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  Preamble:


  Version 60-h, writtenby Alfie - The Immortal, between February 2010 to July 1st, 2011 -using the Sigil EPUB Editor, my thanks and appreciation to the creators of Sigil. - I hereby commend this science fiction story picture-book to Public Domain for eternity, however long the current eternity lasts. It is provided free of charge to whomever wishes to read it using whatever reader one prefers, or send it to someone else in whatever method one chooses, also without charge to any recipient, or for any ebook newbie to examine it in their EPUB editor for the purposes of learning how to use the Sigil Editor, or any other EPUB Editor of their choice. The only stipulation being that the contents herein not be changed then those changes presented to others as being the original, nor falsely claiming the changer to be the original author. As to this book's contents, my primary reason for writing it is to conveymy personal belief that quantum plasmic energy parasites do exist, and do feed on the negative emotional energies of human beings,through an entertaining story-picturebook-format, that I naturally hope at least some readers will enjoy reading, even learn a few things from. I further believethat the existence of said quantum energy parasites will soon be proven by the scientific industry. However -proof of their existence is still entirely speculative circumstantial evidence at the present time. It is relevant, I feel, to say that images of viruses were essentially invisible to us until the advent of the electron microscope in 1931. And,despite all the research and advances since then,although several thousand viruses have since then been imaged and classified, it is estimated that millions more exist yet to be discovered. Scary thought, eh. Well, even scarier than viruses, are quantum plasmic energy parasites. Similarly, I believe we have in fact scientifically detected the invisible parasites of this story. We just so far refuse to realize what it is that we have detected, nor willing to officially accept their existence, for a myriad of reasons. While there are facts, which I tried diligently to get correct, but apologize if there are any facts I got wrong, and there are names of some real people and organizations within this story - this story is entirely written from my own imaginations. Some derogatory assocations I wrote in relation to some of those real people and organizations are purely my own invention, to make the story I have imagined work. I repeat - This story is speculative science fiction. Regarding the Church of Scientology, there are some things I attribute to them that I speculated from my own imaginations. However, there are other things I did not write from my own speculating imaginations. Google them and learn for yourself. The real criticisms of the Church of Scientiology, are - real, and in my humble opinion, but also as well as many others, more than enough reasons to recommend and support the total dissolvement of that organization. I think which things I wrote that are my imaginations and which are not will be quite evident from your search results. So, why, you might well ask, did I pick the Church of Scientology and use bad-guy Scientologists as the primary corporeal human enemy ? Answer - I have never liked Scientologists, since I first learned of and saw them as a young boy decades ago. But, I had forgotten about them. Well, I needed a "bad guy" for my ebook story, and I wanted one that nobody had ever used before, which made finding one for my ebook story very difficult. But then, the very day I was trying one last time to choose a "bad guy" - or kill myself :-), the Church of Scientology was in the news that very day, announcing it's new future retreat near Orangeville, Ontario, and that the section of the Bruce Trail which runs across their new property purchased in 2009, could soon be closed. The 885 km main Bruce Trail which crosses many 1,000s of private lands by the permission of all those good people, and the innumerable volunteers who help to maintain it, is the most popular hiking trail in all of Canada to the innumerable users of it. The Church of Scientology, seeking to ingratiate itself with the public, wants to close the section crossing it's property. I took that as a sign from 'the other side of somewhere' that bad Scientologists would serve to be the enemy in this my one and only ever science fiction story picture-book very well. As for how I came to formulate my belief that quantum plasmic energy parasites do exist,I had been up to 1989 searching for most of my life for whatever it would turn out to be that could be causing such an enormously larger amount of pain and suffering in human lives than the far smaller amount of love and happiness. We are,indisputably,every one of us alive, and all those who lived before us since the first of our species, very capable, and deserving, of the reverse situation, more love and happiness than pain and suffering. So, I strived, as so many do, to find out why. Then I read"Hungry Ghosts" by Joe Fisher, published in 1989. Joe later published a revised edition called "The Siren Call of Hungry Ghosts", in 2001, published just shortly before he allegedly committed suicide. Joe believed in the existence of Hungry Ghosts, non-corporeal entities that have an insatiable hunger, and feed off the negative emotional energies of the living. And he believed that anyone who committed suicide could very likely wind up as one themselves. Hence Joe's book, and revised edition, to warn people away from Channeling and Mediumship with 'the other side', as he had come to believe doing so leads only to more amplify the feeding of these entities. Does it make any sense that Joe Fisher would then kill himself ? If I may be so bold as to dare, I dedicate this my science fiction story picture-ebook to Joe Fisher. Why are there so many pictures in it ? Because I am often struggling to imagine what other authors describe in words only. Especially when the description is not done well enough for me to imagine anything at all. I would like to know what they really imagine how something looks that they describe, or might sort of looks like. So, my science fiction story book is a story picture-book. And finally - as to why I have decided to make this ebook Public Domain, and to remain anonymous - forever. Well - firstly - as all far too many wanna-be authors know all too well, getting physical-published at any time in human history has always been next to impossible. In 2011 - even as an ebook - forget about it. Secondly, the story maligns just about everybody and every belief on this planet. Which could potentially make me the target of hatred by as many as 6 billion people. Not the least of whom would be the Church of Scientology, who do not take kindly to being maligned in any way whatsoever, not even to the very slightest degree. I suspect that being hated by 6 billion people, would be a new record in the 250,000 to 400,000 currently estimated years of the annals of the 'modern' homo sapien species. Not something I covet at all. Oh, btw, by the way. The last chapter ? The ending even surprised me. I had intended to write a very very different ending. I began to write the last chapter my way, but, " IT " took over control and wrote the last chapter all by ITself :-) ---- holy moly ! - THAT was Scary ! -- So, enjoy- or not -this book of my imaginations, or that is, I think they are my own imaginations -- I am done with IT - I hope IT is done with me.


  ==========================================


  Chapter 1


  July 1st, 2010 was a perfect day to get buried.


  Everybody thought so, including the dead.


  The sun was shining brightly, comfortably warm 22 degrees Celcius, a slight cool breeze barely tickled the skin.


  While most Canadians were whooping it up merrily across the country celebrating Canada Day, to celibrate the nation's official birthdate in 1867,
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  about 100 family and friends of the dead 40 passengers and crew of their crashed plane, stood solemnly, but gratified, on a mountain top not far from Whitehorse, Yukon, at the gravesites to witness the ceremonial burial of their loved ones lost in their plane crash nearly six weeks before.


  It was such a bizarre freak accident. The FirsAir ATR42-300 with twin Pratt & Whitney Canada engines, seating 40,
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  had made the trip from Yellowknife in the North West Territories to Whitehorse and back daily over the years,
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  never a serious problem, and was recorded that day, as always, to be in perfect mechanical condition. The pilot and co-pilot were experienced top-notch north latitude flyers. The day of the flight was picture perfect, just like the day of the burial. The official story was, a meteorite had clipped the starboard wing, causing the crash, on the plane's approach to the airport. The meteorite itself had been claimed spotted by several people as it came down, and seen to hit the wing. A split second one way or the other, and the passengers would still be alive, instead of dead.


  But nothing of the meteorite was ever found.When questioned further, the witnesses said, well, it must have been a meteorite. They'd all seen a ball of light come whizzing down and hit the wing.


  The crash site, close to where a severed head had been found the previous fall, was a remote spot at the top of Grey Mountain, overlooking Whitehorse, the capital, in the southern part of Canada's Yukon Territory.
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  Special permission was granted by the Yukon Government for the mostly symbolic burial ceremony at the site,
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  duly marked by a Spirit Lodge for the bones, and suitably placqued. This was allowed near the site of the crash because there really wasn't anything substantially physical left of anybody to recover for burial elsewhere. Members of the local tribe of Southern Tutchone 1st Nations people performed their traditional ceremony, and a non-denominational Minister performed various ceremonies of the religions of the non-native victims, all of which really made the families and friends of the victims feel their loved ones got a very special 'send-off'.


  Grey Mountain is a fabulous destination to ski in winter, and hike/explore in all seasons, which is exactly what some of the passengers planned to do there, little knowing it would become their final resting place. But, as resting places go, Grey Mountain was truly a top-of-the-world place for one's eternal rest. Everybody attending the ceremony thought so, and were greatly consoled by the location, and heavenly views all around. The small but impressive sized city/town territorial capital of Whitehorse below on one side,
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  the emerald-green and deep blue of Cantlie Lake on another side,
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  and the vast and breathtaking Yukon Valley and River stretching out to the north and south, bordered by highlands and other mountains as far as the eye could see.
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  Through which about 15,000 years ago the first small separate bands of Paleo-Indian hunter-gatherers from Siberia followed herds of large herbivores, and who's descendants eventually became the 1st Nations of North America.


  Aside from the expected natural mourning sadness and feelings of great loss everybody felt very very 'happy' about the whole experience, right in to the very deepest parts of their souls.


  And so too felt the souls of the dead. Those in attendance that is. Most had already 'moved on'. Eighteen of them, however, were still lingering at the crash site, dazed, confused, not accepting that they were dead. The ceremonial burial was perfect for them as well as for the living, helping the dead to accept that they were still loved, would be remembered, but that they were now dead, and that it was now time for them to 'move on'.


  Everybody, including the dead in attendance, felt very - spiritual - that day.


  Well, almost everybody.


  One guy, who said his name was Aflie and a brother of one of the victims, was standing off to the side, tending his 'black box', connected by cable to a funny looking cap on his head, that he claimed when asked, was his own invention. When asked, he called it a "Spirit Harmony Wave Generator", which he explained produced an energy wave especially designed to make the lingering souls of the dead feel calm, and happy, and ready to 'cross over in to the great white light beyond'.


  Well, everybody thought he was a little weird, except for the New Age couple, but, his intentions seemed fitting, and they accepted, even welcomed, what to them was his strange odd behaviour.


  Finally, all the ceremonies were over. Everybody felt complete, bidding their last goodbyes, deeply consoled by the belief that they would one day see their loved ones again. The dead felt it too, saw 'the light', and together as one, they 'crossed over' in to 'the light'.


  Everybody hugged and kissed each other, and proceeded to the refreshment tent, to share some food and drink, and their emotions, with each other.


  One of them, closest to the 'black box' guy, overheard Alfie exclaim in a very quiet voice, "There they are !", as he stared alternately at the screen on his 'black box' and at a point where only he could see the souls of the dead had entered the 'light', which of course the guy who heard him say it could not see.


  "There who are ?", he asked the guy, wondering and somewhat concerned the guy was refering to the souls of their dead loved ones.


  The guy replied, with a voice of quiet astonishment, " the Bhak'Ti ! For the 1st time, I just saw them eat all the souls, and I recorded it."


  "The what'ee ?" the watcher exclaimed.


  "The Bhakti !" replied Alfie. "A sentient species of non-corporeal discarnate beings created when our solar system was created, that have inhabited our planet ever since, and prefer to feed on the negative emotional energies of higher physical life forms, like animals, and us."


  The watcher's jaw dropped, a few seconds of silence ensued, while he stared at the black box guy with an open-mouthed, very stunned look.


  "Are you on drugs ?" asked the onlooker.


  "Uh oh," quipped the black box guy.


  "Uh oh what ?" said the onlooker.


  "I think one of them just looked back at me.... and.... actually saw me...", at which point his black box began to smoke and spark.


  "Oh.....oh.......that can't be good." said the black box guy.


  "What !? what's happening !" yelped the other guy.


  Suddenly the black box guy shut his black box off, threw it in his backpack, jumped up, said a quick, "time to go", and ran away thru the trees.


  end of chapter one


  Chapter 2


  July 1st, 1989 - Canada Day


  "G-O-D !! what a fucked up useless wasted life ...... Fuck me up the ass, fuck me up the ass ..... that's all I ever get - is fuck me up the ass."


  It's important to understand why Alfie said that, and felt the way he did.Life, to Alfie's thinking, was what most people suffered while waiting to die -- horribly - painfully.It explains the whole story, and why he got involved in what was going to happen to him. The guy who might save the planet, is not something anybody would ever associate to Alfie.


  Alfie was the kind of guy you could 'almost' sorta like, except, that didn't last very long. You could feel empathetic for this poor guy. You could feel sympathetic, for a short while. But, Alfie was just so sadly problematic, and even downright pathetic, you felt irritated in a way you couldn't really quite explain, and you soon slowly pivot your back on Alfie and quietly walk away when you could politely manage to do so.Most people believed Alfie's 'problems' were all in Alfie's head. As it turned out, in a very scary way, most of Alfie's 'problems' actually were mostly in his head. Just not in the way that most people thought.By 1989, Alfie knew, without a doubt, that he was cursed by the gods with bad luck, that his older brother got Alfie's share of good luck. Alfie knew, without a doubt, that 'something' was 'living' inside his head, that deliberately wanted to do him harm, all the time.Hence, Alfie believed, the reason for losing his teaching job, his few friends, even his wife and son. Fibromyalgia was what tipped Alfie's life totally over the edge. Alfie had lost everything he'd managed to achieve by his late 20s, which, his family aside, didn't really amount to much anyways.


  Alfie was, by education, an astronomer, which sounds pretty cool to the un-educated, but, astronomers are a dime-a-dozen, and Alfie's worth was more like a single penny, if even that much. Because, Alfie was a loser, cursed with bad luck his entire life. So, as such, that's pretty much how Alfie greeted every morning since January of 1979. That's when Alfie contracted what 13 years later in 1992 was finally diagnosed as acute severe chronic fibromyalgia thruout his entire body, a type of inflamation of muscle fibres.


  Fibromyalgia is a lot like having chronic fatiuge syndrome, but, with pain in at least 14 of some 30 identified key spots of the body. Alfie's pain was in almost every muscle of Alfie's body, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, for the next 20 years. A massage therapist he used to go to 3 times a week, when first assessing him, lost count of the number of severely twisted-up knots of muscle fibres when he reached 400, and even that count was at least four times higher than he'd ever before seen in any other patient. Whenever Alfie had to go somewhere, he usually always had to take his Obusforme back support (a 1980 Canadian invention Alfie was proud of using and very glad to have) for sitting in chairs, or cars, his cane, and wore an elastisized belt around his hips, which caused almost as much problems as the help it gave. Far too often Alfie would get major back spasms that would double him over if he tried to stand up or walk. When that happened, all he could do was get flat out on his chesterfield, sometimes for weeks, until the spasm finally abated.


  There's quite a few theories about what causes Fibromyalgia, from a virus, or family of viruses that attack the muscles' neurofibres -- or vaccines for certain muscular diseases, like polio, essentially resulting in the same thing -- or traumatic injuries that the body never fully recovers from, the metabolic byproducts and toxins become trapped inside one's cells, can't get out, and the swelling is what causes all the pain, stiffness, and muscular contractions --- OR ...... various combinations thereof, which was Alfie's personal guess.


  Alfie was so depressed about his life, every morning when he woke up, he'd hobble to the bathroom for a pee,a face-wash, a teeth brushing, and he'd see himself in the mirror.The next thing Alfie would do is light up his first of many daily cigarettes, and decide whether to 'off' himself that day....or not. Because, every morning his mind would flash thru all the times in his life when things went wrong. Those moments when if he'd just made a different decision, or things had gone differently, he believed that his life would not have turned out to be an ever growing pile of shit, with him buried at the bottom of that pile.


  Like - well, for starters, which Alfie had only learned about when he was almost 40, regarding his 9 months gestation time, and birth. His mother had suffered thru a stressful strenuous birth of his older brother, Len, and did not want any more children. See, way back then, people just didn't talk about how things happen. When she got married, Alfie's mother did not know where babies come from.



  It's TRUE - she really didn't know ! Boy, was she EVER surprised - and traumatized forever - to find out !


  Then many long months later, Alfie's mother didn't know how babies were born either. The hospital nurse came in to her room with a metal thing and told her to sit on it when she had to. It was a bed-pan. Alfie's mother sat on the bed-pan - crying - all night long - waiting to give birth to her first baby. Nobody came to check-up on her the whole time, till the next morning. She vowed to herself it would be her last baby.


  So, when Alfie came along, he was not looked forward to by any degree whatsoever. There were terrible fights and screaming jeebies before and after for some time. Alfie's 4 year old brother witnessed all this distress being caused by Alfie, and was forever programmed to strongly dislike Alfie, for the rest of their lives, even though his older brother was not consciously aware of why. Their father, who'd faired about as well, worse in fact, with his own brothers because of their father's bad family experiences, never once told his sons that blood is thicker than water and they should love one another and look out for each other.


  While they were growing up, Alfie's brother took every opportunity Len could get away with to let Alfie know he wasn't wanted around. Like at the summer cottage, when their mother would make Len, and their cousin Todd who was a year younger than Len, take his younger brother to the local general store - through the woods. Len and Todd always got Alfie lost, and left him in the woods to find his way back to the cottage. There still were a few bears in those woods back then. Or, the times when Len was supposed to walk Alfie to school, Len would pretend to, then dump the poor kid when they got down the street out of sight. Unless, when some neighbourhood bullies would jump Alfie and stuff snow down his pants, Len was all too happy to help them. That's the way things went between them - and never changed. Their father knew it was happening, but, did nothing to stop it.


  The time when Alfie was 4 and tumbled down the basement stairs right thru the stack of storm windows at the bottom, and almost but not quite bled out dead before they got him to the hospital downtown at top speed with a police escort.


  Or, the time in kindergarten gym when he smashed his lower back againgst the wall that hurt for weeks afterwards.


  The time in grade 2 when he didn't make it to the washroom and pooped his pants and everybody in the class found out. He'd had to wait in the school office for almost an hour for a ride home, his pants full of poo.


  The time he and a school chum tried to join a local kids softball league, where everybody, however inept, were supposed to get to play. Alfie and his friend got to play one game, and then were told to go home, don't come back, because they stunk at baseball. Which, turned out to be true of every other sport Alfie ever tried.



  He remembered the time in grade 7, when his school held a night session in the auditorium for all the oldest kids and parents to listen to a chat about sex. The auditorium was packed. And, very hot, for some odd reason. Alfie had not been feeling well all day. Turned out he had a flu bug.....and.....suddenly... shortly after the seminar began, when the first graphic was put up for all to see, Alfie jumped up, ran out to the washroom in the hallway beside the auditorium - where he very noisily puked his guts out. Everybody in the auditorium could hear it. Everybody in the auditorium thought it was the sex talk that made Alfie puke. Alfie was so embarrassed he could not return for the rest of the session. He just wandered up and down in the hallway outside the auditorium. Everybody in the auditorium could see him pacing back and forth, and, they were giggling and pointing at him. Alfie got a lot of bad teasing for the rest of the year.


  Alfie suffered quite a few accidents to his back over the 1st 18 years of his life. Like when he was 12 in 1962 at the annual Canadian National Exhibition, the one and only time he ever stole a ride on one of the train-stylized transports that used to take people from one end of the grounds to the other. Kids used to jump on the back for a joy-ride without paying for it.
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  One of the teenagers selling tickets on the transports got sick and tired of all the kids doing this, and when Alfie and the others jumped off, the ticket-teenager picked Alfie to chase after, unbeknownst to Alfie. The older kid ran up behind Alfie and gave him a flying kick in the back with both pointed hard-toed boots. Alfie went flying, face first in to the pavement. Dazed, he realized he was being picked up by one of the near-by adults, many of whom must have seen it about to happen, but did nothing to stop it. The man told Alfie what had just happened to him. His back hurt for many weeks after that. Years later, Alfie learned that the flying kick had damaged at least two of Alfie's lower vertebrae and his sacroilyac joints. Seven years later this injury began to rear it's ugly head, and worsened in to Alfie's life long back problems, and later developed into Fibromylagia in 1979.



  By the time Alfie got to high school, his parents' marriage was over, though they didn't divorce for another 15 years. They had long before lost total track and interest in their kids. Alfie, never having developed any sense of self-confidence, and no one to notice nor try to help, floundered. He was quite capable of good grades, and sometimes got some, even excelling a few times, but, it was already too late. He had drifted in to drugs, spent 3 years in grade 10, and dropped-out a week before grade 11 finals that last year. Instead of writing the finals, Alfie ran away from home - for the summer. He hitch-hiked out west with a quasi-school-chum, Steve Bauffee, destination Vancouver Island, British Columbia, because he had heard then Prime Minister of Canada, Pierre Elliott Trudeau, state that all Canadian youth should travel all of Canada and get to know and appreciate the indescribable beauty and enormity of their nation, their country. At least a million did exactly that. The highways and cities from coast to coast to coast were jammed with hitch-hiking kids the whole summer of '69. For Alfie and Steve, it went ok - as far as they went together. Along the way, they actually even crossed paths for a few fleeting moments with that famous Canadian song-writer singer, Stompin' Tom Connors, who happened to be hitch-hiking east to the Maritimes. That was cool ! But, then, outside of Banff, Alberta, when a car stopped to pick them up, Alfie was having a pee in the woods. As he emerged from the woods, his quasi-school-chum was jumping in the car, and rode off, taking their shared 'dime' bag of marijuana with him - but without Alfie - who was left standing all alone on the side of the highway staring after them with mouth wide open, wondering - what the fuck !?, then yelling after him - "YOU FUCKING KELVIN !" Alfie never saw the ex-quasi-school-chum again.


  That year of 1969, Man was about to Land on the Moon for the first time. Alfie got a motel room in the middle of no-where Alberta for that one night, so he could watch it all night long, and decided the next day he wanted to be an astronomer. So, after going the rest of the way to the far side of Vancouver Island where he saw wild sea lions and orcas, the body of a drowned teenage gir, accidently almost drowned himself a few days later in a tidal gap, got chased off a nudist beach, and scared away from a coastal cougar den-cave by the female cougar protecting her cubs inside it, Alfie returned from out west, and finished off the best summer of his life working at the then mafia-owned infamous Bigwin Island Hotel on Lake of Bays, with some interesting stories about his time there Alfie could tell. But it was also where Alfie experienced his very first back spasm which layed him flat for 4 days. Aflie continued to save up his money froma couple of more years of other dead-end jobs, then finished high school equivalency at Humber Community College, and then squeaked thru a passing mark to become a 3rd rate astronomer. But, he still forever floundered his way thru life, from one loser event to the next. As the next few years passed, Alfie's back problems got progressively worse.


