefeld’s work much in the way that Marconi and Edison took credit for the ideas of Nikola Tesla. History has shown us that one can only add to the technological progression of man…His character…well, that is another thing altogether. 

      The United States Navy had been the main economic provider to scientists working on this technology in secret and had been doing so since the early 1930s. The Air Force and the Army acted in support and testing roles. This allowed the Air Force to take the investigative “hit” by the curious who tried to follow the money. The Air Force had little money and therefore the investigations into this technology always turned up empty or speculative at best.

      This sort of “tech theft” thing that the Brown family was concerned about happens all the time. During the 1950s-1960s the NASA (National Aeronautics and Space Administration) used nearly every patent of Dr. Robert Goddard’s research into liquid fueled rocketry with no compensation to Goddard’s family what so ever at least until long after Robert’s death in 1945. 

     Dr. Robert Goddard is known as the father of liquid rocketry and had developed such things as the regenetive cooled liquid rocket engine chamber, turbo pumps, control vanes and gyroscopic guidance at his own expense and through small sponsor funding given him through the Guggenheim foundation and put together by the famous aviator and Nazi sympathizer Charles Lindbergh.

      After requesting compensation for her husbands proven inventions and receiving none, Dr. Goddard’s wife sued the NASA for an unknown amount of money. The NASA settled out of court and offered her one million dollars! I have seen photos of her holding an oversized check for the press to photograph like a game show winner. The funds were supposedly paid as compensation for the technology that the NASA plagiarized or should I say “borrowed” and gave out to its contractors gratis. Using this history as a logical basis, the threat to Thomas Townsend Brown’s legacy and technology was real.

     The Biefield, Brown effect later evolved into a system developed by the United States Navy which was tested by the Army in Texas, testing began in the mid 1970s. These were EMG craft using a nuclear reactor to generate a great amount of heat which was then turned directly into electricity using a thermoelectric generator as stated earlier. 

     The high intensity electricity produced was used to charge outside individually insulated flat plates of a faceted shaped vehicle which looked very much like a large black Tiffany cut diamond or faceted ice cream cone. This gave the vehicle lift and control by “charging the various facets at different times or in unison in order to generate a repelling push in opposite directions or a thrust against the Earth. 

    The propulsion system did not totally negate the entire weight of the vehicle and was sporadic or pulse like (probably because of the use of capacitors in order to augment voltage) in function so a reliable hypergolic rocket engine mounted at the apex or bottom of the diamond was used to augment lift and used as necessary. 

     This rocket engine probably used reliable hypergolic propellants for efficiency and simplicity reasons such as unsymmetrical dimethyl hydrazine and nitrogen tetra oxide. It was mounted at the bottom apex of the Diamond shaped craft and fired down to boost the craft upwards when necessary.  

      A vehicle of this type is probably what caused massive burns to two women and radioactivity damage to a roadway and parts of south Texas in 1980. This famous UFO encounter was known as the Cash / Landrum UFO case. 

     More than likely there was a problem, a short out of the vehicle’s skin or the nuclear reactor may have been malfunctioning. With this being the problem, the facets could not be charged as needed in order to maintain flight control and the craft had to light. 

     This semi landing near the women’s car is what burnt and radiated the two women and a small boy. My guess would be the pilots probably did not survive the testing of this craft either unless they were highly shielded from the radioactivity of the reactor. 

     The pilots were probably listed as killed in a flight accident of a common aircraft and their bodies were probably burned in order to eliminate possible evidence of the incident. That would have been done after their autopsies of course. My guess would be that they were probably helicopter pilots and of Major or Colonel in rank. I am thinking helicopter crew as “helicopter like” is how this craft is said to have functioned.

     The women who witnessed the flight and touchdown of this craft became ill from gamma radiation burns which indicate that the reactor core was malfunctioning and probably leaking. 

     As the women watched in close proximity, the craft which was surrounded by a group of United States Army Chinook helicopters, touched down and then a few seconds later lifted off again and flew slowly and silently away at just above tree top level. The accompanying helicopters were trying to assist the test craft and guide it home or be on hand to quickly recover it should it go down. 

     The military denied the whole story but the classic radiation sickness of the women (one of which died of Leukemia) and the high atomic particle damage done to the roadway and automobile where the vehicle briefly touched down are evident of a malfunctioning reactor and is evidence of the truth. The burnt automobile mysteriously disappeared.
     The military subsequently had that few hundred feet of the highway removed and repaved secretly after this incident. I would be willing to bet a scan with a fairly good Geiger counter of the area even more than forty years later would show unusual traces of radioactivity still.  

     The fact that there were military helicopters escorting the craft tells me that the Tiffany diamond craft was a military project and not an alien machine as if it were alien it would not have been escorted by helicopters, it would have been attacked by fighter jets and probably shot down. 
     For many years military pilots were ordered to shoot down unknown alien aircraft over American airspace. This was done in a quest to harvest the technology.

     These types of military experimental vehicles are what most people see when they claim to have seen a UFO. There are hundreds of these EMG designs and they have been flown by the United States and Soviet nations since the late 1940s. The military and governments were very secretive about these systems and used a sort of cloak and dagger group to suppress the leakage of this technology. These vehicles could only serve as reconnaissance vehicles because of their field propulsion. Nothing can pass in or out of the field when established as the field will collapse and the vehicle will crash. So no guns or ray guns are ever fired from a flying saucer. As a combat weapon they were useless and limited. 

      Many of these cloak and dagger people were the people who claimed to be researchers or whistle blowers on this very technology. They called themselves “Ufologists.” Many of them were liars, charlatans, government three letter agency shills and distorters. Many of these people were useless as accurate suppliers of information and only served as shills in order to distort information, muddy the water, over inform or scramble information in order to keep the curious confused and keep this technology secret. All the while they claimed to be working tirelessly to uncover the truth about UFOs and to make governmental agencies disclose what they knew to the people. That was a ruse and it never happened.

     Quite honestly, I have to admit that I was somewhat on their side. I understood and shared their concerns as the technology used in these field craft also generated a time modification element. Remember time, gravity and space are all intertwined. An ability to modify time could not be trusted for use to the common man. He is simply not ready for that kind of individual power yet and I don’t ever see him ever being ready.

     I am amazed at how all these ufology groups who put on seminars, established websites, wrote books and articles and traveled the world in the quest of UFO information could never seem to find out anything of value. 
     They spoke nothing but generalities and never were there any real technical knowledge revealed. Their knowledge was always vague and grey in nature with the finger always being pointed at the stars and little grey aliens from some other planet. The alien’s favorite haunts were the Pleiades and planets in Zeta Reticuli 1 and 2. Was any of this true? I can only guess and my guessing is not included in this paper. 

     There is a tremendous interest in Aliens and UFOs as was evident by internet traffic. After pornography, UFOs were the next most researched subject. That is if you want to call looking at pornography research. I do but that is just me! I believed the reason for this is that most people were always looking for someone to guide them on the “right path” whatever that is. This is why religions and governments exist in the first place. Maybe people feel that the aliens or “space brothers” as some called them had some extra insight into the universe and God that they were going to share with mankind someday. Of course that also never happened.
     If alien abductions were a reality than there is nothing brotherly about how these beings treated their captives or abductees. It looked more like cold hearted scientific research to me. Or maybe the human race was a kind of cattle and the aliens were the farmers. I honestly don’t know and my jury is still out on that one. I do have my theories though… 

      People ask that if the military were working on these types of craft, why didn’t someone involved in these programs come forward to tell the truth about their work? They also say that if this were true, for sure someone would spill the beans and have told their story in time. 

     These people don’t understand the “engineer mentality” or what could have been done to these people if they were to speak of their work. Sensitive technology does not leak unless it is paid for “dearly” because the actual scientists, engineers and military personnel working on these vehicles considered themselves “special” and lucky to be working on these projects and as so would not disclose what they know. Most scientists don’t view scientific experimentation as evil or wrong no matter how bizarre it was so any true or death bed confessions are a moot point.

     I have developed a theory I call the “50 year bullshit factor”. History shows us that most of history as we were taught is generally untrue and created by the ones who wrote it to begin with. Usually what they don’t know when creating their interpretation of history they will make up on the spot in order to suit their personal and political agendas at that time. To quote a famous comic “78 percent of all statistics are made up right there on the spot.” 

     Because of this it usually takes a minimum of 50 years for the principle perpetrators of an untruth to die or for the importance of maintaining a facade to become of no consequence. At that time the truth would begin to trickle out and eventually become known to “some degree” although seldom totally. As by that time it had become so distorted with non truths and confusion that the data is mostly useless anyway. The fact that great effort was still being used to conceal UFO events and technology even 70 years after the Roswell incident spoke volumes of its’ importance.

     Most of the history of aerospace development and the space race we have come to know is simply an out and out lie. Much of what we were told about this time of peaceful development by NASA was a ruse and mostly a cover for the development of covert spy satellites and aircraft such as the “Discover” satellite programs (AKA spy project Corona), SR-71 Blackbirds and their sister craft, U-2s, the M-K series of spy satellites, secret ELINT gathering equipment, etc, etc, etc. The bullshit flows so fast from these people you need to be riding a rocket to get on top of it all. 

     Study history and one sees a constant con game being played out on the American public. Lies and misnomers have been presented as truths since the beginning of our history. Sometimes I wonder if human beings do little else but lie to each other. 
     If one were to break down a simple conversation in a coffee house one would find out first that the conversation was more of a verbal joust or squaring off than a sharing of any real information and secondly it would be peppered with exaggerations and mostly absolute bullshit. 

     Time has proven that most of what we were taught as “American history” in school were all simply misnomers. Some of these things are… 1. Our forefathers came here for religious freedom. In truth our forefathers were wealthy Freemasons and Illuminati members that came here to steal and pillage from the weak natives. They wanted to protect their wealth from their Kings in Europe so they started the war of the colonies. Many of these clowns like Benjamin Franklin were murderers and practiced sacrificial rituals. That is why eight human bodies, mostly children were exhumed from under Franklin’s home in England when his house was moved. 

     2. The savage Native American Indian tribes would murder the white man for no apparent reason. The 1849 gold rush was coincidently timed with the planned genocide of these Native American tribes. Only two million dollars worth of gold was ever mined at Sutter’s mill. So the “Gold rush” was a lie in order to entice greedy whites to cross the continent from the east to the west. 
3. The collapse of the economies in 1929 and 2008 and ensuing depressions were unavoidable and unforeseeable. They were actually engineered to change the power structure of who was controlling the money in the country. If you ever get the chance read the book “The Creature from Jekyll Island”. It explains why the first depression was fabricated. It was to create a central private banking system under the control of only a handful of wealthy illuminati. 

4. Yuri Gagarin was the first man in space is a lie as there is evidence indicating that the first man in space may have actually been Vladimir Ilyushin.

5. The John F. Kennedy, Robert Kennedy and the Martin Luther King assassinations were carried out by a lone crazed gunman.

6. The neo illusion of the so called drug war and the 911 dog and pony show etc are actually designed to increase these problems and simple statistics prove this without a doubt.
     Studying history as I have all my life I could go on and on until pigs fly with the anomalies in recorded history but I think you get the idea. Conclusion: Recorded history as presented to the masses is at best dubious and without a doubt simply utter bullshit. Point made, but I digress. 

     Because these UFO technologies are considered best used as untouchable reconnaissance craft they remained a closely guarded secret.
     As proof of the ability of large groups of people being able to keep a secret, I offer the fact that during the 1940-1945 Manhattan project which was set up to develop the American atomic bomb, hundreds of thousands of people were working directly on the project in four states, hundreds of millions of dollars were being spent annually and yet even the incoming President Truman was totally unaware of the projects’ existence and had to be briefed on it. Don’t tell me people can’t be made to keep secrets.

     Regardless of this secret UFO veil my research has determined that these craft were actually built and tested in a complex on the Nevada nuclear test site with the base located on an “unnamed” Nevada dry lake bed which is surrounded by a ring of a small mountain range which is approximately three to four miles in diameter. This dry lake was the only unnamed dry lake bed in the entire state of Nevada according to all the maps I could find. Some maps showed the lake as a wet lake. 

     It was guarded to the northeast by a fighter jet squadron with runways carved into the desert floor that were within seconds of flight time of the complex, the airfield was protected by SAM missiles. There was an entire armored tank battalion located to the south west of the lake bed within minutes of ground travel from the complex. 
     The test craft were kept in a man made hanger complex covertly built into the walls of the hillside and made to look like the adjacent terrain to the human eye. The only thing that set it apart from the existing terrain was its human geometric symmetry in construction which could be seen from the air. This coincides with my Commonwealth Edison man as well as some of the stories told by my old acquaintance Bob Lazar. Lazar was made world famous by revealing what he knew about secret UFO base Area 51/S-4.
     The lake bed perimeter was highly protected by military personnel so no one could get within a few miles of the test facility. Signs posted in the surrounding areas claiming the area to be radioactive kept out even the boldest would be hikers and the curious. This area is not nor was it near the infamous Groom Lake, Area 51, S-4 or on Papoose dry lake as Bob Lazar has claimed. Those research areas were used for other research projects and were but a distraction used by the military to keep dedicated UFO hunters focused on the wrong locations. 

     Here is a clue for you….UFOs do not need a ten mile long run way to take off and land. If they do you might as well be flying an airplane!

     I remember I sent Bob Lazar photos of the “unnamed” dry lake area that I had taken off of a mapping service from my computer screen using a digital camera accompanied by a little “here is the real place” letter. He never spoke to me again nor would he return any of my e-mails. This was odd considering the fact that I had thought that he was a “friend” of mine and he and his girlfriend of that time even attended my wedding in 2001. I used to take my Sonic Wind ice racer and fire it at his “Desert Blast” parties in the Nevada desert just north east of Las Vegas from time to time. 

     I am not sure if he was insulted by me or was actually trying to protect me. Whatever the case, we are distant now. Last I heard from mutual friends is that he had left for New Mexico from Las Vegas and then fled again out to Michigan. Regardless, because of the nature of his actions, his stories should be taken with a grain of salt.

      As a personal test I tried to download a photo of this unnamed dry lake from the mapping service twice, on two different occasions, on two different home computers. Both times the computers were instantly loaded with a virus that went right through all my firewalls including various anti virus protection and burned out both of my hard drives. 

     The service reps who tried to repair the computers claimed the virus was unlike anything they had ever seen, and thought that they may have been military in nature as the computers were now simply junk. It cost me $4,000.00 to learn that lesson but it convinced me that there was no doubt that the “unnamed Lake” was the place where the development and testing was done.

     Area 51 or Groom Lake was but a diversion for the shallow minded. It was first presented nationally though unsuccessfully by John Lear the son of Lear jet designer and military contractor Bill Lear. 
     Lear’s father’s company also worked on antigravity propulsion research at one time. John Lear is an ex CIA pilot and once CIA… always CIA. Lear supposedly worked with a close friend of his, Bob Lazar to… “Blow the lid off of Area 51 at Groom Lake, Papoose dry lake and S-4”. Or so they said…

     The alien/UFO story was presented to the press in 1989 by Bob Lazar whom I knew personally and is a fun guy, great to talk to but he was also mysterious and dubious. By coincidence and because of a job I once had, I also met and knew Bob’s mother. She was a sweet and most likable woman who knew nothing about Bob’s supposed work for the government.  

   Another type of aircraft many people saw in the sky was the triangular shaped craft. The type I had heard about used plasma driven field technology where liquid mercury was super cooled and spun around a ring at high velocity in order to create a torroidal or spinning electric field under the craft in order to generate an even and balanced lift. This was done in much the same way a solid rocket motored missile was spun as it flew. This keeps an uneven thrust (produced by the burning of a solid fuel propellant) line more stable.

     Liquid Mercury being a metal can generate a very strong electromagnetic field if used in this way. Strangely yet coincidently, ancient Hindus claimed that this was the same propulsion system used in Virmanas. Virmanas were craft which the Gods came to Earth aboard. 
     PDF craft ride atop an EMG tornado which balances out the Earth’s gravitational effects. This system minimized the vehicles weight by as much as 90% when it was working properly which was next to never as the propulsion system was way too complex and heavy using even the best of modern technology and materials of the time. These types of craft were known as plasma driven field systems craft or PDF.

     These vehicles were usually the triangular shaped craft seen in the skies around the World.
      Besides the plasma field generator located at the center of these PDF craft, these triangular craft also had smaller EMG field units at the apexes of their triangular shape and this was to balance the three corners of the craft in level flight in the same way a piano stool has three legs for support. 

     Notice in film of these craft that they lacked the wobble that the circular disc craft always exhibited when hovering still in flight. Triangular craft nearly always entered and left an area in level flight or simply climbed vertically out of sight. 

     Other larger triangular craft said to be hundreds of feet long from wingtip to wing tip were simply a modern day dirigible (a balloon like the Hindenburg Zeppelin) with a skin of composite instead of cloth or rubber. They flew slow and low and were ELINT recon aircraft. I have personally seen one of these craft a few times in the early 1990s flying over a house I owned at that time in Hesperia, California. 
     I believe it was based at Edwards AFB at that time as it was usually either coming or going towards that base. All triangular craft are “aircraft” as they have a triangular shape which is designed to penetrate the atmosphere and there are definitely aerodynamic principals involved here. They are also influenced by gravity as are their pilots. Conclusion: Aerodynamics = Aircraft not spacecraft and aircraft = manmade.

     Most of these craft were developed by contractors working for the U.S. Navy with the Air Force and Army utilized strictly for support, testing and logistics. It is apparent that some of these triangular craft were launched and recovered at sea by special Navy aircraft carriers for security reasons. This is why they were nearly always eventually tracked heading out to sea.

     Another type of man built UFO is microwave driven. Here microwaves are directly focused down from the craft at the Earth in a circular pattern and are created by a sort of high efficiency Magnetron or Klystron tube powered by a more reliable combination thermoelectric generator/nuclear reactor. 

     More modern vehicle field propulsion designs used amplified diode (APF or Amplified, Diode) technology to generate the microwaves used for thrust and lift in much the same way diode technology is used to create a modern high intensity laser beam.
     The flaw with microwave powered vehicles is that every time these vehicles landed or came near the ground they would kill the soil underneath their landing area. The soil would lose its ability to sustain life ever again and nothing would grow on that spot. Because the ability of soil to promote plant life is also a “sort of” electric field, it was destroyed. It was cooked out by the craft’s microwave bombardment which created the crafts’ lift and thrust. 

     Wherever these craft landed a dead circle was created the diameter of the propulsion field. This was usually a circle of about 100 feet in diameter which told me it was built by American’s as we still used the “foot” or twelve inches as a unit of measure. 

     These “dead circles” were evident by the many exactly 100 foot diameter circular dry lake beds that straddled either side of the Route 395 highway on the Eastern edge of Edwards Air Force base in the California Mojave desert just north of Adelanto and south of Route 58 and the Kramer junction. You could see them using a computer mapping service. They were on either side of the 395 and started 12 miles south of the Kramer junction or junction 395/58.

     These dead circles have existed for many years now by my observations. Many years ago I reported them to the local UFO network office just to see what would happen. There was no response from the UFO network. Yet later when I went back to the sites I found that the circles had been measured with 100 foot long measuring tapes. 

     The “bought new” measuring tape boxes were discarded and left at the landing sites to rot in the desert. Because of this I believed that particular UFO network was part of the smoke and mirrors protecting these projects. And obviously their personnel didn’t care a thing about recycling their trash either! These areas of the dead circles have long since been fenced off from the roadway for an unknown reason and are now buried under snow.
     I believe that at one time some ADF craft needed to land in that remote area near Edwards Air Force base during emergencies because of malfunctions in their power sources which occurred during test flights. They could then tap into the four sets of high tension power lines that used to run North/South on the west side of highway 395 in order to draw enough temporary electric power in order to reach their home base. 

     Temporary auxiliary power for these craft was stored in high technology storage cells linked to trickle impulse capacitors for short term high energy emergency use.

     One of the dead circles located in this area had a landing pedestal imprint near its center which was 9 feet in diameter. The immense weight placed on the ring shaped landing base pedestal crushed the soil to the point of turning it into a fine powdered dust or silt. 

     After the rainy season came, this silt was quickly dried into very thin, curling flakes which look very different from the surrounding soil. This indicated a weight load of many thousand of pounds probably many tons of weight which was for a time focused on that 9 foot diameter pedestal ring. This was indicative of the weight of the nuclear reactors which were used to power the thermoelectric generators or the system which was used to power the diodes which generated the microwave thrust.
     The reason man still uses thrust or a push to move his craft is that his mindset is still that of a caveman. Mankind still pushes his opposition aside, forces his way along and takes what he wants from the universe. He hasn’t evolved to the point of understanding that the universe is abundantly endless in energy and power and all its’ resources are the same. In an endless universe there are more than enough resources for everyone. 

     Somehow man still feels the need to push his way through whatever medium he encounters in order to get what he wants. The other more spiritually evolved beings of the universe must watch us while shaking their heads in confusion or disgust.

     The reason spaceflight was kept specifically for the military of governments is that the universe is endless as are all its resources. The people who controlled the resources on Earth needed by the common “free man” have led him to believe that spaceflight was difficult to attain when that was simply not true. 

     Thus all resources were limited to what the Earth could provide and as such the people in power were in control of all these resources (oil, metals, water, power, etc) and would dole them out according to their agendas. Open up space to the common man and no government or group can reap the benefits of controlling the masses. Mankind would be free of tyranny forever. So if you are Han Solo and own the Millennium Falcon you are truly a free man and can go and do whatever you want.
     I am convinced that the power needed to traverse the galaxy and the universe is all around us and that power source even passes through us all. I remember listening to a famous physicist who claimed that any craft designed to travel to another star would need more power and resources than the entire Earth could generate at any one time in order to reach its destination. I have heard that until mankind can harness the power of a star, he will be forever condemned to only walk the surfaces of the planetoids of his home solar system. 

     The truth is that the entire universe is nothing but focused energy of intention! It is composed of infinite types of energy all governed by infinite frequencies. There is nothing real about mankind’s reality as it is all but an illusion. All of reality as we know it is simply a collusion of illusions.

      Man can go or do anything he desires but he does not and I contend that the reason for this is simply that mankind is not yet ready spiritually as well as technically to traverse the galaxy and the universe. 
     His heart is still that of the self doubting, fearful animal and it has to be shifted to that of the “compassionate, confident star voyager (“Astronaut” means star voyager)” before he can become one. 

    When one looks at our own stripped, polluted, radiated and suffering planet it is obvious that we are not yet ready as a species to spread our selfish, opportunistic, manipulative, self absorbed bullshit throughout the universe.

      God set the stars light years apart for this very reason and the reason is “evolution” and not just physical or technical evolution but more importantly spiritual evolution. We have to evolve into a species of caring, compassionate, fearless souls. Then and only then will we be able to live the adventures of galactic and universal travel.
     We need to become beings that honor everything that God has created and that we may encounter in our endless and eternal universe. We have to become beings of love and appreciation as opposed to beings of fear. I know that last statement sounds a little new age-ish but I can guarantee you this: 

     Give man a new resource…any resource and the first product he will build from it is a new form of weapon. Such is the power that his paranoia and the demons (which control him) have over him. Earth is populated by a race of Chicken shits. 
     History shows that every tribe or nation ever created by mankind was run by opportunistic, manipulative yet cowardly men who grabbed at whatever they could and then used the lives of the youth of their citizens in order to protect what they had stolen from others. Like I said, we are not yet ready to go to the stars unless we go in chains and I believe that many of the other races in the universe don’t have chains nor could they even understand why someone would need them. 

     Imagine if one could eliminate man’s paranoia. If that ever happened 99 percent of the world man accepted as his reality would simply disappear. There would be no money, banks, no insurance, no locks, no police, no armies, no weapons of any kind, no governments, no people in powerful positions, no religions, no war and no combat of any kind. 

     People would not be competitive in any way and all sports would change from mock battles of war (such as football, baseball, basketball and hockey) to art (such as running, swimming, skating, jumping and dancing). Competitive behavior is a weakness and not a show of strength as people tend to believe. It is an illustration of fear. It is the tiny bird puffing up his chest in order to frighten away his competition or adversary.

     This is what I believe the song “Imagine” written by John Lennon was really about…Imagine a world without paranoia and thus no fear. Eliminate fear and what you would have left is a world of love.

     A world of love would have been a world of forward progression, function, tools, sharing, giving and manned by fearless beings knowing that they have each other to count on. We would all know everything together as all knowledge would be shared and not horded in order to maintain power over others. Resources would have been shared and thus there would always have been plenty for everyone. No one would have ever gone hungry or cold because his brothers and sisters would have never let that happen. A real “family of man” it could have been. 

     That is the type of race that builds Starships. That is the race that is entitled to share in the unlimited resources that the universe has to offer and gives freely. But at this present time, this is not our race.

      As for alien weaponry here is something to consider: 

     During the 1950s throughout the 1970s military pilots of fighter aircraft were ordered to shoot down any UFO they were to encounter if it were at all possible. This was done in order to harvest the technology these vehicles possessed. Believe it or not alien craft were shot down with missiles and experimental beam weapons such as focused radar or microwaves, high energy beam weapons like proton and electron beams and on a few occasions even with machine guns and aircraft cannon. 