  He had gotten married, they'd had 1 son, which turned out to be the only good thing that happened. However, as if Alfie's life wasn't crap enough, when the boy was 2 years old in 1979, Alfie's fibromyalgia reared it's ugly head - on Christmas Day. Merry fucking Christmas, eh. Thanks for the present. But, fibromyalgia was not even an existing word at the time. It wasn't untill 1992 that people finally stopped telling Alfie it was all in his head, or, that he was faking his excruciating debilitating un-bearable pains. There was a deep recession on, a depression actually though nobody had the guts to say that. Stagflation they called it. Inflating stagnation. Caused by the skyrocketing oil price crisis of the 1970s. The bank, where they'd finally gone to cry in public that they could no longer do the monthly car payments, promised to get a minor profit on the family car for them with a local dealer. But, within 2 weeks, the bank, Scotia Bank it was, stopped responding to his inquiries about the car. When the bank acount with their rent was suddenly empty one day, he and the wife went in to the bank, and finally found out the people who made the promises no longer worked there they said, had been transfered to Toronto. Their verbal promises meant nothing. The 1 month's rent and groceries money Alfie and his wife had in the bank account, which was all the money in the world they had, was gone. Sucked out of the bank account by the bank. The car had been sold at a loss and they still owed the bank $ 3,000 for it, which eventually went to a collection agency who hounded and threatened them for the next five years. They had to go on General Welfare to get enough money to eat and pay the rent. The welfare people concluded Alfie was faking his fibromyalgia to bilk the system, and told him to get a job - in the worst global depression since 1929.


  Welfare is Weird. An evil paradox.One step forward, two steps back. Welfare is very very dehumanizing.


  They constantly profess you must get off welfare ASAP, but, the system does everything it can to keep you on it. Sure, there are abusers, but most people who wind up on Welfare are devastated human beings, their self-confidence, abilities, hope, their entire lives, totally shattered. Does the Welfare System do everything it can to help rebuild the unfortunates' lives ? Re-establish confidence, a sense of self-worth, instill a belief of hope for the near and ongoing future ? No. It's secret motto is - abandon all hope ye who enter here. Which is very quick to do, since few if any have any hope left anyways by the time they apply for welfare. You are given a Case Number, which becomes your name. You are not handled by a human being, you are scrutinized, interrogated, by a Case Worker. Welfare systematically brands you a low-life, treats you as less than human, a lazy bum trying to scam society for a free hand-out without having to work for it. Recipients are understandably very depressed by the time they wind up on Welfare. Does the system help you cope with that ? No. It makes you even more depressed, even more of a basket-case, which they repeatedly tell you that you are, which you believed was not possible, but, turns out is very easy to do, and the welfare system is designed and eager to oblige. The system provides barely enough to avoid starvation. It forces you to submit a monthly report of a minimum of 100 places you have sought work, but, provides no extra money to get to any of those 100 places. Nor any money for haircuts or decent clothes to appear your best even if you could get to all those 100 places. Every month.Alfie could not even get dressed most days. But, he was still required to submit a report of his search for work. Alfie tried to tell them that it was impossible. Finally, he was told to just fake the reports. So, he soon learn to make up fake lists from the local phone book every month. Nobody follows-up these lists. They haven't the time or resources. Everybody knows this. But, the rules have been fullfilled, so, you get a checkmark, and the next month's welfare cheque. The welfare system treats the people getting welfare so badly, that the offices have to have bars everywhere, and security guards, to protect the Case Workers from all the angry recepients it so thorougly screws up the ass.If you try to complain about the system, you get branded a trouble-maker, and suffer even worse consequences.


  As time, years, go by, it gets harder and harder to get off welfare. Even the kids often wind up on it when they get older. Alfie didn't find out for ten years that he was entitled to a Federal Disability Pension that would have gotten him off Welfare, because the Welfare Case Workers are not required to tell the welfare recipients that information, even though they damn well know all about it. There is no law or regulation that says they have to tell you, but there is also no law or regulation that says they cannot tell you either. The truth is, the administrators don't want to tell any welfare recipient about it, the Case Workers are verbally ordered not to. Alfie eventually concluded that Welfare is actually deliberately designed to keep people from getting off Welfare. Because, without welfare recipients, there'd be no need for the Welfare System, and the jobs it provides to the 10s of 1,000s of incompetent people working there, most of whom would otherwise be on welfare themselves. Well, to be fair, there are some good people. Overworked, underpaid, and just as trapped and powerless to change the way things are. Because, the deeper reason, the real reason why welfare sytems are totally dysfunctional, are the myriad of rehab, re-edu, and re-train programs, which are falsely portrayed to the taxpaying voters to be helping welfare recipients. In fact, most of them are totally useless to the recipients, being nothing more than opportunities for scumbag services and program providers to suck all the money they can get away with out of the system, which is totally rife with rot, from the top down, thru corruption and payoffs. Welfare is big scumbag business. One guess who gets all the blame for the welfare system not working - right - the welfare recipients - who can't fight back.


  All these horrific burdens were too much for the family, and led to the divorce.



  Every morning as these memories flash-flooded thru his tortured brain, Alfie would finish brushing his teeth, look in the mirror one last time, and say to it,"I really really hate you." Well, he did hate himself too, but, he mostly meant - he hated God.That's why Alfie was again screaming at the 'heavens' this morning as he often did, "that's all I ever get - is fuck me up the ass," and, why he was so desparate to find a way to finally stop it, that he got swept up in the events that led to actually trying to do exactly that.


  The only thing Alfie was glad of was not being fat too. He was 167.6 cm, and 54.4 kg. Alfie achieved this by eating only 1 main dinner meal per day, of whatever he could fit on a small dessert plate. He did it because he had seen so many disabled people who continued to eat as they had before becoming disabled, and not being able to work or exercise, they got horribly fat. Alfie didn't hate fat people nor think less of them, he just abhorred the thought of himself getting fat. Once it was on, it was damn hard to get back off, if ever, especially when one is disabled - like Alfie was because of the fibromyalgia.



  The only connection to his chosen path of astronomy that Alfie could get after 1979 was volunteering every early spring to late fall to man, usually alone, the control station at the ARO, Algonquin Radio (Telescope) Observatory.
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  ARO was located in the eastern-side heart and hinterland of the immense 7,725 square kilometre Algonquin Provincial Park in southern Ontario, Canada, south of the Trans-Canada Highway, sort of bordered by Pembroke to North Bay. It was 75 kilometres north-west from the south-east entrance along the Barron Canyon-Achray Roads. Seventy-five kilometres of gravel and choking dust.The ARO site was a remote and lonely post.


  [image: ]


  The ARO site is situated in the middle of a 50 hectare clearing adjacent to Lake Traverse, at the end of a 2 kilometre paved but much cracked and bumpy 'driveway'. It is surrounded on all sides by a seemingly endless dense forest of tall pines, underbrush, and giant mosquito swamps, (wetlands to the politically correct'ers - Alfie hated the politically correct'ers too ) with a sprinkling of larger animals such as beavers, wolves, deer, moose, and many species of birds.
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  Living quarters were in a small red brick house on site close to the 46 meter diameter Deep-Space Radio Telescope, Canada's largest.


  [image: ]


  Alfie also ran the odd project in the 2nd control station building, similar outward appearance to the other 2 buildings, using the 18 meter Parabolic Dish Solar Flux Telescope, and the Polar Mounted Paraboloid Microwave Horn. The only reason he got the job to constantly man the control stations at ARO, other than that it was very difficult to find anybody else who would do it, was because Alfie had been pensioned off, and so he didn't require being paid for the work. Which was good for him, and ARO, since funding was scarce to obtain.


  ARO achieved an impressive number of astronomical 'firsts' from time to time. It racked up quite a few credits, mostly studying and finding out things we didn't know about our own Sun. Other 1sts included having one of the best Atomic Clocks on the planet, the Cesium Beam, actually invented by the National Research Council of Canada, which proved very useful for a variety of projects, such as later helping to synchronize the Global Positioning System, which got it's start in 1989. And, the 46m telescope, it was determined, would be perfect for communicating with an all-Canadian un-manned Probe to Mars, which was originally planned for the year 2012, delayed to 2015, or who knows when, if ever. Canada is nothing, if not very ahead in visionary future-planning.


  Alfie was probably proudest thinking of the ARO's contributions to astronomy, such as the Canadian Very Long-Baseline Inferometry Array, VLBI Array, a concept for a nation-wide network of radio telescopes, pioneered by his teacher and mentor, Arthur Covington. The very first scientific paper for VLBI was written by Canadians, and the ARO participated in conducting the first long-distance working VLBI in 1968, between it and a telescope in Prince Albert, Saskatchewan some 2,143 kilometres to the west, creating the first long-distance Baseline Inferometry Array. From 1946 to 1968 Covington had been the first Astronomer to discover and prove there was a direct relationship in our Sun between solar flares, EM fluctuations and Solar radio wave noise bursts, and a much deeper knowledge of the 11 year sun spot cycle. From his solar flux research, a lot of which was conducted on the very same ARO site. Covington had headed up the establishment of the ARO site, he was it's Director until his forced retirement in 1978. In 1966, at the same time as the installation of the 46m Radio Telescope, Covington had instigated the installation in a nearby clearing of thirty-two 3m dishes arranged to work as a 215m diameter waveguide, all networked together in tandem as a single-dish Array to better study solar fluxuations, using VLBI software developed in Canada for the purpose. A hoped-for future nation-wide network would have had resolving power equivalent to that of a radio telescope equal in size to the widest width of North America.


  However, in the late 80's, after successfully proving the system worked by being the first to accurately plot, map, and define the statistics of a far distant pulsar, funding for this project went to a multinational telescope in Hawaii instead. The concept, and software, have since been implimented by other countries in several projects around the world, playing a key role in furthering knowledge about deep space and the whole Universe itself. Just, never again by Canada, where it was invented, a far too often typical occurrence. Aflie eventually concluded this was directly blameable on the very same 'forces' that personally and directly plague his life.


  Alfie had grown up in the 1950s and '60s, and like most Canadians was a flag-waver only for socially acceptable days and events. One time at age 12, his parents took him and his brother to Niagara Falls, where one of the things they did was to walk over the Peace Bridge to the U.S. side and back. While 'over there', Alfie saw how drab and run-down and grey and scary the U.S. side really was at the time, and by comparison how new and green and vibrant and glorious the Canadian side was. On the way back, Alfie was feeling 'full of Canadian oats' and eager to be back in Canada. He strode fast ahead of his family, approached the customs officer with head held high, marching confidently home. The customs officer asked Alfie where in the U.S. he'd been born. "I Am Canadian !" proclaimed Aflie proudly with a huge smile. The customs officer responded Alfie was not behaving 'Canadian'. Alfie was shocked, hung his head, apologized, and after being let thru, shuffled the rest of the way across the bridge to Canada.


  This Canadian attitude, Alfie realized many years later, was of foreign manufacture. Every time Canadians got 'too Canadian', a bunch of expat Americans, and some Brits, living in Canada and working in the news media, would put us back in our 'place' with anti-Canadian-patriotism propaganda. We were told it was un-Canadian to be flag-waving patriotic - and we believed it - can you believe that !?


  It was so very bizarre to be proud to be Canadians precisely beCause we don't wave our country's flag all over the place, like the Americans, and every other nation do. Very very bizarre sociological attitude.


  Alfie felt it was a very bad idea to have let all those American Vietnam draft dodgers in to to Canada during the late '60s and early '70s. They got jobs in the news media and wrote or chose many American stories that outnumbered stories about Canada, and suppressed Canadian patriotism. They got jobs at universities, and when it came time to hire teachers and professors, they chose fellow Americans over Canadian applicants, and prioritized American teaching sources ahead of Canadian ones. They joined school boards and made up the annual lists of plays and music that would be performed and played in Canadian High Schools, which were always American instead of Canadian. They started up companies, or wormed their way up the ladders of existing Canadian owned companies, or got in to politics, and supplanted Canadian sourcing with American sourcing. They probably were even responsible for the FLQ Crisis in Quebec. Alfie believed they were, or later became, American spies for the CIA to undermine Canadian sovereignty and independence, and they should be dealt with as such - taken out back - and shot.


  Most Americans are not aware that for 100 years after their War of Independence, their country was still dominated by British-based corporate scumbags. It wasn't until the 1870s that the U.S. passed legislation that mandated the use of American school books instead of British school books, and that the magazines and news media industry, for that matter the entire economy, could no longer be majority foreign owned by British scumbags.


  BUT, when we Canadians want to do the same thing in and for Canada, we're accused of being anti-american. Go figure, eh.


  In 1988 Alfie began wearing clothes that said 'Canada', and flew Canadian flags everywhere he could, when he finally woke up to the sad and sorry state that there were more American flags flying in Canada than Canada flags, that so many people in Canada were wearing clothes that said 'America', and watched American tv shows and movies, and that Americans living in Canada held the majority of important decision making jobs.


  Alfie wasn't exactly anti-American. He had American friends and relatives. They were averagely good people, like most people are everywhere. Which is not to say that most people don't do a lot of things we shouldn't. But, there are people everywhere, in every country, every culture, and Canada had it's fair share, who seem prone to want to do bad things to others. They delight to take advantage, con, exploit, dominate, control, or even physically harm other people. There's no nationality to these people, they are just plain and simple - scumbags. Mostly corporate oriented scumbags, conducting 'business for profit' -- their profit.


  Scumbags pretend to be a lot of things to get that profit too. Pretending to be North American Indians used to be very popular. You know, where the scumbag white guys want the gold that's on Indian land, and dress up as Indians and attack and kill some white people so the white people will want to kill all the real Indians in revenge. Then the scumbad white guys got all the gold. Et cetera, blah blah blah.


  Well, to be fair, the Indians weren't any different than anybody else on the planet. We're all human. And the Indians had their fair share of scumbags too. Scumbagging other Indians. Still do.


  Anyways -- flag waving patriots is the favourite these days, as Captains of Industry pretending to care about the employees, Democrats, Republicans, Religious believers, Police Officers, Soldiers, Security Experts, Lawyers, Defenders, Peace Makers, Secret Agents -- you name the costume, scumbags wear it.


  So, Alfie wasn't really anti-American. It just seemed like the United States had more than it's fair share of scumbags - especially abroad in other people's countries. All too often because they can't get jobs back home in the U.S., or run away one step ahead of being arrested back home, seeking foreign countries to escape to - and carry on their scumbagging there.


  American scumbags are responsible for so much undeserved anti-Americanism around the world.


  ARO had an American scumbag working there the summer of 1988, because he couldn't get a job at any observatory in the U.S.. One time he said to Alfie that Canadians are stupid, and Canada should finally stop pretending it isn't the 51st state of the U.S. As he was getting ready to go back home at the end of the summer, the scumbag got caught and arrested for having stolen a duffle bag full of electronic equipment.


  It's a wonder how America got to be what it is ! So many of them don't know you can't drive to Hawaii ! Nor that Alaska is NOT just across the northern state border of Washington.


  Alfie figured to get to where America is - takes scumbags who are smarter than the average American.


  Canada suffered more than it's share of American scumbaggery.


  Like Manifest Destiny, suppression of immigration, basketball, the telephone, the electric lightbulb, which was NOT invented by that asshole Edison either - who bought or stole everything he got credit for - but, did you know Edison was born here and lived part of his childhood in Canada ? He learned the American-scumbag Way well. That's what made America what it is today - people like Edison. If they can't buy it, they steal it. Or, if they can't steal it, theydestroy it sonobody else can have it either.


  Like the Hydrofoil, the electric wheelchair, Robertson screw and screwdriver, variable pitch propeller, snowmobile, walkie-talkies, G-suit, SONAR, ASDIC, helicopter landing-on-warship 'Bear-Trap', plexiglas, the zipper, mashed potatoes, Pablum, electron microscope, heart pacemaker, military gas mask, Insulin, IMAX,the AVRO Jet Liner and later the Arrow, the CANDU Reactor, CanadArm, the wheel-hub electric motor, the ZENN Electric Car, the Bricklin, the Beaver Motorcycle, the MOTIVE electric vehicle engine, tonnes of other inventions, AND,


  the 1989 Free Trade Agreement with the United States. Then even worse than the FTA, soon after, NAFTA, to include Mexico. Agreements they uphold, when it profits them, but never the reverse.


  Ever learned of how the American scumbags got the British/Canadian portions of Alaska ?, Alfie loved to recount. They bribed the British and Canadian negotiators to sign it over.


  Ever wonder why the population of Canada has always been no more nor no less than exactly 10 percent that of the United States ? It's not because nobody wants to come here. Only a small percentage of the millions applying get in to Canada. Blame American "Manifest Destiny" and the "Monroe Doctrine" for that. The American scumbags arrange it in order to preserve Canada's natural resources - for their profit.


  After the building of the cross-Canada railways in the late 19th century, immigration to Canada skyrocketed to surpass that of immigration to the U.S.. Canada's national population almost quadrupled, and that's when the U.S. Manifest Destiny policy kicked in to action, to suppress immigration to Canada, to keep and maintain the Canadian population to always be no more than 10 percent that of the U.S. Just enough to provide 'local labour' as "hewers of wood and drawers of water" for U.S. consumption.


  Take culture, entertainment, education - they did. Like in everything else, they don't just want to dominate, they want to be the only source of movies on the planet. They've done a successful job of that in Canada over the past 110 years.


  Most of Canada's inventions and leading companies over the decades always get bought up by Americans, or driven out of existence. Then we pay 30 % more to purchase our own stuff from their branch plants and stores. That's the real and only reason the cost of living in Canada is 30 % higher than in the U.S. It's all profit to 'them'.


  A typical story was one Alfie had personal experience with. An online friend of his worked for a high-tech company headquartered in Vancouver developing submersibles. In 1987, Phil Nuytten's company, CANDIVE, later begat International Hardsuits, which perfected the Newt Suit, a fully independant self-propelled hard-case diving suit for one person down to a depth of 610 metres ( 2,000 feet ). Admittedly evolutionary, the Newt Suit was revolutionary. They went looking for buyers, and investors. It came to the attention of the U.S. Navy, and one of their primary contractors, Ocean Works of Houston, Texas. Ocean Works expressed a desire to invest and purchase suits for the U.S. Navy, but instead, did a hostile takeover, and stole the entire technology, lock, stock, and Newt Suits.


  So many fuck-up-the-ass stories just like that constituted Canada's 'history'. Even our railway system that gave birth to our nation-hood, got either torn up, or sold off to foreigners, about a hundred+ years later. BUT, get this - even though the tracks are gone - we're STILL paying for them. See, a lot of the original investment money was raised in New York City. Canada is STILL paying the interest on that investment 130 years later, even though we don't even have the tracks anymore.


  During World War II, Canada was totally self-sufficient in everything, including it's very own comic books and movies. We even helped build the bomb. After World War II, Canada had the 3rd largest Armed Forces and Economy on the planet. In 1949 Canada had the world's 2nd commercial passenger Jet Liner in the sky, beaten by the U.K. by only 13 days. In 1959, Canada had the fastest fighter/bomber in the sky, the AVRO Arrow. Canada spearheaded the creation of the United Nations Peacekeeping Forces. Canada developed the safest commerical power Nuclear Reactor that ever existed, the CANDU. Canada was even the 3rd nation to get in to space ! Canadians were centre-stage getting "Man on the Moon". The longest micro-wave communications tower network coast to coast, and, quite a bit more that Canada achieved besides.


  The Canadian Jetliner was a far far better aircraft than the UK's Comet, which had a nasty habit of crashing quite a bit. Orders for the Jetliner piled up very quickly, and even Howard Hughes wanted a bunch. But all the orders suddenly got cancelled within weeks of each other, when the American Aviation/Aeorspace industry realized it would be very bad news for them.


  Basically the same thing happened to the AVRO Arrow. Diefenbaker wrote in his memoirs that he hadn't wanted to cancel the Arrow, never gave that order. He'd only wanted the huge cost overruns brought under control. Diefenbaker, and Canada, were subjected to an overpowering force to scrap the Arrow, and buy the American made Bomarc Missles for a lot less money than the Arrow. Guess which side won that argument. Afterwards, most of the engineers and technicians wound up in Florida or California helping very significantly to get 'Man on the Moon'. Some went to the UK where they built the supersonic Concorde.


  During the 1960s, Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, Dief The Chief, came up with the "Third Option" to 80 % reliance on exports to the U.S., by traveling the world seeking special status trade agreements with all the British Commonwealth countries. Only to find American companies solidly entrenched everywhere, and not conducive to Dief's efforts.


  Very few Canadians are aware of the full CANDU Power Nuclear Reactor story. The Bechtel Corporation of California, the company that built the Hoover Dam and Power Generation facility, wanted to build Power Nuclear Reactors, but they were shut out of the market by Westinghouse and General Electric. So, Bechtel came to Canada, and got us to design and build the CANDU, which they somehow finangled to own the global rights to build outside of Canada. It's actually the Bechtel Corporation who's responsible for Pakistan and India getting our CANDU Reactors, from which those countries were able to develop their combatant Nuclear Weapons to threaten each other with total annihilation.


  By the late 1960s, all that Canada had built, and what else could have been, was pretty much all gone. Canada had become a branch-plant nation - a nation in name only.


  In 1988, Canada was in the midst of the throes of the biggest Federal Election debate since the Conscription Crisis of World War II. Like Alfie, slightly more than half the population believed the Free Trade Agreement spelled the end of Canada's national sovereignty, what little of it there was left anyways by 1988. Those against the FTA called Prime Minister Mulroney - Lyin' Brian Baloney- for supporting it, after saying just a few short years before that he never would because, "Canada is NOT for Sale."


  The FTA wasn't the1st time Mulroney had sold out Canada. He actually had a life-long history of doing just that. As a young boy in Baie-Comeau, Quebec, Mulroney 'cut his teeth' on learning his charm and performance skills by singing Irish songs for his supper to the delight of Robert R. McCormick, the Chicago Tribune newspaper magnet, and his fellow Americans. At the less tender age of 28, Mulroney later led the charge to force (former Prime Minister ) John Diefenbaker to retire as Progressive Conservative Party Leader in 1966, which no doubt pleased a lot of U.S. corporations. 1974 saw Mulroney's prospects increase when he successfully ended union troubles in the early years of the humongous James Bay Hydroelectric Project, which of course pleased a lot of U.S. investors. In 1975-6 after losing a bid to become Party Leader himself, Mulroney became President forthe Iron Ore Company of Canada,an American mining subsidiary of the M.A. Hanna Company, second largest iron producer in the world. In 1983 Mulroney left that company to become Prime Minister of Canada, where he revisited his earlier singing youth during President Ronald Reagan's visit to Canada in 1989, when he got Reagan and both their wives on stage to sing "when Irish Eyes Are Smiling". Mulroney knew how to sing well for his suppers.


  AND, what about the Bilderberg Group, eh ! Alfie liked to tell anybody who'd listen, or pretend to listen.


  The Bilderberg Group was allegedly co-founded in 1954 by a Polish politician,Joseph Retinger, and colleagues, who claimed to be concerned about rising anti-americanism in Europe, and elsewhere. This was2 years after the Soviet Union created a puppet communist government in Poland ! The Bilderberg Group has admitted to being Global Government oriented, allegedly to unite the human race in order to put a stop to endless wars and conflicts. It was responsible for pushing and driving Europe to become a Union. However, the exact opposite has happened, everywhere else the group has been involved. Which probably has a lot to do with the majority global corporate membership. Critics from all political persuasions accused the Bilderberg Group of being either a Capitalist Conspiracy, or a Socialist Conspiracy, bent on World Government. But, both sides were right, and also wrong. More probably the group's vision is that of a Capitalist Socialism, or, more descriptively accurate, Global Corporate Fascist Socialism, their agenda being that Corporations believe they are best suited to rule all of humanity. Significant to note that quite a bit of it's funding came from the Ford Foundation, started in 1936 by Henry Ford, who was a known fascist, a German National Socialist Party supporter, and who's European plants helped build Hitler's War Machines.


  Alfie had found online a small group of senior citizens who'd been following and reporting about the Bilderberg Group since it's inception. They claimed that there was a top elite Council of Seven who utilized the Bilderberg Group, and other groups, to bring about a global corporate fascist government, and, to "cull" the human herd by as much as 90 %. That there would come a day, soon, within Alfie's potential life time, when the global medical pharmaceutical industry leaders would initiate a planet wide pandemic, justifying the mandatory vaccination of every human being they could.


  This would in fact implant various parts of a killer virus, that would spread thru-out the human race, re-combine over a number of years, thus looking to be a natural phenomenon. It would kill many, and those that survived would be rendered infertile. Within one generation, or two, about 40 years or so, it would reduce the population of earth to about 500 million survivors - the chosen ones.


  Alfie often wondered, mused, that if he were 'one of them', he would probably be a totally ardent supporter of such a plan.


  But, not being 'one of them', Alfie didn't like the plan all that much.


  Today's conspiracy theorists get it all wrong. Most of them believe the enemy is Communist Socialism. This is exactly what the Global Corporate Fascists work hard to get people to believe, to misdirect attention of the weak-minded gullible to a phony target that doesn't exist, never has, and away from themselves.


  Another neat trick that corporate fascists use is what we believe to be our National Governments of the day. We waste all our time, and money, electing governments, and then complaining about them, while the real culprits, the corporate fascists carry on business as usual. Which is true all over the planet.


  In Canada for example, in the 1980s, the Lubicon 1st Nations of northern Alberta were having their treaty hunting grounds taken away from them by resources corporations. They complained to the Canadian Federal Government. The Government sent out representatives to allegedly investigate the situation, and allegedly to find out what the majority of the people wanted. The solution they conducted was to hold a 'vote' of all the people to find out if the majority wanted to allow the resource companies to do their thing, or not. What wasn't reported was that these Government representatives paid the majority of the people $ 50 to sign a piece of paper they didn't know what it was for. The paper turned out to be an affidavit agreeing to let the corporations cut their timber, suck out their gas and oil, and mine their minerals. The other thing that wasn't reported by the news media was that these Government guys were actually employees of the very same corporations wanting to profit from the resources, officially 'on loan' to the Federal Government as experts in the resources field, where the Government supposedly had no related experts. This was possible by something most Canadians are also not aware of - the infamous "Order In Council", which allows the Government to do whatever the fuck it feels like, without consulting the Canadian people, nor the 1st Nations people. Many 1,000s of 'Orders In Council' get enacted every year.


  From time to time tradespeople would visit ARO to do some work around the place. They often stay over the night or a few days, since it's such a long way in, or they have work that spans more than a day to do. There was one guy, name of Steve, who arrived to do some plumbing and heating work that Alfie got along with very well. Steve and Alfie got to talking about the FTA, global corporations, and other things. Alfie told him about some of the weird shinnannigans going on from time to time with ARO. Steve said he was very concerned about the FTA chapter that allowed certain people to work equally in Canada or the U.S. without having to hold creditation issued by the other country so long as they held a similar creditation in their own country. Sounded interesting until you realize that Americans outnumber Canadians 10 to 1, Americans already own and control most of Canada, and with the FTA, there'd be no jobs left at all for Canadians, even in Canada. They talked about how water would become a trading commodity, and that U.S. corporations would have to be given equal access to it in Canada, meaning, they'd get it all. How another chapter of the FTA said that if any Canadian policy denied an American corporation from doing business in Canada in any way, or negatively impacted their revenues, then those American corporations would have to be compensated for all projected lost revenues. Probably the worst chapter of all was the one that said that all U.S. laws take precedence over the FTA, while the FTA takes precedence over all Canadian laws.


  Few Canadians bothered to read the Free Trade Agreement. Few could even get a copy. Canada's very own Trade Minister, John Crosbie, stupid chretin that he is, who once upon a time had campaigned for Newfoundland separating from Canada and joining the United States, actually admitted he hadn't even read the damn agreement. Didn't need to he said, to know it was very good for Canada.


  That's why Steve and his wife wound up with the Toronto Chapter of the Council Of Canadians in their home for the duration of the election campaign.


  They also talked about things like how global corporations are doing the work of the government, actually running gov't departments but pretending they're gov't people, not corporations, stuff like that. For example, the big global pharmaceutical companies practically are Health Canada. Which includes running the department that scrutinizes drugs for approval, or rejection, and even compile and publish Health Canada's annual book on pharmaceuticals that all medical related personnel utilize on a daily basis. Big Pharma, and other related corporations, pretty much decides everything to do with Canada's Public Health Care System, the effectiveness of which was plummeting annually, and costing more to boot. How's that for a conflict of interest, eh !


  So, eventually, this guy tells Alfie a scary story of his own that happened this very year. Steve had read in the Daily Commercial News, a big Canadian construction newspaper owned by Southam Publications, that the Feds wanted to put all Government Procurement and Project opportunities online, and were seeking out interested parties. Steve had been using computers since 1982, and had in 1986 even started up a Construction BBS, a bulletin board system, that he called CANBUILD. Where one could communicate with others online, view information about projects out-for-tender, and even upload and download plans & specs, installation manuals, even pics of fixtures, pumps, roof top units, you name it. Steve had even 'gone global' with his concept, by putting his online service, which he then called Construction Online, on the biggest networked BBS on the planet, Canada Remote Systems, CRS, headquartered no less right here in Canada, in Toronto, Ontario.For 1986-9, this was very impressive.


  Steve thought he had a good chance of, if not getting the entire Federal contract, at least some part of it. He called the phone number and asked for a submission package - which never came. So, he tried to find out why. After a couple of months, one of his contacts with the Provincial Government,in a moment of weakness or something, gave Steve the private number of the man responsible for the entire project, said the guy was corporate, running the project as the Government's representative. Steve called the number, and explained to this guy why he was calling. The person on the other end was silent for a moment or two, and then said very quietly,


  "Listen to me very carefully, because I'm only going to say this to you once," and he paused for effect. "If you know what's good for you, forget you ever heard my name. Don't try to go over my head. Don't bother trying to call this number again, because 15 minutes from when I hang up, it will be out of service." Then the guy hung up.


  Fifteen minutes later, when Steve started breathing again, he tried the number, and sure enough, it was 'out of service'.


  "Holy shit" exclaimed Alfie. "Tha's scary. So, what was the guy's name ?"


  Steve replied, "I can't remember ! I was so scared, I threw out my note and soon forgot it."


  The reality is that global fascist corporations have always been the real governments of every nation on the planet. The difference now in 1989 was that they were ready to begin to make that official, establish a single global corporate fascist government, beginning with the Free Trade Agreement between Canada and the United States.


  In 1983, the Bilderberg Group met in Montreal, Quebec, the very year Brian Mulroney left the Iron Ore Company of Canada to become the next Prime Minister, which led to the signing of the Free Trade Agreement six years later, which handed the rest of the parts of Canada they didn't yet already have, to the Global Corporations.


  During the late '70s to late '80s Canada spent a tonne of money buying as much economic control of Canada from foreign corporations that we could muster. In January of 1989, Lyin' Brian Baloney formally signed the Free Trade Agreement on national tv, and sold it all back to foreigners again, who used our money to buy it.


  Alfie considered all the Canadians who sold out -- traitors -- deserving of being shot.


  Alfie decided to try to fight against the FTA after talking the Steve the Plumber, and moved inwith his mother inToronto for one week per month during 1988, to help deliver pamphlets, man phones, and drive voters to the polls, for the Council of Canadians, C.O.C., one of the many grass roots groups fighting against the FTA. It was very tough to fight back with just the grass-roots funds that could be raised, while the 'enemy' had pretty much unlimited funds, most of which they got from us.


  Everybody got involved. Businesses, religious clergy, people from every walk of life and age group. It was almost like a civil war without the guns. Nothing like it had happened in Canada since the Reciprocity Federal Election of 1911. Funny thing - in 1911, the Liberals had been pro-freetrade and the Conservatives anti-freetrade. A situation that remained unchanged for many decades after. But, suddenly, this time around, they switched sides.


  Alfie concluded the C.O.C. was a very gutsy bunch of people, becauseseveral years before the FTA election year,the co-founder, Mel Hurtig, and several companions, had chartered a helicopter and dropped Canadian flags on U.S. oil tankers and military ships passing thru Canadian territorial waters in the far north without permission nor even asking for permission, stating they didn't need permission to go where-ever they damn well felt like going.


  Canada could have sent it's fleet of the world's biggest and most powerful Icebreakers to patrol our northern waters, and prevent incursions like this by foreign countries without due permissions requested and given, but, that whole Icebreaker program was scrapped by General Electric U.S.A. to get hold of the very special high-powered diesel turbine engines designed and built by G.E. Canada, AND, to prevent Canada from being able to regularly patrol our northern waters.


  Which meant that if Canada wants or needs to sail thru it's own northern waters, like say if there's some future international disagreement over Arctic Resources and we need to lay claim to our share and defend that claim, Canada has to beg for assistance from, or spare room on, some other nations' ships, most probably the very same nations we'll be in disagreement with over the resources. OR, we could send local Inuit Rangers out by dog-sleds or ATVs to politely ask the intruders to please leave. The Rangers would have to take their own hunting rifles, if they deemed the need prudent.


  Can you vision it ? A couple of Candian Inuit Rangers on dog-sled barring the way of an oil Supertanker, or a U.S. or Soviet Warship. Sorta like the student who barred the way of a line of tanks in Tiananmen Square in Beijing just a few weeks before in June of '89.


  But, Alfie didn't think the outcome would be the same though.


  Anyways, Hurtig told the press that since the Canadian government wouldn't, or actually, couldn't, defend Canada, it was up to Canadians, again, to try to do it any way they could manage to try. Alfie thought that was very gutsy. Like Canadian author Farley Mowat firing his .22 rifle at U.S. Strategic Air Command planes flying over his property in Newfoundland. Not too smart, but, very gutsy.


  Mel Hurtig was a book publisher in Edmonton, Alberta. In 1988Hurtig Publicationscame out with the very first ever Canadian Encyclopedia, researched by his company, and largely funded by the Province. Alfie was very proud to get a set. Alfie also read several of Mel Hurtig's books about the Free Trade Agreement, attended some of Hurtig's speeches, even helped out at the ocassions. Mel was a very powerful convincing speaker, but, very very depressing. Mel would go on and on for hours talking of things he'd been told by prominent well known people in governments and corporations, who's names he had agreed to not reveal. He would in voluminous detail tell his audiences just how much of Canada was already gone, and how much more was going to disappear - namely everything that was left. Mel never spoke of how to stop it from happening. Many people would come away from his speeches feeling like the fight for Canada was already over, might as well not bother trying anymore. But, everybody did keep trying anyways.


  Alfie bought a fax machine, a rather new wide-spread technology at that time, despite having been around for about 140 years, along with a directory of corporate fax numbers in Canada, and annonymously faxed 1,000s of them with anti-FTA material for several months. He felt really proud of this idea he had, which actually got mentioned in the newspapers and some later historical write-ups about the election of 1988.


  There were 1,000s of anti-FTA protest groups and demonstrations all across the nation for months leading up to the election. There was even a teacher/actor by the name of Terry Slater, who when in character, looked so much like former Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, he almost gave Brian Mulroney a heart attack one time, when they met face-to-face and shook hands. Damn, too bad he hadn't croked. One of the biggest demonstrations was in Niagara Falls, Ontario, when about 30,000 Canadians massed to block the Peace Bridge for hours. Terry-as-Diefenbaker gave a rousing speech, and led the march on to the bridge.


  It didn't go quite as planned, which was all Alfie's fault.


  The plan was that a motorcade of 6 or so cars, with Terry-Dief in the backseat of the lead car like a head of state, little Canadian flags flying on the hood, would drive from Toronto to Niagara Falls. Once there, it would make it's way thru the crowds to the stage, with horns blowing to clear the way. At the stage, the driver would get out, open the back door,


  and "Dief The Chief", as Diefenbaker used to be called, would step out to screaming accolades, mount the stage, and do his thing.


  Alfie was the driver of the lead car.


  Well, the motorcade no sooner got on to the Queen Elizabeth Highway from Toronto, when somehow Alfie quickly lost all the other cars. Along the way, the flags flew off the car. When they got to Niagara Falls, and as close as could to the stage to see it, without running people down, Alfie lost his nerve, because of his fibromyalgia. Alfie thought they should wait for the other cars. They waited. The events on the stage began. Terry-Dief said he had to get to the stage. Alfie said wait a few more minutes. Walkers-by were staring at them. Terry-Dief lost patience with Alfie, bolted out of the car, stormed thru the throngs of people, got to the stage on foot without the big motorcade arrival, marched up on the stage, and saved the day.


  There was great news coverage of the entire event that night.


  Alfie felt like such a loser that day.


  But, he was very very proud of Terry-Dief for making the right decision and taking action.


  SO,


  Canada was in deep trouble from without, again. But, what about from within ? What about - a 'Fifth Column' ? One time in the late 1970s, Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau gave a Christmas Address on TV, in which he warned that "....very powerful forces, not just from without, but also from within, threaten Canada's sovereignty....." It was quite reminiscent of President Eisehhower's warning to the American people in 1961 about the dangers of the Global Military Industrial Complex.


  Alfie conducted his own survey of Americans living in Canada since the Vietnam War, asking them, hypothetically, if they could vote in this 1988 election, would they vote for or against the FTA. Every one of them said they would vote for it, because they believed it would benefit the U.S. more than it would benefit Canada, and would still vote for it even if it would be very bad for Canada.


  There were pro-FTA spies that infiltrated anti-FTA groups to screw things up. Alfie met at least one of them at COC meetings, who turned out to be a member of the Heritage Front, a neo-nazi organization founded by Ernst Zundel. This spy later went on to help destroy both Mel Hurtig's National Party, AND then Preston Manning's Reform Party, from the inside. Zundel emigrated to Canada from Germany in 1958, where he later formed a close relationship in Quebec with his mentor Adrien Arcand, a Canadian Nazi since before World War II.


  Oh MAN ! Speaking of Canadian Nazis !


  Alfie had studied a lot about how the Nazis took over Germany, and saw all the very same strategy tactics showing up in Canada in recent years.


  The way the Nazis took hold in Germany in the 1930s was attributable in large part to their 'health craze' propaganda. When or where they didn't have one of their own party members to spread their 'pro-health' propaganda, they often paid Doctors, scientists, and public policy authorities, to say whatever they wanted these people to say for the paycheque. Eat muffins; stop drinking and smoking; take Kruppenfrier's Daily Multi-vitamins; cut back on salt; don't eat some foreign food product -- usually from a country they considered to be an enemy or target for future takeover, or else from ehtnic groups within Germany they planned to eradicate; sick people are a burden and drain on national resources; breed scientifically to improve and purify the master race; don't associate with certain racial groups because of the risk of catching some genetically deadly disease; and a whole lot of other stuff like that. About 1 percent of the propaganda was based on real science, but the other 99 percent was made-up junk science, based only on the catchism phrases of becoming healthier for the fatherland. All of which was next to impossible to argue against. And if you did argue against it, you didn't get to argue against it for very long. It all fostered a societal situation of compliance with being the 'politically correct' good German. Anybody who didn't comply, was ostracized, and worse, as a bad German, or non-German enemy of the state.


  Alfie could see the very same tactics emerging and growing in Canada since the late 1970s.


  Another tactic the German nazis did was to infiltrate all the other authoritative aspects of German society. Like the police forces of major cities. The nazis put their own people in to decision making positions, who would then see to it that more of their kind got in as well. Instead of getting violent offenders off the streets, the nazi police would actually get as many as they could on the streets, to destabalize everything. As the violence grew, police and security budgets rose, more criminals were set loose, and destabalization increased exponentially. Funds from the increasing budgets were funneled directly to the party coffers, which amongst other things, was used to fund campaigns to convince the people that ever more and stronger security was needed. This tactic of fomenting internal fears was also used to foment fears of external sources too and justify rebuilding the German military forces.


  WELL,


  A few years before the FTA election year of 1988, when Alfie was still together with his wife and son, the father of one of his son's school chums told Alfie a very chilling story. Their family had 1st emigrated from Jamaica to New York City, where the father, despite his education, good job, nice clothes and car, probably because of them, was repeatedly pulled over on suspicion of car theft, and harrassed for hours, by white cops. Finally not being able to take the growing police harrasment and payoffs to let him go, and the growing violence in NYC, they emigrated to Canada and lived the peaceful lives they'd been seeking. Then it all started again some years later. The scary part was, the very same cops that used to pull him over in NYC, were the very same cops in Toronto pulling him over here. They didn't recognize him, because to them, all blacks looked alike, but, he could never forget their faces.


  This story the father told Alfie had been prompted by a story in the newspapers at the time, of a Toronto police officer who was getting quite concerned about the growing violence and gangs in Toronto, and the growing ineffectiveness of the TPD to do anything about it. The police officer tried to talk to his immediate superiors about it, and got brushed off. He went higher, and was repeatedly brushed off. Then he got called in to his own superior's office one day for a chat. The man was not there. The police officer waited, and finally noticed a stack of papers on his superior's desk. He snuck a peek. It was a stack of immigration approvals for known criminals from New York City and other U.S. locations, with promises to re-settle them in Toronto with decent jobs.


  The police officer went to the newspapers and got the story reported to the public. Shortly after that, he was demoted to cleaning toilets, and eventually pressured to leave the force. The newspapers never reported anything about the goings-on ever again.


  Furthermore, with the increasing fears of international terrorism, came increasing pressure to rebuild Canada's military forces, ostensibly to serve Peacekeeping missions, but, combat-ready if needs be.


  All that, and much more, seemed to Alfie to be very convincing evidence that corporate fascism had always existed in Canada, but now was taking over Canada completely, and other countries as well at the same time.


  In Canada, there were at least a dozen nazi groups and their founding leaders both before and after World War II. After the war, Canada, Britain, the U.S., France, the Soviet Union, all 'imported' many 1,000s of Nazi Party card carriers to their countries, to replace all the men and women killed in the war, for all sorts of jobs, including for scientific projects. WELL, one of those was a Slovakian Nazi Collaborator by the name of Joseph Kirschbaum, who was helped to emigrate to Canada and get his first job here working for a world-famous Canadian mining company, by no less than the founder of that company, a fellow Slovakian, Stephen B. Roman. Roman's company was Denison Mines, at one time one of the biggest uranium mining companies on the planet. Canada in fact produces 40 % of the world's entire supply of uranium.


  Kirschbaum was not the only Slovakian nazi collaborator either. Roman helped a whole bunch of nazi collaborators emigrate to Canada, and set them up with jobs and businesses here.


  Roman's company, Denison Mines, along with a couple of others, was at the very heart of the entire global Nuclear Arms Race of the 1950s to the 80s. Canada's been involved since the very beginning, when several Canadian-born and raised scientists worked on buidling it, one of them died from radiation exposure, from the Canadian uranium that was used to research and develop the very first bombs, and put in those bombs to blow up Hiroshima and Nagasaki. After the war, Canada's uranium went to the U.S., Britain, and France, for their reactors and nukes.


  Canada actually built it's own bomb once, just to prove to the U.S. and other countries that we could, then dismantled it.


  But the U.S. needed to be able to claim that all it's uranium was domestic, and, maintain the public illusion that Canada was dedicated to Peacekeeping. After 1966 the U.S. declared it no longer used Canadian uranium for it's bombs, even though it could and did for it's public electricity reactors. Which were being used to power the plants that built their bombs, and produce plutonium for it's far more powerful nukes. BUT, what most citizens are not aware of is that the U.S. continued to use Canadian Depleted Uranium, DU, which wasn't really 'depleted' in the sense that most people were told, for both bomb plutonium production, bomb core packing, and DU hardened conventional weapons. So, 76 % of Canada's uranium continued to go to the U.S., which in 1989, has about 37,000 Nukes at it's beck and call to blow up the whole planet several thousand times over.


  How did Alfie know these things ? Because in 1988, Stephen Roman died, and an Investigative Journalist named Paul McKay, who had written a book some years before about the shinanigans of Ontario Hydro, it's CANDU Nuclear Power Plants and the Bectel Corporation of California, and, the connections to Stephen Roman, Denison Mines, andthe Nuclear Arms Race, wrote even more of what he'd found out about Stephen Roman.


  From this research McKay had learned of Roman's connections to Joseph Kirschbaum, and other nazi collaborators like Kirschbaum. When Roman died, McKay wrote an anti-obituary about Roman for the Globe and Mail, which included Roman's connection to Kirschbaum and other nazi collaborators. From this came a series of articles for the Globe and Mail exposing Kirschbaum for all the nasty things he did during the war. By this time Kirschbaum had become a very wealthy highly respected businessman and spokesperson for Slovakian-Canadians, and had many friends and supporters in high places in Canada. It created quite a stir for some time. There were calls for arresting Kirschbaum for war crimes. But, nothing was done. The Canadian government remained silent. However, Kirshbaum's life in Canada was suddenly over, and, Kirschbaum just simply disappeared one day, never to be heard of nor from again.


  McKay wrote a book called "The Roman Empire: The Life and Times of Stephen B. Roman", which when it was published, the majority of copies were bought up at the publisher's loading dock by Roman's Kabal, loaded in to an 18 wheeler, taken away, and shredded. Very few copies survived their efforts.