     The alien craft had no weapons in order to defend themselves except for their ability to leave the area at tremendous speed or confuse their attacker by playing with the attacking aircrafts’ electronics, weapons systems or propulsion systems. Some evading alien craft could generate a powerful expanded field in order to leave the area that was so intense that the attacking aircraft was sometimes even destroyed by it but at no time that I know of did the alien craft actually return fire. Since they are flying in a separate field from the planet they are traveling near nothing can pass in or out of that field or it disrupts the field and the vehicle crashes. 

     Ufologists liked to tell the story of Air National Guard pilot Paul Mantell whose F-51 fighter plane was shot down by an alien beam weapon. The stories tell of the aircraft being shredded into millions of pieces “no bigger than a soda can.” That story was just a lie. I have seen actual photographs of Mantell’s downed plane and it was mostly intact. More than likely he flew too high chasing his “UFO” and without oxygen he blacked out and lost control of his aircraft. Then and again, that is just my opinion.  

     Maybe the alien craft did not return fire simply because their conveyances or craft simply have no weapons. Or maybe the alien species don’t view their individual lives with as much personal importance and its resulting paranoia as humans do. Maybe they know something we can only hope to know or that we can only know by faith in God. Only time will tell.

     This tells me much about the beings which make up and travel through this eternal universe. Many of their races have probably evolved spiritually, way beyond the human race. If they hadn’t they would still be isolated to their solar systems and not have been allowed to colonize or contaminate the rest of the universe. I believe that God does not allow beings to Pirate other planets.
     These races have probably been coming here to study and understand this planet since the Earth was but a ball of boiling gasses and dust and will probably continue to do so until it is engulfed by Sol’s nova in five to six billion years from now. 

     I have seen countless alien invasion movies where the hostile invading beings use ray guns or beam weapons in order to destroy mankind and I have to laugh at Hollywood and the people who follow the science fiction films made there.

      Here is a reality check for you: 

     Any race which can traverse the galaxy or quite possibly even the universe could most easily wipe mankind off the face of the Earth if they were so inclined. And there would be nothing you or any military on the Earth could do about it. They wouldn’t do it with beam weapons or explosions or armies or anything like that. They would do it with a virus or bacteria which the human race would have no immunity against. They could create it themselves just like dozens of nations on this Earth have already done in their biological weapons labs or maybe bring it in from some other planet. 

     The aliens would simply drop their deadly “secret sauce” into the atmosphere and then just leave for awhile. They would probably come back in a few years and “poof”… like magic, not only would most of mankind already be dead but we would have by this time burnt or buried our dead leaving a clean and human less planet for the millions of happy invading aliens to enjoy. Obviously this is not on their agenda or you wouldn’t be listening to me right now, now would you?

     Many years ago I ran into a guy. I can’t remember his name or maybe he didn’t even give it. But the story he told me never left my memory and I will tell it to you now. It was the old “I knew a guy who knew a guy who knew a guy story” but it was one that for some odd reason I had to listen to and it was also one that for some unexplained reason I believed and still believe to this day!

     He said that this guy’s brother had worked for years on an elite military alien craft retrieval group. These were the military teams who rushed in when something unknown crashed or landed and cleaned up the pieces and then talked to and shut up the locals just in case they happened to see anything pertinent.

     He said that the craft that they recovered were usually all the same. Your basic flying saucers etc but they all had one thing in common. They all had absolutely nothing inside!

      This is how he told it as best I can remember it…”You know Waldo, I mean these things were just a hollow shell, a saucer, a ball, sphere like or a cylinder or cigar in shape but there was nothing inside them except three small chairs in the center of the craft where the aliens would sit. The chairs were molded into the floor without any joints or seams, no rivets, no screws or fasteners of any type. The craft were either grown into their shape like some sort of organic living metal or seamed together without any trace of the joints, maybe slot and snap fitted together like a 3D puzzle or maybe they were three dimensionally drop forged. There was no telling.
     Throughout the craft there were no wires, no machinery or controls or switches or handles of any sort. There were no sleeping areas or food storage areas or cabinets or anything inside these things, only three seats arranged in a circle that faced each other and that was all. There was usually one hatch to get in and out of but only one. If closed, the hatch was difficult to find because it had no visible seams at its’ edges when closed.” 

     This story has been the basis of my thought on how these craft function for nearly thirty years now because I could see in this man’s eyes that he was telling the truth as it was told to him. He was telling me the truth and although it sounded absurd to a technical person, a person who understands machinery, I could feel it was true.
     Now in vehicular design of which I consider myself an expert, “simplicity is genius.” The more one integrates a design and makes components serve double or triple duty the more efficient a vehicle design can become. 
     So logically a flying saucer created by beings with possibly a super intellect would seem simple in design even though their functions might be extremely complex and beyond most of our concepts of design and construction.

     In analysis of these craft I asked myself what do all these different vehicle shapes physically have in common? The answer is top to bottom symmetry. The symmetry is either in shape or skin surface area. 
     A saucer is basically two dishes linked at the lips. A sphere is two deeper bowls or hemispheres linked at the lips and a cylinder or cigar shape is two symmetrical troughs linked at the edges. Essentially a saucer is two dishes (dishes are used to focus an energy on a focal point in much the same way we used dishes to collect our television signals and radio waves). What is at the focal point of the two dishes?  Answer: The aliens themselves.

     None of the alien craft recovered were triangles or boxes or any other geometric shapes people claimed to have seen in the skies. The reason for that is the triangles are human built machines. Man likes to build in box or geometric shapes. In his linear, progressive mind the straight line is his most comfortable construction and design tool.

     That is why most homes, early automobiles and the first aircraft such as the Wright flyer and Curtis aircraft were similar to a box kite in design. Man’s designs were progressing but at a very slow rate because he has a hard time taking a more biological design tack. One designer named Luigi Colani was a pioneer in Biodesign. He took his shapes and concepts from nature as he considered the Almighty to be the best designer.
      Yes, God is the supreme designer. His concepts curve and flow with brilliance. Even so man’s ego will not let him roll with the flow. He would rather follow a well worn path of straight lines than blaze a new trail. Such is his lack of confidence in what God has given him.
     Man is and will remain for a long time to come a caveman living his life in constant fear for his survival. In that, his mind retains a limited geometric and sequential train of thought when everything else in the universe flows with liquid fluidity from and to all directions at once. This is the force that Yoda taught of.  Because of his current mindset man will always be open to the tyranny imposed by someone with a “better way.” The better way nearly always eventually evolves into or masks tyranny.
     My next question is why are there no logistics or internal support functions such as food, water, environment controls, flight controls, power plants etc aboard these alien vehicles or “Conveyances” as they were called? Answer: they are unnecessary. Either the alien beings don’t need these supplies or the time that they are inside the craft is so low that there is no need for such sustainables or life support equipment or tools. 

     And what about the power plants themselves, where and what are they? Answer: The alien beings themselves and the craft itself combined are the power plant or I should say the conductors and manipulators of the power source. The power source itself (which is in unlimited supply throughout the universe) is simply tapped into by the aliens and their craft does not generate it. They only employ the power source. Much in the same way that a sailing vessel taps into the flow of the wind and the currents of the sea and is pushed along by them.

     The overall shape of the craft described to me indicates two collectors, focusers or dishes aimed at one focal point. Split any of these craft at their center line and the two parts are symmetrical either in shape or area. 
     The dish shape is similar to a musical cymbal or a gong. This is because the round curved shape of these instruments spread a vibration out evenly across its shape and can hold it longer with less effort than a rectangle or square shape. The craft skin is made of a material that can hold a vibration or frequency and then change to another frequency instantly. It is similar to a metal called “Nitonal” developed by the military which can be bent and goes back to its original shape instantly. It is no coincidence that the fragments of the so called Roswell New Mexico flying saucer crash of 1947 did exactly this. 
     The number of 3 aliens beings sitting in the circle of seats at the center of the craft is important also as three beings allow two beings to do one thing and one being to do another. Much in the same way our inherently unstable fighter aircraft had a redundant system of three onboard computers voting with and against each other in order to fly a fighter aircraft to the limit of its capabilities.

     The modern day fighter plane pilot moved his fly by wire controls which asked the aircraft computers to perform a maneuver. The computers individually determined what was feasible and optimal for that maneuver and voted to move the aerodynamic control surfaces in order to proceed with the maneuver the majority of the three computers chose. All this happened in fractions of a second. Computer majority ruled and the aircraft acted accordingly.
     Tens of thousands of years ago if a man wanted to travel he had to walk to where he wanted to go. Later he rode on the backs of animals to help him. Somewhere in between that time he learned he could swim and then float on maybe a log or a bundle of sticks to help him stay afloat in water. 

     One day he stood up on this log or bundle of sticks and realized that the wind pushing against his body would push him along the waves. I would guess that what followed was a crude sail of animal skin and then cloth. What man had tapped into was an unlimited power source that allowed him in time to cross the vast oceans and spread his kind around the globe. 
     He used no energy of his own to move across the ocean. He only had to understand the prevailing winds and the ocean currents and design a way to steer his craft in order to reach its destination.

     Physicists believe that the universe is expanding and more than likely it is actually accelerating in its expansion. If all celestial bodies have mass, then they have gravity. This means that they should be pulling at each other and coming closer to each other or at least slowing down rather than accelerating away from each other. 
     The moon even though it is held to the Earth in orbit is slowly moving away from the Earth at a few inches a year. How can that be? Shouldn’t the gravity fields of the Earth and the moon be pulling them closer together? 

     So there must be a constant “other force” pushing on these bodies to force them apart as the gravity created by the mass of all these celestial bodies tends to draw them together and not push them apart. Some other force or mass or something is working on these celestial bodies to move them away from each other. Well, what is this force or stuff? Obviously it is stronger than gravity.
     Some physicists call this theoretical yet undiscovered “stuff” dark energy or black flow or black force. Hundreds of years ago it was called the “Ether.” Whatever it is called lets assume that it does exist. Not only does it exist but it generates a constant flow which could be perceived as a push and that push is not limited by the speed of light because this force has nothing to do with light or mass. 
     I say this because even though all celestial bodies are accelerating away from each other their gravity fields still control their physical movements and that is happening in the “now.” It is not like light which travels from one place to another at 186,000 miles per second. It is happening right now! The Earth is pulling at the farthest thing that we can see in the Universe and doing it right now as I say this.
     Thus the moons revolve around their planets, the planets revolve around their stars, the stars revolve around their galactic cores and the galaxies dance around each other like square dancers doing an ever expanding and accelerating doe see doe.

     This “Universal Push” as I have termed it or “U P” is a push, a push of charge of in some cases unlimited speed. It reaches out 360 degrees from every celestial body to every other celestial body in the universe and not only instantaneously touches it but permeates it. In essence all things in the universe appear to be separate things but they are in reality only one thing, a single living universe.

     This universal push is similar to a wind only it is electrical or charge like in nature. Not only is it electrical, it is governed by an individual and unique electrical frequency and intensity. I contend that each celestial body generates a single and totally unique frequency of this universal push or U P and no two are the same just as no two snowflakes or people or anything else are the same in the universe. 

     Each individual separate celestial body of mass has its own unique frequency and intensity of this universal push. Planets, stars and all masses in the universe generate a frequency unique to their composition of materials, density and all the other features that make each celestial body, planet or star unique in the universe.
      Just as no two creatures or snowflakes are the same, no two celestial bodies are the same and no two U Ps are of the same frequency. They are all similar in nature and function but each is different in frequency and intensity. But they are all a constant and they all are acting just as gravity does in a “now” existence and not traveling motion like light does. 

     Now the U P is not a weak force with an unlimited range such as gravity. It is a much stronger force with an unlimited range. It is stronger than gravity and thus is the force that accelerates the universe, pushing it apart, working against but in a different realm or way than the pull of gravity. It is also constantly being generated by each individual celestial body. It is like a constant thrust but again I say it is not physical, it is electrical or field like.

     The U Ps are the winds and the currents of unlimited power and speed that the alien beings sail on to other worlds. Once a craft has tuned into the U P frequency of that celestial body and matched it perfectly it will be propelled away from that body and accelerated at unlimited speed. It will move upwards away from that particular body. Quite simply, it will go up! 

     As the craft moves upwards through space other frequencies which are generated by the remaining two aliens sitting in the chairs are tapping into other U Ps created by other bodies that will change the crafts direction of travel or accelerate it in a different direction instantaneously. This is why alien craft always wobble after they leave the ground. Then they leave at a speed that cannot be followed with the human eye and mind. So they appear to wink out or accelerate at unbelievable speed. 
     Once the craft moves away from its planet or mass of origin, then all three beings can focus on one U P frequency and propel the craft at possibly unlimited speed towards their destination. The craft travel through space on charged highways of U Ps with no speed limit. Tap into the right U P and that is the direction they travel. They may arrive at their destination instantaneously.  

      I contend that at launch one of the alien beings located at the point of focus individually sets up a minute electrical field or frequency vibration on the exterior top half of the vehicle. When established, the frequency is enhanced by the U P field environment it is currently in, the vehicle and beings then become part of the field and it and they are repelled away from the celestial body that generate it. Similar to a balloon carried away by the wind. 
     When a man carrying hot air balloon is sailing in a high wind he can place a handkerchief on the handrail of the basket and it won’t move because all these things are moving at the same speed. The wind, the balloon and the handkerchief are moving at the same speed. The balloon and everyone and everything aboard are all part of the wind. The U P propelled craft is accelerated much like dropping a leaf in a fast moving stream. The leaf becomes one with the stream it doesn’t accelerate itself up to the speed of the stream. It instantly is at the same speed of the stream.
      Because the vehicle is originally at rest in a charged atmosphere such as Earth’s, a field of ions are excited and create a static discharge on the sides of the craft at the moment of frequency match. This creates the glow of the craft seen by an outside observer. The occupants feel no acceleration because they are now also part of the electrical flow moving away from the planet and the general gravity field created by the planet mass is negated as it is something else all together. The craft, envelope or conveyance as they call it is now part of the U P flow moving away from its point of origin.
      The principle is the same with a gravitational field such as the Earth’s You don’t feel the pull of the Earth’s gravity field until you go against it as you are part of it.
     The three alien beings all control the craft at one time. One being uses his mental and physical abilities (whatever that may be) to charge the craft at its point of origin generating initial lift and stability while the other two focus on the next U P frequency which will change the direction of travel of the craft instantaneously. Because there are two alien beings focused on the next U P they have authority because twice the amount of mental and electrical power is focused on the next U P. 

     This is why alien craft are seen by observers to lift off the ground then hover for a second, while in hover, they wobble as they change colors of light on their exterior. The changes are the result of the two remaining aliens shifting the remaining half of the craft to match the frequency of a U P from a different direction. 
     Upon which the craft leaps away at speeds we have a hard time relating to. The craft is blown or shall I say swept away in the flow as it and everything inside of it becomes part of that field flow. Just like the leaf that was dropped into the fast moving stream and swept away.

     The frequency modifications are done by the beings themselves probably using their second brain as many published autopsies (if they are to be believed) have claimed. The alien beings have one brain linked to their bodily functions which is organic and another brain, a more crystalline structured brain which is of unknown usage. I contend that the second crystalline brain is used for power and guidance of the craft. Using the second brain this charging of the craft is probably created or mimicked mentally. Crystal structures are conducive and support electrical energy. That is why they are used for radios and computers circuits.
     The alien beings have no need for nourishment as is evident by their lack of digestive organs. This is also noted in autopsy reports and if they are to be believed, I contend that they are nourished electrically and directly by the vehicle and the U P fields of the universe themselves. 

     I have never known anyone personally who has ever claimed to have seen an alien or know about them physically other than Bob Lazar and I don’t believe him. So I am going to have to go with the general data put out by ufologists. Many of them report the same things over and over again. I would like to think that these things are the grains of truth in the truck load of disinformation they peddle.

     Most disinformation is peppered with tid bits of truth in order to keep people who actually have a bit of real information to bite on their whole story. The concept is a sort of “bait and poison.” Bait the victim with a bit of truth and then feed him the poison in order to ruin the truth.   

     The entire craft or “conveyances” as they are called are built of one material, a metal conducive to electrical frequency vibration with the ability of returning back to its normal shape instantly. They are probably built of a material with qualities similar to Nitonal metal and a highly conductive material like gold combined. 

     This type of material would be highly conductive so it can charge quickly and vibrate at any frequency and then as the flight progresses the frequency can be changed again instantly in order to initiate directional changes. This would also explain the right angle turns that these vehicles exhibit in flight.
     Again this material trait may also have been confirmed by the so called “memory metal” retrieved from the Roswell, New Mexico crash site. According to eye witnesses the metal could be crumpled in the hand. It then immediately recovers perfectly to its original shape when released. A material of that type would do well for instantaneous frequency modulations and changes.

     Because of the nature of the propulsion systems these craft can be taken down or destroyed by anything disrupting the field it is generating. So they would be relatively easy to target and fire on, that is if you can catch them!

     The next big questions are what do the U Ps consist of? Are they a wave, particle or frequency there of? In the future as we get our technology base back, how would we experiment to find it and how would we know it when we did? And when we did, how could we access it? And once found how could we tell them apart as there must be countless U Ps passing through us and the Earth at this very moment.

     Quite possibly the mysterious hypothetical Tachyon “particle” if it exists may be one of the endless numbers of forms of Dark energy or Universal Push or U P.  Some physicists believe that tachyons pass through the Earth at greater than light speeds and emanate from who knows where as science has no idea. I believe that the Tachyon may be a particle, wave or field in much the way light is. No one has any idea and anything stated is strictly speculative on these things. The tachyon could be alien and come from a great distance away or it could be originating from a nearby celestial body, possibly bodies in our own solar system. 

     Not that long ago before the holocaust a satellite and the scientific group controlling it began to claim that the universe is not accelerating at all but is probably stagnant. There is also a group that claims that the discovery of the Tachyon was probably also a mistake, the cause of its discovery being malfunctioning equipment. Maybe these things are true and then again maybe not. I will leave that conclusion up to you. 

     It is a coincidence how as discoveries come to light that can seed the mind in such a way that for once in history real starships may be created. Someone comes along to rain on the starship parade. All I can tell you is, beware of government funded sciences. These are the same guys who told you that the Vietnam War was a valid war, the Ozone layer was going away, there was a shortage of oil, global warming is out of control and cigarette smoking doesn’t cause lung cancer. I think you all can do the math on that one. 

     If the U Ps are ever found and harnessed, it will be done by a private group with private funds and effort. The U Ps could take years to find and millions of man years of working with supercomputers to track. Tracking the various U Ps and determining the various frequencies for which direction of travel that will result may make mapping the human genome look like a newspaper crossword puzzle. 
     But of course once they were figured out and catalogued they could be downloaded into say a crystalline computer or brain like computer chip data.

     Then again it is always possible that we could do some simple experiments and simply fall over them like medical science found penicillin or like T. T. Brown discovered antigravity. Regardless if we don’t start as soon things start to get a bit better quite possibly when man is finally ready spiritually he may not be ready technologically to traverse the galaxy. It is all out there and all we have to do is reach for it.

     One thing is for sure no government who knew about this type of propulsion ever shared this technology with their people if they did happen to acquire it. The reason for this is the same reason the people of Earth weren’t officially told about visiting aliens or electro magnetic aircraft technology. And it is not because the government was worried about the people feeling insecure after realizing that mankind was not at the top of the technical food chain. 
     They were worried about losing control over their people or should I say their slaves. And they were not about to do that because all the guys living in high positions of government were living pretty damn well, believe me! And they sure as hell aren’t ever going to do anything to fuck up that party….

     We can’t do much about changing those types of people as they are lost souls and can’t be saved but we can do everything about changing ourselves. 

     I believe that the way we are raising our young may lead us to becoming the star voyagers of the future. There will always be the tendency of man to develop forms of tyranny but once we can travel the Universe, tyranny will become a moot point. Because if one can have anything he wants he has no need to depend on others for it.

     Do U Ps actually exist? Can they do what I think they can? Honestly, what I have just told you is simply a theory. A theory based on my personal observations and what I have learned from others throughout the years and nothing more. Honestly, I could be deluded and totally wrong. But just think of what benefits man could attain if I am right!
     The technology will come eventually and inevitably, it has very little to do with me as it all begins with you. I suggest we all work harder to make ourselves better men and women. People who realize that life and the lessons it teaches us is a gift. Raise our children to be the best they can be spiritually and morally. Live a life of righteousness, fearlessness and love and then lead the next generation by that example. Raise our consciousness in everyway possible and the Universe will be ours, one way or another.
     We have to do what Michael Jackson sang about. Make a change and start with the man in the mirror. Then maybe someday when we are ready as a species and the technology presents itself… Ad Astra!
     Someone asked…”If aliens have been coming here for possibly thousands of years, what are they doing here”?

     “If my data is correct and the people I have talked to through the years are telling the truth. Then some races come here on scientific research missions. And two of the races are trying to take over the planet.” Everyone became silent. You could have heard a pin drop.

     You see no species from another planet can live on an alien planet for any long period of time. They can visit but cannot colonize the planet. The fields which make the plants and all animals grow, your cells reproduce in the proper way and your body heal from wounds are unique to the planet of origin of those species. No two planets generate the same type of fields and the fields are unique to the individual make up of that particular planet.

     As a matter of fact those fields are also different around the globe and that is why different species of animals and different looking humans and sea life evolve in different areas of the Earth even though they are at the same latitude and in nearly the same climate. 

     This is also why astronauts after being in orbit for long periods of time suffer from loss of bone mass and have liver problems and sometimes develop cancer. In fact some even suffer from DNA modifications in their very cells. This occurs because the astronaut is being saturated by various fields which are conducive to the growth and health of the species living in those particular fields on or in that area of the Earth. The astronaut whirling around the Earth every 90 minutes in orbit is absorbing all different types of fields and not just the one he has been assimilated to or was created in. So he has a mish mash of things going on in his cellular structures as the cells reproduce and grow and this field mish mash manifests as illness or cell distortion other wise known as cancer.
     Again it is water that is the conduit through which all these fields react with the cells in all things. Nothing on the Earth can live without water.

     If the astronaut were to remain in a geosynchronous orbit over the area on Earth in which he was born he would remain healthy. This is because he would be radiated by the same field day after day. Even if he was not hovering over his place of origin he would acclimate to the fields that he was in, in time. Just like when you move from one place on the face of the Earth to another. At first you feel a little weird and time itself may even seem to move at a different rate but sooner or later you adapt and all is well again.
     When we get back into long space flights we will have to enclose our astronauts in double walled bags containing soil from each of their individual place of their birth. The soil contains and radiates the astronaut with fields that his cells are familiar with and his cell growth will remain a normal constant. Maybe they could sleep in these bags when they rest sort of like vampires from Transylvania that sleep in coffins of soil from their homeland. However we solve these problems “field sustenance science” will be a real problem we will have to address and solve.
     Knowing this the aliens that have been coming here have been modifying and splicing our and their DNA together through time in order to create a hybrid that can live and thrive on Earth. This process takes thousands of years as it is also sort of a DNA cultivating and modification experiment. The ultimate goal is to eventually create a being with their mindset and our physical properties that is integrated into and thrives in the fields created by our mother the Earth.
     I believe that they have been creating various gene modified human being derivatives for thousands and maybe millions of years as our basic body type of two legs, two feet, two eyes and efficient power systems is a great start for their experiments. This is why the average human only needs two percent of his genes to exist. The other ninety eight percent were the results of other past experiments to create beings that could live on other planets and until geneticists understand that they will never figure out what the so called “Junk DNA” is about or for. 

     I believe that the Moon because of all of its anomalies is a spacecraft and a base brought here millions of years ago and placed into orbit around the Earth to balance the Earth in its orbit around the Sun and its rotational speeds and eliminate wobble. This turned the Earth into the perfect biological breeding ground to create life that could be modified. 

     The Moon is way older than the Earth and is hollow and contains materials that do not exist on Earth. You don’t have to believe me on this but do your own research. Just a half hour of study on the Moon and its properties will leave you in WTF land.
     You have to understand that you are not just a being living on the Earth. You are a part of the Earth and it is a part of you. You evolved from the dinosaurs and they evolved from bacteria. You are the Earth and it is you. You are but a constantly changing, morphing evolution created by the fields generated by the Earth itself. You are mother Earth or Gaia and it is you. And because of this you cannot be separated from the Earth and it cannot be separated from you. 

     Everything alive throughout the universe is exactly the same way. They are connected to the planet that created them, their planet of origin. The one that evolved them and that cannot be undone. But it can be slightly modified. And this takes as long as the original evolution itself.

     What the aliens are doing is kind of like what the Romans did thousands of years ago. When the Romans would conquer and defeat an enemy army they would take all the people’s possessions of value and return them to Rome. 

     The Roman soldiers would then rape all of the women in order to have them pregnant with Romans. They would leave Roman Garrisons at the site in order to train the people in the Roman ways. The people who would continue to resist would be eliminated. 