  In 1979, Roman began building his own church and mausoleum north of Toronto, Canada, for his body to rest under when he died. And he bought a lot of land around it where a gated community would be built to house his closest and most trusted, including the sons and daughters of his followers, most probably descendants of the many nazi collaborators that Roman had helped emigrate to Canada after WWII. The church/mausoleum would be called the Cathedral of the Transfiguration. Transfiguration is the Masonic belief that their highest order members, like George Washington, would 'rapture' or directly 'ascend' in to heaven just before their body dies, and become divine incarnate beings. Even perhaps 'transmigrate' back from "the other side" in to somebody else's adult body of their choosing, to carry on where they'd left off.


  Oh god, don't get Alfie going on about Masons !!


  SO, you might ask, what's all that got to do with the Free Trade Agreement ?


  Because of the FTA, the U.S. can thereafter officially declare all Canadian Depleted Uranium to be of DOMESTIC ORIGIN !


  It all sounded to Alfie like control of the world's nuclear bombs had fallen in to Nazi hands after all.


  Well, to be truly accurate, because it's important to understand this, the enemy is Global Corporate Fascists. They are the ones who funded Adolph Hitler, the National Socialist Party, and the Nazis, in Germany and elsewhere, that all led to World War II. They hadn't actually lost that war. The war was of their making, and went pretty much as intended, to change the balances of power, and set the stage for the next phase. Their "New World Order" Global Corporate Fascist Government.


  That really -- Really -- scared Alfie.


  One time during the 1988 election campaign, Alfie delivered pamphlets to one of the Riding Candidate offices for the Liberal Party. Usually these places are just buzzing with volunteers and activity. This one -- was empty. No tables, no people on phones -- nothing. Except about 12 guys behind a partition divider in the corner, standing around a big old table studying maps. When they realized he was there watching them, they all left the table and slowly approached Alfie, led by the Candidate. He asked what Alfie was doing there. Alfie got a very bad feeling in his stomach, but, as calmly and cheerfully as possible said he was there to deliver anti-FTA pamphlets. The Candidate said thanks, put them down.....and go. At that moment a young gangley man, barely, came up from the basement, spotted Alfie's "No, Eh !" button, and asked what it meant. Well, anybody who was Canadian would know what it meant. Alfie tried to explain, but the kid did not understand. Alfie asked the kid where he was from. The kid said he was a Young Democrat from Florida, who'd come up on one of several buses with 100s of other Young Democrats, to do whatever needed doing. The Candidate and the other men got very agitated and the Candidate told Alfie thanks for the pamphlets, please go -- now.


  So, Alfie smiled -- really big -- and went.


  Afterwards, Alfie found out that the Candidate himself was from Florida before the election campaign began, and, back to which he went, immediately following the election, where, he shortly thereafter -- simply disappeared.


  Alfie always believed that this alleged Liberal Candidate, and god knows how many other candidates who were also in Canada for this election, were agents of the U.S. ultra-secret 5412 black ops department of the CIA, just like in that 1975 Robert Redford movie, "Three Days of the Condor". The 5412 organizationhad the power to do whatever was necessary, in any country of the world, to ensure the national interests of the United State. Allegedly for U.S. nationa interests, that is. For, knowingly or not, these agents were really acting for global corporate fascist interests. These agents existed in every nation on the planet, most not knowing that they were working for a global corporate fascist agenda.


  These 5412 agents would infiltrate and fomount instabilities and uprisings against whatever the assigned target was. Their manual for how to do it even got leaked, and spread around grass-roots-wise in attempts to inform ordinary people of what they do. There were rumours that the 5412 organization was responsible for events like the destruction of the Canadian AVRO Jetliner, the Arrow, and John Dienfenbaker's final electoral defeat. Another story goes that the the U.S. United Fruit Company worked hand-in-glove with 5412 agents to keep Central America destabalized for corporate and political domination of the region. Rumours said they had arranged the installation of Augusto Pinochet of Chile, and the fall of the Shah of Iran, just to name two more of many many things they were said to have done.


  When the FTA election was all over, and Lyin' Brian had been re-installed as corporate-puppet Prime Minister of Canada with a majority government, ( asta la veesta democracy ), Clayton Yeutter, the U.S. Trade Ambassador and Chief Negotiator on the FTA stated that, "We've signed a stunning new trade pact with Canada. The Canadians don't know what they have signed. In twenty years they will be sucked into the U.S. economy"


  Twenty years proved Yeutter, and 54 % of Canadians, right... Canada got fucked up the ass - really big time - again.


  The side that spends the most, wins. What really pissed Alfie off even more was that 'they' spent OUR MONEY to do it.


  After 1989, all things 'Canadian' got taken over, or disappeared. The Space Shuttle Manipulator Arm ? We called it the CanadArm. Our flag was emblazoned on it during quite a few missions. Then, the flag and the name disappeared, and eventually the entire technology and the Canadian company that made it, got sold to - the damn yanks. Bell Canada, Air Canada, Petro Canada, Dome Petroleum (1988), Canadian Tire, Simpsons, Eaton's, Hudson's Bay Company, Stelco Steel, Inglis -- you name it -- it either got bought up, or disappeared.


  Alfie didn't actually blame Americans nor the United States for any of this. Alfie blamed fascist global corporate scumbags.


  What really scared Alfie the most was one late night online during the election campaign, he somehow wound up 'chatting' by emails with a Neo-Nazi, one of Zundel's group, who said to Alfie that the FTA was most going to help irrevocably bring about and cement their control of the whole world. That the National Socialist Party of the 1930s and 40s was in fact the creation of global corporations of the day. Global Corporate 'National Socialism' was not defeated in World War II. It just changed strategy and tactics. In the same way that it took over Germany from the 'inside' in the 1930s, it set out after World War II to do the same on a global scale. The final phase of that agenda was begun by putting the Free Trade Agreement in to place, and supplanting the constitutions of both Canada, and the United States. That's what this guy told Alfie by emails.


  The FTA was not only very bad for Canadians and Canada, it was equally, if not more so, very very bad for Americans, and the United States.Alfie realized, that by that time 20 years later, the U.S. too would be sucked in to the neo-nazi global corporate economy.


  As if to 'cap the bottle', George H. W. Bush became the President of the United States in January of 1989, the same month the FTA was signed on national tv by Lyn' Brian Baloney. WELL, G.H.W. Bush and his old man, Prescott Bush, had both been members of the Skull and Bones secret society, AND, prior to October 1942, Prescott Bush had been, amongst other things, a Wall Street banker, including being a Board Director of a Nazi Investment Bank with offices in New York !!


  H.W. Bush was himself a very scary character. In the 1950s he co-founded Zapata Oil, which was later rumoured to have links with Neo-Nazis, Mafia, and the CIA. There were rumours H.W. had been flown in to Dallas, Texas to get 'briefed' on details about the assassination of JFK. And rumours he had some sort of connection to the Iran-Contra Arms-for-Hostages deal. But, aside from those and other rumours, there were confirmed facts far more potentially disturbing. H.W. Bush went in to politics, and eventually had ingratiated himself to Richard Nixon, who appointed Bush as Chairman of the Republican National Committee. Later, as Chairman, Bush dutifully requested Nixion to resign the Presidency to avoid an Impeachment trial. Interestingly, several of the people involved in the Watergate Scandal were also said to be connected to Zapata Oilin earlier years,and the alleged CIA's "illegal and unauthorized activities"using Zapata Oil as their 'cover'. Furthermore, in 1976, President Gerald Ford appointed H.W. to be Director of the CIA for just over a year, to 'clean house' and eliminate those responsible for "illegal and unauthorized activities".Contrarily to stated goals, "illegal and unauthorized activities" increased.It was about this time that people like Manuel Noriega in Panama and Saddam Hussein in Iraq, and others elsewhere who were far worse than both of them put together, got recruited by the CIA. Later, President Reagan appointed H.W. tochair two special task forces, on deregulation and international drug smuggling, after which, "illegal and unauthorized activities" got exponentially worse.


  One of the first major deeds G.H.W. Bush perpetrated after becoming President of the United States, was to invade Panama, kill a couple of thousand people, and arrest Noriega. Why ? Because Noriega was not playing ball with the CIA by their rules, hadn't been for years, and was now threatening to tell the world what was really going on in Panama, and quite a few other countries to boot, in a book he said he was writing, which, never did get published.


  In 1989, it seemed very ominously possible to Alfie that over the next 20 years, by 2010, a Global Corporate Fascist Goverment would become the New World Order.


  Alfie had a knack, actually, a curse, for supporting lost causes. Fighting against the 1988 the FTA election was a really big lost cause, and one of 'those times' that Alfie did not like being right.


  Sour Grapes ? You betcha ! Alfie was full of sour grapes. He defined his personal 'loser' identity of himself by the boatload of Sour Grapes afflicting him.


  Mostly though, Alfie just felt like the loser he was - again.


  Anyways --- finally -- Back to ARO......


  Interestingly, depending on who you talk to, from 1988 to 1991 the alleged Canadian-based Interstellar Electromagnetics Institute, IEI, used the 18m dish and the 32-dish array for a SETI Project called TARGET at the ARO site in an alleged Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence, to which Alfie also contributed a significant amount of his 'spare time'. The project had been running for years near Hay River, North West Territories on the south shore of Great Slave Lake prior to it's re-location to the ARO site. Considered a sad joke on ARO by the rest of his colleagues, Alfie hoped it might reveal some answers to his 'problems'. But, he soon realized that IEI was all just another cover-story, to hide the fact it was really a U.S. NSA spying project, originally used to help spy on Soviet arctic communications, it got re-located to ARO to spy on Canadians, using Canadian tax dollars to fund it. The data they collected was sent to the "Diefenbunker" in Carp Ontario, about 40 kilometres west of Ottawa.
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  Originally a Canadian DND Nuclear War Fallout Shelter for military and government command personnel built in the late '50s, early '60s, the 1st and biggest of a network of "Diefenbunkers" across the nation, they were nicknamed after the Prime Minister of the time, John Diefenbaker. When the story leaked in to the newspapers, the followup pieces downplayed the facility as being not much bigger than a closet. In fact, it was, for Canada, quite shockingly huge, and well constructed to accomodate at least several hundre personnel, and their families, for up to 2 years, if Nuclear War happened. All the public, private, and corporate communications systems of the entire nation were routed thru this facility. Which is what made it so useful later on for the U.S. NSA to spy on Canadians, and ensure everything in Canada worked to 'their benefit', instead of the benefit of the citizens of Canada. 'Their beneift' usually meant global corporations, who have almost as little regard for the citizens of the U.S., as they do for anybody else.


  How could even the NSA get away with these kinds of activities deep inside Canada ? - Ha !


  Ok, aside from the fact that the NSA does whatever it wants to where-ever it wants to and justifies that with the standard crapola of U.S. National Security, a bit of history needs telling. In 1941 during World War II, a top secret spy training base called Camp X, under the leadership of Sir William Stephenson, was established on the shores of Lake Ontario, east of Toronto, on the outskirts of the town of Whitby. It trained over 500 Allied agents, including the 1st members of the U.S. OSS, Office of Strategic Services, and the FBI. After the war, the intelligence / spy relationship continued, and expanded, with the UKUSA Security Agreement, which included Canada, Australia, and New Zealand, which later morphed in to ECHELON, a global intelligence-gathering network. Of course, this is not to imply that things worked as they were stated to. Neither does it include ultra-secret operatives or missions.


  Most Canadians have heard of the Canadian Security Intelligence Service, CSIS, which was established in 1984 to take over intelligence services previously performed by the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, RCMP. But, most Canadians are not aware of the Communications Security Establishment, CSE, setup in 1946, to take over from the WWII intelligence gathering organization as part of the Allies' post-war organization, ECHELON. CSE, is the Canadian version of the U.S. NSA, however, it does not like to be known about, and is all but totally un-answerable to anybody, at least, not anybody in Canada.


  So, under the auspices of the CSE, the U.S. NSA is able to operate within Canada virtually unknown to anybody - in Canada.


  What really bothered Alfie about the whole thing was that whereas the NSA seemed to be dedicated to helping mostly U.S. based global corporations, so too all the other security agencies of it's alleged allies, including Canada's, seemed to be mostly dedicated to helping mostly U.S. based global corporations.


  The Carp Ontario facility, and some of the others, were converted in the 1970s during the Oil Crisis to NSA spying on Canadians, after Canada protested having imported oil it had paid for diverted to the U.S., and Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau proclaimed that Canada would take back control of it's own oil resources from foreign corporations in Canada.


  Well, then in 1989, a bunch of U.S. NSA Black Hawk helicopters flying in and out of the Carp Diefenbunker facility got video-taped and photographed by a local UFO nutbar. Either he, or perhaps the NSA itself in an attempt to maintain secrecy of their presence and activities of spying in Canada, jumped on hyping it all up to being UFOs, as part of a massive cover-up "investigation" by both countries. A few years later the UFO story wound up on 2 American UFO shows. But, the Black Hawk helicopter activities could not be suppressed. Too many people began asking why so many American Black Hawk helicopters were there flying around in Canada, just a short distance from the Nation's Capital. Things got too hot. Even at remote ARO, an ever increasing number of park visitors were stumbling across the area. So by 1994 the NSA had pulled everything out of the Carp Diefenbunker, and the ARO facilities, where to this very day you can still see a bunch of narrow paved roads going in to the bush to where their equipment used to be.


  In 1998 the Carp Diefenbunker, the last remaining, was converted in to a public Cold War museum. Oddly enough, there is at least one hidden room in the facility that not even the Museum people still have ever since been allowed to see, let alone the general public. And, Alfie heard on the net grapevine that the 32 dish array at ARO that were reportedly re-located to IEI facilities at some mysterious site called "Area 31" near Shelburne, Ontario, never got there, and promptly disappeared. Nobody's heard of them since.


  But, no matter how many interesting projects Alfie contributed his efforts to, indeed, even doing substantial amounts of the research and drafting the conclusionary reports, not a single one of those projects were actually officially recognized as his initiated projects, despite some of them even being his ideas in the first place. Although listed as one of the researchers, never the chief researcher, nor only researcher, Alfie never got the credits he deserved. Alfie became convinced that the same 'forces' responsible for this in his own life, were also responsible for Canada's not getting it's much deserving credos. He also came to believe the majority of the miseries continuously suffered by most of the human species could also be blamed on these very same 'forces', that were nesting inside his own head, fucking up his life.


  The summer of '89, as usual, Alfie was alone. Which suited him just fine. He didn't much like working with other people around, didn't much like people period. Being alone gave Alfie lots of time to think, about a lot of things. So Alfie spent a lot of his 'spare' time trying to find out or figure out what that 'something' was that was 'living' in his head, and fucking up his wasted life, and the lives of the majority of people on the entire planet. Being a scientist, Alfie believed there had to be a scientific answer. An answer somehow related to his astronomy training.


  But to find those answers, Alfie realized he needed other people, with ideas, and knowledge in exotic areas. For that, fortunately, Alfie had access at ARO to the Usenet, and Bulletin Board Systems, thru the University of Toronto Usenet Server, which had been setup in 1987 because 2 Unix Programmers at U. of T. at the time, Geoff Collyer and Henry Spencer, wrote C News to improve the Usenet. So, Alfie had at his fingertips email-like postings by 10s, even 100s of 1,000s of users in half the countries of the planet, all communicating with each other thru more than 1,000 Newsgroups available in 1989. By 1991, there would be over 4,000 Newsgroups to choose from, and 100,000 newsgroups by the end of the century, including some of Alfie's favourites, like sci.space.science; alt.astronomy and cn.bbs.sci.astronomy; rec.radio.amateur.space; alt.ghost.hunters; free.uk.paranormal; and soc.religion.paganism. Alfie also sometimes dialed long distance to Toronto to login to CRS, Canada Remote Systems, the largest BBS on the planet with 250 phone lines and over 10,000 members, to access some NorthAmeriNet forums he made use of.


  Along with the expected 'normal' human-to-human social chitchat we all so crave, there was a lot of serious and very usefull discussion too, about business, and science, current events, and many other things, like gardening and tax tips, or the best way to wash your rottweiler. But, the majority of discusions were 'something' else too. Like, a lot of pornographic stuff for one. Users would usually have a nickname or handle, to hide their real identities, so they could say things that weren't allowed to be said let alone talked about publically, if they wanted to keep their jobs and funding, or get jobs and funding. Alfie's online nickname was 'starman'. Using their nicknames, some people would post things that Alfie liked and often participated in the conversations, such as:


  "...did you know a guy invented a carbureator that got 100 miles to the gallon ! and he was assassinated to cover it up...."


  "...i'm the guy from montreal who really shot jfk for the cia/mafia...."


  "....did you know the americans and russians were exploding nukes in space at the height of the cuban missle crisis..."


  "...religion has massacred more people than all other organizations combined...."


  "...scientists and funding commitees haven't a clue what they're talking about to the public, they just pretend to for the money...."


  "...nicola tesla said he talked to energy beings when he sat inside his lightning bolt machines, who, he claimed gave him most of his ideas, and he believed some of these beings were hindu deities....they first influenced him when he was struck by lightning as a young boy in blah....hey, did you know pope john paul II was struck by lightning too when he was a young boy ?....."


  "...all the world's elite belong to a group called the millenialists, who strive to do their bit to help biblical prophecies get fullfilled...."


  "...all the top scientists who worked on the 1st atomic bomb got their best ideas from ancient vedic texts written 1,000s of years ago. in fact they 1st put together the bomb project at a top secret retreat, the infamous 2,700 acre Bohemian Grove, for the corporate elites that run the world to this very day, in Monte Rio, California. AND, some of them, belonged to an ancient god cult, led by rocket designer Jack Parsons, who believed placing a specially genetically-blessed newborn at ground zero of an atomic blast, would result in the return of that god to take up residence in the newborn's body, and usher in a new world order, culminating in the biblical apocalypse.


  "...global corporations are by 'nature' national socialists politically, with nazi style tendencies, but on a global scale transcending all nation-states. in public policy they are social engineering totalitarians, telling everybody what to do and think and how to behave. they use that wrapped up in contrived nationalism and anti-communism or vice versa anti-capitalism to maintain power and control over the masses, and they're agenda is the establishment of one global government run by them with billions of compliant complacent good little consumers. anybody who resists gets rehabilitated - or eliminated. like in the george orwell story "1984"...."


  "...big pharmaceutical companies are lying thru their teeth about their drug products, and have been suppressing information about far better treatments for more than 100 years, so they can make trillions from selling their defective, harmful, even lethal products to us...."


  "...how can astonomers publically pretend they understand a lot about the universe when nobody even knows what gravity is or if it even exists. hell, i heard of a swiss/german astronomer dr. fritz zwicky who in the 1930s proclaimed 90 % of the universe is made up of 'dark matter, 'dunkle materie', and nobody has a clue what the fuck it is, but whatever it is, if it didn't exist, the universe and everything in it, including us, wouldn't be here. so they've deliberately suppressed the information for 50 years because they can't explain it...."


  "...remote viewing is a way to see things far away without actually being there, the americans and the soviets used it to spy on each other. i've learned how to do it too and i saw you fucking suzie last week in the bathroom at your wedding to barbara, and i'm going to tell barbara unless you give me $ 10,000 to keep quiet..."


  "...you're an asshole !!..." "...no, you are, and, you're a *)(*&&^&^^ too...."


  "...my holy book is the only true word of god....no, mine is.....no, mine is.....oh for cryin' out loud ! grow up !!! our so-called holy books, the jewish torah, which is quite different from the much older samaritan torah from before the babylon exile; the christian bible; and the muslim qur'an; are all based on stories from much older pagan cultures -- the egyptians, the zorastrians, the vedic sanskrit.it's so pathetic that most jews, christians, and muslims believe their holy books were given to moses directly by god. i mean, the guy was dead 200 to 300 years BEFORE the oldest parts were ever even written 3,000 years ago. the rest of the parts were from many often conflicting variously sourced tribal stories written down over the next 800 years, by men, not god. between 400 and 200 b.c.e. the torah / old testament wasa cobbled-together translation of translations by 100s of different people for the library of alexandria of older texts that by that time nobody doing the translations knew the original meanings of many of the words in the much older texts. and starting about 400 years after that, the many various christian bibles were translations of those translations - and additionally changed - so many times since 800 years after that, that it's a miracle that any parts of them even resemble the original texts. did you know that william tyndale the guy who did the 1st english protestant king james bible version was branded a traitor and heritic and publically executed by strangulation and his body burned-at-the-stake because people didn't like his translation ? scholars, historians, and theologians are all still arguing today over what the correct translations should be. ** and ** there were many source books, gospels, letters, and whatnot, of today's contemporary judean/christian/islamic holy books that were deliberately left out because they prove the whole concept of god and religions we've been spoon fed for the past 2,400 years or so is nothing but old bedtime stories from earlier pagan relgions to frighten, brainwash, indoctrinate little children, and control adults..."


  "...margaret trudeau used to hang out with the rolling stones, loved wild parties, and smoked a lot of dope...."


  "...mediums and channelers and their clients are being duped by discarnate entities that are told of in the tibetan book of the dead which called these entities the pretas, or hungry ghosts, that prey upon the living, like parasites, by stimulating our negative emotions, so these creatures can feed on the energy of it..." -- posted by 'metaphysician'.


  "...crop circles have been appearing overnite all over the u.k. for years some are hoaxes but too many cannot be explained. witnesses are seeing different things in contradiction with each other. some witnesses claim they are made by aliens, some claim to see what look like ghosts or spirits, while others say they see small orbs of light at crop circle sites, not spaceships or aliens nor paranormal beings. i think the accounts of orbs of energy are the most likely to be closest to what is behind the crop circles. many witnesses report feelings of unaccountable fear and fatigue from the experinece. it seems more like these orbs, whatever they are, are causing people to see what they expect to see. perhaps these orbs are some sort of hitherto unknown energy entities indigenous to our planet and or solar system, maybe even from beyond it, that prey on us, like parasites. indeed, there are religious and folklore stories going back even to ancient times, such as the old vedic texts, that recount about glowing creatures by many different names, that all appear to be very similar to the crop circle orbs...." -- posted by 'openmindedskeptic' which seemed to Alfie, and others, to be somewhat of an oxymoronic nickname. but the person was quite brilliant and made a lot of sense.


  The disccusion threads that grew from those last 2 particular posts were the ones Alfie considered to be the most fascinating of all, as possible answers to explain his 'fucked up wasted life'. Alfie 'posted' a lot to those discussions, explaining the known and suspected science about quantum plasma physics, and the workings of the universe. He became quite close friends online with some people in regards to those newsgroup disccussions, so he and they eventually exchanged personal information; their real identities and locations, et cetera. And he was very content to continue to communicate with them online, since he really didn't like face-to-face, which he didn't fair so well at, and which was very difficult anyways, seeing as he lived so remotely in the middle of the vast forests of Algonquin Park.