     Then the Roman soldiers would build a road back to Rome the width of a chariot and two horses. That is why you have heard the term “All roads lead to Rome.”  This is also why to this day all roads are about the same width and train tracks and automobiles are sized to be no wider than a Roman Chariot and two horses or Oxen as are all trains. Historic influence on the present is a strange thing. Is it not?
     The alien beings some people call the Greys are doing the exact same thing only they have to do it using our DNA in order to create beings that can live and thrive on this planet and many others. They have been working at it for centuries but haven’t got it quite down yet and that is why so many people come down with various forms of cancer. Human DNA has been modified to the point that it barely can reproduce cells in a proper manner and conducive to the Earth’s fields of origin. Some cells become mutant and when they split and reproduce well, that is the cause of cancer. Cancer simply starts with a strong mutated cell.
     The human cells distort sometimes and mutate because they are not in total harmony with the Earth’s fields. This is how cancer is caused. The cells of our bodies are DNA modified spliced cells of thousands of generations of modifications for thousands of reasons. Once a DNA modification is complete it takes a few generations for the modifications to stabilize and normalize. It is sort of like a healing of the Genome. The scary part is that as of right now we are probably more like them than we were of our own ancestors.

     Did you know that Neanderthal man was actually smarter and much stronger than we are? Neanderthal man’s brains were 15 to 20 percent larger than ours so they were probably very bright. So much for the grunting dumb caveman image! Homosapien man physically is more functional; but by no means is he smarter. We would have been very different if we had evolved naturally from Neanderthal man and not had our DNA tampered with as it has been.
     One good thing about the war if you can see it that way is that maybe we screwed up the planet so bad that the Greys may not want to continue their invasion plans and that is why we have been seeing so many of their craft in the last few years. The military has many records recording alien intervention with nuclear missiles and aircraft. Some people think it is because the aliens are benevolent and have our concern at heart. The truth is that they have their own concerns at heart and view us and this planet as their possessions. Currently they are running tests and doing research to find out if Earth is still worth the effort of keeping or taking!
                                             Chapter Seven
     “When the police don’t follow the law, there is no law”! - Tom Laughlin- Billy Jack

     The lessons taught to the Mojave group continued. Nearly everyone had something important to teach. One day Lot Longfeather a Native American of the Morongo tribe in the Mojave got up to tell of the legend of Giant Rock and the “Integratron”. Lot in his seventies, bent over and old man thin with long shining, silver, hair surrounding his brown wrinkled face carrying the brightly lit brown eyes of a sage. He wore blue jean coveralls, a brown cotton shirt that looked two sizes too big, adorned with turquoise beads and cowboy boots. Lot told everyone the story of Giant Rock, the Integratron and how the Native Americans knew that the end of mankind was near years before the war came. Here is his story; 

     “The Integratron is a wooden, concrete and copper machine built by an aerospace engineer named George Van Tassel in the 1960s and maybe also into the 1970s. The design of it was given to him by aliens from another world. It was built many years ago in order to prolong a man’s life through the use of electrical fields. It was sort of like a giant Tesla Coil that a human could walk through. The Integratron and Giant Rock are still out in the desert near what used to be the town of Landers, California. 
       My people and a few of the other tribes in the area would worship near it but only the chief or the medicine man or the Kachina could approach it as we knew it was sacred. The rest of the tribe would stay a half a mile away.

      A short time after World War two, George Van Tassel and his father hired an American miner of German descent whose name I have long since forgotten. He was sent into the Mojave Desert to look for precious stones and rare metals which all white men love. He was to call George when he found something of importance. He came across Giant Rock lying on a dirt plain in the Mojave Desert near the tiny town of Landers. It was as tall as a seven story building and weighs a hundred thousand tons 
     He burrowed underneath of it and made it his home. The Giant Rock protected him from the desert heat and it stored water that he could drink. It was a round, oblong rock about a hundred feet long.
     For many months he lived there and searched the mountains near by. He was a Ham radio man and erected a radio antenna on top of the mountain nearby. Because of this some of the local people were suspicious of him, believing that he maybe a spy mainly because he was a German. The Second World War was still fresh in their minds so they called the FBI to investigate the man.

     Agents from the FBI showed up and demanded the man come out from under the rock. He was afraid and would not so they threw some tear gas bombs under the rock to flush him out. The gas bombs set off the dynamite that the man used for mining and the explosion killed the man. At least that was the story told to the locals by the FBI men. But many believed the G men killed the German miner out of frustration much in the same way that some police would shoot you in the back if you ran away from them.
     Before the G men arrived and he was killed the German miner had called the Van Tassels and told them to come out to Landers as he had found something interesting. When the Van Tassels arrived the miner had already been killed. But George fell in love with the Mojave Desert and decided to stay. 
     He quit his job at a large aerospace company and moved his family to the Giant Rock. He built a small store under the rock and a small house next to it. He opened a local airport on the dry lake bed on which the rock was located.

     Sometime after, alien spacecraft landed on the lake bed near Giant Rock. The aliens became friendly with George and his family. They taught him many things and told him that the energy grid of the Earth had some bisecting lines that converged in this area near Giant Rock so it was a very special place on the Earth. The Native Americans had known this for centuries as this was a special spiritual place that only the elders and medicine men of the local tribes were allowed to go to for ceremonies.
     The aliens told George that all things living were the result of electrical fields as were all the cells in the body. All living things inhabiting the Earth have one thing in common, Water. They are mostly composed of water and it is the water that vibrates with the various frequencies generated by the Earth and gives all creatures created on the Earth life, health, growth and strength.

     At this time medical science had no idea that this was so. Now of course we know this to be true. But the aliens already knew this. And by amplifying certain electrical fields which are essentially frequency vibrations they could heal their people and regenerate their living cells electrically so they could live longer. The same could be done for humans George was told. 

     Through telepathy the plans for the Integratron were given to George by the aliens. He drew them up according to the dimensions given to him by the aliens. He spent every dime he had saved and all his time for the next couple of decades building this incredible machine. 
     The wooden machine was mounted on a ring of concrete 14 feet thick. Then a huge dome was built entirely from wood. It was about 35 feet high and about 50 feet in diameter. At the center of the top of the dome was mounted another concrete ring in order to hold the dome perfectly round. 

     The dome was made entirely of wood and was wooden pegged together in the ways that buildings were before the invention of the metal nail. This was done so that the tremendous electrical fields it was to generate would not be disturbed by metals in the structure. 
     The dome was so acoustically perfect that a person could whisper at one end of it and another person could hear them anywhere in the dome. 
     It was a two story building. The first floor was in the shape of a large ring and the second was of course the dome. At its’ center is a large wooden tube wrapped in copper wire. The inside of the dome was to be covered with sheet copper. $50,000.00 of copper sheet was purchased and delivered to the site. That kind of money spent on the copper at that time was a fortune.

     There is a sort of track running on the outside of the dome at the midway point between the floors. On the track was a machine that looked sort of like a ladder with metal spheres on it. The ladder structure would whirl around the dome on the track and generate an intense electric field. 
     People would enter the bottom floor and walk through one door and out another in a straight line. The result would be that their cells would be recharged and they would heal and live longer. Some said that the Integratron could double or even triple the human lifespan. 

     George Van Tassel was raising the money for the project by having UFO conventions on the dry lake bed where some say alien craft would land and the beings which looked a lot like Nordic, blonde, white humans would get out and walk among the people who had gathered and answer their questions. He was also raising money through donations. 
     After the copper sheet arrived, someone stole the copper sheet and this slowed the project down and disheartened Van Tassel. And then out of nowhere the U.S. government stepped in. 

     Scientists from Washington D.C. were sent to see the project and warned Van Tassel that a coil of that size would disrupt the Earth’s fields and cause problems but George did not believe them and soldiered on. 
     They asked for the printed blueprints to study and offered their help. George Van Tassel trusted them and gave them the blueprints but the blueprints were never returned and no help was ever given. In essence the U.S. government had stolen the plans in order to sabotage the project.  
     Shortly after that even though he was a healthy man George had a heart attack and died. All George Van Tassel ever wanted to do was to help people to be healthier and live longer. 
     The Integratron project was abandoned and through the years was sold to various people, one group even wanted to make it into a discotheque because it is located only a half an hour drive from the hot spots in Palm Springs, California. 

     Three wealthy and spiritual sisters from New York City eventually bought it, fell in love with the Mojave and moved there. They were trying to get it up and running because the U.S. government had long since forgotten about it when the war came.

      All of the Native American tribes knew the end was coming for most of us as all of the signs told to us by our spirit brothers and ancestors had come true. The Earth was angry at man because of the way he had stripped her and hurt her for his own greed. 
     The Earth especially hated the white man because of the murder to its’ human beings. In the East they found a white Buffalo and in the North they saw the White calf. And here, there was the Giant Rock legend.
     There is a legend of Giant Rock that the tribes here had passed down from father to son. The legend said that one day Giant Rock would crack and break. It had been standing there alone on the dry lake since the beginning of time. Maybe it was there when the dinosaurs still roamed the Earth. But one day it would break and if it broke in half, all of mankind would be wiped from the Earth. If only a piece of it broke off than only the White man would be wiped from the face of the Earth. Whatever happens it would signal a new beginning for the Earth and its animals. 
     Sometime in the 1990s Giant Rock broke. It had been the same way for millions and millions of years and then for an unknown reason it broke. There was no earthquake or explosion. It just cracked and a third of it slammed into the desert floor. Some hikers heard the impact but no one actually saw it happen. 
     Angry white racists painted Nazi swastikas and wrote “White Power” on the sacred rock in defiance of the legend. Whatever, it would not matter as the message was clear. The white man’s time on the Earth was at its’ end. He would be shaken from the Earth like fleas from a mangy dog. Mother Earth had spoken but only the red man was listening.”

     Six months after Lot told his story, while in meditation he went to be with his ancestors. A special convoy was arranged. His body was cremated and his ashes were scattered at the base of Giant Rock…

                                          Chapter Eight
     “What the hell is that”? – Bill Murray- Saturday Night Live
      The Grey Ghost with Phantom the cat sleeping open eyed on the dashboard above the warm heater duct motored through light snow near an endless line of snow covered foothills twenty five miles from what was once Barstow, California. Abe, Kevin, Waldo, Steven and his wife Marcia led the three vehicle expedition which was to end up somewhere near the town of Boron California. 
     Waldo told the group a story of how many years ago there was an Air Force base on a flat lakebed near here. It was called Edwards Air Force Base. It was a base where pilots and astronauts tested aircraft which flew at the edge of space at speeds many times faster than even the bullets fired from their guns could travel. He told about one rocket powered aircraft called the X-15. The group was silent and listened like little children to Waldo’s stories.
     “The X-15 flew so fast and high that it would be launched from the state of Utah, fly up to space and then it would land here in California only a few minutes later. It flew faster the 4,500 miles per hour. Its million horse power rocket engine would fire for only 90 seconds in order to cover the distance from the tip of Utah, across Nevada and land at this California Air Force base which had once been located somewhere in this area.” He said. 

      He explained how he had studied aircraft and high speed vehicles for most of his life in order to build his machines and learned so much in his life that he was asked to lecture at the University of Southern California and for quite a few years he was the curator at the Colonel Vernon P. Saxon Jr. Aerospace museum in the little town of Boron that also used to be somewhere around here. There was also a huge strip mine near here where they had mined Boron and Borax for over a hundred and fifty years. He was very familiar with this area although it looked very different now.
     He had come to this area hundreds of times but did not remember any line of multi colored foothills in this area. The truck stopped at the base of the small rainbow colored, snow covered mountain range. The hills were of green, bright white and various shades of red to browns lightly dusted with snow. The color mix was beautiful and the result of the mixing of granite, coppers and iron ores. The hills were unevenly spaced with gaps in between them.
     Kevin a blonde, stout, muscular, carpenter who was nick named “The wood butcher” had a gravely voice and was getting out of the truck.  Cocking a pump sawed off 12 gauge shotgun he said. “I’ll scramble up the hillside and see whats’ up.” 
     He climbed through the snow, up the fifty foot mound of soft dirt and multi colored rock. The ridge looked as if it ran from horizon to horizon in a sort of arc away from their position. From the top he stood and froze from the biting wind and pulled out his binoculars and scanned for a few seconds. 
     Abe called. ”What can you see? Can you see the old base or the town of Boron?” “Nope, nothing for miles…I mean there’s nothing but a big flat level plain of what looks like green colored ice. Looks like it goes on and on for a hundred miles.” “What?”  Abe said “I have got to see this” 
     Abe was Arabic in decent of middle age and with dark thin features. He had a PHD in nanotechnology and was intensely curious. Waldo liked Abe as he was very intelligent and observant and very little got by him. He was serious and reminded Waldo of Mr. Spock only without the ears. They would talk for hours of ideas, history and theories on the long expeditions.
     Abe and Waldo scrambled up through the snow. Steven and Marcia stayed to guard the vehicle. Marcia was nick named “Annie Oakley” and had a reputation of being a sure shot after shooting out the eye of a desert rabbit one time while in full run. You couldn’t ask for better back up than Steven and Marcia. Steven was tall dark and wiry and Marcia was fair, blonde and serious. They complimented each other like peanut butter and jelly and had been married for many years. 
     “What the hell is this?” Kevin asked. His breath still labored from the climb Abe said “It is a crater, a crater made by one a hell of an air burst, a super bomb! Whatever was at the epicenter of this bad boy seriously needed taking out.” The huge, flat crater reminded him of the Clavius crater on the moon. 
     “What looks like has happened here” Abe went on “An air burst at 7 to 10,000 feet of greater than 50 megatons created a shock wave that blasted down and scattered the tailings of the Boron mine into a flat circle creating this ridge. Kind of like what happens when you drop a stone in a pond or a coin on a tabletop covered with dust.
     The tailings are the ripple that fanned out from the explosion. The various minerals of the tailings are the rainbow colored hills we are standing on. The arc of hills goes around towards the horizon. I would guess this is the rim of a circle of about fifteen or more miles in diameter. My next question is what the hell was so important that it had to be hit this way?”
     “I have a pretty good idea.” Waldo piped in “At the bottom of the old Boron Mine which is a huge pit cut into the Earth created from a hundred years of the mining of Borax and Boron. There is a hole or more it was a tunnel. The pit is nearly two miles long, a half of a mile wide and eight hundred feet deep. At the northwest corner of the mine pit there was a hole bored into the base of the mine wall. 
     Many years ago I asked the curator of the Boron mine museum what that hole was for and he told me that during the cold war the military dug out twenty miles of tunnels under the Earth there. It was to be a safe haven for important political and military personnel living in the Los Angeles area should there ever be a nuclear attack. He said that the facility had long since been abandoned after flooding had taken over the tunnels. Obviously, he was lying to me about the abandoning part! Or maybe the enemy who ever that was wasn’t up on current affairs.”
     “What caused the green ice then?” Kevin asked. “The high temperatures of the blast melted the desert sand into Trinitite which looks like green glass. Then it rained radioactive ash and water followed by the freeze of the nuclear winter we are experiencing and “Walla”, it turned this area into a giant green ice skating ring.”
      “Great idea. I brought along the skates my girlfriend just gave me for Christmas!”  Kevin said and he scurried back down the slope to the truck to retrieve his ice skates. Waldo slid down to the truck, got on the CB and relayed what they had found back to home base and Steve G.
     Abe could not see the gash of the mine even from this height on top of the hill and figured it to be near the epicenter of the crater seven to ten miles away. Waldo told Steve and Marcia about the discovery as Kevin scaled the hillside and scrambled down to the ice, skates in hand. 
     Marcia asked… “If there were really places like that Waldo, why weren’t we ever told anything about them?”… 
     “That was a party most of us expendable folk as I like to call us weren’t invited to kid. I remember talking to a miner who lived in the town of Boron. He told me that the plan as far as he knew it was for everyone in the town to go there to be safe from a nuclear attack. 
     He said that during a practice sessions he remembered as a little kid waiting for the bus (that would take them to the opening at the base of the mine pit) for hours and hours. Now that doesn’t even make any sense to me. My guess is that the people of the town were to wait for a bus that would never come during a real attack. That way they wouldn’t rush the shelter and try and take it over. They would be waiting patiently for the transfer bus to show up while the rich and famous ran inside and closed the blast door.
      I’ve never worn a Rolex but I’ve always known what time it was. And that story sounded like the bus for the town’s people would show up at about bullshit O’clock. The town’s people would still be waiting for the bus to arrive when they got vaporized.” 
     “What would be in those tunnels?” Steven asked
      “Everything” Waldo replied. “Hospitals, food, supplies, weapons, science labs, art and music, books and high powered computers loaded with their version of science and history.”  He went on. “There were 1,500 of these such places built in the U.S.S.R. for the Soviet Union elite during the cold war. Obviously some Soviets were more equal than others, Comrade! 
     There are probably just as many of these rat holes here in the states where the wealthy and political rats are still waiting in relative luxury for the radioactivity to reach acceptable levels before they crawl back out and screw up the planet again.” 
     With his binoculars Abe was watching Kevin scoot across the ice at the base of the hillside cutting figure eights and circles. “Almost gracefully” Abe thought. Sliding to a stop Kevin looked up at Abe like a grateful, happy child, grinning like a possum eating a sweet potato. Kevin was having himself a time. “Yeee Haaa, Merry Christmas”! Kevin laughed.
     Silently a thin green beam of light tracked Kevin. It originated from somewhere over the horizon and near the epicenter of the green ice plain. Kevin noticed it quickly and looked down at his chest where it had focused into a ten inch diameter circle. It was a green laser beam of beautiful, crystal clarity. The sparkling light was clearly visible in the twilight, semi darkness of the nuclear winter. It was amazing and hypnotic to look at. 
     A second later Kevin exploded into a thousand bloody red fragments, the pieces of his body splashed against the hillside like red mud. Dozens of 20 millimeter cannon rounds slammed through Kevin and into the hillside creating a puff cloud of dirt and snow.
      “What the hell?” Abe exclaimed, still looking through the binoculars frozen in fear and surprise. Then as reality came back to him, self preservation kicked in and he dropped to the snow. A few seconds later he heard a sound in the far off distance of a “BZZZZZZZT” like the buzzing of electricity or a quick trigger burst from a gasoline chain saw. It echoed off of the hillsides and then went silent...  “Yeah, Merry Christmas Kevin” He thought and began to weep….
                                        Chapter Nine

     “And old Satan Claus, he’s out there Jimmy and he’s just getting stronger.”

“So what do we do about that”?

“Be prepared son, that’s my motto…Be prepared.” –Joe Hollenbeck, (Bruce Willis), Jimmy Dix (Damon Wayans)
“The Last Boy Scout”

     The ride back was solemn after the conversation concerning what had happened. The group concluded that Kevin was probably killed by a long range version of a Phalanx gun. This is a radar guided, computer controlled, Vulcan M-61- 20 millimeter gattling gun developed by the Navy and mounted on ships as a last ditch effort to protect Naval vessels from being destroyed by low flying missiles or attack aircraft. 
     Waldo explained. “They fire over 3,000 rounds a minute, that is 50 rounds a second! They throw up an impenetrable wall of lead. They don’t use tracers or explosive rounds as they aren’t needed with that rate of fire. Whoever is hiding in that holdout at the center of that ice plain is obviously considered extremely important and needs protection of the highest order!   
     The Phalanx gun tracks incoming targets on radar and then determines which target is of greatest threat to a ship, some use a Helium/ Neon (HeNe) green colored Laser to sight, range and target an incoming threat. Then the gun fires a continuous burst of 20 millimeter rounds at the target until it is either destroyed or turns away, Its’ computer then fires on the next most threatening target. All this is done in fractions of a second.” Waldo knew about these weapons as his son had a friend who worked on the Phalanx gun while in the Navy many years ago.

     After recounting the seconds which lapsed from the time the rounds struck Kevin until he heard the “bzzzzzzt” sound from the gun firing from over the horizon, Abe concluded that the sound came about 28 to 30 seconds after the rounds hit Kevin. Sound travels at roughly 1,100 feet per second so the gun was 7 to 8 miles away. No one knew how a Phalanx gun had such a range as the Phalanx guns of the past were good for only about 3 to 5 miles of effective range… 
     As the group got closer to the Ord Mountains they could hear Steve G. on his radio broadcasting on frequency 19, the one used for the expeditions and emergencies. “Warning! All the expeditions currently out”! His voice was frantic… “We are under attack. The area is being shelled by military tanks! Do not return to camp… repeat do not approach the camp”!

     “It’s Christmas Day for crise sakes. And what the hell is he talking about? No one has any tanks anymore. He can’t be serious.” Said Marcia. “Merry Christmas”! Someone replied.
     As the convoy of three vehicles led by the Grey Ghost came over the ridge they could see smoke and flames rising from the houses on the hillside. There in front of the camp set into a stationary triad were three General Electric M1 Abrams battle tanks. They were stationary, pointed slightly upward on the incline of the mountain slope. 
     The center tank was sporting a black Pirate skull and crossbones flag on her antenna and was raising its 105 millimeter gun. It fired a round at the HAM radio antenna on the top of the Ord Mountains. The tank seemed to leap from the concussion of the gun shot and for a second was obscured by a huge puff of snow. The tracer round missed the tower and sailed over the mountain top. Obviously, the tank occupants were monitoring Steve G’s broadcasts. 

     The tank on the right fired next and it missed the tower also. Every few seconds a camp member returned small caliber fire from a window or behind cover of a rock, a tiny tuft of smoke giving away their position. Then a rake of machine gun fire from one of the tanks would pummel the area. Lastly the third tank fired and it missed the tower also. Its round however landed low and exploded near the base of the tower. Steve G. was excitedly repeating his message over and over burning up channel 19 of the CB radio.
     Finally, the center tank again fired but this time at the radio shack containing Steve G. located 500 feet below the tower on the mountainside. The round struck low but the explosion concussion bounded rocks and soil into the sheet metal shack collapsing it inwards and turning it into a cloud of snow and debris. 
     Abe in panic grabbed the microphone of the CB and was going to try to call Steve G. but Waldo switched off the radio and quickly turned his vehicle behind a small hill. The other two vehicles followed in suit.

     Waldo jumped out into the waist high snow and everyone from the other vehicles crowded around him. “OK…OK….OK… What the hell are we going to do here”? He was asking himself as well as the others because he was in a state of surprise, shock and panic and was hoping someone else would come up with a good idea as his brain was currently mush. “Any ideas? Come on now, a lot of you guys were military, now gimme something…anything”!

     “How in the world are we gonna fight tanks? We can’t do anything about them. Maybe we should just wait until they get out and attack them when the sun goes down under cover of darkness. If we try anything else they’ll blast us into the Ozone the second they see us.” Jonathon nervously ranted. Jonathon was a smallish, impish young man who was riding with Big John in John’s hopped up camouflaged Chevy Suburban. 
     “Those guys couldn’t hit the side of a barn from what I just saw.” Said Marcia “Yeah, they shoot like shit”! Added Steven.  “OK…Good point so we’ve got that going for us. They probably took those Abrams from the National Guard Armory down in Riverside. So they probably aren’t very good at handling the guns in them yet… Now what”?  Waldo said, his mind was starting to warm up now even standing and shivering in the deep snow, the tubes in his brain were starting to glow red hot.
     “Those M1 tanks only carry four guys” Piped in Big John. “One man under the gun that drives the tank and three maybe four guys in the tank itself and the turret.”  I didn’t see any feet on the ground so let’s assume all the bad guys are riding in high style inside the tanks. That gives us a total of twelve to fifteen bad guys. They all have thirty caliber machine guns out forward and in the turret but no fifties mounted on top. The thirties could be a problem” 
     “If they shoot those machine guns like they shot those big guns, I can get them all with a hairpin.” Marcia said.  
     “Now we’re getting somewhere.” Waldo said. His mind reached back into his knowledge of history and combat… He blurted out. “Molotov! Molotov cocktails, that is what we’ll use to take those tanks out or at least get their attention in order to chase us.” 
     “Chase us…Chase us where”? asked Jonathon. 
     Big John looked at Waldo with a We’re all on the same page look …“Back to the Phalanx gun” Big John said. “It’s only seventy miles from here and if we bob and weave on full burner all the way we might just get them onto the green ice without getting ourselves killed.”  
     “Then what? Can a Phalanx gun take out a fifty ton tank?” Steven asked. 
     “Those M-61 Vulcan guns were used on the A-10 Wart Hog only the rounds were 30 millimeters they called them “tank busters” and they were also used on the Navy’s Grumman F-14 Tomcat fighter/ bomber jet. They can cut a tank in half like a chainsaw cuts butter. Only, we will have to stay real close to the tanks on the drive out because their big guns can end the party at any time. So we stay to the left front of the tanks, just past the treads and watch for them as they try to turn into you and if anyone pops out of the hatch to man the thirty cal, send him to his maker.” Waldo replied.
     “Once they chase us onto the ice plain we turn back into them head on and drive past them back through the spaces in the hills. If we are lucky the tanks will only have time enough to get one round off at us and then the Phalanx gun should clean their clocks. Hopefully the Phalanx guns’ computer will consider the tanks the greatest threat and just maybe the gun will fire on them first. We can only pray that to be the case. 
     When the tanks turn around to chase us off of the ice plain they will offer their backsides to the Phalanx gun. They’re powered by turbine engines and are most vulnerable from the rear. Once we turn, we let “our buddies” manning the Phalanx gun do the rest.” 

     “I say we wait until nightfall and try to catch them while they are sleeping.” said Jonathon. 
    “Sorry kid, I can’t go with you on that one because they’ll be sleeping on top of your girlfriend or one of the youngsters by that time. I am not letting even one more person become anyone else’s play thing. That’s not happening on my watch. 
      We have got to act and act right now while they’re still focused on the camp. Are you guys with me? If I have to, I’ll go it alone. Now, where do you all stand on this?” Waldo bellowed. His courage was rising and for a brief moment he had even convinced himself that he actually had a ghost of a chance of pulling this off.           

     “What is a Molotov cocktail,” Marcia asked, her mind off in a wanted to be forgotten and hidden memory… 
      Years ago a few months after the initial nuclear strikes and before the automated biological attacks carried out from unmanned geosynchronous weapons satellites, Marcia was a girl barely into her teen years, alone and afraid, hiding in the basement of her parents’ home. Her parents had not returned from foraging a few days before. She did not know it at the time but they would never return. 

     Four dirty, hungry and lustful men broke into the basement and began to have their way with her. Laughing and chortling they threw her back and forth between them as she screamed in terror. She pleaded and showed them where the food was hidden. “You can have it all. Please don’t hurt me! I won’t tell anyone you were here”! Two of the men tore open the food bins and began to eat and loading up their backpacks. 

     The other two were hungry for something else. They slapped her as she wept and pleaded, pulling at her. They continued to pass her back and forth as the others raided the food her parents had saved. Her assailants were enraptured by her beauty, fear and most of all by her helplessness.
     After a few minutes she couldn’t fight back as she was completely exhausted. She blacked out, her skinny body fell there on the dirty, water and blood stained concrete floor like a discarded rag doll as another dirty, stinking, drooling retch began to reach down for her. “I’m not going to hurt you, you sweet little thing. I’m gonna make you feel reeaal good”!… 
     Suddenly the dark, musty room became filled with light as the door was again opened and then flashed with the sound and light of gunfire. In a few seconds all four men were either dead or moaning, sprawled out on their backs or lying in unnatural positions as they bled out. They all had set down their weapons in order to partake in the “spoils of war.” That decision had cost them their lives. 
     Steven, a ragged, skin and bones teenager himself was foraging for food a few doors down when he heard the screaming. He opened the door and shot two of the men in the back as they lustfully hovered over their prey. Then he emptied his 9mm into the other two who were gorging themselves and laughing while watching the show and waiting for their turn. Frozen in a trained shooting stance, his face was dirty, his clothes torn and his eyes were full of tears, the empty Glocke still smoking in his hands…. 
     Steven and Marcia have been together ever since. “Just like peanut butter and jelly.” Waldo would always say. One time a couple of years ago, Waldo had asked them where they had met. They glanced at each other and Steven’s eyes searched for the floor as Marcia took control of the conversation. 
     “Steven has always been my hero!” She said nervously. Waldo never asked again. But that day years ago had left Marcia with a hardened look in her eyes. She was no one to toy with…Not anymore anyway!  “And how do we make em? The Molotov cocktails, I mean” Marcia continued….  
      Waldo went on with one of his quick historical lesson. Waldo had been the curator of a museum many years ago and the “teacher” in him had never left. “Molotov cocktails were used during the Communist Bolshevik revolution in Russia specifically to fight tanks. They are simply a wine bottle filled with gasoline and topped with a rag stuffed into the neck where the cork went. You light the rag and throw it onto the top of a tank. It bursts into flame. 
     Sometimes the guys in the tank think they are going to be cooked alive. So they pop the hatch and you shoot them as they climb out.” Waldo explained. “Now, all we have are plastic water bottles. So we will need to get some glass canning jars and poke a hole into the caps so that we can stuff rags into them to use as fuses. Hammer, get the Jerry cans of spare gas from the Grey Ghost and don’t let Phantom out of the cab.”
     “How does he know all this stuff”? Jonathon asked about Waldo.
 “He’s smart!”  Big John responded. 
 “Yeah, he’s smart.” Added Marcia. 
      Standing next to Jonathon was Glenn, a stout construction worker that Waldo had knick named “The Hammer” because he could fix or build just about anything. The Hammer had built a mid 1970s Jeep Comanche pick up truck into a semi monster truck with huge wheels powered by a 454 cubic inch Chevy big block. The monster engine was fueled by a high rise manifold sporting twin 680 Holley dual feed carburetors and Hooker headers. It is painted a brilliant fire engine red in color with bright yellow flames running down its side. He affectionately referred to her as “Big Red.” The Hammer does not believe in being stealthy. The Hammer always says. “If I run into people who are twisted…They’ll need to be hammered, it’s the only way to straighten them out.” 

     “Hammer here is a better thought, take Jay with you, go to the Wal Mart warehouse and bring me back a couple of gallons of Naphtha and a couple of gallons of Palm oil…Oh, and some fine rags maybe handkerchiefs or cleaning cloths, preferably cotton and a couple of boxes of the larger size mason jars, the kind used for canning. 
     Take your vehicle because it is the fastest and don’t forget where the gas pedal is. We’ll be waiting here. The longer it takes you to return the more of our people are gonna die. Now, hit the bricks”! Waldo demanded. 
     “Color me gone”! Hammer replied, he and Jay climbed back into the Monster truck and roared off through the snow into the distance.
     “What is with the Naphtha and the Palm oil”? Steven asked. “Napalm, am I right Waldo?” Big John replied. Waldo nodded “Nasty stuff.” Big John continued. “Saw it dropped on the Vietcong and more than one village full of innocent citizens or should I say victims in the Nam. 
     Sticks like glue to you and the more you swat at it to try and get it off the more it burns your skin off. Imagine a combination of Jello and super glue on fire. Get a little splash on you and you’re toast. The nasty stuff sometimes even stays lit under water.
      One time on a body count I pull this Cong from a river and he was burnt up bad. I’m sayin’ he or she, there was no telling really. The guy was crispy with a capitol C, looked like a burnt match stick. No one could figure it out until the Lieutenant said it was Napalm.” 
     “Right John”! Waldo interrupted before John’s dissertation got any worse. His voice was shivering just as much from fear as from the cold. “I was thinking of Molotov cocktails of Napalm rather than gasoline. We’ll use gasoline to soak the rag wicks. The Napalm will stick to the tanks and keep them on fire for quite awhile. Maybe some of these jerks will even panic and abandon one or two of the tanks. That will make our fight a bit easier.

     What we do is, each one of us picks a tank and we run up along side of all three tanks all at once, all of us need to be positioned on the inside of the formation so that the tanks will have to turn into each other to fire on us. We cover the tops of the tanks with flaming Napalm and then turn and burn and run jinking or zig zagging all the way back to the ice plain. Any tank gets eliminated, that group runs for cover to fight another day.
     We stay close to the tanks, real close, I mean right by their sides but far enough away so they can’t ram us. If we stay close they can’t use the big gun and can only fire on us intermittently with the .30 cal in the turret or on the front fender. The fire of the napalm will keep them relatively blind and maybe they won’t even be able to spray us with the .30s.”

     “Yeah, sounds real assuring” Jonathon said sarcastically.

     “Can the Napalm burn through to get to the guys in the tanks”?  Marcia asked. “No way” Waldo replied. “But they might not know that. If they pop the top and abandon the tank, cap them if they hit the ground and are not on fire. If they are on fire don’t waste the rounds cause the Napalm will finish them off even if they roll around in the snow. Make sure you always use the tank you are shadowing as a shield from the other tanks. If you get too far away from your shield they will blast you or turn into you with their machine guns.”  

      After contemplating Waldo’s “iffy” plan Steven asked. “Do you think we should try and negotiate with them”?  
     “I’m guessing Steve G. already tried that. That Pirate flag makes it pretty obvious. You can see what their answer was. No, guys like that want it all and always have. That is why they commandeered the tanks in the first place. It’s your basic concept of “Peace through superior firepower.” Those MX Abrams tanks have gas turbine engines in them that can run 65 miles per hour or faster if they take off the governor. They run on diesel fuel, kerosene or gasoline so their range is pretty much unlimited. No, my guess was they have been going from camp to camp a Viking.”

     “You mean to tell me that you think there are Vikings in those tanks”? Asked Steven. 
      “No “Viking” wasn’t the name of the Norseman raiders of ancient history. It was what they did, they went about raiding, raping and pillaging or they went a “Viking.” It was a verb that became a noun as the people of old Europe simply said that the Norsemen were Vikings, that means that they were raiders. 
     It was a big party for the Vikings then and I’m sure it’s been a hell of party for these jerks here now. But that’s’ all about to change cause they picked the wrong camp to fuck with.” 
     “Yeah, these clowns have got to go down!” Big John said with a big meaty clenched fist thumb turned down.
     Waldo and the group were now lying in a few inches of snow overlooking the hillside with binoculars. They watched as the tanks sprayed each home with .30 caliber machine gun bursts. “Well my Viking dudes, the cops have just showed up at your little shin dig because your damn music was way too loud…This party is just about over.”  Waldo mumbled.

     “How in the hell do you know all this stuff”? Steven and Marcia asked in unison. 
     “I’m smart” Waldo said. “Or at least I hope I’m as smart as I think I am or we’re all as good as dead.”
                                        Chapter Ten

    “How these Spaniards love their moment of truth, their compulsion to die… To drench the ground with their blood…Why?”
“Probably because it is their ground General.”-The Pride and the Passion- General Jourvet (Theodore Bikel), Sermaine (John Wengraf)
     The Naphtha and Palm oil mixed into a pale white glue like gelatinous liquid. The Mason jar tops were screwed into place and gasoline soaked cloths were inserted into a knife slits stabbed into their tops.

     “Are we going to have time to test out one of these”? Asked Jay

“No” replied Waldo watching the actions of the tanks through the binoculars. “They have stopped firing and most of the camp has run out their back doors into the hills to hide. There is no return fire so the bad boys will be moving up in a moment. 
     Mount up Cowboys and cowgirl and may God bless us all with a victory. Waldo bowed his head and the others followed…Dear God Almighty creator of the Universe give us victory over our tormentors so we can carry on with your work. I ask this in the name of your son Jesus Christ, Amen…Hand me three of those jars, now lets go.” 
     “Amen.” They all said in unison.
     “I’d settle for just one more day of life right about now, Amen” Big John finished.
     “John, get on the CB and find out what channel they are talking to each other on and keep quiet. That will give us an edge on them.” Waldo said. 

     “I got them on 23.” John called out from his cab. Everyone turned their radios to channel 23 and listened. They could hear what sounded like southern accents but they couldn’t make out what was being said as it was garbled. “Lets, go and cook us up some hillbillies…Get your balls out boys…Sorry Marcia.” Big John said. Everyone laughed nervously as they fired up their vehicles.
     The three trucks quickly pulled up alongside the tanks, the vehicles were now six abreast. Waldo began first and gently tossed a lit mason jar through his window onto the top of the center tank. With a slight “poof” the Napalm spread and ignited over the entire top of the tank. The Pirate flag began to burn. “It works.” Jonathon said. Within seconds the others vehicles followed suit. All the viewing ports on the tanks were covered in flame. Inside the tanks the image must have been terrifying.
     The center tank was broadcasting frantically but what was being said was still garbled, the chatter was excited between the tanks and the tanks started to move forward. They all turned to the right and began to withdraw in an attempt to sight their fiery assailants.   
     The SUV, the Hammer’s Big Red monster and the Grey Ghost shadowed the three tanks’ every move and matched their speeds precisely. Resembling a dance, each vehicle ran alongside each of their target tanks with precision. 
     The intimidating looking tanks were much bigger up close and personal than they had looked from a distance. They were thirty feet long from rear fender to barrel tip, ten feet high and seemed to be much more nimble in movement than Waldo had expected.
     Then the center tank popped its’ top hatch and spun its’ turret to face backwards. The big gun just missed the side of the Grey Ghost as it turned to a full 180 degree rearward position. The driver positioned in the front of the tank popped his hatch. He and the other three men from the turret all scrambled out and leapt from the tank onto the snow and mud all at once. All four men were on fire and running away in terror from the now rumbling and still slowly moving tank. 

     In panic they began rolling in the snow. Their movements spread the napalm over their entire bodies. Even though Waldo was concentrating on the fight he could hear a shriek from one of the men over the sound of the three tanks’ turbine engine whine and the tread and tires tearing up the terrain. 

     Now there were only two tanks to deal with. “The odds are getting better by the minute.” Waldo thought that the center tank which was now stationary and idling had probably been controlled by the brains of the outfit. That is if any of these guys had any brains. “The way they fought they probably didn’t have two brain cells to rub together in order to create a spark.” Waldo mumbled to himself. 

     The leader had chosen to abandon his place of safety for the open snow. Waldo thanked God for that man’s fear of fire. Then he spun the Grey Ghost forward in front of the remaining tanks and got their attention as the napalm flames began to subside a bit. He tossed another cocktail onto Big John’s target tank put the pedal to the metal and turned away at full throttle.
     He called out on the CB for the Hammer and Jay to stay with him and told everyone else to bail and head for the snow mounds for cover. The vehicles stopped for a split second, Big John and Jonathon with Steven and Marcia aboard spun away and drove for cover behind a hillside. Everyone else ran away and scattered in all directions. Waldo told Abe to jump out. He hit the ground running and ducked behind the now still and burning tank.

     Waldo and the Hammer roared forward of the tanks as they quickly spun their big guns around for a shot. Waldo and the Hammer stood on their accelerators and leapt away from the tanks. They began weaving, zig-zagging right and then left in random patterns as they headed back for the green ice plain. It was going to be the longest drive of their lives.
     The tanks were faster than Waldo had thought they would be. The weaving chase was sometimes reaching 80 miles per hour. The Hammer radioed “Damn these things are a hell of a lot faster than I thought they would be by a long shot!” 
      Waldo replied “That’s a good thing Glenn. The quicker we will get to the ice plain”…
     “O K, if you say so chief”!

     Every now and then one tank would try to anticipate a vehicle movement and get off a shot. Snow would be pounded upward from the concussion of the shot blast and for a few seconds everyone would be blinded in the white cloud made from the gun shockwave.
     Some of the 105 millimeter rounds shrieked very close to the weaving vehicles, one passed through the camouflage netting covering the ladder rack mounted to the back of the Grey Ghost leaving a huge burning hole in its wake. “Now, there’s a conversation piece for you” Hammer laughed over the radio. 
     The rounds would scream past with a sucking sound and a shriek and explode off in the distance. The shock waves of the passing round would pound the two trucks startling Waldo and the Hammer.
      Jay looking backwards was calling out the tanks position to the Hammer. Waldo rode alone with Phantom. Phantom had by now retreated to a corner under the rear seat of the cab, her claws digging into the carpet in order to just hold on. Her eyes were closed in terror. Waldo kept the electric windows rolled up so she couldn’t jump out at speed in panic.  
     The Hammer called out on the radio. “Ahead on the right…There is the ring of hills and the openings through to the plain…I’ll go through the one on the left and you take the one on the right!” His voice was excited and exhausted from the constant steering, clutching and braking that was needed in order to keep from sliding into a crash on the slick surface or worse being blown to bits. 
     “Roger that!” was Waldo’s reply. The tracks of the vehicles chased by the tanks split into a wide “Y”. The tanks were relentless in their pursuit, obviously fueled by anger. “Anger in a fight will get you killed every time.” Waldo thought out loud.
     Waldo had the accelerator pedal to the floor as he hit the glasslike green ice of the plain. The Grey Ghost swerved out of control into a great arc and was spinning just as his pursuer fired again. BOOM!
     The fifty ton weight of the tanks wide open in hot pursuit was unaffected by the ice and they simply drove on under full control as the treads shattered through the thin layer of ice and Trinitite into the soft, frozen mud below. Their speed was down to about half of what it was as the mud under the ice was as sticky as taffy.

     The screeching round missed and flew low and level out over the horizon toward the center of the ice plain…

      Eight miles away the tracking radar and Helium, Neon laser of the Phalanx gun tracked the in coming round and fired on it, detonating the tank round in mid flight. Now the Phalanx radar focused on its’ oncoming assailants. All at once its’ computer determining which of its’ four targets was of greatest threat. 

     “Nice skid.” The Hammer radioed to Waldo… 
     “Yeah, right!” Waldo replied. Waldo could tell that the Hammer and Jay were laughing. “They were actually enjoying this! There is something wrong with those kids” Waldo thought. The Hammer’s truck was much faster than the Grey Ghost and he was further out onto the ice plain than Waldo and his pursuer. 
     The Hammer’s four ton red monster truck “Big Red” was shod with huge 3 foot diameter wheels which had a fairly good grip through the ice and the mud. The Hammer cranked the wheel, slipped the clutch, spinning his truck. This allowed him to circle around his tank spurting a rooster tail of mud and ice. The tank still covered with small dancing Napalm flames quickly snap turned on a locked track to get off a shot. 
     From over the horizon the tracking laser of the Phalanx gun centered on the rear of the Hammer’s assailant. A fraction of a second later the tank was ripped open like it was hit by a giant meat cleaver and was on fire. The remaining rounds inside of the tank were ignited and exploding one after the other, blowing the tanks’ huge square turret off and ripping the tank apart in a spray of bright white sparks, multi colored smoke and flame. The puffing and explosions continued on as each round inside was detonated. 
     The Hammer inside his monster truck was in the shadow of the ensuing explosions and at over 100 miles per hour he was squirting twin fifty foot tall rooster tails of mud as he squeaked back through the opening in the hills and spun left ducking behind the hillside as the tracking laser painted his truck. The following 20 millimeter rounds blew the hillside apart as he made his escape. “Hell Yeah!” He chortled into the radio.  “Hammer one, hillbilly tank assholes zero!” He and Jay laughed…

     Waldo radioed “Man guys that was shit hot!”
     “Shit hot from Big Red” was the reply. 
     Waldo copied the move exactly. The last tank followed suit and also turned to fire on a locked track. But Waldo’s tank then stopped dead in order to get off an even better shot. That pause was all that was needed. From over the horizon the Phalanx gun tracked the tank over the Grey Ghost. The tank was not retreating and it was now considered the greatest threat. Waldo could see in his rear view mirror the flash and the explosions as the Phalanx gun accomplished its’ deadly mission. 
     With gritted teeth, flat out, he wanted to weave back and forth through the opening in the hillsides but because the Grey Ghost wasn’t as fast as the Monster truck and he was so scared and in such a state of panic, he simply stood on the accelerator and made a bee line straight for the opening. He knew that the tracking laser was already focused on his tailgate as he could see the green flash glinting in his rearview mirrors. The computer was deciding whether to fire on the Grey Ghost or not. She was retreating after all.
     Sure that his life was about to be over, his panicked, fatigued mind slowed down time. He called back to Phantom and said…”Sorry about this girl, I should have tossed you out miles ago.” Waldo expected to be standing before his maker a second later when suddenly a very large round inside of the destroyed tank detonated in a tremendous “BOOM”! of shock wave, flame and smoke. The tracking laser was blinded for a split second. Then again reacquired the Grey Ghost after the instantaneous ball of flame billowed up and out of the way, rolling into a small flaming mushroom cloud.

     Waldo, Phantom and the Grey Ghost were now in a sideways slide tucking in behind the hillsides. A fraction of a second later, a burst of 20 millimeter rounds ripped up the Earth in a burst of light and mud exactly where the truck would have been if it had been running straight. 
     “Kind of sloppy but good enough, I guess!” The Hammer laughed out over the radio as he and Jay watched the Grey Ghost slide to a muddy stop. 
     Waldo strained to pull his white knuckled hands free from the steering wheel; he was sweating as well as shaking in the cold. “I’m getting way too old for this shit!” He said out loud to Phantom. Phantom was not going to come out from under the rear seat for another couple of days or at least until Waldo fed her…  

                                        Chapter Eleven
“I know what I want and I know how to get it…” –“Anarchy”-The

 Sex Pistols
     Returning back to camp, things looked bleak. Steve G had to have his foot amputated as it was too damaged to simply stitch and bandage. Twenty people were dead and many others were simply missing. Fear and panic during the attack had led them to run into the hillsides and hide. The temperature was quickly dropping as the sun set and soon it would be freezing again. Waldo sent the Hammer and Big John out in their vehicles to try and find everyone before the cold got to them. 

     Linda a pretty, blonde twenty something who had had some EMT training said “We have got to get some of the others to a hospital or they are not going to survive.” “I’ve stopped the bleeding but Abe and I will have to do some surgery and soon.” Marcia replied.

     “Waldo said that there was probably a hospital in that shelter protected by the Phalanx gun.” 
      “Maybe we should try and radio them or contact them to see if they will help us.” Waldo said.
      “Their answer was the Phalanx gun so forget it. People like that believe that they don’t have enough to share. Remember, there has to be someone loading ammunition into that gun and as far as they are concerned we are a threat to their survival, besides a fortress like that is unbeatable.” She said.
     “Big John said. “Nothing is unbeatable. Anything man can build…can be defeated by man.”
      “Big John is right.” Waldo said. Did you ever hear about the Maginot line? It was a fortress built by the French along their borders with Germany. It was built to keep the Germans out of France. It was similar to the Great Wall of China. It was a giant wall built of miles of reinforced concrete with ramparts and turrets sheltering heavy artillery and huge cannon. During World War II the Germans defeated it even though it was considered unconquerable by most of the World’s standards of warfare at that time.” 
     “How did they do it?” Linda asked. 
     “The Germans went around it and came up the backside of it through Belgium. The guns were designed to fire in the direction of Germany not Belgium. So the Nazis overran it from behind. 

     We won’t be so lucky as I am convinced that Phalanx gun pivots 360 degrees so there is no getting around the backside of it. No, what we need is to get to that gun and take it out fast. We will need some diversions to give us time to reach the gun… No, what we need is speed and a hell of a lot of it!” Waldo continued.
     “I am afraid the only way we will get to use that hospital is to take it away. Now, let’s think this through and figure out a way to make this happen. Everyone think Maginot line. So what have we got?  We have a barely used and slightly crispy battle tank. Jerry has been playing with it and he says that there are still seven 105mm rounds onboard. He said there are also two dozen or so vintage hand grenades in the tank and a few hundred rounds of ammunition for the thirty caliber machine guns. So that is a start. Let me think about this for awhile and figure something out. If anyone has any ideas spit em out. I’m all ears as our injured don’t have a lot of time left. What else have we got?”….
     Waldo smoked an old cherry cigar and rocked away in his chair with Phantom purring softly in his lap. His fireplace was roaring and popping. When ever he was alone he would drift back to his younger days. His memories of better times were all he had left.

     He smiled as he remembered Denise’s childlike sense of humor and all the projects he had worked on when they used to matter. Now, all these fantastic machines sat in warehouses scattered around the Mojave or at the old El Ranchito Rackete ranch buried in the back of rotting shipping containers. He remembered an old project he had devoted a major portion of his life to but had never reached completion. The result of changes in what people thought was important after the advent of computers and “online everything”. 
     “God, how cool it would have been if I could have gotten the Sonic Winds up to speed.” He reminisced.  He was not really even sure how fast they would have gone if given their head. He was distracted from his thought by a numb pain in his arm. It hurt and was a bit swollen after he had donated blood for Steve G. “Sometimes being type O can be a curse.” He thought.
     Then it hit him. The plan! It came to him all at once like a bolt of lightning or a cheap sucker punch to the face. He ran out of the house into the snow as a startled Phantom jumped from his lap. Unhappy about being dumped into foot high snow she ran back into the house shaking off her back paws as she entered. 

     He scurried over to Big John’s and ran into John’s house panting. “Do you still have all those potato roots?”
     “Yeah…In the underground cellar. I was saving them for spring. I was going to distill some moonshine for everyone when we have our next party. Why? What do you want to do with em?” Big John said. 
     “We are going to distill them a bit early and make Ethanol… er… uh… Moonshine brother.”  
     Big John slapped Waldo on the back. “I thought you quit the sauce all those years ago, brother.”…John was now grinning like a Cheshire cat. He was reveling in the fact “Holy Joe” as he liked to call Waldo behind his back was starting to show a little of his dark side. The only indicator of Waldo having a dark side was his frequent use of the word “Fuck.” Waldo was the kind of guy that said the “F” word a little too often. 
     Waldo had been raised in the inner city Chicago where the F word is part of nearly every sentence and it was hard for him to kick the habit. In mixed company he had to consciously think through every sentence in order to keep from using the word. This is one of the reasons even though he lived near many other people he was considered a bit of a loner.
     “I did quit, I’m not planning on drinking the stuff. I’m planning on burning it.” Waldo finished. “Now, get Jerry, Steven, Marcia and the Hammer together. Tell them to meet me at my old ranch. We’ve got work to do. We are going to need dry ice from the old plant, as much stainless steel tubing as you can find and a TIG welder. You still any good with one of those?” 
     “Like riding a bicycle, baby!” He responded.
     Waldo drove down to the old El Ranchito Rackete. It was a small horse ranch that his parents had left him when they passed away. The main house, garage and sheds had been burnt down during the Mojave fires that followed after the initial nuclear attacks but the old long shipping containers were still there. Scorched and rusty, they were standing there like lone monoliths of a better time long ago and they still looked solid. 