  But Alfie was very very shocked later that night of July 1st, 1989, to get a knock on his living quarters door, way out in the middle of no-where at the ARO.


  It was his online friend Andie, alias 'metaphysician'.


  "Hi Starman !" That was Alfie's online 'handle'.


  "I've finally finished my latest book, you HAVE to read it and tell me what you think."


  end of chapter 2


  Chapter 3


  Internet 'handle' Metaphysician was actually a writer by the name of Andie , who'd just recently had another one of his books published, called Hungry Ghosts; english for Pretas, as the Tibetan Book of the Dead called them. Andie had set out, allegedly objectively, though that's debatable, to try to prove or disprove the existence of spirits of the dead, the kind allegedly being contacted by channelers and mediums to garner answers to questions posed by the living. He wound up joining a group with a head channeler, and becoming a 'true believer', until he eventually discovered that what he and others were being told by these entities was at best 1 % truth, and 99 % lies.


  Initially, everybody felt very positive, uplifted, invigorated, and happy, investigating the details and events they were learing about from the spirits. But, as the falsities and contradictions mounted, everyone in the group became progressively more and more fatigued, angry, and ill, including Andie. This led to ever increasing in-fighting, accusations of fraud, disbelief, and the eventual breakup of the group. It broke up when Andie confronted the spirits with his findings and the resulting fallout destroyed his life and nearly killed him. Finally, refusing to die, Andie set out to try to determine, since these entites are not what and who they claim to be, then who, or better, what, they really are. Andie concluded that the entities he had been in contact with were spirits of people who'd lived very unhappy, un-fullfilled, often un-savory lives. And, now being dead, they preyed upon the living, feeding off their victims' negative emotional energies.


  Alfie and Andie had become friends online, even collaborators, and Alfie saw in what Andie was saying about Pretas, what he Alife believed to be the source, or at least a big part of it, to why there is far far more suffering and pain in everybody's lives, his life, than aught to be possible by the laws of random chance and physics. Most people, probably at least 97 %, just want to live in peace, and love, and co-operation. Yet, the exact opposite dominates. Only a deliberate protaganist could be responsible for that humungous imbalance.


  "Metaphysician ?" wisped Alfie, not believing his eyes.


  "Yep, it's really me ! in the flesh."


  "What are you doing way out here - in the middle of the night almost, however did you find your way in the dark ?" blurbed Alfie with incredulity.


  "Well, you are a stickey wicket to find, especially in the dark, but, here I am nevertheless. May I come in ? Or is this a bad time, and I should leave...."


  "No No, Please - Enter and be extremely welcome Joseph !"


  "Ah, Thank you. For a moment there I thought you might turn me away," Andie replied with a smirk.


  "Have you eaten, can I make you a sandwich and some tea ?" Alfie asked.


  "Oh yes please, I am famished, haven't had a single bite of anything the entire 6 hour drive from Fergus!" Andie implored.


  "Let me take your bag, the washroom's thru that door, and I'll get started on your sandwich," which they both attended to, and then when Andie returned, Alfie asked him,


  "Whatever brings you all the way out here to see me in the DEAD of night ?" quipped Alfie.


  "Oh, how droll Aflie, very very droll pun. Well, like I first said, so you can read my book about Hungry Ghosts and tell me how wonderful and brilliant it really is," replied Andie.


  "Surely that cannot be the only reason !" and when Andie's face expressed injury, Alfie added, "oh come now, you know I don't mean it like that, I am very excited to read it in it's final finished form, but, you didn't have to deliver it personally all the way out here ! There must be another reason for your unannounced visit out of the darkness."


  "Very perceptive, and quite correct," said Andie. "I do have more than one reason to come all this way to see you without telling you that I was coming. But, first you must read my book, and then we can talk about that."


  "Ok, I guess," mumbled Alfie.


  "Um, I hope it will be ok if I should stay here for a few days ?, Andie said sheepishly.


  "Sure ! No problem there, I'm not expecting anybody to ARO until sometime next month, and there are several bedrooms here you can pick from."


  "Well splendid then. Thank you. I shall enjoy the time to rest and relax while you read the book over the next few days."


  And for the next few days, that is what they did. Alfie gave Andie a tour of the site so he'd know his way around the station and area to explore on his own, which Andie did, poking his nose in the buildings, climbing the big telescope, and peering at the stars thru Alfie's (type of telescope to see with) , or else hiking some of the surrounding trails, or canoeing on Traverse Lake, and the (blah blah) River, while Alfie read his book.


  When they got together for meals and evenings, they talked about anything else, not the book, at Andie's insistence. Finally Alfie was done reading the book, and beyond eager, itching to get down to that business.


  "So, my friend, what's your prognosis, is it a saleable book ? or should I scrap it and start over..." began Andie.


  "You already know I love it. For a book about Hungry Ghosts, it is superb. To say that the Paranormal Mediums and Channelers establishment is very very wrong about their 'gifts' to communicate with their so-called spirit guides, and the alleged loved-ones' spirits of the living, that instead they are in contact with Hungry Ghosts, which are feeding upon their life-force, and those of their clients, that the mediums are doing far more harm to the human race than the good that some of them at least believe they are doing, that they are at the very best also victims like the rest of us, of these entities, or at the very worst some are knowingly and deliberately using these entities to their own benefit, and to present your case and conclusions in such an indisputable and objective professional manner, from a subjective personal experience, to state on the one hand that there is 'something' that the living are communicating with, however, on the oher hand to state that that 'something', instead of very good, being very bad, by stimulating negative emotions in the living that these entities then actually 'feed' on the negative energy from, and if that is the truth of it, then these entities are probably responsible for as much as 80 % of all suffering, pain, and conflict that the human race is afflicted with, is nothing short of brilliantly shattering. I expect you've made a lot of people very very angry at you for doing it.", Alfie ran out of breath.


  "Thank you. And yes I have made a lot of enemies from this book, and will probably make a lot more, which is one of the reasons I'm here right now, to 'hide out' for awhile, during the bookstores' launch period. Now, give me the 'But' part."


  After a few seconds of reflection, "But..." escaped Alfie's mouth. "Where's the part of hypothosizing that these Hungry Ghosts could be some sort of 'natural phenonmenon', like viruses or colonies of collaborating bacteria, or similar to ball lightning, and not 'paranormal' nor supernatural at all !" exasperated (exterpated ?) Alfie.


  "You mean, why is your theory that these nasty discarnate entities can be explained scientificallly by the laws of quantum plasma physics, not even mentioned in this book." Andie stated.


  "Ummm - YES !" Alfie returned.


  "That's for the next book, that you and I shall co-author together," he said. "I was already progressed much too far in to this 1st book to change it all at this late date. I had deadlines to meet. If I wanted to get paid by the publisher, and as you know I desparately needed to be paid because of my mounting debts, and, the simple need to eat and have a roof over my head, I simply could not incorporate your side of the picture in to this 1st book. And, least we forget where I've been for the past year, I was quite preoccupied preparing for that before I left. I am truly sorry, but, there it is." And indeed, Andie looked very contritely sorry.


  "Hence the other reason you are here. To tell me that face to face," concluded Alfie.


  "Yes, exactly," said Andie. "I have dreaded this day for a long time, but, I also dearly want you as my friend, and not just because there's more money to be had from a 3rd book. I knew I had to tell you myself in person."


  Alfie stewed for just a minute or two, then quietly said, "Thank you Joseph. I do understand, and I'm very glad you came to tell me."


  "GOOD ! I'm so glad that's settled then. Now, what's for supper, I'm positively famished !"


  "Fine, and then, you and I, we have a 3rd book to write," chided Alfie.


  Andie jabbed his finger at Alfie and barked, "Right you are !"


  end of chapter 3


  Chapter 4


  Over the next couple of weeks, Alfie and Andie argued out the many and varied aspects of what would become the next book.


  "Yes, there are !" "No, there aren't" "YES, THERE ARE !!" "NO, THERE AREN'T !!!" - Another typical debate was in play between Andie and Alfie while sitting outside on a warm summer night at ARO.


  "See here," exasperated Andie quipped at Alfie, "I believe you are right that one of your Quantum Plasma Energy Clouds at the lower edge of the Ionosphere is Mt. Meru of Hindu and Buddhist beliefs. Now, those beliefs state that Mt. Meru is inhabited at different levels by a myriad of discarnate beings, the higher levels of which are self-aware, and which feed on the lower forms of entities, AND which may even direct those lower forms of entities to prey upon humans to stimulate negative emotional energy in us to get fat on, for the feeding benefit of the higher level beings, as in a 'food chain', like we do to chickens, cattle, and pigs so we can feed on them. If I can accept that there are more kinds of entities than just Pretas, why can't you ?"


  "BeCAUSE-z-z-z-z.........for the millionth time...." Alfie exasperated back at Andie, while emphatically jabbing up at the billions of stars in the night sky, "for the same reason I cannot accept the existence of physical aliens travelling here in physical spaceships from outside our solar system !!! It's just too damn far between Solar Systems ! IF they really exist, the evidence would be overwhelmingly undeniable !!!! We've debated this over and over ad naseum.


  What about Jacque Vallee, the French-American Astronomer and Astrophysicist, Mathematician, Doctorate in Computer Science, Arpanet Project Director, Venture Capitalist, and author of many books, who used to be one of the most famous of UFO investigators and supporters of the existence of E.T.s in the 1960s, who suddenly announced in 1969 he no longer believed UFOs were physical extraterrestrial aliens and spaceships from outer space. He also later stated that this was likewise so concerning paranormal experiences. Vallee and an "inner circle" of like-minded scientists in various countries, realized decades ago that these experiences could not possibly be what the experiencers, nor the case investigators believed those experiences to be. Most of the recorded cases are actually sightings of various sizes of ORBs, balls of light. Which then sometimes would become the objects and visions of some divine being, ghosts, demons, or aliens or alien spaceships, that people claimed they'd seen or been victims of. Most times that 2 or more people share the same event experience, the experiencers report seeing or experiencing different things.Vallee and his 'associates' say there is something, perhaps a natural phenomena indigenous to earth that we have not yet been able to technologically determine exists, which our minds interpret to be what we expect to see ! That perhaps this phenomena for some reason actively stimulates our brains to see what we expect to see, to the benefit of this phenomena, whatever that may be.It would explain why, over the millenia, paranormal and UFO experiences reflect the expectations of their time periods !


  Or, the UK researcher, Paul Devereux, who's just recently published a book called, "Earth Lights", in which he postulates that all these ORBs are as natural as ball lightning. He says they have various strengths of magnetic field energy, and are 'created' by natural phenomenon like earthquakes, tropical storms, and volcanoes, which he says that other researchers, such as Canada's own Dr. Michael Persinger, the inventor of the "God Helmet", postulate can have a hallucinatory effect on the human brain.


  As a matter of fact, this very year in March, a massive solar flare struck the planet, knocked out a bunch of satellites, and shut down the humongous James Bay Hydroelectric facility, plunging all of Quebec into darkness. Aurora Borealis, Northern Lights, were seen as far south as Texas. The energy penetrated in to the earth itself and travelled long distances through the ground, and rock formations, often following fractures and fault lines. This generated piezoelectric phenomena, including balls of light. Paranormal and alien sightings skyrocketed.


  I suspect that solar flares 'fuel' significant increases of Pretas feeding, like crazed packs of piranha fish."


  Andie interjected, "Ah, I see better now. So, that is the sort of thing you've told me about in our online chats regarding your own experiences ?"


  Alfie continued, " Yes exactly. Cultural folklore and religious books throughout the ages are, I believe, overflowing with reports of an endless list of names of beings that feed on the negative energies of humans. I believe they all are refering to the same entity, the same parasite - namely our nefarious Pretas. Which are of the same sort of quantum plasmic energy that our own Sun blasts our way from time to time, mostly during the 11 year Solar Flare Pole Reversal Cycle. Those solar storms give the Pretas on Earth an energy boost, more especially when the EM Poles of Earth and the Sun are the same orientations.


  It would explain why there's always an increase in bad things happening at the times of Solar Cycle maximums. The Pretas act like sharks in frenzied feeding from the smell and taste of blood in the water."


  Andie sucked a breath and blurted, "I Do See what you mean."


  "As for myself," continued Alfie, "I've thought a lot about why I might have wound up being cursed for life with no luck, with far more than my share of suffering and pain, and I think I've got it figured out."


  "Oh do tell", implored Andie.


  "When I reached my mid-thirties, I found out that during my pregnancy my parents had endless fights about me. When my mother had my older brother she did not even know how babies were born. The experience traumatized her. The next two were miscarriages, and then I came along, and, she was scared shitless again. My father endlessly berated her for it. Instead of being surrounded by love and nurturing expectations, I was conceived and developed, totally engulfed in negative emotions of fear, anger, being unwanted, and even outright hatred.I believe that's why my older brother has never liked me. Because he heard all of this fighting about me.


  Now, here's where the story gets really interesting.


  During the several years leading up to my birth August 27, 1950, there had already been a series of large Solar Mass Ejections, as our Sun's 11 year Spot Cycle built towards it's maximum.


  And THEN,on August 20th, 1950,just seven days before my birth, a rather large Solar Storm smashed in to the Earth, that knocked out all global communications around the whole planet. It had been preceded, and was followed, by smaller Solar Ejections. At the very beginning of the Korean War ! A very intriguing correlation to the Korean War I would hazard to state.


  FURTHERMORE, to lend support to what I'm about to say next, there were no fewer than 5 substantial Solar Mass Ejections in the first half of 1956, just before the Suez Canal Crisis.


  So.... if I'm correct that such Solar Mass Ejections give a big energy boost to Pretas, it means the Pretas population of Earth was in a state of feeding-frenzy for a considerable time before, during, and for a time after -- the day I was born."


  "My stars ! That is uncanny deducing !", interjected Andie.


  "Un-huh, scary, eh !" said Alfie. "I believe all the animosity between my parents surrounding my birth attracted Pretas to take up permanent residence in the very centre of my 'being'. Hence why I have been plagued with such a fucked up useless wasted life full of negative emotions,bad luck, no self-confidence,pain, and endless suffering."


  Andie pondered this deeply for what seemed like a couple of minutes, then said, "That actually makes a lot of sense. I too found out later in life that there was quite a lot of similar animosities being bandied about when I was born. And, as much as I and my parents love each other, we did and still do always fight like cats and dogs frequently. Interestingly, the only family member I do truly get along with very well is my older brother. But, like you, I have always felt like there's something inside me, all my life, that's been eating me from the inside-out. I SO wanted to be happy, to enjoy life and people, but, it would never let me."


  "Yep, that's exactly how I've felt too," jumped in Alfie, "AND !... a lot of cultures still today conduct special rituals to try to protect developing fetuses and newborns from bad spirits wanting to 'possess' them ! WHICH are often described as little balls of light hovering around."


  "YES - THAT'S ALL TRUE !", responded Andie. "Wow, I've read about all that many times, even witnessed the rituals, but, I never connected all that to Petras before now.......Wow-ie !"


  Smiling broadly now, Alfie carried on, "I've had my own 'lights in the sky' experience, as I told you about online, ongoing now for about 7 years. An orb, or light, looking like a star, or a planet, was visible to me, AND my wife and son too, from our apartment in Toronto, many nights of every year for 5 years. Oh sure, I'm not a well-paid astronomer, but, I can tell the naked-eye difference between a star, a planet, and something that is neither.


  When I would first spot it for a nightly sighting, it would be stationary, and remained so for several years. I was so fascinated by it, and with little else to do, I stared at it for hours each time. Our apartment was located south of the 401, about 1 kilometre east of the Don Valley Parkway. The orb seemed to be about 300-900 metres up, with clouds often seen higher than it. Finally, one night, not realizing I was doing so, I tried to get it to move around, simply by hoping that it would. And, it did !! With practice I found I could actually make it move in directions I concentrated on. After months of doing this, one night I got it to suddenly rapidly decend. Rapidly compared to the speeds it had previously been moving around. It came straight down, and CRASHED in to the ground of a school track & field area, just 2 streets away from our building, and burned with a very bright flash, and a plume of black smoke rising up. Almost as weird as that, by the time I got over my shock, got ready to go check it out, and took one last look to see if I could still see any light, I spotted a jet black van parked right beside where it came down, and several dark clothed figures were getting in to the van, which then quickly drove away. I went over to check out the spot, the next day, and found tire tracks going right to the grass blackened and burnt spot where the light had crashed. The burn spot was about a metre or 2 across, though the light itself before crashing appeared to be considerably smaller. The burn spot was visible there for several weeks, until somebody replaced it with new sod at some point. I couldn't afford a camera at that time, so I have no pictures of that spot.


  I called the Toronto MUFON group to report the whole event, and that turned out to be very weird too. The guy who answered the phone after several tries of many rings each never did identify himself, just blurted a very terse "YES". I asked if this was the MUFON group, and he asked where I got the phone number from. I said the white pages phone book. He asked what did I want. I told him the story. After a long pause, he nervously said, "So ?" I said well I thought this was the best place to report it, and he said ok, so I'd reported it. I said, so what now ? and he said, -- don't call here again. The next day I did call again, and the phone number was disconnected, out of service.


  Weird, or What ! eh !


  A few weeks after that, the light in the night sky returned. AND, 2 years ago, on a warm indian summer fall night, while out walking in the local park, I saw a large white orb light, at least the size of a very large beach ball, or larger, just a few metres above the treetops, completely stationary. I wasn't the only one who saw it either. At least 6 other people were standing around in the park staring at it, just like I was. We all watched it for at least 20 minutes, then I went to borrow a video camera from a neighbour, but, by the time I returned, it had disappeared. I realized later that it had been hovering overtop of a neighbourhood transformer.


  That's the only 'close encounter' I've had, but, I still see the small star-planet-looking orb higher up in the night sky from time to time, where-ever I happen to be.


  My point being that I too, like most sightings,sawonly a bright white light, an orb, and, like others who've had this experience, I was able to affect it's behaviour. AND, it affected mine too. I always felt quite fearful, and strangely fatigued, every time I saw it.


  That's what Vallee and his little group are saying. That these orbs are not aliens from outerspace, nor ghosts or fairies, or demons, or any of the endless other imaginings people have of them down thru the millenia.


  But, then the Vallee group FUCK IT ALL UP. They say only there might be some sort of unknown external non-sentientnatural phenomena involved, or perhaps it is sentient to some degree. But they tend more to think that what's happening is actually ALL in the minds of humanity's collective imaginations. That there is some sort of 'global collective human-based consciousness', a sort of unconscious dynamic system collective telepathy in the state of evolving in to a 'collective mind', that is conducting a sociological campaign to improve the morality and co-operative 'good samaritan' side of us all, to create a better world.


  What idiotic arrogant ignorant assholes ! What udder horse shit ! Is that why the world is getting so much worse ?


  They think the human species is unconsciously creating a collective consciousness that is experimenting and learning how to make people think better and be better people ? Yea, right. Just Look at how much better the world is getting to be ! There simply could NOT be a species of quantum energy discarnate parasites feeding on the negative emotional energies of people ?!


  It's the sort of crap the elite dumped on Darwin, or Pasteur and Koch ! How can anybody say there are no dynamic colonies of bacteria when one does Not even have a microscope. Or say there are no viruses when no-one even knows what an electron microscope is, let alone invented one yet.


  Assholes ! That's what they all are ! assholes.........Oh well, we'll set them straight one day.


  What about the theories of quantum physics which indicate that information data can travel thru time, like from the future to the past. Or, one could more probably say, from one's present in to the past. Perhaps as we research the possibility, we actually send information data back in to the past that certain people in the past are preternaturally able to receive. Prophets and visionaries have long claimed to be able to see in to the future. This could explain why ancients recorded objects that today seem to us to look like spaceships, and other such things. Either they saw these things in their visions of the future, or, they saw depictions of these things in our books and tv shows about aliens and spaceships. Or, more probably, people in the past received the information data we send back to the past during our experiments to retrieve information data from the past, in attempts to find out what really happened in the past regarding various historical events. Even further, perhaps it is such experiments in the years to come that actually cause some or even a lot of the Paranormal and UFO experiences in the past. Or, perhaps these occurences are an un-realized unknown byproduct of pursuits to build a Quantum Computer. Whatever the reason for the data travelling back in to the past, it would explain there really were no aliens or spaceships back in their day, nor prior to their lives, and explain why they would think there were.


  I mean, the stories so many gullible believe about aliens are preposterous. That they've been here for 1,000s, even millions of years ? That they want to take over the planet, or save us from ourselves ? Or they are sworn to non-intervention ?? ALL OF THEM ??!! How long do they live ? And, why the hell have they been apparantly waiting 10,000 years, or according to other people even Millions of years, to actually do any of these ludicrous claims ! What do these alleged aliens do all day every day for the past billion years while waiting for that "magic moment" to do their thing to us - play uchre ????


  Well....ok.... come to think of it.... that might be. Yea, eh. That's IT ! They play uchre while waiting for the right moment to 'strike' !


  At college one year, I did that. We played uchre in the cafeteria all day, every day, for a whole semester. It finally ended when we all failed our semester exams.....and all but one of us was glad it was over because we were SO BORED. Well, I've never played uchre again since......oh....wait....not true. I played one more time, with Tracy and Bryan. The next day, our marriage ended."


  When Alfie paused to breath, Andie said, "Maybe a thousand years is like 1 day to them ?"


  Alfie blubbered, "Oh, that old rubbish theory. Even that doesn't cut it with me.


  I don't know about you but,..... not that I really want to die given the option of a decently longer life in good health able to do whatever I want..... but even then I could not BEAR to live 1,000s of years. I'm bored enough most of the time by the miserably short life I'm suffering through as it is ! I wager that if there are beings that live 1,000s of years, or even longer, they take no more notice of us than most of us do of fruit flies that live only a matter of a few days, eat a bit, fuck a lot, lay eggs, and die.


  The same I believe is true of the Pretas. There's no evidence of multiple self-aware sentient kinds ! The apparant multiplicity is all in the heads, the endless imaginations, of the people experiencing the feedings ! And those imaginations include aliens and spaceships !!"


  Andie pleaded, "What about the apparant rockets and flying craft on ancient Sumerian artifacts from at least 8,000 to 10,000 years ago ? The Sumerians are the oldest human civilization officially accepted as having existed."


  "ONE ARTIFACT - ONE ! Which just as easily could not be what you want the objects on it to be. How can you claim that proves anything ? And, even if they are flying craft, how do you know they weren't the result of some sort of vision of the future ? Like Nostradamus or something. Quantum Theory predicts that visions of the future might actually be possible, either by looking forward, or receiving data backwards from the future. We've been over all this a million times !!" croaked Alfie.


  Alfie continued, "Look, we can only deal with what we can know for sure, at this time. We agree that the very nature of the whole Universe can be described as the biggest food chain there is. From the very smallest to the very largest, everything feeds on something else, whether it's categorically alive in some way or other, or not. Stars feed on other stars, even entire galaxies feed on other galaxies, subatomic particles feed on each other, and, black holes feed on everything. Feeding is what your Pretas do also. They stimulate negative emotions in living creatures so they can feed on the subsequent negative energy produced. The evidence is there for the existence of all of those various feeders. BUT, we also have evidence that our brains interpolate the Pretas feeding process in a myriad of ways, resulting in different people seeing different things, even when sharing the same experience. True, when being fed upon by the same Pretas, there can collectively be strikingly similar 'visions' but, more often some see ghosts, angels, demons, gods and demigods of various religions, fairies, the virgin mary, jesus, mohammed, buddha, various spirits. Some see aliens and spaceships, while others present only see glowing orbs. We both agree that every culture and religion thruout the ages have stories of entities unmistakeably identical or near-identical to Pretas, with different names. BUT, we do NOT have undeniable overwhelming evidence for their existence. AND, the reason for all that I just said, is, all these alleged different entities are in fact, just one kind of entity, -- your Pretas ! Which are NOT sentient, not in the same way a human being is sentient !"


  "But the voices, the totally different personalities, the obvious 'intelligence', the way they undeniably collaborate to achieve a common goal or agenda," pleaded Andie.


  "I swear often around here that mosquitos are sentient, and collaborating together to suck my blood. But they aren't sentient. All they know is they smell blood, blood is food, they follow the smell, find me, they stick me, they inject anti-coagulents, and suck out my blood. These Pretas are not much different than mosquitos. Pretas don't know good from evil. They don't know guilt, nor fear, nor anger, nor hatred, nor sorrow, nor any of the other emotions we don't like very much. All they know is that the particular energy frequency of those emotions is all food to them. They follow the smell of it to us, and stimulate the places in our brains that process those emotions, which produces the energy food they need. As for the voices many hear, that's no different than what most people experience every night in our dreams. It's been long reported by people who remember their dreams, of carrying on conversations and interactions with other imagined people in their dreams, participating in activities, of such vivid complexity, that they swear they themselves could not possibly be the progenitors of. And yet the eevidence indicates otherwise. We actually have 5 distinctive, separate brains, not just one, each from very different evolutionary epochs, even with contradictory, competing, cross-purposes, at odds with each other. Some scientists believe this to be the explanation for the constant internal debating we all experience when considering various options and making decisions, and it could well explain people with seemingly multi-personality syndrome, or schizophrenia, who hear voices they swear cannot possibly be originating from their own mind; or minds as it were. We know our brain, sorry, our brains, receive external data via our senses, which it interprets to be what it is, or else when that is not determinable, it interpolates the data to come up with a guess as to what the source of the data might be. Is the big dark shadow in the woods at night a bear ? or is it a tree stump ? If we are afraid it is a bear, then a bear is what we imagine we see, and our fight-or-flight reaction kicks in, magnifying our imagined bear to immense size from which we are in danger of death. That's what the Pretas stimulates, and our brains imagine the rest. As for the seemingly intelligent collaboration of 2 or more Pretas, you know what obviously lower life-forms can achieve collectively, without qualifying as human level sentient. How about jellyfish ? Some species grow to over 2 meters, they search for food, consume it, produce waste products, defend themselves, reproduce, and yet they do not have a brain. And what about bacteria ? Would you say that bacteria, or jellyfish, are self-aware sentient ?"


  "Of course not," sniped Andie.


  "Yet, I'll bet I can convince you bacteria might be." Alfie popped a VHS tape in to the VCR, and turned on the TV they had setup outside for the purpose.


  Alfie said while waiting for the tape to rewind, "Did YOU Know ? the human body has about 100 trillion body cells ? Did you know that we also have One THOUSAND Trillion bacteria living inside our bodies ? Scary thought, eh !"


  Pressing Play on the machine, Aflie went on, "Here's a video of a sample dish of a few individual bacteria, aimlessly swimming around in a nutrient solution. When any encounter each other, they apparantly ignore each other's existence, as they randomly and separately seek out micro-particles they can digest for sustenance. Now, watch as the numbers of bacteria grow, to the 100s, 1000s, 100s of 1000s, and millions. As their numbers outgrow the amount of available food, which the experimentor keeps to below a level that would sustain all the bacteria, the individual bacteria suddenly acknowledge the existence of other bacteria, and they battle each other for the prize. Then comes the stage when small numbers band together into small groups, which then battle other groups for the food. The winning group shares the food amongst it's individuals. These groups continue to grow in size, groups merge with other groups, to become what's called bacterial colonies, which again compete for food. But something more then happens. They send out 'feelers' , or 'hunters' of a small number of bacterial cells working together, to 'hunt' for food nearby, and deliver that food back to the colony, or, the colony enmass moves towards the food. The 'hunters' continue to hunt, while other groupings of the colony process the food to digestible form and deliver it to the whole colony. Other groups within the colony collect the waste byproducts of that digesting, and dispose of it. The defender group defends the colony from other colonies or non-baterial threats to the colony. Some specialize in examining those non-bacterials, i.e. viruses, to determine if there is some way the colony can make use of them, and if so, incorporate them in to the colony for use. The colony has developed a division of labours. They eat, shit, reproduce, die, all in a collective collaboration for the benefit of all the individuals. At the fundamental level of life's necessities, they do all the things we do to survive......... Is that sentience ? intelligence ? consciousness ? "


  "By gosh," exclaimed Andie, "it most certainly looks like it to me."


  "The very same parameters and results can be programmed in to a computer. There are computer systems that can actually carry on simple conversations with humans, that many of the humans swear are difficult to discern they are not talking to another human. But, is that self-aware sentience ?", asks Alfie.


  "Well, no, I don't believe that is."


  "It isn't." states Alfie. "In both the computer, and the bacterial colonies, it is the mathematic algorithms of the so-called Laws of Physics of the Universe at work. We humans are sentient, bacteria and computers, as we know them, are not. And, neither are your Pretas."


  "Hmmm," mused Andie, "you are very convincing I must admit." sighed Andie.


  "But..." hissed Alfie, "you're not convinced."


  "Ummmmmmmmmm - no." replied Andie. "I mean, I am almost convinced that the Pretas are not self-aware, except that, not known by most, Semyon Davidovich Kirlian, the aura photographer, much later did detection experiments on people at the moment of death, and afterwards, and recorded a small orb of energy, approximately 2 centimeters in size, leaving the body, either at the moment of death, or within 48 hours after the moment of death, which he and colleagues concluded was the person's consciousness, soul, or spirit, surviving the death of the body. Very quickly they lost detection of the orb's energy signature, so, what happens to it after that they failed to determine."


  "Yes, I am aware of those experiments," said Alfie. "There are a few scientists who suspect that consciousness actually happens within the body's Electro Magnetic Field, particularly of course the EMF of the brain, and not in the physical body itself, which they surmise serves as a 'host' for it to manifest dynamically within and interact with the physical universe. I suspect that when Kirlian's detectors lost track of the orbs, it was because the energy changes in to a quantum state, which we cannot yet detect. But, other than certain data, like that stored on a conventional binary computer hard drive, I do not think that the orb retains the self-awareness we have while physically alive. I think the strongest aspects of data of our lives' experiences may survive recorded within the orb, but it is probably not an active dynamic of real consciousness as we experience while physically alive. As for communicating with these entities either directly or through a medium, I suspect that the living person gains temporary access to some or all of that recorded data I refered to, and then our own brains provide the illusion of the entity being a real self-aware consciousness. We see and or hear what we are expecting to see or hear, a self-aware consciousness, that doesn't really exist. All the entity itself does is stimulate our production of the energy it gets from us, which is nothing more than the obeyance of the laws of quantum physics. The same hypothesis is probably applicable to most if not all stories alleging of demons, angels, gods, fairies, etc, and aliens from other planets too. When two or more persons do share the same illusion, it's because they are mentally 'connected' thru a shared contact with the same entity, or colony of entities."


  "Fascinating hypothesis. Regarding my Pretas, it would explain where the myriad of facts come from, and conversely the contradictions and different stories depending on the person, and consequent physical fatigue which increases the longer that one pursues subsequent experiences. But, I am not convinced there are not other entities that are self-aware. Ancient texts and stories from every culture throughout human history are repleat with very convincing accounts. Pretas could be just the lowest tier of a multi-level negative-energy food chain of non-corporeal entities of higher complexities, including self-aware sentience on the near, same capacity as human beings, or even superior levels. But, I agree, the evidence is anectodal at best. And none of today's technology seems capable of positively detecting anything at all. Do you have any ideas on how we prove Pretas and possibly other kinds actually exist ?"


  Alfie pondered how to begin, and then, tongue-in-cheek, slowly said, "I suspect...the film "Ghost Busters" 3 years ago...was on the right track." To which Andie gawfawed, "You're joking !"


  "Actually....no...I'm not joking. The reason conventional technology cannot detect these entities is because they are quantum plasmic energy, which the conventional technology we use cannot detect, which is why no 'ghost hunters' have ever succeeded in actually detecting what they misguidedly believe to be 'ghosts'." responded Alfie. Andie asked, "Why is that ? Please explain to me what quantum plasmic energy is, in terms I can comprehend, even if still not fully understand."


  Again, Alfie pondered how to begin. "Nobody...really...knows...what it is. Oh, there are various theories, but, because we cannot even detect nor measure it, it's impossible to say for sure. Hell, we've never even detected nor measured gravity, despite it being front and centre, essential to the General Theory of Relativity. My entire astronomical career, my weekly paycheque, depends on the existence of gravity, yet, we have not a clue if gravity even exists. No one, since Newton was credited with the concept of gravity, not even Albert Einstein, nor anyone since Einstein, has ever been able to imperically prove the existence of gravity. Take electricity for another example. Everybody would say that electricity is well understood, by science, by engineers, by electricians, even if most of them cannot explain what it is themselves. The truth is, nobody actually can explain electricity. We believe it must exist, has to exist, because of what it apparantly does, but, we really do not know how nor why it does what it apparantly does."


  To which Andie gawfawed again as he again said, "You're joking...surely you are joking !"


  and Alfie replied again, "actually...no...I'm not joking. For all we know, instead of expanding like we astronomers say, the whole Universe itself could actually be in a state of collapse right now, about to crush our planet, and we would not know it, until after it happened. Twenty years ago it was generally believed that everything had by then been figured out scientifically. For example, we astronomers told the masses that the Universe, the stars and galaxies, were a 'steady-state system'. Sleep soundly at night, rest assured, you, and everything else, would still be there the next morning when you woke up. Now we know that over 90 % of the Universe is actually what is called Dark Matter, a term coined by a German scientist at least as far back as the 1930s, if not by somebody else even before that. We call it Dark Matter, because we cannot 'see' it, and we have absolutely no clue what it really is. We just know it's there, in order to account for what we now do 'see', or think we 'see'...'out there'," Alfie said as he jabbed a finger up at the sky. "And, the masses respond with 'Oh-h-h....I see.... how fascinating ! and go back to sleep. As for the really obvious way-outs, no one of the masses even bothers to ask for an explanation of what a 'Strange Quark' is. If they did, and got the honest answer that said the alleged subatomic particle is called a 'Strange Quark' because it acts very strangely, the masses simply grunt a 'huh', then ignore the answer they get, because they are not going to admit to being so stupid as to not realize the answer makes no sense at all. Ever heard of Loop Quantum Gravity or Quantum Foam ? No, didn't think so. That's because scientists don't want the average person to know of it, because it sounds so insane, we might get locked up for saying it. It's a theory of the existence of vacuum energy, and virtual particles. That's right, an empty vacuum containing particles that exist, but, don't exist either, if that makes any sense to you. The theory says these particles form the foundation of the entire Universe, and would look 'foamy', that is if they weren't Virtual, meaning invisible. Invisible particles....think about that ! The theory postulates that the "foamy" spacetime of the Universe would look like a complex turbulent storm-tossed sea. Some physicists theorize the formation of wormholes therein; speculation arising from this includes the possibility of hyperspatial links to other universes. Yea, I thought you'd like that part. These Virtual Particles unpredictably 'blink' in to existence, as a pair of virtual matter-antimatter particles that just as quickly annihilate each other and cease to exist, all without being observable, because they are Virtual. What the fuck does that mean ? I...don't...fucking...know...and I'm an astronomical physicist."


  Andie gawfawed repleatedly, "You mean to say that scientists are bull-shitting the lot of us !!??"


  "Yes, exactly," replied Alfie, "every bit as much as the religions and their scholars do."


  "BOLLOCKS You say" exploded Andie.


  "Sorry, it's true," responded Alfie rather sheepishly. "Science, for all it's advancements to date, is still a totally theoretical set of observances of what things do, not proofs of how those things do what they do, nor why. For how things work, and why, we just make that part all up to sound like we know what we're talking about, so we can get the grants and paycheques. And, we get away with it because the masses, which includes most scientists, do not have a clue about science, or at least of sciences other than they're own specialties, any more than the masses have a clue about the lies behind all religions and so-called spiritual enlightenment, or the bullshitting lies of corporations; governments; pharmaceutical companies; and are not about to admit to just how stupid they all really are. For that matter, we all bullshit our way thru life."


  After a moment's reflection, Andie asked, "Is there anything you Can tell me about anything that might steer us in the right direction to proving the existence of Pretas and what they do to us, whatever that direction may be ?"


  "W-w-w-e-l-l-l" drawled Aflie, "we're gonna have ta build a Quantum Particle-Wave Field Detector, that nobody has yet figured out how to build, to detect that which cannot be detected."


  "A what ? Build something nobody's been able to build to detect that which cannot be detected ! What does THAT mean ?" asked Andie.


  Alfie walked to his shelves and grabbed a book, and returned to his chair, saying, "I can read to you from this book what is thought to be so about Quantum Theory, and the key word to remember is THEORY. Nothing even at this stage almost 100 years later has been proven, because we have yet to figure out how we can even observe what is theorized to be."


  And he read, "Quantum Theory provides a mathematical description of much of the wave particle duality behaviour and interactions of energy and matter departing from classical mechanics at the atomic distance scales. Wave-particle duality is the concept that all matter exhibits both wave-like and particle-like properties. Being a central concept of quantum mechanics, this duality addresses the inadequacy of classical concepts like "particle" and "wave" in fully describing the behavior of quantum-scale objects. Orthodox interpretations of quantum mechanics explain this ostensible paradox as a fundamental property of the Universe, while alternative interpretations explain the duality as an emergent, second-order consequence of various limitations of the observer. This treatment focuses on explaining the behavior from the perspective of the widely used Copenhagen interpretation, in which wave-particle duality is one aspect of the concept of complementarity, that a phenomenon can be viewed in one way or in another, but not both simultaneously. The Heisenberg uncertainty principle states by precise inequalities that certain pairs of physical properties, like position and momentum, cannot simultaneously be known to arbitrary precision. That is, the more precisely one property is measured, the less precisely the other can be measured. In other words, the more you know the position of a particle, the less you can know about its velocity, and the more you know about the velocity of a particle, the less you can know about its instantaneous position. According to Heisenberg its meaning is that it is impossible to determine simultaneously both the position and velocity of an electron or any other particle with any great degree of accuracy or certainty. Quantum entanglement, also called the quantum non-local connection, is a property of the quantum mechanical state of a system containing two or more objects, where the objects that make up the system are linked in a way that one cannot adequately describe the quantum state of a constituent of the system without full mention of its counterparts, even if the individual objects are spatially separated. This interconnection leads to non-classical correlations between observable physical properties of remote systems, often referred to as nonlocal correlations. During the formation of quantum theory, this property of entanglement was recognized as a direct consequence. Quantum entanglement is at the heart of the EPR paradox that was developed by Albert Einstein, Boris Podolsky, and Nathan Rosen in 1935, and was experimentally verified for the first time in 1980 by the French physicist Alain Aspect. Einstein famously derided entanglement as "spukhafte Fernwirkung", or "spooky action at a distance".


  "I beg your pardon ?" queried Andie.


  Alfie carried on in his own words, "Quantum Theory predicts that quantum particles can be in 2 places at the same time, and even transcend the time barrier itself. It also postulates, depending on who you talk to, the existence of at least 11 alternate universes, but even possibly an infinite number of them, or maybe just three. Nobody really knows. And, it postulates that an infinite amount of energy can be extracted from one or more of those other universes, for use in our Universe. And, as if things could not be more difficult, even the simple act of trying to observe or quantize any aspect of the Q Theory alters the results, thus making it impossible to ever know for sure what is and what is not as we imagine and calculate and guess it to be. It goes another step to theorize that the Universe is what we expect it to be. What we think it is, therefore it becomes what we think."


  "And, what does all that mean to us ? - uh, to me that is." pleaded Andie.


  Alfie replied, "I quite love Neils Bohr's many quotes, who said about Quantum Theory, "Anyone who is not shocked by quantum theory has not understood it" and another attributed to him was, "Everything we call real is made of things that cannot be regarded as real." Or, this scary quote, "There is no quantum world. There is only an abstract physical description.", plus my favourite, "We are suspended in language in such a way that we cannot say what is up and what is down. The word "reality" is also a word, a word which we must learn to use correctly."


  Andie pondered, and then laughed and said "Ah, I think I begin to see. Like you said, you scientists really Don't know what you're talking about ! You make it sound like you do, but for the most part you pretend, just like the religions do." And at that Andie laughed heartily.


  Alfie added, "To that point Bohr said, "There are some things so serious you have to laugh at them."


  "Still", Andie stated slowly, "when I compare what you've just told me, to what I have read in ancient alleged religious texts, the Kabbalah, Egyptian and Tibetan Books of the Dead, Zoarastrian mysticism, the Chinese book of Pangu, many others, like the Gospel of Thomas, and the ancient Vedic mystical texts, all bear almost indisputable similarities to what you've told me about Quantum Physics."


  Well, yes, of course, in fact, all the most famous scientists of the past few thousand years got their inspirations from those very same texts you speak of, which have a single origin source for all of them dating back to pre-historic times. What they all say is essentially the same, just in different words, or modified forms."


  "Im-Hmmmm", expressed Andie, then added, "So, you really don't know if Pretas might be sentient and self-aware, nor if there could be other entities as well."


  Alfie responded derisively, "Well, don't even think of bringing up the subject of aliens and spaceships again," to which Andie said "Now that YOU mention it, I do see your point about distances between stars and whatnot, but what about worm holes, or, alternate dimensions ?" and Alfie barked, "DON'T GO THERE - AGAIN. Not under My astronomical roof -- so to speak."


  Andie couldn't help it, if only to needle Alfie for some fun, "What about the Dogon of northern Africa knowing of the binary star system, Sirius, where the smaller white dwarf star, Sirius B, which can only be seen by a modern-day powerful telescope, travels around it's larger companion once every 50 years,
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  and every 50 years they pay homage to Sirius to honour Gods from the Heavens the Dogon claim once visited them long ago and told the Dogon they were from that star system ? Interestingly, an Xray photo of the system looks almsot eactly like the spoked prayer 'wheel' circle of many cultures around the world. And, very similar to the biblical Ezekial story description of seeing a wheel within a wheel in the sky. What about all the possible evidence in Chariots of the Gods, by Erich von Doniken. What about the fact that past a certain point of the history we officially purport, the further back we look archaeologically, the more sophisticated things are. What about all the temples and other structures that are built upon much older foundation blocks that are better made and weigh in excess of 100 tonnes ? What about all those structures being found all over the planet, like the ones some 300 feet underwarter off the south coast of Japan and west coast of Cuba, another off India, and many other locations, that would have been above water about 20,000 years ago, that many believe are the ruins of an ancient civilization during, perhaps even predating the last ice age ? Less than 10 % of the oceans have been explored. ANYTHING could be down there and we wouldn't know it. What about the Egyptian Pyramids and the Nile being aligned in the shape of the Belt of Orion with the curvature of the Milky Way going past it ? How could the Egyptians we're taught about do such humungous terraforming ? Or the Epic of Gilgamesh, Ezekiel, or Atlantis, and almost identical stories in every culture. What about there possibly having been humanoid life on Mars, or perhaps a planet that is now the massive asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, and that some people believe the blood line of Jesus goes back to their arrival here on Earth, the prove of which some say, for a time between about 1300 and 1680, was safe-hidden away right here in Canada by the last of the original Knights Templar ? OR, what about all the stories of Lizard People ? A Canadian paleontologist associated with the Royal Ontario Mueseum postulated that an intelligent dinosaur could have evolved and built a highly advanced civilization, the ruins of which could have been mostly destroyed during the 3rd phase breakup of the supercontinent Pangea, about 65 million years ago. He even designed and built a human-sized model of what it might have looked like, which was on display at the ROM for several years. What about all that, yea ?!"


  "Oh crap. Here we go again. Stories !!" snorted Alfie. "I think most stories are just that, stories. We humans are gluttons for stories, always have been. I love a good story just as much as the next person. Stories occupy our otherwise very boring and daily depressing lives. If there is any relevance to some of the stories, I think it has something to do with fooling us in to being better food sources for self-aware discarnate entities, if they exist."


  "Well," Alfie continued after an eye-blink pause, "hypothetically, off the record, I just cannot believe in physical space travel between the stars, the distances are too great. Worm holes, and Star Trek warp engines, or coming from alternate universes, I also find impossible to believe. Judging from what we do know, of the Universe, and ourselves, the Universe is not a friendly place for the most part. If one could physically travel between the stars in an acceptable time, I think we would have been wiped out by one of them from somewhere else a very long time ago. An intelligent dinosaur ? Maybe....maybe. Some ruins left here and there ? Possibly, but, unlikely. Hiding out for the last 65 million years, and playing havoc with humanity for the past 100,000 years, or leaving Earth and millions of years later returning ? I don't think so.


  I could on the other hand consider the possibility of discarnate beings, in a Quantum Energy form, something like our Pretas, more likely originating here, but possibly some also travelling here via the huge rivers of plasmic energy that flow between stars thruout the Universe. As an astronomer, I find it extremely fascinating that a map of the known universe and those rivers of plasmic energy looks very spookily similar to the human brain. Anyways, perhaps if that sort of discarnate space travel were possible, then again perhaps those entities possessed physical human bodies once they got here. There are some New Ager groups, each with it's own special discarnate deity that claim they are here from another solar system to help humanity. Balderdash that. If they are real, from another solar system, their only agenda is to feed on their followers' negative emotional energies.