     Waldo had buried both of his parents at the western cemetery in the mountains of Apple Valley, California only a stones throw away from the graves of his mother’s favorite Western movie stars Roy Rogers and Dale Evans. Rogers and Evans had made the town of Apple Valley in the Mojave Desert their home for life. A giant cement statue of Roy’s faithful horse “Trigger” rearing up guarded the cemetery which was tucked away into a corner of the mountains overlooking the Mojave. 
     He would still go up there a few times a year and visit his parent’s graves. Usually he would put a small United States flag on his Father’s grave and some plastic flowers from the Wal-Mart distribution center that had survived the holocaust on his mother’s grave.
     El Ranchito Rackete was located at the base of the Ord Mountain range. It was a place where Waldo and the famous daredevil Mad Michael Hughes built their rocket machines. The name of the ranch was Spanish and German and translates to “The Little Rocket Ranch.” It was in Spanish and German because Waldo was Mexican and German. 
     The wind was picking up again and it began to lightly snow as it always did about this time of day. Waldo reached the ranch and drove through the scorched sliding chain link gate to the still standing shipping containers. 
     In the long faded green, fire scorched shipping containers which had still not been opened was something he had nearly forgotten about. Something he had not thought about for many, many years. The key for the padlock was still where he had hidden it all those years ago and the stainless steel lock after some coaxing with a couple of sprays of WD-40 finally gave way. The four door bar latches were undone and the twin doors creaked and strained as they were pulled open. Rust on the hinges cracked away and pieces of the hinges fell into the snow.

     Waldo began pulling things out of the container. The container had sealed well even after a nuclear war and the nuclear winter. There in the last half of the container it was buried. Waldo tied a chain to the tow ball of the Grey Ghost and pulled a long narrow grey trailer out of the container, it bounced out into the snow, its wheels creaking on flat tires. “There it was, prettier than he had even remembered it to be.” He thought.

     Many of the group drove up just in time to see Waldo lovingly patting the side of what looked like a giant dark dart. Flat black in color with pale green trim lines and reddish orange lettering it looked sinister and menacing. It also looked fast…real fast. It looked like it was doing a hundred miles per hour just sitting still on top of its’ tired looking grey trailer. 
     Waldo’s eyes were enraptured like he had just become reacquainted with an old lover and obviously the sparks were still there. A lot of sparks, hell, flames was the right word. With smiling, happy eyes that also held a bit of melancholy he said. “Ladies and gentleman…This jewel of creation is the mighty “Sonic Wind” rocket powered ice racer. It is the second fastest human carrying ground machine ever built by man. 24 feet long, 2.8 square feet of frontal area and a coefficient of drag, subsonic of course of .17. It’s designed to cut through the air like a Benihana chef.”
      “It looks like a big black dart.” Someone in the group said.

     “What is it really and how fast can it really go?”  Someone else asked. 
     “I built it nearly thirty years ago. It took fifteen years and cost a fortune to build.”

      “How much”? Steven asked.  
     “I stopped counting after I had spent over $80,000.00 cash on it and essentially my first wife divorced me over it.”
      Marcia asked sarcastically “Was it worth it Waldo? I wouldn’t have divorced you over that thing. I would have shot you in the head if you’d spent that kind of money on something like that”

     Waldo replied, grinning with pride “Was it worth it?... Absofuckinlutely!” 
     Looking inside the shipping container the group noticed that there were hundreds of photos of Waldo standing next to odd looking machines and stacks of old magazine articles in piles featuring Waldo building this or working on that. They sifted through the flotsam and jetsam standing in piles. Marcia said. “Why didn’t you ever tell us that you used to be famous?” 
     “What does it matter now, that and a buck can’t buy you a cup of coffee in this world nowadays. Besides the fame actually became a problem in building these things. The notoriety always attracted weirdoes. People who would come out of the woodwork like cockroaches acting like they were trying to help me when all they wanted was a piece of the pie, a pie that was probably never even going to come out of the oven. In the end all these “promotional jerks” did was waste my valuable time and money.” 
     Big John was sifting through the old magazine articles, he said “I remember reading about this thing of yours in Popular Mechanics and Smithsonian Air and Space magazine. You’ve ever heard the old saying “Going like a bat out of hell”? They all nodded. “Well this thing here is the bat.”

     “I didn’t have a lot of money Waldo continued. As I was working as a carpenter at the time so I built my first rocket vehicle simply. We used a single rocket engine chamber from a government surplus Reaction Motors LR-11 rocket engine. It was the type used by Bell aircraft in the X-1 rocket plane that Chuck Yeager used to break the sound barrier for the first time in 1947.
     We used the gas generator valve from a Titan 1 ICBM for the main propellant valve to feed the fuel and oxidizer to the main engine and used Titanium and stainless steel spheres originally used in spacecraft and satellites to hold the propellants under pressure and to hold the Helium pressureant gas which would blow the fuels into the engine.
     “You said WE who were the others?” asked Big John. “Well I used to have a partner but in the end he taught me why people should never have partners.  
      He continued “for the overall body shape I used modified wing tip fuel tank parts taken from a Lockheed 1950s F-104 Starfighter interceptor fighter jet. The F-104 Starfighter was designed by Lockheed Aircrafts’ Kelly Johnson the same guy who designed the SR-71 Blackbird spy plane. The F-104 was the fastest aircraft at low altitudes to this very day. 
     One F-104 Starfighter named the “Red Baron” rebuilt by Daryl Greenamyer and a private group of guys set the low altitude speed record in 1979. It averaged 988 miles per hour a hundred feet off of the ground and peaked out at over 1,000 miles per hour. 
     So I knew that the streamlined aerodynamic shape of the wing tip tanks would be perfect for this kind of vehicle. Everything else in the Sonic Wind was built by a couple of guys and myself. The whole shebang was built by hand with blood, sweat, hand tools and any money I could beg, borrow or steal.” 
     “Where did you get all this government military hardware anyway?” Steven asked. 
     “There was a time when you could buy things like this at old aircraft bone yards and military surplus stores. That was before the government got paranoid after that “9-1-1” clown show.” Waldo continued. 
     “Are you saying that you don’t believe what happened on 9-1-1 was real”? Marcia asked.
      “It really doesn’t matter much nowadays does it”? He replied. 
     “Anyway, it has two different rocket engines to power it to its top speed.” 
     “How fast is that?” Big john asked. 
     “It can go… Well, In all honesty I have no idea how fast it can go. If I remember correctly calculations done by the famous rocket expert Harry Stine and a senior engineer of the NASA named Chuck Rogers claimed it could do somewhere between 915 and 926 miles per hour. I used to have the computer printouts to prove it. That is its’ peak speed at burnout and at sea level. But that was before I added the second solid fueled rocket booster engine here on top. I am guessing 1,000 miles per hour or better is not out of her reach.”

     “My God!” Marcia said quietly in the back of the group. 
     “It makes that Big Red of mine look like a dog!” The Hammer said.
     “I have a plan, a plan that includes this little baby right here. She has been sitting here for years waiting for her high speed day in the sun. A day I had thought would never come.” 
      “Why didn’t you ever run this machine all those years ago?” Big John asked. 
     “After I had built this rocket ice racer, I tried to find the sponsorship to mount a campaign in order to get the land speed record back for the United States. It had been held by various jet powered cars built in Great Brittan for nearly twenty years before I built this little beauty. 
     I went to every company you can name with proposals to fund the speed record attempts on various frozen lakes across the country. I was turned down a thousand times. I could have wallpapered my house with all the rejection letters from sniveling, corporate marketing vice presidents. They were always worried about liability and business this and that, blah, blah, blah and insurance bullshit. The truth was that the people who controlled the corporate advertising money in this country could not relate to these kinds of dangerous and incredible projects anymore. 
      As an example, my buddy the daredevil Mad Mike Hughes built an 8,000 horse power steam flight rocket right here at the ranch and launched himself over a small canyon near Winkelman, Arizona. He out jumped Evel Knievel as well as anyone else and flew 500 to 600 feet straight up and crash landed over a quarter mile from his jump ramp. Mad Mike was the king of the rocket jumpers. The strange part about it all was that unlike Evel Knievel’s famous rocket jump at the Snake River Canyon in Idaho…No one gave a damn! After he healed up from the crash he began looking for sponsorship for a new rocket but it was minimal.
     You see, the days of Evel Knievel and John Wayne were now over. America had misplaced its stones. It had become a nation of whiney, compliant, spectators living in a world where virtual reality and computer generated images had made them ignorant of the laws of physics and what is really possible and what is not. People had seen so much virtual surrealism in movies and games that they had become jaded. 
     They had become accustomed to seeing super hero abilities in a world where in reality regular, average, everyday people do super hero things. Super heroes are just fantasy, fictional characters not real people. So what was really possible and attainable to mortal man didn’t seem to mean much anymore. 
     I remember when I was a kid living in Chicago I knew the names of all the NASA Astronauts who orbited the Earth and who went to the moon. 
     That summer day in 1969 when Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin and Michael Collins touched down on the lunar surface…We were watching it on television. The whole world literally stopped and held its’ breath as Neil stepped off of the lunar module! I mean the whole world literally stopped! 
     When he stood on the moon the television flashed simple white letters across the bottom of the screen saying “Man is on the surface of the moon.” 
     I’ve never forgotten that day, my Mother cried with joy and pride and all the neighborhood kids ran outside and looked up at the moon and said. “There are guys up there walking around”! The whole world was united for that one moment and for that one moment we all were just a little bit better. We became one people even in a cold war. Everyone around the world was saying “Look what we’ve done!”
     Anyway, after ten years of looking for and begging for corporate sponsorship to run the ice racer I gave up and tried to fund the running of the vehicle myself. Meanwhile my personal “Love Boat” had been torpedoed, took on water and finally headed for the bottom. I could not go on as I was now divorced and had nothing to help me fund the project. I had given my ex wife our house and just about everything else we had owned.  
     My aunt Chris told me that I had done this because I was a “Real Man.” My friends on the other hand thought I was a real dumb man!

     So I mothballed the Sonic Wind and later I built an even bigger and faster machine that was actually an automobile with wheels. I named that vehicle the “Sonic Wind LSRV” my friends called “Sonic Wind REX.” Thinking that if I built a car it would gather more interest, I tried again. Maybe potential sponsors would be able to relate to it better as it was a wheeled rocket car and not a rocket ice racer. It was also rocket powered with an engine from a famous aircraft that could develop a Million Horse Power! But that didn’t pan out either. 
     Guys like Mike and I had evolved into supersonic dinosaurs. And in time all of us dreamers died of old age, broken hearts, or were killed in the war. The world had changed in a way we couldn’t understand. The rest is history and so here we are. Well, what is left of us anyway…
     Anyway what is done is done, enough bleeding all over you guys with my old rummy sob stories. Let’s get going on this thing, we’ll have to work fast. We will need to peel and boil a few hundred pounds of Potatoes. We will distill them in order to make pure Ethanol Alcohol which we will later mix with distilled water creating Aqueous Ethanol. That is the liquid fuel for the bottom liquid rocket engine. 
     We will have to separate Oxygen gas out of compressed air using dry ice and then condense it into liquid at nearly 280 degrees below zero. That will be the liquid Oxygen or LOX and it will be the oxidizer that will help the rocket engine burn the Ethanol. We will need fifteen gallons of each. 
     We will also need Helium gas under high pressure to blow the propellants into the engine at 550 pounds per square inch pressure. So we will need two large gas bottles of that. We can get those at the old abandoned gas welding supply shop in town. Hopefully some of those bottles are still holding gas as the tiny Helium molecules pass through the metal walls of the bottles themselves over time. Abe knows how to do all this stuff, he is a PHD for crying out loud. How about it Abe?”
      “Not a problem, Waldo” Abe responded in his typical dry, astute, knowledgeable voice.
     “We will need 230 pounds of usable expendables or propellants in all. But we will actually need to waste about fifty gallons of LOX before the tank holds the fifteen gallons we actually need to fill it because it will bleed off before it cools down the stainless steel tank enough so that LOX will finally begin to fill the tank and not simply boil off and leave the vent tube. Fifteen gallons of Ethanol or Moonshine and Fifty Gallons of LOX will be enough to run the bottom engine for about 22 seconds. Making 2,200 lbs. of thrust or 4,400 horsepower for 22 seconds will get us what we need. That will be enough propellants to hit over 900 miles per hour. 

     Then I will need fifty pounds of Sugar and maybe some corn syrup and fifty pounds of Ammonium Per chlorate. That stuff is sometimes in fertilizers. We emulsify it, mix it together, pour it into a mold to create a sugar rocket solid core to fill the inside of the solid rocket motor on top of the Sonic Wind. We ignite it with this simple squib igniter.” He held up what looked like a thin stick of dynamite with two wires hanging from it.  “That should give us another 1,000 lbs. of thrust for about 4 seconds or enough power to get the vehicle over 1,000 miles per hour.” 
     There was gasping in the group and a few “huhs” of disbelief. Jonathon said. “Let me get this straight…You are going to ride a rocket loaded with over 200 pounds of super high explosives at one thousand miles per hour directly at the barrel of an M-61 cannon. Not to mention carrying a bunch of hand grenades.”
      “Yeah that just about covers it. Once I get under the gun, I will pepper it with the grenades. That is if they still work.” was Waldo’s reply. 

     The crew got to work supervised by Abe. Much of the things they were doing were unclear and unusual but they trusted Abe and Waldo to figure it all out and make it work. Meanwhile the overall plan of attack was taking shape. 
     Big John and a few others were working on a plan to create a diversion in order for the ice rocket vehicle to reach the Phalanx gun and take it out. This would include the building of decoys and the use of the remaining Abrams tank. 
     It was thought that once the gun was neutralized, the group hiding underground would either fight down to the last man or quickly surrender. No one knew for sure what they would do. But maybe if the VIPs were sure of being defeated, being the cowards that Waldo was sure that they were, they would more than likely surrender.
     Obviously they would have some military personnel to protect the VIPs, bankers and politicians hiding in the facility. But Waldo was hoping for a miracle to happen. He was hoping that reason and maybe a few well placed hand grenades would convince the people to share what they had with the Mojave. Medical supplies were needed more than anything else. Steve G and a few others would die soon if he didn’t do something drastic. But would the VIPs be willing to die in order to hang on to the supplies? 
     Waldo doubted it, he knew that these guys were probably a bunch of sissies. That is why they were hiding under ground and protected by a Phalanx gun like a bunch of shivering, cowering ground squirrels in the first place. 
     He knew that the average Joe was taught to believe that successful people were superior people and someone to be respected.  When in truth they were the same sniveling cowards that didn’t have the guts to ask a girl out in high school. 
     That night, smoking a cigar in his rocking chair with Phantom on his lap, Waldo went over the attack plan in his head and thought about the type of people who would be holed up in this squirrel’s nest as he called it. 
     Waldo remembered the darker days of his youth and shaking down some of these types of guys for their lunch money. After all a pack of cigarettes cost 38 cents (He had started smoking when he was twelve. He admired John Wayne who smoked in every film he was in and who died of lung cancer.) Waldo only got 42 cents a day from his folks to buy a school lunch in the public schools of Chicago of the 1960s. Sometimes they would give him 44 cents to buy a carton of chocolate milk with his lunch instead of regular white milk. But that wasn’t often.
      He had always felt bad about taking another kids lunch money and it was one of the things he had done in his life that he still hated himself for doing. Nearly fifty years later he still beat himself up over it. Waldo wasn’t perfect and tried not to judge others because he knew he had just as many or probably more faults than anybody else. But he was now in the later years of his life and finally he felt he was “under control”. 
     Finally he was the kind of man he could at least tolerate. He could finally look at himself in the mirror and think… “You’re not one of the Apostles but you’re okay”. What it took him forty years to learn is that he had to first forgive himself for all the dumb and bad things that he had done in his slightly checkered past. And then forgive everyone else from then on. This he was sure is what God wanted him to learn in life at least this time around.
     It came to him one day while he was thinking about the Lord’s Prayer. He remembered that the Lord’s Prayer was the only prayer that Jesus had given the Apostles to learn and teach to others. It just wouldn’t leave him alone and he was wondering why. So he began to recite it again and again, over and over, like a kid paying penance to God on orders from a priest after a confessional.

     He remembered growing up Roman Catholic in Chicago and all the rituals he had to follow and how they would be changed from time to time. “Stand, sit, kneel, sit, stand, kneel. “Nope, you’re out, Simon didn’t say.” He laughed at himself and how silly he was. “You can’t eat meat on Friday and then you can eat meat on Friday. This guy is a saint of whatever and then this guy isn’t a saint anymore. Now this guy is the saint of that now instead.” 
      It all came back to him. The irony of the couple of years that he and his brother spent in the Catholic school system before his parents could no longer afford it and they were transferred back to the public schools were now all coming back to him. “Okay you broke bums back to the public schools because being educated in the word of God cost money. And if you can’t pay, you can’t play…Oh man are you ever gonna burn in Hell for that one buddy!”  
     His conclusion was that the problem with the love and worship of Almighty God could sometimes be the religions themselves. People have died all over the World mostly because of religious wars. He concluded that the problem with religion was religions! “Hey, that ought to be a T-shirt!” He joked to himself and then he again gained control. “I apologize Lord, for my dark thoughts. I am truly sorry and when I die I will personally slap that demon that forever whispers in my ear.” He focused back again on what he was thinking about and began reciting again partly asking forgiveness for allowing his dark side to take him over. 

      “Our father who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, on Earth as it is in Heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil. For thine is the power and the glory, forever and ever, Amen.
     Then it hit him that every part of that prayer was eternally powerful but the key point in his mind was to “forgive us our trespasses AS WE forgive those who trespass against us. Key words here were AS WE! That is it! We must forgive everyone in order to be forgiven. 
     We have to be more Christ like and forgive everyone, even those who would crucify us. And that forgiveness starts with forgiving yourself for the bad things that you have done, the mistakes you have made in your own personal life and then move on.
      From that day on Waldo was a better person. He was cleansed by the words of the absolute creator of the Universe and no longer corrupted by people who would use God to live better or make a profit for themselves. 
     His life was better now than it had ever been before even though he was simply scraping along and surviving in a nuclear winter. He put some more wood into the fireplace and stoked it up by digging in the ashes. “I know I’m hard headed Lord…But did you have to beat me up this much in order for me to get the point?” He fell asleep in his chair, Phantom was already dreaming at his feet. 

                                       Chapter Twelve

 “I feel the need, the need for speed!” –“Top Gun”-“Maverick” (Tom Cruise) and “Goose”-(Anthony Edwards)
     The plan was completed and everyone by now knew their part. The “Hammer” and his monster truck would push the Sonic Wind with Waldo, a simple radio and the hand grenades aboard to about fifty miles per hour or better through one of the gaps in the hills. Meanwhile Abe, Big John and Jonathon manning the tank would fire a round at the center of the ice plain in at as high an angle as the tank could manage in order to draw the fire of the Phalanx gun.  The tank would fire as it drove pass another gap in the hills and then slip for cover behind the hills again. It was to be a sort of Cat and Mouse game. Fire a round and hide and then fire a round and hide. They would do this six times as quick as possible and save the last 105mm round for the assault on the VIPs. 

     The Phalanx gun should track and fire on the incoming rounds fired from the tank while Sonic Wind would light its main engine and make the run for the gun. This should give the Hammer time to turn around and dash for cover.
     Meanwhile a series of twenty boat and sled like decoys propelled by plastic Mylar sails would be set sail from twenty different positions around the perimeter of the plain, keeping the gun working continuously and hopefully its computer a bit confused. During this time the Sonic Wind would go to full power with its booster engine ignited and in a few seconds reach its top speed. Waldo should cover the distance of eight or so miles in less than thirty seconds. If it ran straight, if it didn’t blow up or get targeted and hit. All those ifs!

     Once his propellants are burnt out he will coast a bit at somewhere around a thousand miles per hour and then he would deploy the twin high speed and low speed braking parachutes on the craft to slow the vehicle down and stop it with its ice scraping rake brake. It should come to a stop somewhere under the range of the gun. 
     Then he was to run up to the gun and lob a couple of hand grenades into the gun opening. Once the gun was neutralized he was to call in the troops who would then charge across the lake and engage in hand to hand combat if necessary. The tank would have one more round to do combat with and Jonathon was to man the thirty caliber machine gun on the tank. It all sounded so easy, maybe to much so…

     All of the radios were switched to channel 19 and all of the voices called out “ready” one at a time. Waldo locked down the LOX fill valve as it was squirting liquid, a sign that the oxidizer tank was full and she was ready to go. Waldo rubbed Phantom’s head for luck and this time he gave her a little kiss. Then he put her in the Grey Ghost for safe keeping. He left a window slightly open for her to get out just in case he didn’t come back. 

     He then climbed into the Sonic Wind. This was a process similar to loading a bullet into a single shot rifle. He had to scoot in feet first and then tuck his head back and down and into the head rest. It was a tight fit and someone joked that what he needed was to be greased up like a pig first but be finally got strapped in.
      He was tightly strapped into a supine, slightly knees up position inside the tiny Sonic Wind. His old black racing 3.2:20 Nomex racing suit was tight but he still fit into it and his old Kevlar racing helmet fit like a well worn glove. All the lights on the tiny wraparound console were lit and read “nominal.” 
     Over the radio he gave the battle prayer. Everyone was listening. “Dear Lord God Almighty, give us victory over our enemies so that we can save our friends. Please let us not have to kill or injure others unless it is in your will to do so. Amen”!

     With a determined voice he called out over the radio. “Lets do this! Hit it Hammer!” The Hammer and Eli were riding in the Big Red which was used as the push vehicle. Eli was a young African American who had been partially blinded by facing in the direction of one of the nuclear weapons that detonated over San Bernardino. He had begged Waldo to be part of the raid. Waldo was impressed by his courage and couldn’t turn him down.

 Big Red would push the Sonic Wind on to the ice and give it an initial push so that it could stabilize itself aerodynamically and lessen the shock of the rocket engine ignition on the structure of the tiny, lightweight and fragile craft. 

     With a roar of open headers and the spinning of the huge tires throwing ice and mud high into the air, the Monster truck accelerated both vehicles through a wide gap in the hills onto the ice plain. 
     The Hammer was accelerating the vehicles with all the Monster truck had, slamming through the gears of its four speed street racing transmission. LED red lit eyes of the cast metal skull shifter knob atop the Hurst shifter would light up brightly with each gear jam. Eli was manning the radio and holding on for dear life. Waldo inside the rocket ice racer was simply trying to steer straight in order to not turn sideways and have the huge monster truck drive over him.
      Meanwhile from around the perimeter of the circular ice plain twenty courageous volunteers quickly slid down the hillsides and set their small Mylar sailed ice boats and sleds a sail. Then just as quickly, they scrambled as fast as they could back up and over the hill tops again to safety.

     The Phalanx gun computer wasted no time determining that the sleds were hostile and the gun began firing on them in an instant. The green tracking laser seemed to be flashing almost continuously over head in countless directions as the gun fired on the sleds. Never missing a beat its computer/robotic efficiency was awesome. Brrrrp, Brrrp, Brrrp, Brrp, it fired again and again, over and over. 
     It scored perfect hits on the little sleds as the Mylar sails gave very good radar returns for the gun’s computer to interpret. Many of the twenty millimeter rounds simply passed through the sails into the ice surface behind the sleds repeatedly. 
     The intrepid little ice boats sailed on riddled with holes. Some were quickly dispatched but most simply continued forward after having been ripped to shreds.
     Blamm! The ground rippled and a cloud of snow puffed high into the air as the M1 Abrams tank fired a round at the horizon in the direction of the Phalanx gun. The barrel of the 105 millimeter pitched up as high as possible in order to lob the shell nearer to the Phalanx gun. The tank then pulled behind the snow covered hillside. Big John put the tank in reverse as Abe and Jonathon loaded another round into the 105 millimeter gun. 
     They had been practicing loading the gun for a few days and were proud of being able to get a round ready to fire every six seconds or so. Big John claimed that the kids fighting in the Gulf War could reload and refire in three seconds. 
     Abe and Jonathon had no idea how that was possible. Even moving assholes and elbows the best they could muster was six seconds. But that would have to do. They loaded another round into the breach. The tank backed up at full speed and the barrel of the tank gun again cleared the opening and fired again. Blamm! A cloud of ice and snow bounced upwards from the shockwave of the blast and obscuring the tank from view. This time the tank backed behind the hills using them for cover again. Back and forth, back and forth, each time firing a round in the direction of the Phalanx gun.
     “Shit” wailed the Hammer over the radio. “We’re over a hundred now Waldo. That’s all she’s got. I’m dropping the anchor and runnin’ for cover. Good luck ole’ buddy. Try not to get yourself juiced so we can have a cool one after this…Later!” He stomped the monster trucks’ brakes as the Sonic Wind slid silently away on the green ice, spun the truck around into a 180 degree sliding turn, spinning tires and throwing mud in his wake.