  As for humanoids coming here 20,000 or more years ago from either Mars, or a planet that might have used to exist between Mars and Jupiter ?.......plusnuff..." Alfie snorted. "I....suppose....it's weakly considerable....But only extremely weakly ! And only from Mars, because if there ever was a planet between Mars and Jupiter, it was blasted in to asteroids probably millions of years ago, not within the time of humans, so most definitely humanoids from it did not come here millions of years ago - Utterly Preposterous that part is." declared Alfie.


  Andie simply, very annoyingly, grinned, like the chesire cat of Alice in Wonderland, and Alfie fumed, they sat glaring at one another, and then they both laughed very heartily.


  "C'mon, let's see what we can find in the fridge to eat." And, off they went to find that.


  Little knowing that just a few short weeks later, searching for ET would become a personal obsession for Alfie for the next 2 years, co-managing an array of 32 small dishes on site as the SETI Project "TARGET" for the Interstellar Electromagnetics Institute, relocated to ARO from the Hay River Radio Observatory in the Northwest Territories.


  It was the first of many convictions Alfie, and Andie, were forced to reconsider over the next 10 years.


  end of chapter 4


  Chapter 5


  It was another stiflingly hot day in the ARO site clearing a week later.


  "It is so gosh awful hot today, and I'm tired of just sitting around here yaking at you, isn't there something different we could do for a break away ?" pleaded Andie.


  "Oh," exclaimed Alfie. "I'm really sorry. I very rarely play host and I'm so used to being on my own, not able to get out and about because of my fibromyalgia." he paused to ponder. "Come to think of it, you could do me a great favour by getting me away from here for a much needed respite, that is, if you're capable."


  "Capable of what exactly ?" asked Andie.


  "Can you drive a boat ? or at least paddle one ?" said Aflie.


  "I should think so, sounds like fun. Where around here are we going to get a boat ?" Andie said excitedly.


  "ARO has a small facility for overnight tourists, and resident scientists, right on Traverse Lake, just the other side of the main road you came in on. For most people it's a very short walk, but, you'll have to drive me there in your Land Rover, since I can't manage to walk it. There's nobody there right now, but, we should be able to take out one of the Canadian made Grand Marine boats and do a little fishing. There's a smaller inflatable Ranger R460, or the larger real beauty rigid inflatable S650 with a 175 HP motor we could dash around in."


  "Well, let's start off with the Ranger, and see how that goes, yea ?" So, they drove over, got some quick instructions on the operation of the smaller boat,
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  and about an hour and half later, at the north end of the lake, the "boys" were leaning back in the Ranger with beers in hand, fishing rod lines in the water, soaking up the sun, and loving it. They weren't catching any fish, but they really didn't care.


  "Ah-h-h-h" sighed Andie, this is more like it, " to which Alfie replied, "You're a real blessing for me Andie. I block it out that I can't do anything much on my own. I hadn't realized just how badly I needed this."


  "Me too," said Andie. After another ten minutes of sipping, and the odd cast, with no other sounds but the lap of the water and birds, and breeze, Andie mused, "I think I'm dropping into Alpha mode, or Theta, or even all the way to Delta mode, if we stay just like this much longer."


  "Alpha ? Theta ? Delta ? What are those ?" asked Alfie.


  "Any minute now I'm going to fall asleep.", quipped Andie, and Alfie laughed, realizing Andie was refering to the changes in the vibratory energy levels and resonant frequencies of the average human brain as it slowly loses consciousness and it's daily struggle to remain awake.


  "Actually, come to think of it" continued Andie, "with all we've been chatting about, what I just said might be relavent."


  "Oh, how so ?" asked Alfie.


  "Well," drawled Andie sleepily, "all the mystical texts I've read, and the modern books' contemporary interpretations by historians and spiritualist scholars, all say the same thing, that that which we truly are, the mind-self, not the physical at all, the physical being merely an illusion of the mind, all comes from the one universal mind, to which eventually we all return and re-merge with, can only be experienced during our lives of physical illusion that we perceive to be physical reality while we are here, is during our progression from the Beta conscious stage thru the relaxed non-thinking Alpha phase to the sleep or verging on sleep Theta phase where REM dreaming events happens, until we finally reach the Delta phase when our mind-self surrenders it's individuality to the one universal mind for a short time, about 10 %, as we sleep the night away, drifting back and forth thru the 3 phases. All the best advanced meditators, yogis, shamans, mystics, mediums and channelers, strive to reach that Theta-Delta transition phase. Even the CIA, KGB, and other secret services, have been trying to train people to get to the Theta mode, stabilize it, immensely prolong it, use it to access the Delta mode without actually fully going in to Delta mode, which is otherwise complete unconsciousness from which we remember nothing that may or may not happen during our time in it, and attempt to retrieve strategic intel about far off places and events. They call it Remote Viewing. All attempts to build and use machines or induce the ability with drugs fail. They all say the Theta-Delta transition stage using one's own mind's ability and the 3 stage progression to it, and back again, is the only way to 'see and comprehend that which can not be seen any other way', and then try to retain some of that knowledge gained from Delta when we revert to the Beta wake phase of daily consciousness."


  Alfie suddenly stood up yelling "Holy Crapoly Andie - THAT'S IT ! You're a Genius !", then with a squeak of "uh oh..help..." lost his balance, and promptly fell out of the boat.


  end of chapter 5


  Chapter 6


  Alfie's back had gone in to major spasm, which made getting him back in the boat, and then back to the small house at the ARO site, a whole lot of fun for both he and Andie.


  But, finally, Alfie was once again safe on his favourite chesterfield, which he also slept on at night, loaded up with pain killers and muscle relaxants, but surprisingly, not all that unhappy. In fact, he was very excited about the idea that Andie had given him.


  "So, tell me again what's got you so excited by what I said out in the boat that caused you to jump out of the boat and go for a swim in the lake" Andie quipped.


  "Droll...very droll Andie." moaned Alfie, and then said,


  "Ok, recall that my theory is that the entities we're trying to detect and record that detection as visual images to prove their existence are of quantum plasmic energy form, and that they stimulate our brains to produce negative emotional energy for them to feed on, and, that it must be our own brain's capacity to extrapolate incomplete incoming sensory data in order to formulate a guess as to what might be the perceived threat we are experiencing, and thereby, while in contact with these entities, it is our own fears of what that threat might be that causes the entity plasmic energy to coalesce in to a visual display approximating what we fear, or in the case of a colony of entities, and/or multiple victims, the energy field flow becomes so strong as to actually link all the victims' minds together in the field and exactly display in very fine detail our worst fears, the resulting visual and/or auditory display being that of the strongest dominant fear of one or more victims at the time of the contact and feeding process ?" Alfie said this all in one breath, the last dozen words forcibly squeaking out, and he had to noisily inhale to get some oxygen.


  "Umm, yes, I think so" replied Andie.


  "And, you said out on the boat that all attempts to build machines or chemically induce the Theta-Delta threshold had failed, that the only way to access that threshold was via the brain's natural ability and progressive process to it."


  "Yes - go on..." said Andie ponderingly trying to follow Alfie's logic.


  "WELL, the first plasma display monitor was invented25 years ago in 1964, -- yes that's right - that long ago - and used on a network computer terminal called the PLATO,


  [image: ]


  manipulating a combination of gases in plasmic energy state to form visual images on the monitor for computer use. And you inspired me to put 2 and 2 together for an idea of how we can detect and record the existence of these entites !" blurted Alfie.


  "Holy Moly !" snapped Andie. Then he thought, and said, "Ummm, ok, - how ?"


  Alfie practically bellowed, "By connecting a quantum plasma display monitor to a human brain, via some sort of EEG sensors gizmo, and when the person's brain is at the Theta-Delta threshold...we should be able to see everyhing that the person's brain is experiencing !!!!.....theoretically speaking."


  Andie was very quiet as he tried to absorbed this proclamation. Then he said, "I'm not a quantum physicist, nor electronic engineer, or anything like that, but..... I think you are totally crackers. I think that fall in the lake has dislodged half your brain cells. You must have struck the boat gunnel with your head when you fell out ! That cannot possibly work."


  "It has to work ! It's the only possibility I've yet thought of that might. We HAVE to figure out how to MAKE it work." said Alfie.


  Andie almost stuttered, "B-b-b-ut... but...you SAID... nothing we can build can ever detect them, let alone record them in a way that we can see them visually as they really are ! So, how could what you just suggested, inspired by me in the boat, possibly work ?"


  "I said nothing conventional would work, or that's what I meant if I didn't say the word conventional. The only possibility is that we can find something that can detect and interact with quantum energy, and tap in to it. That's why we need the human brain and EEG gizmo. The human brain at the Theta-Delta threshold is the only thing we can perhaps tap in to that might be able to do it. Will it work ? I don't know...and even if it works, I will probably never know exactly how nor why it works. If you need a label, call it a Transference Conversion Byproduct of Quantum Entanglement. I really don't know." replied Alfie.


  Andie was getting quite frustratedly flustered. "Oh, great, that's perfect. Now I KNOW you're bonkers. And, here I've driven all this way to feed the mosquitos in the middle of the primordial woods of Algonquin Provincial Park, just to find that out, and be driven MAD myself."


  "Just a minute now, hold on, don't get your knickers in a bunch, as you'd say." interjected Alfie.


  Andie replied, "That's knickers in a knot, you bumble bee." quipped Andie.


  "Oh-h-h whatever.... Listen," continued Alfie, "most people think we know how radios work, and take it for granted. 200 years ago, radio would have been called magic, or the work of the devil... or witchery. Oh, we talk about electricity, and electromagnetism, and vibrations or frequencies, and the like, but, then the best we can say is that somebody talks in to a microphone, the sound of his voice, the words he speaks, gets "picked up" by the current, sent to a transmitter, sent out as radio waves, then radios 100s even 1,000s of kilometres away tune in to that same frequency and turn the radio wave back in to the sound, the voice and words of the person who spoke in to the microphone, and we can hear that voice coming out of the speaker. Well, in fact, we really don't know exactly how the person's voice gets recorded in to the electromagnetic current, embedded in to the radio wave, nor converted and played back as it was originally spoken. For that matter, we don't really know how our hearing works either. We can't see any of this happen. We really don't know why it works, we only know it does, and how to make use of it. So, all I can say is that I hope that in a similar way, a person's brain at the Theta-Delta threshold connected to a plasma display monitor may be able to do something similar !" Alfie gasped the last few words, having forgotten again to breath.


  Andie asked, "But, what about all the rather convincing evidence documented by ghost hunters, like voices and identifiable noises, drops in temperarture, electromagnetic recordings, and video of ghostly images and objects, physical injuries, and such like ? Not just for paranormal cases, but UFO cases as well ?"


  Alfie big sighed, and replied, "I TOLD you a 100 times already ! Sure, those technologies do record certain aspects, but,if it were possible for thoseconventional types of technologies to prove indisputably the existence of ghosts and aliens, then we would not even be having this discussion. It's sorta like trying to figure out what kind of virus is making people sick when you don't have a microscope, nor a syringe to take blood samples to examine even if you did have a microscope. In fact, it's worse than that, because we are in the pre-microscope/syringe age regarding even the detection of these entities we are hunting, let alone determining how to combat them. AND, to compound the problem, far too much of what the hunters think they've recorded, is actually manifested from their own imaginations, either totally non-existent, or else a manipulation of the quantum energy in to audio and video images based on our imaginated expectations, sorta like a plasma monitor does. The observers, the witnesses, the victims, the hunters, create what they record."


  Andie pondered, again. "How would we know if your quantum plasma display monitor is not working because it just won't work either, or else because there's nothing to see. Is there any sort of circumstantial evidence you know of that suggests it might work, that there might be something to see ?"


  "P-e-r-h-a-p-s." Alfie slowly said, and paused at that for a moment. "We know that ORBs, or balls of light, of various sizes, seem to be the one emperical evidence we have. Most 'sightings', including those of other shapes and things, begin as balls of light, then the witnesses claim t hey discern other shapes and things. Kirlian's much later experiments with dying people claimed to have recorded a very small ball of some sort of energy, about 1 to 2 centimeters in size, leaving the dead body within 48 hours after the death. And, there's balls of light recorded at many UFO and Paranormal events, including recordings of little tiny ones entering and leaving people's heads, who claim feeling suddenly very fatigued, angry, or afraid, without knowing why."


  "Yes, yes," spittled Andie.


  "Well, you know where it says in the Tibetan Book of the Dead, that the spirits of the dead hover around their bodies, their homes, family members, neighbours, and friends, for a period of about 49 to 52 days ? During that time they'll experience nasty ugly entities that will try to entice or frighten them off the proper path of dying, and that they must remember that these entities come from their own imaginations, their own fears, and ignore them. Then, if they accept 'enlightenment', choose to leave corporeal existence behind, and reunion with the great white light, they rise up in to the sky to reunite with it ? Or more or less like that."


  "Yes, I do. It is the most crucial moment in everyone's life, a last chance to choose which path to take. Enlightenment, or Re-incarnation."


  "Well," said Alfie, "it's a documented fact that people seem to die in groups a lot, like when you go to an empty gas station, and by the time you get in to pay, the station is full, and there's a line up at the register ahead of you. Or, like just when you find the time to have lunch at McDonalds, you drive in to a quiet one, and by the time you get inside and have a pee first, every register has lineups. Or, in traffic, there's no rhyme nor reason for it, but, huge numbers are nose-to-tail in bubbles with no or very few cars between the bubbles, or a bunch decide to go the same route at the same time, and you get stuck in a jam. I think it has a lot to do with that old herd instinct. Ok, so, it's very interesting to note that recently a satellite looking back from geosync orbit took pictures of the earth's plasmasphere, and, every about 49 to 52 days or so, a huge spill-out of plasmic energy occurs, and shoots out in to space - apparantly towards the Sun, which itself has a rotation cycle of about 27 days. ."


  "The hell you say !" exclaimed Andie. "That's 2 sun rotations or moon cycles ! The time it takes the moon to orbit the earth twice ! And, the distance between the earth and the moon is a bit less every 2nd orbit !"


  "Yup, that's a fact. And here's another" said Alfie, and continued,


  "Remember we talked about Mt. Meru, where you think all those various entities that Hindu and Buddhist believers call their gods, demons, demigods, and sundry creatures, including Pretas, reside ?" asked Alfie, and Andie nodded. "Well," Alfie continued, "for at least several centuries, probably several thousand years, there have been stories of people seeing very strange lights very high up in the sky over approaching thunder storms. Perhaps the story of Ezekial is about his seeing them. Well, in 1989 the existence of huge clouds of plasmic energy above thunderstorms was proven, and, for the very first time in 1998, satellite photographs were taken of those clouds and of blue and red lightning striking upwards from the top of a big thunderstorm over the southern U.S., AND, above those, at the lower edge of the Ionosphere, approximately 100 kilometres up, a humungous mushroom-shaped, or some say either half an hour glass, or jellyfish-shaped, translucent glowing 'cloud', for lack of a better word, of plasmic energy. It was so HUGE, the top or head on average being about 100 kilometres in diameter, with a stock or trunk, or tendrils, dangling below, as much as 50 kilometres in length, reaching down in to the Stratosphere. The plasmic energy clouds are beyond comprehension.
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  At the moment of an upward blue or red lightning strike, this 'cloud' would suddenly appear, then very quickly disappear again.The scientists thought it was what they later called a Transient Luminescent Event, not a permanent body of plasmic energy.They thought that it was a temporary energy discharge, the energy coming from the upward striking lightning that was dispersing in to the Ionosphere, and was then visually gone. These mushroom-jellyfish 'clouds' were discovered all around the planet, 100s of them, over some of the average 1500 thunderstorms that rage about on any given day.


  Well, ....." Alfie took a long pause for effect, " I suspect these 'clouds' are not temporary discharges. I suspect they are quantum plasma energy, that are not usually visible to our eyes, nor our instruments. I suspect they are always there, and we only see them temporarily when sometimes an upward lightning strike triggers them, somehow, I don't know how, to temporarily become visible to us. Like a neon light bulb. The invisible gas is always in there, but we don't see it until it is hit with an electric current, causing it to luminesce. I suspect that one of these TLEs is what Hindis and Buddhists call Mt. Meru, and that others are, or were, what other religions down thru the eons refer to as the homes of their god or gods. Many great people, scientists, writers, religious, and political leaders, philosophers, what-have-you, have said that their best ideas came to them while they were sleeping. There are scientists in 1/2 dozen countries who postulate that our conscious/unconscious mind exists within the brain's EM Field, the non-physical energy fields we can partially observe with our current conventional technologies. Our mind does not reside in the physical brain, which is used as the 'interface' to the physical world, the sensory areas, etc. The physical brain is the solid 'matrix' for the mind to do what it does, with all the data of sensory inputs, facts and knowledge, and memories, being stored there, for the mind to access and process. I suspect that when we sleep, and dream, sometimes our non-corporeal 'essence', our soul, our mind, travels to one of these TLE 'clouds' to do it's dreaming. And the greats have the very best dreams of all, up there. I suspect we share dreams up there too.


  Further, I think, that after our bodies die, our non-corporeal minds no longer have access to our life's worth of physical brain stored sensory inputs, the data, the memories, etc., and therefore, are really no longer us, who we were when we were alive. Oh, perhaps little bits and pieces of data or memory, but, it's not our consciousness. Who we were when alive, is gone. And, what's left, sometimes becomes what we call the Pretas, which feed off the negative emotional energies of the living. Which our living brains imagine to be all sorts of other things, loved ones, gods, UFOs, etc. This would explain why the entities you talk about in your book turned out not to be what you and others thought they were. Those that don't become Pretas, the majority, travel up in to the earth's energy fields, merging with other tiny balls of energy of people who've died, and sooner or later all winding up in one of the TLEs, or perhaps, even more likely, their energy merges with the energy of the TLEs, and collectively is the energy of the TLEs, where again, sooner or later, when that TLE fills up, the excess spills out of the TLE in to the Ionosphere and Plasmasphere, and then on out in to space.


  It's the TLEs where I suspect we'll find our proof of all this, the existence of the Pretas, etc.


  Why, TLEs could well hold the answers to almost every 'why' question we've always asked, like religions, gods and etc, like the Pretas, death and the afterlife, even reincarnation, where WE, that is the energy of our minds, come from, and go back to, and come from again for another go at all this. AND, if so, then if we can figure out how to tap in to a human brain at the Theta-Delta threshold with a quantum plamsa monitor, we could prove it !! -- scientifically prove it all !!" Alfie concluded, gulping for air.


  After a silence, dragging out too long, all Andie could mutter was, "wow...ie..."


  Then he added, "Reincarnation too, yea ? My book about Reincarnation was published in 1984."


  Alfie knew including reincarnation would get Andie hooked, and smiled big.


  "But, tell me, you've read my book Reincarnation. What do you personally think about it ? You've always ducked that question," asked Andie.


  Alfie hung his head for a moment. "Andie, you're my best friend. I haven't answered that question because I know how strongly you feel about it. I don't want to risk a rift between us over it, or anything else."


  Andie smiled, "Go ahead, risk it. I've heard probably every view there is, pro and con. And even best of friends disagree about some things. If our friendship can't survive a few of those, then it wouldn't be much of a friendship. Go ahead, I can take it."


  "Well.....I warn you....my anwser is a long one.......and I'll bet you've never heard this view from anybody else......


  it actually depends on how I'm feeling at the time I'm thinking about it. Like, when I'm alone, which is most of the time, I talk out loud quite a bit, often as though I'm talking to somebody else. Many people do that. Usually now I think of the Pretas, or the Bhakti, as who I'm talking to. Before that it was God, or whatever. Speaking of, I still yell at God from time to time, just in case. It's usually something like, "If you really exist - YOU HAVE A LOT TO ANSWER FOR BUSTER !"


  Andie laughed.


  Alfie continued, " So, anyways, I'm usually complaining about something or other, grumbling about what a shitty life I'm having. Too often I hurt so bad that I demand 'they' just kill me now. I want to go to sleep one night, not knowing it will be my last, and just not ever wake up again. And, I wish I'd never been born. Like a bad marriage, I think, if I could just call this life quits, start over, and hope the next would be better than this one. And especially after I read your Reincarnation book, and the one after it in 1986 you co-authored called 'Life Between Life', I thought a lot on how reincarnation might fit in to my theories about the Pretas.At those moments, I firmly believe in reincarnation.


  But, that's changed over the years too. Because as I've gotten older, I've wondered a lot what it might be like to live a very long time, say a 1,000 years, or 28,800 years like the Hindu human-demi-gods, or even longer. And it dawned on me that I would very probably very soon get very very bored, unconsolably depressed. There's many days when my back, my whole body, hurts so bad I just can't do anything. I watch tv all day, lying down, sometimes sitting in my chair. And, it's horrible. For some years after the fibromyalgia began I frequently cried, even blubbered like a baby, because I didn't get better, and life was passing me by.


  So, sitting or lying there watching tv with nothing else I could do, was very very boring actually. I was very angry, but, I was also very very bored. And I finally realized that if we didn't have to get up each morning to work, to make money, to buy food, to do all the things people do, we'd all very soon lose all motivation to even bother waking up ever again.


  That got me wondering what the afterlife might really be like. Every religious culture says there is one. And, they all paint a culturally relevant beautific vision of whatever each calls Heaven. Very comforting belief.


  But, what happens when we're there for a year....five years....a thousand years....personally, I think I'd go insane from boredom."


  "But," replied Andie, "that's not what happens. Reincarnation is apparantly usually rather quick. We come back usually within a few years of the death of our last body. And, time is not sensed the same as we do here."


  "And to you and many millions of others, that's a very comforting belief. However, most of you fail to understand that reincarnation is not a reward......it's a punishment. Well, not a punishment, like punishing a child for doing something bad or something an adult says the child should not do. We get sent back to suffer all over again, and again, and again, to feed the Pretas and Bhakti. We are encouraged by them to feel punished, because that feeling produces the negative energy the parasites feed on.


  I don't like that at all. I cannot believe I would ever choose to come back time and time again to suffer each time to feed them.


  The only other option is 'enlightenment', which again, is not the beautific higher plane of existence that most people prefer to believe it is. What 'enlightenment' really means is to surrender our individuality, our real self, the one that keeps getting reincarnated, to instead re-merge with the universal energy matrix. Our personal energy continues to exist scattered thruout that universal matrix, but, our personal awareness of self ceases to exist.


  Now, although that doesn't really appeal to me either, but since it's the only other option, I'd rather that, than repeatedly reincarnating to feed the parasites over and over again."


  So, what do I think of reincarnation ? It sucks."