     Waldo felt the thud of the monster truck disconnecting and knowing that he was now free from the push vehicle aligned the nose of the Sonic Wind rocket ice racer towards the center of the ice plain with the control handles. Surprisingly, it steered well and the airspeed indicator needle assured him that he was indeed over 100 miles per hour, tracking like an arrow. It reminded him of snow sledding as a child. There was no sound but for the “zzzzzzzt” and clicking of the three blades slicing into the ice. They were running straight and true. “Damn, I’m a good fabricator.” He thought.
     Inside Big Red, Eli was petrified. “Get on it, Man, let’s get the hell out of Dodge. You know the nigger always gets it first”! He screamed at the Hammer over the roar of the monster V-8 engine.

     “Not today little brother! He laughed. Hang on! We’re almost clear”!

He guided the roaring monster truck, tires spinning, mud slinging sideways through an opening and slid behind a hillside as the green laser and a round of twenty millimeters followed just missing the truck.  

     Meanwhile inside Sonic Wind Waldo wasted no time as he didn’t want to loose any velocity. He quickly pushed the pressurization button on top of the fighter jet like control handle with the thumb of his right hand. Next he braced himself against the seat and squeezed the “Dead man” trigger to begin the liquid rocket engine lighting sequence. One half of a second later… He was paralyzed! 
     A thirty foot long red and pinkish plume of flame, studded with a dozen symmetrical shock diamonds blasted rearward from the Sonic Wind! The engine seemed to light and go to full power instantly. “I knew she would work.” Waldo grunted through his gritted teeth. “Holy Shit”! He exclaimed. At first he was just hanging onto the steering handles in terror. After a few seconds of shock he realized he had better get on top of this runaway stallion and start reeling her in and getting control of her before it all gets ugly.
     Slammed flat into the Nomex covered foam seat of the rocket racer he could not move but to shift his hands slightly to steer the rocket racer. Luckily he had held his head straight as he lit the rocket engine. If he had not, he would not have been able to turn his head back until the power was cut off. His vision was reduced to a tunnel like look as the 3 Gs plastered him to the floor and to the back of the seat of the vehicle.
     From the other side of the hills the Hammer called over the radio. “Waldo, do you read me? What’s the ride like”?

     “Reading you five by five you old speed junkie. She’s screamin’ like a raped ape. I’m plastered to the seat and there’s no stopping her”! Was his reply, his voice was clearly under high stress.

     “Damn!”  

      Waldo glanced at the air speed indicator mounted between his feet, its pale yellow/green radium covered needle climbing at a rate of 60 miles per hour per second. “Damn, Zero to 60 in one!” He thought out loud. “Enzo Ferrari ain’t got shit on the mighty Sonic Wind. Hell, yeah!”  
     The power of the tiny rocket craft was awesome and scary but at the same time exhilarating. It was like dancing on the edge of a razor blade. He wasn’t sure if anyone could even hear him over the rocket roar and the vibration but he called out the speeds excitedly anyway. His voice was more of a grunt of stress rather than a human voice as he said. “200, 300, 400, 500, 600, 650, 700! The antique fighter jet air speed indicator needle was pegged now. 
     The ice racer had clearly attained supersonic speeds, vibrating and skipping over the smooth ice like a blender whipping up a batch of Margaritas. Trailing thirty feet of flame, it was tracking across the green ice straight and true like a laser beam on fire.

     Through the windscreen Waldo could see the ice surface and the horizon were simply a blur, buzzing together in a color of grey/green from the vibration, tunnel vision and the high G forces he was enduring. 
     The acceleration was starting to slow a bit from the increased air drag encountered at supersonic speeds at low altitudes. At these speeds air drag nearly quadruples trying to hold the vehicle back. Visible supersonic shock waves began to spread out from the vehicle! 
     A pointed pressure wave, a cone of invisible destruction spread outward and upward away from the craft. Loose snow shot up into the air and one of the Mylar sailed sleds that had somehow survived being hit over and over again was picked up and blown out over the horizon as the rocket racer blazed past it.
       One of the sled decoy volunteers peering over the edge of the snow covered ridge was knocked down the backside of the hill as the sonic boom slammed into his head and shoulders. A double “Ba-boom” pushed him backwards. He tumbled through the snow.
     In order to maintain his acceleration rate Waldo clicked the button at the thumb of his left hand and the solid sugar rocket motor instantly came to life. Now there were twin shock diamond laced plumes radiating out from the rear of the black rocket. There was the original red/pink plume and a slightly larger, much brighter yellow, more fluffy firey plume. 
     Two more Gs of acceleration slammed into Waldo and the rocket craft literally leapt away even faster. He could not talk now. He was simply a prisoner of the G forces. As if a giant hand was holding him down he was pinned into position and could barely move his hands to steer the craft. 
     The shock waves emanating from the Sonic Wind were now much larger and more powerful, distorting the light around the craft like an old wind tunnel Schlieren photograph.
     Waldo wondered how long he had before the Phalanx gun would consider him the priority threat and begin firing on him and all that explosive rocket fuel he was carrying in the propellant tanks. One hit or near hit and it would be curtains Johnny! 
     He wouldn’t have to wait long to find that out. 
     All at once both engines quit almost simultaneously as the propellants were expended. He slammed hard forward into his safety harness from the tremendous air drag encountered at well over 1,000 mile per hour. It hit the Sonic Wind like a sledgehammer. 
     In a second the Sonic Wind with Waldo aboard was now gliding silently across the ice at somewhere slightly under 1,000 miles per hour and rapidly losing speed as the air drag was tremendous. 
     The vibration through the windscreen was still intense but different as the engines were now silent. It was almost like being in a glider in a very long, high speed dive. That is what it reminded Waldo of. “Yes, that’s it a glider.” He thought.
     Just as he finished that thought, the green light of the Phalanx tracking laser glinted through the windscreen and painted his face plate. Without thinking, instinctively Waldo pulled on the right steering handle and the rocket racer jinked or better slammed to the right. 
     A blast of 20mm cannon rounds slammed into the ice where the vehicle would have been but his steering correction had him hundreds of feet away from that point in the blink of an eye.
      He couldn’t see the impact of the shells as that area was a half a mile behind him when the rounds finally reached their target, so great was his speed. The Gs created by the turn of only a couple degrees slammed him against the side of the cockpit and he grunted. 
     He didn’t know how fast he was going but he knew one thing… He was haulin! He did know that his death was probably only a few seconds away. Fear slowed down time for him and somehow he remembered Psalm 23, his favorite bible verse and thought. “Well, if it’s my time to see the Lord again, at least I will meet the Lord with this on my lips” and he began reciting it to himself. It calmed him and as he said it aloud it became a bit rhythmical almost like a song as he recited it musically. Without consciously realizing it, his hands steered the vehicle to its rhythm and he jinked right and left at the ends of each sentence. He thought out loud as he spoke.
     “The Lord is my Shepard”…jink right… “I shall not want”…jink left…“He maketh me to lie down in green pastures”…jink right. “He leadeth me besides still waters.”…jink right, left… “He restoreth my soul.” Jink left then right. “He leadeth me in the path of righteousness for his names sake.” Left and left again. “Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death. Right hard (the aggressive steering input had the racer up on two blades in an extreme roll moment) no don’t roll her, keep her level, keep her level, hotdog!… I will fear no evil: For thou are with me; ” 
     Each time he moved the steering bars the vehicle veered drastically to one side to the other covering 800 to 1000 feet in long arching swaths. The mechanical Phalanx gun could not keep up with the drastic high speed movements even though the green laser was focused on its target relentlessly. 
     Each time he veered, a round of shells slammed into the ice plain exactly where the vehicle should have been a half a second earlier. People observing from the hills watched tank rounds shrieking towards an invisible target at the center of the ice plain. This would distract the gun but for an instant. They would see the screeching rounds explode in mid flight as the Phalanx gun blasted them and then refocused again on the charging black rocket racer. 

     They could see the ice rocket zigzagging in random patterns with the ice being torn up here and there over and over again, one miss after another. 
     Marcia prayed the Lords prayer from a hillside and turned away. She could not watch anymore. She looked down at the snow on the hill and continued praying. Every now and then the guns’ computer would consider one of the sailing Mylar sleds ice boats of greater threat and cease firing on the ice rocket for a second and blast the little sled to bits. Then it would reacquire the ice rocket again and begin firing.   
      Inside the ice racer cockpit the green laser seemed to be relentlessly painting the nose of the rocket craft, shining directly into Waldo’s face. He squinted against its blinding beam. His high speed and ability to cover ground quickly had bought him a priceless few more seconds, enough he hoped to get under the radar of the gun. But the air drag was bleeding off his speed much too quickly.
      “Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.” A long sweep to the right and a quick jink left. “Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies.” Right and right again. “Hell, I really felt that hit. I must be slowing down. We’re subsonic, under 700’ now. They’re getting closer now or the computer is learning better how to hit me. Up ahead, I see something on the horizon. It’s the gun! Looks like it’s mounted at the top of a giant white witch’s hat.”

     Ahead on the horizon and coming up fast was the center of the ice plain and an eighty foot tall pointed white structure with dark banded slits running horizontally around it at three points up its length A built in ladder running up the side of it. Every few seconds he could see the muzzle flashes of the gun firing. It was firing right at him!
     “Thou anointeth my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Right and right hard again, harder. No stay left I must be running pretty close to the old mine pit. Don’t want to fall into that big hole in the ground. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life…Is that the edge of the mine pit? Damn, I‘m way too close to the edge, way too damn close! Gotta scoot left and run alongside it. Common baby, don’t fight me, give me some love. That’s it, stay a bit left. That’s it hold her steady. And I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever!” 
     That last line of that Psalm had always made Waldo tear up and he never knew why but it was no different this time even as he hurtled towards the giant white conical, angry, green eyed Cyclops rising up from the smooth green surface ahead of him.
      A loud “Boom” and a flash of light as a burst of rounds exploded right alongside the craft. The vehicle safety capsule which held the cockpit where Waldo was lying was wrapped with ballistic fiberglass and able to withstand a .45 caliber bullet shot, but 20 mm cannon fire was something else altogether. All at once there was a gaping hole in the side of the fuselage, the blast had turned the racer 90 degrees to the right. Waldo could not see the green laser beam as now it was painting the side of the rocket. 
     The computer and the gun now only a few hundred feet away had decided that the threat had turned away and turned to fire on the last incoming tank round which had been fired 8 miles away. 
     Waldo was stunned, dazed, there was mysterious smoke in the cockpit. He pulled hard on the steering levers to stay in control. But there was no control. Nothing moved. Everything was jammed. The front blade and ski were gone and the vehicle was sliding on it’s nose and its belly.
     “Gonna shoot off the edge! Drag brake full down!” He pushed on a pedal located next to his right foot and a saw toothed like blade mounted between the two rear runner blades dug into the ice desperately dragging the vehicle down in speed. A rooster tail of ice fifty feet high shot out from behind the rocket. His air speed dropped drastically. His voice was panicked now.
     The group were all listening and following him now. Listening to his every word on the radios of their vehicles but no one could speak to him. They were living every second of terror with him. The helplessness he felt was being shared with each and every one of them. 
     “High speed chute out. Coming down to 500.” Waldo was slammed forward again as the small white supersonic ring slot parachute blossomed out. “Shit that’s’ the pit edge I’m going over! Low speed chute out.” The second larger yellow supersonic cross form drag parachute audibly “Bammmed!” like an explosion as it opened full up into the air stream. 
     It began to shred a bit from coming out at a speed much greater than it was ever designed for. It looked as if it was being shot full of holes from an invisible machine gun.
     Panic had slowed down time for Waldo again. He was thinking that maybe he should try and turn the vehicle before he went over the edge of the cliff. “You’ve got no steering dummy.” He reminded himself out loud.
     The mine pit which took over a hundred years to dig was a half of a mile wide, two miles long and deep, very deep! It was the second largest hole ever made by man anywhere in the World. The pit was eight hundred feet deep. He decided to just hang on as he didn’t want to go off of the edge sideways. So he just braced himself. It looked terribly high from the edge as he sailed over it. The Sonic Wind was trailing the two parachutes and a wispy line of black smoke from the burnt out solid rocket motor.

      800 feet below on the floor of the pit were large mounds of snow covered tailings and a spiral roadway was craved into its’ walls leading down to the bottom of the pit. There were also giant snow covered abandoned digging shovels and freakish and abnormally large dump trucks. From the height of the edge of the pit they all looked like children’s toys that had been left in a back yard sand box.  

     The black dart silently rocketed from the edge of the pit and into the abyss at over 300 miles per hour. It turned nose downwards in a long descending arched flight towards the far side bottom. A flash of green laser painted the far wall trying to acquire the black dart as it descended into the pit. The opposite wall exploded as a burst of twenty millimeter shells tore a section of stone wall out.
     The Sonic Wind not only looked like a dart, it flew like one. For four or five seconds there was dead silence except for the wind whistling through the gaping hole in the side of the vehicle just above Waldo’s left elbow. 
     The flight was quiet, graceful even, a long smoking arc as it flew down to the center of the pit. Waldo braced himself and stiffened up awaiting the impact. His hands so tightly gripped the steering handles that one began to crack from his grip. “This is it! Take care of me Lord. Here I come. This is gonna hurt.”…..
                                            Chapter Thirteen
“Feed your head…feed your head”   Grace Slick, “White Rabbit”- Jefferson Airplane

      The bottom of the pit came up quickly. The nose of the black dart glanced off the back side of a large snow covered hill of tailings near the opposite side of the pit a half of a mile away from where it had left the pit wall. It disappeared into the hill of snow and sand like a knife dropped into soft, wet mud. For Waldo there was a bright white flash and then the dreaming began…
       It is 1972, Paul and Waldo are parked in the woods, polishing off what was left of a twelve pack of Buds and passing a joint of cheap Mexican Pot. 
     Paul is dressed in a light brown fringe trimmed western jacket, Bell bottom blue jeans with tan western style boots. His long brown hair was slightly curly, running down to his shoulders. Paul is 17 years old and Waldo is barely16. 
     Waldo is wearing blue jeans, an old Navy surplus CPO coat over a T-shirt and brown combat boots. He also has long hair only so much so that it looks like a puffy black Brillo pad before it hits his shoulders. He is smoking a Marlboro, the soft pack rolled up in the short sleeve of his black T-shirt. The AM car radio is playing the pop song “American Pie.” By now they are both undeniably drunk and high, giggling like school girls.
     Waldo was telling Paul “Rat Racing” stories. Rat Racing was a no rules game of hide and seek and tag played with Hot Rods on Chicago and Park Ridge Illinois city streets usually in the predawn hours of the morning while the local police were changing shifts. It wasn’t uncommon to see five or six cars doing nearly 100 miles per hour on the streets bumper to bumper playing tag! 
     The last car to elude all the other cars without getting his bumper tagged was owed a beer by all the other participants. Waldo was telling Paul about their friend, Chuck Lopez and his bizarre driving habits.
     “So there we are, rat racing through the outskirts of Chicago. It’s three in the mornin’, I’m right on him through the clover leaf and I mean we’re almost on two wheels. We jam onto the Toll way, comin’ back flat out and I am gaining on him. I’m all over him like a cheap shirt. I’m thinkin’ I got you, sucker!”  
     Paul laughs as he exhales a puff of smoke. He coughs for a few seconds looking at the floor. “He’s drivin’ that beat up 67’ Camaro he used to have. Ya know the one, the one with the 327 and the four barrel in it, but it’s an automatic, ya know. He’s flat out at I’m guessin’ 113 or somethin’ like that and I am inching up on his ass, see? 

     The speedometer on the 68’ Grand Prix is just creeping past 117. The ole man and me had just rebuilt the Pontiac 400-4 barrel in it and it was strong, over 300 horse! I borrowed it for the night. Man, if he knew I was rat racing with it he would of beat me like a cheap set of bongos!  Anyway it’s an auto too, so I kick it into super and then slam it back into drive and it creeps up past 120. We touch bumpers and I win. He owes me a beer!
      So he pulls to the right laughing all crazy like, as I go past him I see that he’s drivin’ with his long skinny left leg hanging out the driver window drinkin’ a beer! What a stroke, man!

     Remember how he used to look like a crew cut grasshopper wearing them glasses as thick as Coke bottle bottoms? Well, later I tell him, No wonder I caught ya. Your leg was creatin’ too much wind drag! And he busts up and snorts his beer out of his nostrils so much that he can’t even see out of those goggles he wears. It was funny man! You had to be there…” 

      Giggling, Paul takes a long drag from the roach and says “Do you know what was the most used word in the sixties”?
      “No, what”?
      “Ear.”  
      “Ear”?
      “Yeah, ear.” Paul takes another drag from the joint and passes it to Waldo and says “Ear” They both laugh and cough and Waldo knocks over his beer.
      Dreams have no time line and instantly it is ten years later, they are still drinking beer and smoking a joint and Waldo says to Paul. “I sure miss that bald headed grasshopper. Too bad he died so young.” 
     Paul looks up and added “Yeah, his brother Rod said that the diabetes got him. Remember how he used to shoot himself in the stomach with all those shots when he was just a little kid”? 
     “Yeah Man, it used to freak me out. Yeah, he was handed the shit end of the stick right from the get go. And it wasn’t even his stick. Poor dude! But I am definitely gonna look for him up here now that I’m dead.” Waldo muttered looking down at his boots.
      Paul looks up smiling “You’re not dead asshole. Your kinda stupid, shit for a driver and did I mention ugly?… But you ain’t dead! Me and Chuck are dead and just about everybody else you knew in the neighborhood but not you. Not yet anyway but who knows the way you’re goin’ and all. We’re sure to expect you here permantly any time soon.” 
     Confused, Waldo said, “I sure as hell am dead. I rode a rocket sled off the edge of a cliff and hit the shit. I’ve got to be dead”! “Yeah, I saw that. Now, that… was a trip but I more or less expected you to be screamin’ like a pussy!” They both laughed and coughed again. 
     “Sorry to disappoint you.” Waldo exhaled, giggled and snorted.

     “You’ve never disappointed me man. You were always good for a few laughs and you were always there for me. Now, I’m here for you so open your eyes, Mr. Rocket Scientist! Open your eyes already.” Paul reached over to Waldo’s face grabbing his eyelids with the two fingers of each hand as he said slowly. “O-P-E-N”!
     Waldo opened his eyes but could only see white haze and snow as if he was inside of a fuzzy cloud. In a few seconds the haze faded away and his vision cleared. He was looking up out of the Sonic Wind hatchway. It had been torn away by the impact. A shield shaped hole in its stead. There was the smell of burnt flesh in the cockpit. What he smelled was him.
     Then the pain came… “Aghhhhhhhhh shit, shit, shiiiiiit”! He screamed, the sound muffled in his helmet the inside of the face plate was fogged up. The pain was centered in his tailbone, groin and legs. It was stabbing and made it seem a desperate task to get out of that thing. He reached for his safety harness buckle but it had already been undone from the impact of the crash. 
     In terrible pain he bent his knees, scooted forward and stuck his head through the opening. Then he hauled his body out over the side. Falling to the side, he rolled down the rest of the snow covered hill. “Shiiiiiiit, fuck, fuck, fuck”! He exclaimed as the pain increased each time his back side hit the snow. There was blood now running down over his left eye and there was a large gash surrounded by burnt flesh on his left arm. He could see the wound through the burnt tear in the arm of the suit. “These fuckin’ things are supposed to be fire proof.” He lamented. “I’m gonna have to call Simpson and complain”! He laughed to himself as snot and blood ran from his face. 

     He was struggling to stand and remove his helmet. The face shield was cracked and coated with his own blood. He pulled the helmet from his head and threw it to the snow with the anger of pain. His teeth were gritted so tight he could have broken them. He wanted to sit down but knew that he could not sit on that tailbone which he was sure was broken. 
     Instead he stood grunting and whimpering and then silent, head hanging down. He tried to recover his senses and turn off the pain. For some time he stood there like iron was holding him up. Like Gort he did not move and stared down at his feet, tears falling from his eyes and blood dripping slowly from his wounds, staining the snow and his charred race shoes. Through out his life he had been injured numerous times and he had developed this focus exercise as a way to assess the damage to his body and to shut off the pain.
     The pain was so great that he wished he had just died. It made him wonder what Paul’s role in his life had been. “Had he been here to help me or to torment me”? Then he noticed a warm wetness in his groin area and said aloud. 
     “I didn’t scream fucker but I did piss myself. Does that make you happy? I know you’re laughing now”! His voice echoed off of the mine pit walls. He himself began to giggle or better chortle as his nostrils were full of snot and his face full of tears. It really was kind of funny. “Chicago boys sure got one F’d up sense of humor” He thought…
     Wiping his eyes he looked upwards. Inside the pit, it reminded him of standing at the bottom of the Grand Canyon. There was little sound but for a whip of wind passing through the canyon from time to time. The Phalanx gun had ceased firing, the laser was gone. The walls tapered outward as they rose. They were depth striped and multicolored like a scoop of Spumoni ice cream. In fact the colors were nearly exactly like spumoni, brown, green and pinkish with lines of gold.

     He thought for a moment how far the Sonic Wind had flown until it came to rest in the pile of tailings. “It must be nearly a half of a mile. Hey, I out rocket jumped Mad Mike Hughes. I wish he was here to see this! He would probably be measuring the distance with tapes to prove that I had not out jumped him.” Waldo snorted and began wiping his face clean with the sleeves of his race suit, snickering and snorting. 
     The 800 foot tall tapering out walls were cut with a spiraling roadway that eventually led up and out of the canyon like pit. There were maybe fifty or sixty vehicles on the descending road that had been caught in the huge blast that created the ice plain all those years ago. Mostly blue Air Force Busses and jeep like vehicles, maybe a dozen weird looking SUVs
     They all were now either melted down and compressed into the roadway or simply vaporized. The vaporized vehicles formed a large spot of black ash under the snow. The vehicles marked where they were forever frozen in time on the roadway carved into the stone walls. The vehicles and their occupants were transformed from solid to gas in an instant by the heat of the blast that Abe had talked about and then the gas and ash were blasted into the cut rock roadway. All this happened in the blink of an eye. “Yep, one moment you’re jabbering along with your friends and the next you’re standing before your maker explaining your life of bullshit.” He thought. 
     It took awhile but painfully he climbed back up through the snow to the Sonic Wind. Its’ battered black nose was sticking out of the side of the snow covered hill about half way up. The vehicle was totally destroyed. The radio was smashed and somewhere in that giant pile of rock and snow was the back half of the rocket racer. 
     He reached inside the cockpit and untied a green bag filled with half a dozen antique hand grenades and his single action Ruger .357 Magnum single action revolver and holster. He strapped it to his waist and tied it to his thigh. He was now the killer gunslinger all dressed in black. He pulled a black knit beanie on his head and was now ready to go looking for trouble. The pain was subsiding or maybe the cold was numbing it. The cut on his elbow had begun to scab with all the blood he had lost but he could walk and move his arm. The blood had made his suit and his arm one. He considered himself lucky and said a small prayer to God for his survival.
     “I don’t know where those hillbillies got these WW II vintage Pineapples. But I hope they still work. Now if I remember correctly you pull the ring pin, release the handle and five seconds later they go off. 
     He remembered Big John saying. “Always remember five second hand grenades usually go off in three seconds.”
      “I’ve got to get out of this pit. It’s giving me the creeps.”

     He climbed back down the hill and walked up to the sealed metal door of the secret complex. It was at the base of the pit, at the floor, in the northwest corner. The door looked exactly like a bank vault door with a combination lock only it was large enough to drive a tractor trailer through. It was made of iron or mild steel as it was rusted on the outside. 
     Waldo remembered the curator at the mine museum saying many years ago. “It led to a maze of tunnels. Its’ goal was to protect the important people of America.”… “And that doesn’t include you, loser”! He said aloud.

     “I wonder if I should knock and see if anybody’s home”? He laughed to himself. “Maybe they’ll open up and offer me some fresh baked cupcakes. My guess is that there is a sentry on 24 hour guard on the other side of this door with orders to shoot anyone who tries to open it.” He put his hands up as if he had some kind of magic power. “Open says me”! He joked to himself remembering an old 1940s Three Stooges movie. He tried to remember the combination of his high school locker and tried it on the combination lock. “Right 32, left 22, right 18. Did I just hear a click? I must have been knocked a little loopy” he laughed again. There was a mount for a camera that had been melted by the blast. It was a quartz box that had been broken and the camera a nineteen nineties security camera had been converted to liquid by the heat and was now but a stain on the vault door.
     “Well, I’ve always been more of a start at the top and work my way down rather than start at the bottom and work up kind of guy. So I’ll have to hike out of here.” 

     He ate a handful of snow for water and rubbed some snow on his arm and eye wounds to ease the dull pain. He wrapped his arm with his T-shirt that was under his racing suit and re zipped the suit up tight. It was warm, almost comfortable. 

     He remembered how hot it was wearing that suit when he was racing cars at the Bonneville Salt Flats all those years ago. He started up the road walking past and around all of the destroyed vehicles lined up one behind the other all the way to the top of the mines’ edge. It was a conga line of death spiraling out of the mine. It reminded him of the “Highway of death” in Iraq during the Gulf War only it was much more organized. The destroyed, burnt and vaporized vehicles were lined up perfectly as if they were waiting to enter a drive in theater.
     Every step of the climb was an endeavor. The pain was relentless but he figured that if he is walking, not pissing blood, not swelling and not tasting blood in his mouth that he probably wasn’t bleeding internally. That was a good thing and as he walked up the six miles of inclined road he was feeling a little bit better all the time. “Maybe he only had a badly bruised tailbone.” He thought.  
     As he passed each vehicle he noticed that they were in worse shape as he spiraled higher and higher up the mine roadway. The roadway was nearly as wide as a two lane highway because of the size of the giant dump trucks and digging shovels that once went up and down it each day. 
     The huge mine, one of the largest in the World used to produce Boron and Borax, Borax for soap and Boron for rocket fuel he thought. That is why Edwards Air Force base was right next door he remembered. 

     The vehicles down below were burnt pretty badly but as he climbed higher out of the mine, the vehicles on the roadway were simply vapor and ash spots. They became just big dark spots in the snow. It was obvious that the people who were in these vehicles were trying to get through the blast door before it was sealed.

     “Well, the early bird gets the worm. He patted the side of a blackened blob. The next time you get that very special call don’t waste your time packing up your jewels and shit, Asshole, just jump in your damn car and go. I’m hoping we all learned a little lesson from all this?” He laughed to himself. He wondered if all these hundreds maybe thousands of people were supposed to be in the tunnels safe and sound or were they trying to muscle their way in just before the blast? He didn’t see any bullet holes in the vehicles at the bottom. They were burnt but not shot up. Whatever the case there was no use in wondering about it now.
     Around and around he climbed steadily upwards. He had been walking for hours and was nearly to the top. He would come out of the pit close to the Phalanx gun maybe fifty yards or so. He realized that other than going through the gun somehow there was no other way into the complex. If an atomic bomb couldn’t open that blast door, a hand full of ancient grenades would be of no help.

      He could hear the whirring of machinery as he peeked over the edge of the cliff wall at the angry, white, conical green eyed Cyclops. The Helium Neon Lasers’ bright green beam was searching the horizon and locking onto targets faster than a human being could follow. It reminded him of the “Wings” “Band On the run” concert he took his first wife Karen to in the early nineteen seventies. “Wings” was the first band to use a HeNe laser as part of the show. He remembers telling his wife to not let the beams which were bouncing all around the concert hall hit her in the eyes. People were hurt at the first laser concerts and all that was stopped by the record companies years later. The gun laser fired with the same intensity and speed of the concert lasers. It was amazing to him how similar they were. The laser was obviously used for distance measurement. Once a target was picked up on radar the laser measured the distance and the Phalanx gun took out the target. All this happened in the blink of an eye.  

     The radar and the gun were mounted in separate slots near the top of the large cone. He could see them moving and spinning from his vantage point.  Every few seconds the gun mounted about ten or twenty feet from the top of the cone would spin around, a green laser would blast out of the slot and then the Gatling gun section of long tubes arranged in a circle would begin to whirl and a quick blast of rounds “Brrrrrrrt” would disappear out over the horizon. He could not figure out what the gun was shooting at but the shots were in many different directions.
     The radar was spinning at a tremendous rate where it was mounted directly underneath the gun. It was tucked inside of the cone out of sight in a slot about six feet wide that ran around the cone like thick black line. He could see it spinning around inside the slot tracking anything on the horizon. It was moving so fast that he could feel the breeze of artificial wind it created. It would stop and focus on a target and then resume it’s high speed spin.
     There were no doors or hatches in the white giant that he could see. There was a service ladder molded into to the side of it with the ladder ending at the radar slot forty or fifty feet up from the ice plain. If he climbed into the radar slot the radar would either blow him off of the ladder or if he got inside, it would cut him apart like a king sized bologna slicer. “The cone must have been buried in a large pile of tailings and was cleared away by the blast that they knew would come someday.” He thought to himself. 
     “The gun was in constant movement probably still firing on the Mylar sailboat sleds as Big John and his boys had long since run out of tank rounds by now.” He thought. “Brrrrrrrrrrt”, “Brrrrrrrrt” the sound was deafening from where he stood. The sound would echo back off of the pit canyon walls a half a mile away and play back so that it sounded like four or five guns firing one after the other. 
     The individual sounds of the rounds blasting out of the gun would be separated by the distance of travel of the sound and he could hear the individual rounds firing more clearly in the echoes. It sounded more like a Thompson machine gun, only louder, much louder. Again and again it fired off into the distance.

     The huge white cone was a little more than one hundred feet away from the mine rim. It was so big it almost looked close. He wondered if he could throw a grenade that far and into the radar slot some forty feet up from the ice floor.
      “Hell, Catfish Hunter couldn’t toss one of these things that far. No, I’m gonna have to strole on over there and climb that ladder and lob them in. I could say, Hello, Hey look, I brought lunch, do you guys like Pineapples? Yeah, that’d be funny”! 

     He tucked the grenades inside of his race suit and laid flat on the green ice of the plain and began to scoot on his belly ever so slowly towards the Giant white cone. He was leaving a snail trail of blood on the ice. He was tense and scared as he slid forward on the ice. Every time the radar spun away from him and tracked a target, he slid a few feet forward. He would freeze in his movement when it passed over his position. Now he understood why the gun mount was conical in shape. It was so the radar could track targets even within a few feet of the gun. “So much for getting under the radar.” He thought.
     The gun was mounted in such a way as it could easily pivot and blast him even if he was right at the very base of the cone. That is why it was such a steeply sided cone he figured. “Pretty damn good design. 
     The green laser was being deployed as the radar whirled around and round. The White cone was much bigger than he thought. It stood about 80 feet tall. It was painted white so it could not be seen from a distance in the greenish white expanse of the ice plain. The Conical shape would have protected it from even a super weapon as it would have diverted the blast and heat to the ground. 
     Waldo guessed it was probably made of some high temp material. “Something like Titanium, Hasteloy, even Inconell X or some similar materials. It must have cost a fortune of the tax payers money to build this shit kicker” he thought. The M-61gattling gun could rotate 360 degrees in a slot about twenty feet below the pointy tip of the cone. Ten or twelve feet below that slot was a wider slot where he could see the stretched dish radar spinning at about 120 RPM. 
     As he got closer he could tell that it was not painted white. The white color was actually a coating of ash. The metal cone was originally coated with a high temperature phenolic that was instantly turned to ash from the heat of the nuclear blast. The white ash was coating the entire metal structure with a coating of bright white hue. He could see the dark colored metal underneath in a few places “Fantastic design.” He said to himself.
    Meanwhile the rest of the assault team waited patiently to hear from him. They knew that as long as the Phalanx gun was still working any movement by them would be suicide. An hour passed, then two. Someone said “I don’t think he made it. He probably was killed.” “No good deed goes unpunished” Big John said. Jonathon called out over their radio for what to do next. “Time to switch to plan B” The Hammer softly replied and everyone solemnly convoyed back for the Mojave. Abe drove Phantom back in the Grey Ghost. She was nervously pacing back and forth on the front seat.  
                                          Chapter Fourteen
     “It is easier for a Camel to pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven.” –Jesus Christ- The Holy Bible-The New Testament

     It took fifteen minutes to scoot to the metal base of the giant white witch’s hat. He was scooting six inches at a time. As time progress he established a rhythm to his movements that matched the radar. There was a recessed ladder built into the cones’ side. It led all the way up to the first large slot which contained the rotating radar. Waldo pulled himself up along the ladder with his good arm. His left fore arm had become all but useless now due to being ripped open and burnt from the blast of rounds he took before he shot off of the mine pit rim.

     It was nearly impossible to climb the ladder with one arm but he knew he had to try. At any time he was expecting some hidden hatch he could not see to open up and some military nut to pop out to gun him down but he slowly and miserably pulled himself up the ladder anyway. Slowly he climbed staining his path with blood.
     Fifty feet up and just under the radar slot he could hear the radar whirring away loudly and feel the blast of air it was pushing out of the slot as it moved around rotating twice a second. He was so intent on killing this thing that he had forgotten about the pain. He slid his hand up into the slot and felt that it had a foot wide shelf that he would be able to pull himself up onto. 
     He rested at the top of the ladder just under the slot and pulled two hand grenades from his racing suit. He would have to time himself for the radar to pass his spot before he tossed in the grenades. 

     He knew that the microwaves generated by the radar at this close rage would cook his hand off in a New York second just like tossing a mouse in a microwave. He carefully pulled the ring/pins from two of the grenades and held the levers. He thanked God for his unusually large hands. He held the grenades lever to lever and oh, so tightly. As the dish passed he tossed them into the base of the electric motor that was spinning the radar and then he quickly climbed back further down the ladder underneath the slot for protection from the blasts.

     The old grenades went off in three seconds just like Big John had warned. The sound was muffled and were not the explosions he had expected. “Boooof, Boooof” was the sound and smoke puffed and then wafted from the slot. Cautiously he climbed back up to the slot and quickly put his hand up and back down to see if there was any air being pumped out of the slot or if his hand would get hot from the microwaves.  
     The radar had been stopped and was facing him. It was frozen into position and it was dead. He hauled himself to balance on the thin ledge and looked into the inside of the cone. He expected to see military personnel charging up ladders mounted on the inside walls with guns blazing. But that did not happen. 

     Then he stood up in the slot, precariously balancing on the thin ledge and lobbed two more hand grenades into the slot that contained the moving gun. Only one detonated. “Bataang” was the sound of the explosion. The gun area sounded as if it was much more fortified or built of a sturdier metal. A black smoke ring puffed out of the gun slot.
     The now angry gun immediately pitched over and the laser focused on his face and head. Bathed in a beam of intense green light he looked briefly into the face of his merciless adversary. He tried to hide his body inside of the radar slot of the cone but the rim he was precariously balancing on was way too narrow. The laser light was way too bright to look at. He put his head down and closed his eyes as he heard the barrels spin up to speed for its’ coup de grace. The gun blasted and the first burst tore so close to him that he could feel the heat of the passing burst of round as they slammed into the base of the cone. It refocused again and without mercy as only a robot could kill attempted to fire again. “Whirrrrr,” “whirrrr,” “whirrrr”. 

     No rounds came from the six spinning barrels. Again and again it quickly re cycled and would whir up to speed again and again but no rounds were being fired. “The first grenade must have busted its’ 20 mm feeding mechanism.” He thought. 
     “My turn mother fucker”! Waldo quickly tossed another grenade up into the gun slot, it went off nearly as soon as it cleared the slot. “Bataang”, the gun stopped spinning. The laser shut down. He could hear servos clicking over and over desperately trying to recycle the gun but to no avail. “Ding….Dong….The witch is dead”! He thought.

     It was getting colder as the sun was beginning to set and the wind was picking up and pulling at him precariously perched on the thin ledge as he stood in the radar slot.  

     With no concern for falling, angrily he held up a middle finger to the gun and screamed as loud as he could in relief and frustration. “FUUUUUUCK YOOUU, mother fucker… I’m the man not you, you piece of metallic shit. Fuck you and the assholes who built you”!   
     He was pissed off, more than he had ever been pissed off before and he thought of tossing another grenade into the gun just for shits and giggles or more “just to be sure.” But he only had one grenade left and figured that if he had to fight his way out of the complex he would need it.
     He looked down inside of the cone but there were no personnel to be seen. Inside the large hollow metal, dirty and wet cone was nothing but wires, servos, solenoids and electric motors. The entire Phalanx gun emplacement seemed to be fully automated and unmaintained for years. 

     He wondered how many rounds were still in his .357 Magnum strapped to his hip. He was trying to remember if he had reloaded it at all after the last problem that he had faced. I didn’t even fire one shot during the whole tank Pirates thing he remembered. I’ve got to have all six in the gun. But now was not the time to worry about that. “I know that God has got my back on this one.” He thought
     He climbed through the gun slot and down the fifty foot tall ladder inside the cone to the base floor where he found a hatch in the floor. It was locked with a heavy padlock and too heavy for him to pull open so he grabbed a bar left on an old metal table and strained to open the hatch. It was steel and coated with half inch lead sheet. He popped the lock off and finally wedged it open to reveal another ladder going down, way down. The ladder was over a hundred feet tall maybe two hundred feet and he was not sure if he could make it all the way down without passing out.
      He was exhausted but his anger drove him onward and he began the climb. He thought “No wonder why nobody had showed up to fight him. It would take an Olympic athlete to climb up all these freakin’ ladders, bad design”! He chuckled to himself.
      When he had reached the base floor, deep inside the complex, he drew the Magnum and began a search for the military personnel he was sure he would have to deal with. There was a long pastel pink hallway leading from the gun base room with hundreds of doors on either side of it. He went from room to room weapon drawn. It was warmer deep under ground, around 60 degrees he thought. He could smell the odors of his own body, urine and blood as the hallway and rooms were immaculately crisp and clean. 
     The air was a bit musty but not half bad. Each room was painted a soft pink pastel or pale green or light blue. “How cute” he thought. “The colors were probably created by some psychologist to keep people trapped hundreds of feet under ground for years from going bat shit crazy.” He could hear weird Muzak music coming faintly from speakers mounted into the walls near the ceilings everywhere. “The kind of shit they play in an insane asylum.” He thought.
     He began to kick open door after door as he roamed down the seemingly endless hallway. His kicks and charges were played back as an echo down the hallway. Each room seemed to be a simple living quarters. Each contained a simple metal twin bed still made up to military standards (you could have bounced a quarter off the tight sheets), A small flat screen monitor mounted on one wall, a small cabinet, washbasin and a chemical toilet. Room after room were opened, except for color, they were all exactly the same.  

     After an hour and sixty or so rooms he was nearing exhaustion. He had now reverted to simply opening the doors and walking in. Finally he laid on one of the beds and instantly fell asleep. He dreamed of Denise and her funny smile. He realized that he always dreamed of Denise. She was all he thought about when he was resting. That thought woke him up instantly. He resumed his search.

       After even more time he began to wonder if the place was devoid of life all together and he began to call out. “Hello…Anybody here….Hello”! He was pissed, in burning pain tired and wanted to shoot someone, just about anyone would do right about now.
     At the end of the long hall there was an elevator. It opened silently and he stepped inside. According to the elevator button directory, there were ten floors to the complex. “Time to nut up or shut up” Waldo said to himself. And he pushed the button for the “Main floor.” The elevator swooshed downward….

     He stood to the side of the doors and cocked the hammer of the single action magnum as he reached the main floor. The doors whisked open, he waited in a crouched position on the left side of the doorway opposite of the button panel. He waited a few seconds as the doors closed again but the elevator did not move and no one approached the doors. He waited longer, still they did not open and the elevator did not move.

     He quickly flipped over to the button panel side and opened the doors. But there was no one trying to get in. And no one was shooting. 
     He dropped to the floor with his weapon leading the way he wormed out on the floor out through the doors. Trying to focus in the bright neon light of an immensely large room he jumped to his feet and circled, his Magnum pointing the way, hammer clicked back. 

     The huge room was full of desks with computer monitors, chairs, large cabinets and even vehicles. There were three Abrams M-1 tanks lined abreast, a dozen tan Hummers, three black limousines with blue flags on the front fenders and fifty electric golf carts all plugged into their chargers. “Limousines”? He wondered. The walls in the room were seventy feet high by two hundred feet long and painted a sweet pastel sky blue. The Muzak droned on. Violins were playing the “Unforgiven” by “Metallica.” “Is nothing sacred.” He thought
     Against one wall were hundreds of 55 gallon drums of fuel. Gasoline, kerosene, diesel fuel, the line of drums stacked to the ceiling proceeded around a corner and continued down a hallway for what looked like miles. 
      He called out. “Hello” is anybody here”? The sound of his single voice just echoed down the hallways which all intersected at this great room. To his right he saw the inside of the huge vault door which led to the outside world. It was clean and shiny and quite unlike its’ other outside.

     There were dozens of large flat TV screens on the walls but they were all blank and not turned on. “Place would make a great sports bar.” He thought. A pizza oven, some micro brewed beer and don’t forget the long legged chicks in the miniskirts.”
     He turned to notice a large lit map of the complex sort of like one would see at a big shopping mall.  He realized he was at the center of nearly twenty miles of tunnels, two miles of tunnels to a floor. There were two hospitals in here and four miles of food storage, a full machine and repair shop, a library, a spa and a swimming pool, a computer hall and a radio and communications complex. That was where he was headed next.

     The communication complex was on the third floor. All he could think about as the elevator rose was “They got a swimming pool a fuckin’ swimming pool for crise sakes”? As the door opened he again drew his weapon and pulled the hammer back. But there was no one there when the doors opened.
      He walked in and everything was up and running. This place was even linked to satellites that had been placed in double geosynchronous orbit. It must have had communication with other places all around the World. 
     All the power to run this place was coming from wind generators linked to batteries on the wayward side of the mountains facing away from the Los Angeles basin out past the town of Mojave. “This place could run by itself for decades.” He thought.
     Waldo was busy looking at all the screens of contact indicating that there was virtually no contact with anyone else anywhere in the World. There was a large blue digital clock mounted on one wall counting down. Counting down to what he did not know. It read two years, eight months, seven days, fourteen hours, eleven minutes and sixteen seconds, make that fifteen seconds. He looked down from the clock and that is when he saw him…
                                         Chapter Fifteen
     “The problems of two people don’t amount to a hill of beans in this crazy World.” –Rick Blaine- Humphrey Bogart- Casablanca
     It was a man, he was sitting in a chair at a large desk with his back to Waldo. His head was on the desk, he was asleep. Waldo crept up on him with the weapon cocked. He held his breath as to not wake the man before he was in position. He came from behind and put the gun to the back of the young man’s head. “Knap time’s over Junior” he said as he pushed the barrel of the gun against the young man’s head. The man was wearing a uniform of an unknown military emblazoned with unknown insignias. It was a black jumpsuit with a formal shirt and black tie. There were Pyramid emblems on the shoulders. At the top of the pyramid was the all seeing eye. His shoes were shiny as if new. 

     The young man did not move. As Waldo pushed the gun harder against the man’s head he could tell that the man was as hard as if he was cast from plaster. In fact he was the color of plaster. He was dead and nearly a mummy. His face with eyes open was lying in a long ago dried up puddle of blood and vomit. He looked as if he was smiling.
     In front of him was a lap top computer. Its’ battery was long dead, Waldo slid it over to another chair and sitting alongside his dead friend he plugged it into the wall. A second later it came to life and the last thing the young man had typed on it instantly came to the screen. Waldo read it in disbelief.
     “I want to explain my actions to those who may find me. I am Major William Thompson. I maintain Boron Complex 8D and have been stationed here for six years. As tensions were mounting with the enemy, I received the command to open the main blast door. Three thousand selected civilian and military personnel were scheduled to arrive at Boron Complex 8D within the hour. 
     The blast door mechanism would not open the door. For some unknown reason it set itself for maximum lock duration of nine years. I recycled it countless times and even tried to override the main computer system. It responded by asking me for the original access code. 
     I had never been given the original access code by my commanders. So I tried to contact main head quarters at Launch Com west to request the code from my commander Colonel Barley. But there was no reply. I tried again and again on all hailing frequencies but was unsuccessful. Maybe they had already been hit. I did not know.

     Currently, all systems are up and running as are all of the defense systems. But I don’t have access to those systems as they are out of my reach. I can assure you though that all are up to nominal standards as illustrated in the handbook and manuals BC8D-c4911954.

     I was in the process of hacking the main computer in order to acquire the main access code which would open the main blast door when I felt the initial blast. I thought this whole place was coming down around me. But I survived. Once the blast door was locked it was on an internal timer and was to remain sealed for as indicated, nine years. Unless of course the main access code was acquired. 

     It has been four years, three months and six days since that day and I can’t live with the loneliness anymore. I have spent four years trying to contact the other complexes and installations. As far as I can tell they have all been either abandoned or destroyed. I am unable to continue living as the last man on Earth trapped in this underground tomb. I have tried to go through a hatch up into the defense weapon but I believe the hatch is sealed from the outside. I have heard it fire a few times through the hatch but no matter what I’ve tried I cannot open the hatch. I tried to use the welders but the ladders are too long for the reach of the cables on the welders. So I gave up.
     My own wife and children were on the other side of that blast door, there was nothing I could do to save them. I cannot forgive myself for that. I am taking my own life at this time with a standard issue cyanide capsule. I haven’t got the courage to shoot myself as God knows I’ve tried. I did my best. May God rest their souls and forgive mine.” 

     Waldo sadly looked over at the ashen body which had been sitting in that chair for so many years now He could see the long dried puddle of blood and foaming vomit that accompanies a cyanide death.

      “You poor bastard! I really don’t have much sympathy for you and I know my brothers and my Lord are a bit disappointed in me right now for that. But I am but a poor sinner after all.” He looked closely at the face of the long dead Major. “You should have gone with the shot to the head buddy, cyanide is real ugly and not at all cracked up to be what is advertised, now was it? 
     So, In the end it was the sucker janitor who no one of authority would trust with the key to the front door and a simple computer glitch that ended the party for all of the luminaries and the elite within a thousand miles of the Los Angeles area. 
     Well, ain’t that a bitch? I’ll betch’a you would have given us everything in this place just to see our gaunt faces. Wouldn’t you Billy ole’ buddy”?  Waldo laid his face against the desk top and looked directly into the lifeless, open and sunken eyes of Major Thompson. “Sometimes even pastel colors can’t save you, brother”!
     But if you were still alive I would have been more than happy to put you out of your misery personally and put this 11-D where the Sun doesn’t shine! 

     I want to be saddened by your loss. But we all lost everyone and every thing too! And what the hell kind of Go Go dancin’, sissy uniform is that you’re wearing any way? It ain’t Halloween yet. You built this place with stolen American taxpayer dollars and you don’t even have a United States flag on your shoulder? Do you have any idea how many people starved to death so you could cry about being lonely like a little girl? How fuckin dare you! 

     Let me bring you up to speed here Bill. To the guys who were using you as a slave, you weren’t even important enough to give the secret handshake to. And if they started to run a little short of canned beef around here they would’ve roasted up you and your now vaporized little family just to have something to go along with their processed macaroni and cheese. 
     You weren’t special, they weren’t special. No one is special. We’re all just ants crawling around on a tiny rock floating in the middle of nowhere….How the hell could you steal taxpayer money to build this paradise for you and your pals to hole up in while the rest of us were left out there to die? How fuckin’ dare you!

     You were such a sucker that you didn’t even know why all the other places like this didn’t acknowledge your requests, did you? The reason is that if things got real ugly they would’ve come over here and taken what you’ve got. 
     The A-holes that were eventually going to cap you would have eventually gone over there and took it all away from them too. That is the way these guys think and suckers like you rolled with that? In your pea brain “Major ridiculous disco outfit” mind… You were OK with that? A fucking swimming pool?
     The devil always fucks his own baby! No one goes without being fucked! He makes you screw everyone around you and then he bends you over the couch, laughing all the while. He promises you every thing and delivers nothing. The carrot is always dangling but it just dangles baby. He would rather let it rot off the string before giving you a bite! There is no joke Bill, you’re the joke!” 

     Seeing the globalist army patches on the young Major’s shoulders, Waldo understood the whole picture. It was the pyramid and the all seeing eye of satan gold on a black background.
     He fired up the radio to the main contact frequency that linked all of the “Protection facilities” as they were called on the screens in front of him. He set the communication camera on his face. His face was red with anger covered with blood and dried mud. He did not know for sure if they were listening or not and at this point he didn’t even care. He just needed an ass to kick.
     “Listen up here you goose stepping sissy freaks. There is a new sheriff in town. Look at this face because the next time you see it, it will be the last thing you see. I am Waldomar….The Mighty One….The Word of God and I am coming for each and every one of you mother fuckers! 
     I just took this shit hole all by my lonesome and I’m coming for you all next. So dig out your suicide pills, start passing around the grape Kool Aide and pissin your pants. I am not gonna be as easy on you as Ole Billy here was on himself. Fuck you all very much! See ya soon.” Then he gave the silent screens a big two middle finger salute and said. “Its assholes like you guys that make me wish I had more middle fingers”!   

     Now, Waldo began to work with the radio. It was way too complex for his limited knowledge of communications systems. Somehow after a few hours of fiddling he stumbled upon the frequency that CBers call channel 19. 
     “Hello all of you starving lunatics barely hanging on in the Mojave and waiting to die. This is Waldo also known as the Mighty One or the Word of God. I am informing you that as of right now you have all won the lottery and are all the richest people on Earth. It is also my pleasure to inform you that it is time for you all to move to your new luxury homes in the desert. 
     Those of you who were complaining about there being no more Social Security benefits, I am here to reassure you that your check was in the mail…Over.”  
    “Waldo is that you”? Marcia was on the radio in Steve Gs shack while Linda was giving him some soup and changing his bandages.

     “Absofunkinlutely”!
      “Are you alright? Where are you? Did you get into the complex? Over” 
      “Hold it, hold it, all I can tell you is that my buddy Major Thompson here says that it is perfectly alright for us all to come on over and move right in. He’s been a little lonely and there is plenty of room for us all he says. Bring everyone and every thing and don’t forget your bathing suits. 
     Tell Steve G that I have got a big surprise for him and to leave his HAM radio set there as he won’t be needing it anymore.” Steve G looked up from his bed with a pained smile on his face. 

     “Oh, and I’ve got a lot of new toys for all the good little boys and girls. Christmas was a little late this year because my welfare check was a little late but I’m promising you all, I’m gonna make up for it all of you in spades! 
     Oh, one problem, wear your sneakers. There are a hell of a lot of ladders to climb around here”! “Bathing suits?” someone said.
     In a few days the convoy crossed the ice plain and stopped at the base of the Phalanx gun. There was still apprehension and fear of the gun and they were in awe at the size of it. Waldo was sitting in the radar slot near the top of the cone wearing fresh, winter clothes, he had his arm bandaged. He was eating a bologna and cheese sandwich and drinking a cup of hot black coffee. 
     As they approached he stood up and waved. There was something large next to him. He picked up one end of it and slid it out of the slot. It was the gun barrel section of the Phalanx gun. The ten foot long set of six steel tubes slid down the side of the cone and smashed against the metal floor at the base of the Witch’s hat. “I give you the head of the hydra.” He laughed. 
     Two hundred and seventy three people moved into the facility. It was difficult climbing the ladders down to the complex through the hatch in the gun. Big john and Lee cut a hole at the base of the gun cone floor and installed a metal door. Then they built an elevator for everyone to use from the electric motors originally used to power the radar and the gun. They had found cables in one of the spare parts tunnels.
      Two hundred seventy three people were now living the high life in the cold, blowing and frozen nuclear winter. They all were warm, dry and safe from radioactivity. Life was better for everyone, a lot better! Everyone took rooms for themselves and they all worked together to keep the complex clean and maintained. There was a never ending sequence of finding something unusual stored in one of the endless tunnels, figuring out what it was and then using it for the group. 
     The conditions were so good that within the first year, two children were born to the group and everyone celebrated.
     Two years went by as Lee and all the young computer wiz kids tried to hack the main computer countless times in order to retrieve the code that would open the main vault door in the pit but they could not hack it. The military was way too good with computers for kids to hack. 
     Big John, who believed in not playing around, conducted an experiment with one of the M1 Abrams Battle tanks parked inside the facility. He moved everyone up to the top floor of the complex for safety. He and Abe fired an armor piercing anti tank round at the door hinge in an attempt to open it. 
     The round bounced off of the door barely scratching it, imbedded itself into the tunnel wall and then detonated next to the tank. It tore a hole in the side of the Abrams. Big John and Abe survived but barely and the end decision of the elders was to wait for the timer which was continually counting down to open the door eight months from that time. This was figured out by Steve G. 
     Linda and Marcia stitched up Big John’s arm as Waldo and Diane looked on. “Make the stitches big ladies. Chicks dig scars” Waldo said with a laugh. “Not this chick.” Marcia replied.  

     The special day finally came, by coincidence it was also Big John’s birthday. There was a huge party scheduled for both events. 
A huge cake was baked and everyone was there. There were thousands of bottles of wine in the wine room but the people treated them like they were sacred artifacts and only broke them out for really special occasions. On the tables were hundreds of bottles as this was a great day. A few of the folks had distilled some moonshine from garbage for the adults to drink. Waldo wasn’t sure teaching them that, was such a good idea after all. But he just laughed when the mason jars were brought out and opened.

     “How many candles should we put on the cake”? Diane asked.

     “I don’t know. How old is Big John” Steve G asked.

     “No one knows for sure, he is not telling and I for one am not going to ask him”! Waldo joked. “Better to have it and not need it rather than to need it and not have it. So, put all the candles we have on the cake and grab a fire extinguisher”! They all laughed.

      As the flaming cake was brought out Big John said. “I’m not that old”!  

     “How old are you?”  Someone asked.

     “What’s it to ya”? was his reply. No one else asked.

     Steve G feeling much better now said. “I’m going to start the evening festivities with the very first rap song ever written. It is also a tribute to the birthday boy.” There was a dull “uh” uttered by someone in the back of the room. Steve loaded and spun an old 33 RPM record on an old turntable he owned which he had linked to all the speakers in the complex. 
     It was the 1961 Jimmy Dean classic “Big John” Waldo hadn’t heard that song in forty no make it fifty years… “Every morning at the mine you could see him arrive. He stood six foot six and weighed 245. Kinda’ broad at the shoulder and narrow at the hip. An’ everybody knew you didn’t give no lip to Big John.” The whole group joined in and John realized it was all planned. “Big John, Big John, Big Johhhhn, Big Bad John”!
     Someone asked him. “How did you get that name”?

     “Waldo gave it to me many years ago and it just stuck. We were running land speed motorcycle streamliners at Bonneville with an old buddy of ours. Boy Waldo was surprised as shit when I showed up at his door one day after the war. He cried like a baby when he saw me.” 

     “Yeah, I remember once we shared a motel room and Big John invited a couple of hookers over to keep him company. I just left. Beside he didn’t need any help from me”! Waldo reminisced.

     The dancing began. Waldo lit up a fat Cuban cigar, he had found a box of them in one of the larger rooms of the complex. It probably belonged to a Colonel or General of the “black clown suit brigade” as he liked to call the original builders of the complex. He smoked it next to the recirculation vent and it tasted so fine. “Rolled on the thighs of beautiful fourteen year old Cuban virgin girls”! And because he had taken it from those bastards by force it tasted better than any cigar he had ever smoked. 
     He watched the party from a chair in the corner. Some of the youngsters came up to him and coaxed him to dance. He had nearly forgotten how but it all came back to him. As he sat back down Linda the cute tall thin blonde girl that was now romantically involved with Steve G sat next to him and asked him. “Waldo, why haven’t you a girlfriend? My sister Diane sure thinks that you are the living end.” She grinned.
 “Well, actually, I’m way too old for her and I’m married. But I’m not sure if everyone knows that.” Linda looked uncomfortably at the floor as if she thought Waldo were kidding himself or maybe even going a little mad. Everyone knew that Denise had been gone for nearly eleven years now. It had been the subject of private conversations many times through the years. Everyone was sure that she had died all those years ago.

     But Waldo just wasn’t going to have it. It was the one thing that kept him separated from everyone else and distant from close relationships. He was and would always be a loner.
     “That Denise must be quite a woman”! She laughed trying to make the situation lighter. “You don’t even know the half of it and she…” He stopped himself, he was old enough and wise enough to know that women don’t like hearing good things about other women. “And besides, Phantom is a real jealous cat.” They both laughed. Phantom heard her name and looked up from a chair she was sleeping in.
     At that time the music stopped and Steve G. came over the speakers. He was upstairs in the communication room watching the countdown clock. “Okay everyone he said it is now T-minus fifteen seconds to opening.” Everyone turned to look at the huge door. Big John the birthday boy was to be honored with opening the door when the latches clicked open. That is if they clicked open. He positioned himself at the door switch. 
     “Five…Four…Three…Two…One” As he said that everyone could hear a loud clicking within the huge vault door and a green light at the top was illuminated. Big John pulled the lever and huge hydraulic cylinders buried deep within the stone walls pulled the great door open. The cold Mojave wind and loose snow blew in and everyone coward out of the wind… Big John flipped the lever again and the huge door closed with a bang!
     Big John meandered over to Waldo, sat down and asked “Why won’t you tell anyone how you took out that Phalanx gun? Are you afraid people will be shocked at how easy it was”? 
     Waldo laughed “No, actually it was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. But I am going to leave it to history to paint that picture.” 
“You just want people to talk about you and remember you as some kind of a legend. That’s all”!  
     “Nope, That’s not it either, you know Big John, all my life people have told stories about me that were lets say less than admirable. And the reason for that was…As a younger man I was less than admirable. Now they can tell better stories about me that will be as true as they want them to be.

      Anyway, all glory goes to God and attention of any kind sort of creeps me out and besides, I have waited for this day to come for over two years now. Don’t tell anybody yet but I’m rolling out of here pretty soon old buddy, probably in a couple of days.
     I have talked to a few of the young tadpoles and a handful of them are going to rollout with me and Abe. We just needed this door to open so we can load up the Abrams left on the ice plain with fresh ammo and fuel. Then me and the Grey ghost are gonna ride off into the sunset. 

     “You’re gonna need me to go with you.” 
     “Sorry big guy, I am going to need you to stay here and hold down the fort and keep what we have got going here alive. No, young Skywalker, I am going to need you to stay here and keep people from falling to the dark side of the force.” Waldo knew that the road ahead would be rough and Big John was getting a little long in the tooth. The scorched birthday cake was testament to that. 
     “You can start by teaching them how to drink responsibly.” He nodded over to the dance floor where a beautiful young woman who had definitely had too much moonshine to drink was dancing lasciviously. “I’ll get right on it and handle that particular problem personally.” Big John laughed 
     “Yeah, I’ll bet you will”! Waldo laughed with him. “You know, drinking responsibly was the one thing I could never master myself and that is why I don’t drink anymore.” 
“I wondered what the problem was. Where you an alcoholic”? Big John asked. 
“Not really and we all can’t be perfect. It just seemed like every time I did something really stupid my old friends Jack and Bud happened to be there.” Waldo said.  
“Yeah, I know what you mean.” John replied.
     “Anyway I’ve heard that Diane is looking for a new boyfriend and I can’t think of anyone better for her.” 
“Yeah, she sure is looking great isn’t she”?  She was dancing in a dress she had made just for the occasion. She was a knockout! 
“Well, on that note I have got to get loading up as it has been way too long for me and I’d better behave myself. Denise is still my girl and she never liked to share me.” Big John stopped laughing and looked away in discomfort…
      “You know John, Denise is the only woman I’ve ever trusted in my entire life. Most women don’t try and fight their shortcomings. They think you should buck up and accept them the way they are and just deal with it. They are nice and all, some are even fantastic, at least at first. But over time if you peel them like an onion, many of them turn out to be self centered, opportunistic manipulators. Denise is tough and honest. She is five feet and one hundred pounds of heart, peppered with twenty pounds of ass kick. If I never find her again I’m going to save my self for Vasquez.” 

     “Who is Vasquez”?

     “She was a character from an old science fiction movie. She was strong and tough as iron, sexy beyond words and had the heart of a lion. She was everything I think a woman should aspire to be. 
     You know people don’t realize it but as far as we know the human woman is the most powerful material being in the Universe.”

     “How do you figure that”?

     “Well, every material thing ever made by man was made just to impress them. Every skyscraper, personal jet, exotic car, furs, jewels. Its’ all about them and the sad part about it is that most of them don’t even realize it. The ones that do know how to work us, they manhandle us like little boys. They have been working men over ever since the time of Adam and Eve and most of us haven’t learned much since then. 

     If you remember the story: Adam was on the Earth for a long time by himself but the devil never approached him to eat of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. The devil knew better than that as Adam would have told him to go pound sand. 
     Along comes Eve and the devil, knowing she is easier to manipulate because she was more self centered, convinces her to eat of the fruit and then Eve convinced Adam to eat. Adam did it partly because he wanted to please her.” 
     “You believe that story”? Big John asked.
     “Every Word” Waldo replied.
     “It has been the same way ever since. Men are forever doing things they really don’t want to do to please their women. They have had most of the men dancing around like monkeys on a string for centuries. And the egos of men keep them from ever seeing it. So I guess they get what they deserve. 
     In the Old Testament God said something like “I looked for men of righteousness and I found few. I looked for women of righteousness and I found none.” That was the big guy who said that and he should know. 
     Men will get a job, work for people they can’t even stand for their entire life. People that are forever giving him promises of better pay or a better position in order to get him to work harder and put in more of the most valuable asset a man has in his life; his time. Because we are all just running for the grave you know. And the older we get the faster we run!

     The Corporate world will dangle a carrot in front of him that they never plan on letting him eat. And the reason for that is that they want to keep him slaving for as little as they possibly have to pay him and get him to work for that piddle as hard as he can. It was, is and always will be just a con game figured out by the devil. 
     Then when he retires, they give him a gold plated watch and then try to screw him out of his retirement. He putters around the house for a few years and then drops dead. Usually 8-13 years before his beloved. 

     That’s why I never wasted a single day of my life. I did all the things that I ever wanted to do. I still took care of my wives and family but I tore up life also! My first wife used to tell me “You do whatever you want”! Yes I do and I also do whatever you want! Was usually my reply.
     My Dad told me this when I was a kid “Women can be the greatest thing that can happen to a man and at the same time the worst thing. When you are young, the only thing they care about is the bulge in the front of your pants and when you get older the only thing that they care about is the bulge in the back of your pants.”
      Sometimes I think about guys that have a wife and also fool around with secret girlfriends and I wonder…What the hell is wrong with them. They can’t be that horny as they are now being worked by two or more females. 
     That almost always goes south! And when the girlfriend takes a walk she will nearly always take the time to call his wife and tell her all about the affair so the wife can make that idiot’s life a living hell until the day they toss him into the box. Go figure.” 

     “You’ve never cheated on your wives?” Big John asked with a sly sideways look.
     “No, but I’ve sure as hell have been tempted. I have had beautiful women just come right out and ask me to get involved with them. I know that I am not much to look at and all. I’ve got this whole Gorilla thing going on but chicks dig me for some weird  reason. 
     No, I’ve always felt that having sex with someone out of wedlock is like being a male Preying Mantis. And you know how that always ends? Besides I have always thought of women exactly the way I think of motorcycles.” Waldo said. 
     “How’s that”? Big John asked grinning, knowing that Waldo was setting him up for a joke. 
     “Each and every one of them are great and wonderful in their own special way. I enjoy all of their beautiful curves and lines. But I’ve ridden enough of them to know how they ride. So I don’t have to ride every one of them I see”! 

     Big John broke up laughing and spit his moonshine onto his thick grey, brown, bushy beard. The party went on into the night.  
     A few days later Waldo, Abe, young Lee and Eli (the African American teenager who had been partially blinded by the flash of an atomic weapon detonation) and a handful of random teenagers were loaded up and ready to leave. Waldo told them all that they would probably die on this mission of his. The next day he chose all who came forward to volunteer. They didn’t need any special skills as far as Waldo was concerned, they just needed guts. Waldo would teach them every other thing they would need to know. The whole pit group stood at the great vault door and nearly everyone was there to see them off. 
     “The data I have on Major Thompson’s laptop tells me that there are a couple of hundred places just like this one and where they all are. All of them are much smaller than this place but there are still quite a few safe havens for the “special ones” scattered around the country. Our plan is to dynamite their entrance and exit doors and seal them in their fortresses. They will live out their lives in their chosen havens. I am sorry but that is the best and most humane idea I can come up with.
      If we don’t do something about them, someday they’ll surface like rats after a rain storm and screw things up for us all again. They can’t help themselves as it’s in their very nature. I for one have had an ass full of it. I’m taking my little group I call my “Knights of Right” here and we’re going to fix things before the “special ones” get a chance to change things to benefit themselves again.
      God knows that no one is perfect. I’m a perfect example of that. But I have been re forging myself into a better man for nearly forty years now and I still have a long way to go. It is through my efforts that I show God how much I love him. I try to do my best but he still has to slap me around from time to time just to keep me on the right track. I thank him for that because I know that my enemies are also my benefactors in my quest to please God and to love myself more. 

     I believe on the day that I die and stand before the Almighty, that I will know that all the beings that I fought with and who tried to hurt and kill me, were all simply playing their role in an eternally long stage play with the end goal of making me a better being. I believe they will all surround me and say “Well done”!
     I still have to work on that whole “F word” thing I’ve got goin’ on. Becoming a better man is tough for me as I’ve always been my worst enemy.” Everyone laughed.  
     “God just wants us all to try and be better. Not so much for him but for ourselves. He knows that we can’t be perfect but you show him Love and respect when you try… Just try! 

     You know being a good man is like walking across a desert, each step gets harder and harder. But being a bad man is like stepping down a flight of stairs into a cool basement. Each step gets easier and easier and if you want, you could just run to the bottom and that is what some people do.

     These cats that are rat holed away in these places won’t try, not even a little because their egos and their fears govern their every action. They’re bad seeds and we can’t afford to let them root and grow into anything of importance ever again. 
     You know, Jesus is coming back someday and when he does he isn’t going to be that guy that the Romans whipped and beat as he just took it. He did that for you! Not for himself, you know, he was the son of God and he could have cleaned house with a single word. He didn’t take all that abuse because he is weak. He took it because he is strong! We all need to be more like him. No matter what it costs or how much it hurts. If you ever want to know what REAL pain feels like, try being crucified!” 
      “So Phantom, Abe, Lee, Jonathon, Eli, a few of the youngsters and I are going to take the Grey Ghost, and the slightly used Abrams tank here and flush these rats out. Maybe we’ll have to teach them how to change the World for the better. Maybe not, and if not we’ll just have to do to them what they tried to do to us...
       Besides, I also have to find Denise. I have been waiting here for her to show up for eleven years now. And I know that a lot of you think I’m crazy for believing that she is still alive but I can’t help that. She probably thinks that I’m dead or something because she would have made her way back to the Mojave by now. 
     So we’re heading down the yellow brick road and are off to see what is left of the world and maybe someday, God will bless me and I’ll find her.

     Take care of yourselves, you will probably never see me again. Stay hard, live in Love or die in fear. Oh, and when you tell those stories about me and the Phalanx gun don’t forget the part where I took out those twenty commandos in hand to hand combat.” He looked at Big John and smiled. 
      “Twenty Commandos”? Linda asked. 
     “He’s just bull shiting.” Big John said “It’s a Chicago thing, they all do it! 
      “Oh, and you younger guys…Get some balls. Go ahead reach on in there and find em’ cause you’re gonna need em’. Don’t ever let anyone convince you that being a real man is a bad thing or something to be ashamed of. Never apologize for your belief in yourself. And never apologize for your belief in God, Jesus Christ and the Holy Spirit because they wouldn’t apologize for believing in you. 
     God loves real men…Women and children love real men and all other men honor and respect real men. Think of David, Solomon, Noah, Moses, Muhammad, Brahma, Vishnu, Humphrey Bogart, John Wayne and Errol Flynn. Pattern yourself after their strengths and forget about their weaknesses.

     You know, Big John isn’t getting any younger as you can tell by that fire we almost started after lighting all those birthday candles.” Everyone roared with laughter.

      “You boys need to man up and become real men, no become warriors! I have heard all kinds of definitions of what separates the men from the boys in my life and all of them in my opinion were wrong. In fact they weren’t even close to the right definition. 
     What really separates the men from the boys is that boys can barely take care of themselves and men take care of everyone else. By that I mean that they protect everyone as a warrior does and they become responsible for them and their well being. They do this of their free will.
     Guard everyone from everything, even themselves and cherish them as if they were honoring yourself because believe it or not, they are you! 
     I wish this wasn’t the kind of World were you need a pair simply to survive but it always has been and probably always will be. Stay ready, fight for what is right, die for it if you have to and never forget to honor those who have.
     Dying is nothing to be afraid of, we all die, it’s only a matter of when and where. A real man chooses when, where and for what he will lay down his life for. A weak man has others choose it for him. 
     I for one would rather die on my feet than live on my knees! I hope you all feel the same way ‘cause the day that you don’t will be the day someone will force you to your knees. Never let that day come and never give another human being a right only God has over you.” With that he spun his arm like a cowboy. This was his sign for “light em up” and they fired up the vehicles.
     “Via con Dios, Amigo!” Big John said with a smile as the tank turbine began to whine up to speed. “Always have brother, and I pray I always will.” The tiny caravan headed off through the snow upwards along the mine road and out of the pit towards the northeast. “Doom Dog” was painted in white shoe polish on the back of the highly modified tank. It was fitted with a spare phalanx gun that had been found in storage. It was mounted where the fifty caliber top mounted machine gun used to be. The tank was driven by a fifteen year old that had practiced with the tank for two years inside the compound. Most of “Waldo’s marauders” were in their early teens as they all had something invaluable to Waldo…Time. This was going to be a long and costly purge. They were young but they were all real men in Waldo’s eyes.

      It was the last time the pit group would ever see Waldo and his band of merry men again. Everyone was standing in the giant vault doorway waving and sobbing. The quest to purge the Earth had begun. In the Mojave, it started to blow hard, light snow began to fall.

     Waldo leading the tiny caravan in the Grey Ghost pulled an old random, unlabeled cassette tape from a box stashed under the seat. He put it in, turned on the tape deck and after he smacked the top of the dash board of the pick up truck with his palm in order to coax the ancient stereo to play, it began to play “The Impossible Dream” as sung by Richard Kiley from the stage play “Man of La Mancha” It began: “To dream the impossible dream…To fight the unbeatable foe…to bare with unbearable sorrow… to run where the brave dare not go…” 
     Waldo does not believe in coincidences and he knew that his Angel brothers or maybe Paul were playing with him as they liked to do. “I know it’s you Paul”! He thought and shook his head with a smile as he drove on trying to remember the lyrics and sing along. Somewhere in the Universe there was laughter… And Phantom well, she was already fast asleep on the dashboard.
                                            The End for now.
                              Prologue/Moral of the story
             “For the times, they are a changin’.”  Bob Dylan
     The Moral of this story is that life is a bitch for everyone, no one goes unscathed, everyone suffers and there is just enough good stuff to get you to the next bit of suffering without slitting your wrists and then you die. This is the way that God intended it to be as we teach the Watchers or Angels and that is our job. The freaky part is that it is perfect in design and concept and will always be so. And that is because it works! And it works because you are loved.
     No one gets off this planet alive and everyone is taking their hits even as you read this. I’ve learned to thank God everyday for my problems, my defeats and my enemies as they are a gift from him to me, a gift that I asked for and a gift that I am to learn from. There is nothing to be afraid of, as fear is created by me and me alone.

     Every fighter knows that he learns more from his defeats than his Victories. So the defeats are even more important than his victories.
     This is the truth and to quote a good old time preacher…“The truth will set you free”!

     I was going to write this book like most other books with the ideals written as innuendoes or subtly referred to. But I’m more of a punch you in the face rather than “an explain to you why I want to punch you in the face” kind of guy!

     I embrace the present in order to welcome in the future. The evil beings that run this “Devils planet” are necessary, servants of God and were created and are needed by me to learn the lessons that I signed up for. They are nothing to be afraid of as they are powerless in this dimension without my or your hands. 

     I decided years ago to make a change and to “start with the man in the mirror.”  Just like Michael Jackson said.  Years ago I realized that it was all up to me. 
      Maybe you, average Joe or Jane would like to be a super hero. Everyone has the capacity for it. All you have to do is to consider becoming a person who speaks up or fights back against evil even if the evil is within you. It is not hard as evil is nearly always carried out by the weak of spirit and the weak of mind. You can change that.
     The reason comic books and movies are written about super heroes is because people who put themselves out and protect others, people who will risk it all for what is right are a rarity in this world of chicken shits. They are so heralded and unheard of that they are almost fictional. So it is easier to portray them in fiction.
     Stand up, find your courage. Help any one you can in your own special way. You will be a superhero, much better than any fictional comic book character because you are real and what you will do are real deeds! It all starts and ends with you.

     This book was given to you gratis, free of charge. Copy it and give it away to friends. There are no copy rights or profits to be made. I wrote this book in order to change the World, help me begin a chain reaction that can change the World. Or do nothing and wait for your turn to be marched into the ovens. I used my name as the primary character in this book to make an average guy a superhero. You can do the same so start today. I except no glory for this book even thought a lot of it is true. ALL GLORY GOES TO GOD, period. HE DA MAN! 

     This book’s purpose was to open your mind to your potential. In order to reach your ultimate potential you will need to have an open mind. An open mind grasps concepts better than a closed one. Everyone needs to have an open mind but not so open that their brains fall out. This world has seen enough of that. Objectively look around, we live in that world everyday.
     I leave you with this; 
     Envision a beautiful and wonderful world and it might be. Make it a beautiful and wonderful world and it will be! But again it all starts with you. Imagine a world where all things are great (including you) and it will have to be. You co-create reality with God.
     Now, take your hits, wipe off your tears, stitch up your wounds and learn from them. “Never give in and never give up.” This is what Winston Churchill said.

      Everything you do no matter how small affects the entire Universe. Believe it or not! Always do the right thing (every soul knows the difference) because the day is coming when you will have some serious explaining to do. I can attest to that. This I know for sure… Because I read the book….And like it or not…. God wins!