  After mulling over what Alfie had said, Andie finally could not think of anything else to say except, "You're right......I've never heard that view before. I....don't know what to say. I'll have to think about it, a lot."


  "Oh, and, there's more !" enthused Alfie.


  "More ?" said Andie


  "Like extraterrestrial alien entities from 'outer space' !!" added Alfie.


  "Oh my word.... you really are crackers....aren't you....you said there are no aliens....now you say there are ?" was all Andie could think of to say in response.


  Alfie laughed and said, "Not the kind you and most other people are thinking of."


  ============


  A few days later, after having successfully caught some lake trout and pickerel to fry for suppers, then continue chatting about 'things' under the stars till late to bed, the time for Andie to leave and return home to Fergus, then on to the book signing tour, finally came. The two friends bid each other fond " a bientot ", see you soon. Though more painful for Alfie because he realized he had grown very attached to Andie's companionship, and not being alone on his own out in the middle of no-where. But they knew they would be in constant touch online, so, that helped a lot.


  They expressed great excitement on the prospects of their discussions, their conviction, their unshakable belief without need for proof or evidence, that their ideas would work.


  Ah-h-h, one has to wonder, if they had known this day, that the first glimpse their ideas might work would take another 13 years, which would be a bit shy of too late for one of them, would they still have tried, or not ?


  end of chapter 6


  Chapter 7


  April 21st, 2001


  Alfie and Andie had continued to collaborate during the ensuing years since the summer of 1989. They were both very excited this year of 2001, for several reasons. This day they were sharing lunch to catch up with each other's events, in Bancroft Ontario, as an almost half-way meeting place. It was actually closer for Alfie, but it still saved Andie about 8 hours driving all the way to Alfie and back past Bancroft.
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  Andie had recently returned from a year in Tibet and India, mostly India. He was extremely jet-lagged, looked very exhausted. Indeed, Andie looked like he'd aged 20 years or more in the past ten. His hair had even gone greyish-white. He looked haggard, and acted disoriented. Wanting to collect his thoughts, Andie got in the 1st question, "So, you go first, tell me what's new with you ?"


  Alfie giggled, as he'd been doing often the past few years whenever someone asked him that question, and replied, "I still can't get over being able to do things like this, just hop in the car, drive for 4 hours, jump out, saunter briskly into a nice restaurant and have lunch with somebody. I've been doing a lot of things I haven't done in many many years these past 3+ years since most of my fibromyalgia pain has disappeared thanks to Dr. Kahn and his Bio-flex laser treatments."


  It wasn't until 1997, after trying almsot every other available treatment, and a few quakeries, that Alfie finally found the BioFlex Laser Technology,
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  invented by Dr. Fred Kahn, founder of MediTech International,in Toronto Canada of all places, go figure, who had been healed years before by a Swiss version of a Russian invented laser technology, and got the idea that if a 3-diode emitter low-intensity level laser was good, then 120 diode-emitters controlled by a computer for an almost infinite number of settings, would be far better. Dr. Kahn called it the Bio-flex Laser. Dr. Kahn eventually opened his own treatment and training centre, and to sell the units in over 50 countries. What this technology apparantly does is eliminate blockages inside muscle cells and blood vessels and nerves so that the natural healing process is restored. It's in fact used to treat a wide variety of ailments.


  After an entire year of treatments 3 times per week, Alfie was finally free of most of his pain for the 1st time in 20 years. One day, Alfie was walking along the sidewalk back to his car after a treatment, feeling rather discouraged, with his Obusforme under one arm, and cane in the other, as usual. Suddently, he stopped walking, people had to go around him. At first, he thought he was having an out-of-body experience, that perhaps he was dying and his spirit was leaving on it's journey to the afterlife. Then, he realized what was really happening. He was -- free of pain. Alfie cried, and laughed uncontrollably on the street outside the clinic that day and with his arms raised shouted to the sky "I'M FREE !!!!". Alfie did that quite often for several years afterwards, sometimes in public when it was really embarrassing to behold, especially when there were little kids around. But, Alfie hated little kids, so he didn't care what they thought of his outbursts. He was just too damn happy sometimes to keep it inside. Sometimes it just HAD to come out, or else he felt he might explode, so it did. Like a really Really good fart.


  Andie smiled appreciatively, but with a slight grimace. Alfie giggled again, then dove in to one of his typical breathless monologues,


  "I have been quite busy already this year with the current Solar Flux observations. This particular Sunspot and Flare Cycle is proving to be one of the strongest in a very long time. We are seeing Coronal Mass Ejections on a scale not ever recorded before, but, these have convinced the science bodies that the last time this strong a cycle happened was in 1859 ! This cycle and our new abilities to record the data flies in the face of almost everything we thought how the Sun works. Even 10 years ago solar scientists were beginning to wonder if we knew how our own Sun actually works. Quite a few solar related probes were launch through-out the 1990s by the European Space Agency, and NASA, to find out. This solar cycle is providing conclusive data that for all we've learned about our Sun since WWII, we have only begun to scratch the surface, quite literally. Some are even proposing that Nuclear Fusion is not the power-source, at least not alone, but instead far more important than NF might be what's called Zero Point Energy. And, equations predict a specific number of Neutrinos eminating from our Sun, but, because our theories also say neutrinos have no mass, or almost no mass, trying to find out the numbers travelling through the Earth is very difficult. There's an international experiment being conducted at the bottom of a mine near Sudbury, Ontario, and others planned in other countries, to try to find out. Also interesting is that each cycle the Sun flips it's north and south pole EM alignment, which means that every 22 years, as this time around, the flip makes the energy of the solar storm flares able to more deeply penetrate the Earth's magnetic field. Problematic for frying satellites, disrupting global communications, and causing brown-outs and black-outs. This cycle is turning out to be a treasure trove for data on the inner workings of the Sun, as well as how the Solar Storms interact with and affect our planet in various ways. It's now believed there are much longer cycles in the Sun as well, some as much as 22,000 years, as our solar system travels around the centre of our galaxy. It's now suspected by some that sometimes when the Sun' EM poles flip-flop, this may be what triggers a polar reversal in our planet's own Electromagnetic Field as well, with catastrophic results, even very rapid massive plate tectonic shifting, and, mass extinctions. And, most people don't know this, but, time actually runs slower at the orbital level of the GPS satellites. In fact time even fluctuates. And this solar cycle is apparantly affecting that fluctuation, making it more difficult for us to synchronize the satellites' time to the time of GPS units so everybody continues to know where and when they are, and not get lost. AND, I suspect that these solar cycles every 11 years cause an increase of Pretas activity, leading to increased reports of the Virgin Mary, Jesus, ghosts, demonic possessions, aliens and ufo spaceships, road rage, domestic violence, robberies, stabbings and murders, armed conflicts, and terrorist attacks. Although not proof, it's been graphed there could be an apparent correlation between Sun cycles and increases in such events going back over the past 600 years ! This particular cycle being one of the strongest energy outflows we know of since 1859, when conflicts and wars also broke out all over the planet, might mean we're all in for a very rough, violent 2001."


  After knowing Aflie closely for so long, Andie had honed a knack of hearing what interested him and tuning the rest out. Andie asked, "Zero Point Energy ?"


  "Mmmm, Yes ! Fascinating postulation actually. Some think it has to do with String Theory..... multiple universes. X amount of energy gets quantumly passed out of our universe through a vibrational frequency barrier between our universe in to one of the other universes, and an enormous amount more gets passed back to our universe. They postulate that it's this larger amount of energy from the other universe that may be what is actually powering our Sun, and all the other stars in our universe. Some believe it's the key to how Cold Fusion works, at any desired scale, thereby providing virtually limitless energy to every person on the planet. As a traditionally trained astronomer, I find the concept preposterous, but, as a free thinker, and trying to prove the existence of Pretas, I find it extremely fascinating."


  A lull ensued for a few moments, as they attacked their lunch. Well, Alfie did. Andie mostly just poked his around on his plate. Then Alfie aske Andie, "So, how did your latest trip to Tibet and India go ?"


  Andie thought for a moment, then replied, "I'm sorry I could not communicate with you while I was away, but, that was one of the restrictions they imposed upon me. Total isolation from the outside world, and all technology. I was not even allowed contact with anyone outside of my teachers, especially no contact with other westerners. I was told if I stood any chance of success, I had to totally immerse myself in their world. But, I was allowed pen and paper to write my notes and journal at the end of every day."


  Alfie said, "It was very frustrating and difficult for me not knowing how things were going for so long. However, nothing I'm sure compared to what you endured. But, here you are now, and I'm eager starved ears."


  Andie continuted, "Well, as you know, I got back about 2 weeks ago, and my revised edition of the original Hungry Ghosts book, with an Introduction by Colin Wilson, the UK author of numerous books, just hit the stores about a week ago. I now have to go on a signing tour. I'm still very jet-lagged, and very exhausted from all the things I have to attend to. And I got back to a mountain of creditors' notices for practically everything.


  My hope is the revised and reprinted book will bring in much needed revenues, to pay off some of the mounting debts I've accumulated the past few years, and as a prelude to a feature film, or documentary, about HGs which is in the works.


  I haven't really had any time to consciously assimilate my latest experiences in Tibet and India in to every day words, to consult my copious notes and journal, and re-write them in a way others can follow. I can say though that it was the most incredible experience yet. My friend Chris Everard as you know was just a few years ago the very first outsider and only person so far allowed to witness, observe, and video-tape one of the Dali Lama's consultations with the Tibetan State Oracle. My first visitation with the Dali Lama was back in 1983, when much to my surprise he requested to pen the introduction to my book, The Case for Reincarnation. That and my friendship with Chris Everard got me a second visitation last year with the Dali Lama. We conversed a number of times over a period of several weeks, while I explained what you and I are hoping to achieve, and he eventually gave me his permission to study for a year with the State Oracle's protege and one day successor concerning the process of Spirit Possession of Tibetan Mediums. The State Mediums rarely live longer than their mid fifties due to the trememdous physical and mental stresses of Spirit Possession, so as of the day they are appointed, they begin to train their replacement. I was being allowed to study with his replacement as a form of his protege's training."


  "Could you explain to me again what exactly is the State Oracle, Medium, and Spirit Possession ?" asked Alfie.


  "The State Oracle, is the highest level Oracle in Tibet. The Oracle is allowed to temporarily 'possess' the body of the State Medium. He, or she, is a sort of Medium, or Channeler, of a helpful spirit, or spirits, who advise the living. It is the spirit that is the actual Oracle. It's believed that the mind of the living person, the State Medium, goes further than most other mediums and channelers. and actually temporarily 'steps out' of their own body, to allow the State Oracle Spirit total possession of the Medium's body during the consultation. During the process, the medium struggles valiantly to ensure that only the proper desirable Oracle Spirit, often a god or goddess, is allowed to possess his or her body, and then they struggle more, quite thrashingly, to vacate their own body for the spirit to totally occupy. Somehow these people develop or establish or find a safe place to reside their own mind while this consultation transpires. It is this 'stepping out', and total possesion by an Oracle Spirit that ravages their bodies so much, shortening their lives, causing early death."


  "Hmmph", grunted Alfie, "doesn't sound very scientific to me. And, very un-necessarily harsh on the mediums."


  Andie defended, "The Dali Lama is very pro-science. He's very fascinated by what you and I are hoping to do and discover. He said he a firm believer that there is much humanity can learn about the Universe via the Scientific Method. But, as you have explained to me, and he's very aware of this, science has yet figured out how to detect, observe, and measure Quantum particle energy, and so, he says, other methods, like the Oracles and Possessions, are required too. It is a very complex, complicated process, and he told me I would have to stay for at least 1 year, to prepare myself for it. He wished us great success in discovering a way to combine both methods to better understand the Universe.


  But....the experience...when it finally took place....did not go as I had expected.


  It was quite a shock for me to quickly realize just how different Tibetan religious beliefs, Tibetan Buddhism, actually is, from what I, and most westerners, perceived it to be. Most westerners believe that Tibetan Buddhism is a monothestic religion. It is in fact built on a much older local culture Pagan religion called B?n. Like paganism everywhere around the world, B?n was overflowing with an almost infinite number of discarnate beings, deities, gods and demigods, demons; and numerous varied spirits in everything in nature, trees, rocks, rivers, animals, you name it. A very complex, complicated managerie of non-corporeal entities, that the living struggle to cope with in a miriad of ways, in order to survive another day, every day, and then yet again after death, and again and again should they be unlucky enough to reincarnate. Most westerners believe Reincarnation is a good thing. Reincarnation to Tibetans, is actually a punishment, not a reward. Most westerners believe all the old B?n paganism had been left behind when the Tibetans adopted Buddhism, but, nothing could be further from the truth. Instead, the Tibetans adapted their ancient paganist religious culture in to their own version of Buddhism. Which, if you know the origins of Buddhism, is totally understandable for them to have done. Buddha fought with and cast out all the old paganistic beings from his life, which is the crux of his teachings. Buddha actually wanted people to cast away all the paganistic discarnate entities. He never wanted his Buddhist teachings to even be considered as a religion. Buddha actually abhorred religion, as the source of most problems we inflict upon ourselves, and those around us. But, as Buddhism spread and evolved, it did not stay true to Buddha's intentions. The Buddhism we got is in fact still very much a pagan religion also.


  To be fair, most westerners are not aware that their so-called monothestic relgions are just as predicated and built on paganism too. We are just far better at hiding that fact from the cattle.


  The few westerners who know of the paganistic side of Buddhism, even those living and studying over there for years, or decades, are incapable of comprehending it, so they either believe that what they read of it to be historical reference, ignore it, or, they pretend it doesn't exist. Westerners studying the Buddhism we have believe they are striving to achieve Enlightenment. They believe that by learning to surrender their individualism, their physical identity of their current life, to the One-ness of the Universe, that they will achieve the survival of their current identity via Englightenment. They choose to believe it will ensure their Reincarnation of who they are in this life, in to a new physical life, and thus gain immortality. Reincarnation of their current identity, or at the very least their 'eternal' spirit, is their ultimate goal. They strive to learn how to retain their identity of this life, the who and what they believe themselves to be in their current physical lives, in to subsequent Reincarnations, or as eternal discarnate beings.


  That's not what Enlightenment is at all. Enlightenment is in fact a total, final, surrendering of individual identity existence, in fact existence itself, for all time, and an end to Reincarnating ever again."


  Andie paused at that point to let it sink in to Alfie's brain, and ate a little bit of his vegan lunch. Alfie's face was suitably scrunched in deep contemplation.


  Then, as it occured to him that he was eating, Andie said, "As for sustenance, I had to adhere to a strict dietary regimen, the bulk of which was millet, an ancient grass seed grain. It's prepared in many varied forms, a gruel or porridge being the most common, but also including a local beer, which is actually very good. I learned before going that millet is jock full of many nutrients, including all the major chemical elements that western science has discovered are primary neuro-transmitters. The brain uses them for data and signal transmissions, in an infinite number of combinations, particularly for processing sensory emotional input and formulating emotional responses. Very relevant to our research on Hungry Ghosts.


  Anyways, I was guided through trying to comprehend deeper and more fully many ancient texts, like the Secret of the Golden Flower, and the methods of Dream Yoga. Which confirmed for me what I'd been told that what the Oracles were doing was a very special kind of what we in the west call Lucid Dreaming. Prior to going to Tibet and India, I found it very helpful to have spent some time with Dr. Michael Persinger of Thunder Bay doing sessions with Stan Koren's 'God Helmet' which stimulates those parts of the brain that seem hardwired for belief in god, gods, the supernatural and paranormal. And learning how to use that other new technology, the Nova Dreamer, which came out in 1998, to achieve extended lucid dreaming."


  Alfie interjected, "Yes, I found them both extremely 'enlightening' myself while you were gone, and, I've got some good things to tell you about them in regards to our Visual Monitor. Also, while you were gone, a new book was published by a Dr. Andrew Newberg, who's done a lot of brain scans he claims back up his contentions that we are hardwired to believe in a creator, hardwired for god as it were, but biologically, by the evolutionary process, for survival reasons. Of course, myself, I don't think we are hardwired for god, but rather we are indisputably evolutionarily herd animals, hardwired to 'follow-the-leader', which we usually have to invent because nobody can measure up to our expectations of what a leader should be. We invent Tribal Leaders, Kings and Queens, Presidents and Prime Ministers, Generals and Admirals, even entertainment celebrities to serve for our herd instinct compulsions to have a leader, and a whole line of subordinate leaders below them. I love that old definition of what makes a good leader. Somebody who sees which way the herd is going, then steps out in front and shouts "Follow Me !" and they both laughed.


  But, our human herd leaders, being fallible like the rest of us, are not able to measure up to the expectations of our enhanced brains, our minds, and our herd instinct need for a herd leader, so, we invented God, in all it's myriad forms, to serve the needs of our human herd instinct. Being able to believe in God, which smaller brained animals are not capable of doing, makes us feel we are better than the animals we evolved from. Remember, it was John Lennon of The Beatles who said in 1966 that The Beatles had become more popular than Jesus, and had to recant that for a long time. In the U.S., Mexico, and some other countries, their records were burned, their concerts banned, picketed, or boycotted. They may even have been shot at once or twice. Fortunately, in the 21st century, I think science is finally getting very close to being able to prove we invented god to feel better about ourselves, and, of course, mostly to cope with the inescapable awareness that one day sooner or later we all die.....Sorry, do go on," Alfie concluded, as he scribbled down some more quick keyword notes that Alfie wanted to ask or comment about after Andie was done the rest of his story.


  Andie replied, "I confess...I am feeling very very disturbed right now that everything we believe in could be a lie, or at best, an illusion, nothing more than a lucid dream......that's.... that's what mediums do, meditate themselves in to extended lucid dreaming, at the Theta-Delta threshold. The U.S. and Soviet governments recruited mediums to try to teach their Remote Viewers how to do it too."


  "Well," continuted Andie, "I was not so foolish as to believe that I fully understood Tibetan Buddhism, but, there was so much I thought I did understand about Tibetan Buddhism. What the various monks and others endeavored to teach me even more about. Like, especially the part about everything being an illusion of our own minds. You know, for example, in the Tibetan Book of the Dead, the guide to how to die properly, goes to great lengths to explain that one will see and hear a lot of distractatory auditory sounds, including voices, and visual images, the ecstatic beauty of nature, of loved ones, deities, but also the very ugly and horrifying side, of demons, and evil spirits, all of which distracts us from the process of dying and letting go of our physical bodies. I thought I understood what it meant that even our physical bodies, our lives here in this life that we perceive to be a physical reality, is all illusions. I thought it meant that there are actual illusions we must ignore, but also that we must meditate deeply, concentrate strongly, to accept that our bodies and lives we are leaving behind are now or soon would be illusions also, to be left behind, so that we will let go, and enter the pure white light, rejoin the Universal Energy that we came from before we were born in to this life. That our true self, our individual identity, our 'eternal spirit',would be preserved, somehow. And that at several important stages along the path of this process, we would get the opportunity or chance to decide whether or not to Re-incarnate, again. Or if we chose not to reincarnate, that we would we would move on to a higher plane of existence, our individual true self intact.


  Conversely, I thought I understood that if we felt un-fullfilled, had not measured up to what had been expected of us, had not learned anything we needed to learn from this life, we reincarnate, and try again. But if we had committed suicide, or been an evil person who did much harm to others, and likely died in a violent way ourselves, in this life, that we stood a good chance of our spirits becoming a Pretas. Which is why I would never intentionally cause others harm, nor commit suicide, no matter how depressed or desparate I might become. It is confusing for a western mind, but, it made perfect sense to me.


  I thought I understood all that....until.... I experienced....the Oracle Possession.


  I'd had no inkling just how wrong I'd been." and at that, Andie fell silent, seemingly staring at his lunch, but instead, just staring, at something far far away, in his mind's eye. On his face was not the beautific look that most western studiers of Buddhism would expect....Andie stared with a very haunted look.


  Alfie waited, with bated breath, for a suitable time, then quietly encouraged, "Please, do continue..."


  Andie began again, "It's very difficult, no, impossible, to put in to words. But, I'll try....


  If you've ever been given a general anesthetic, been put under, for an operation, or dental surgery, you can feel yourself begin to lose consciousness. If you concentrate, you can delay totally losing it, you can maintain for awhile an awareness of being semi-conscious. That's sort of what it feels like to be at the Theta-Delta threshold.


  Lucid dreaming is like that too. Most people have at least a few times experienced lucid dreaming. That moment during the late night, or very early pre-morning hour, when our unconscious is dreaming, and it intrudes in to the conscious mind, the Theta-Delta threshold. We become consciously aware of the dream, what is transpiring. Though at first we do not usually realize we are dreaming. Everything in the dream, about the dream, all the details, seem so perfectly real. The detail of it is impeccable and indiscernable from the perceptual reality of our daily conscious lives. Then at some point, something occurs that makes us realize we are dreaming. At this stage, our unconscious and our conscious are 'connected' and for a time we can hold on to the dream, let it continue. But, the more we become aware of this, the more the dream changes, scenes replay a different way, things within the dream become unstable and change shape, whatever. We know it's a dream, and shortly after that the dream degenerates, as we become more and more conscious. The 'connection' between our unconscious and conscious fades. We wake up, if only briefly, and try to recall the dream, which becomes more and more difficult by the second. For a short while we can recall that sometimes we are ourselves in the dream. Sometimes we seem to be ourselves, but, in someone else's body. And, sometimes, we feel like we are someone else altogether in these dreams. Then, as it all fades from our conscious, we give up trying to figure it out, and usually go back to sleep. A part of our mind swears the dream seemed so very very real prior to the realizing it's a dream. Yet, we know it was all an illusion of our unconscious and conscious minds. We conclude that it is impossible to comprehend how our mind does what it does. We soon give up thinking about it, and the dream is then soon totally, or almost totally, forgotten.


  The Australian aborigines, the Koori, say that what we westerners call physical reality is in fact the dream, while what we call the dream is in fact the real reality. So do other cultures. The Tibetan Buddhists say that everything, including what the rest of us would call the dream reality AND the physical reality, that everything is illusion - literally everything. Our entire Universe is just a big illusion.


  During the Oracle Possession process, I, along with the 3 mediums present, and with Chris Everard video-taping, we prepared ourselves to attain the Theta-Delta threshold, and once we had achieved it, I soon came face-to-face, as it were, with that illusionary aspect. The room and all around me suddenly faded, and I glimpsed first our whole planet, then our solar system, then our galaxy, then all the other galaxies, then the entire Universe seemed spread out infinitely before me.


  Science says that matter is energy in physical form. I saw that what we think of as matter, really is energy, that there is no physical aspect to it. The physical aspect we think is there, is an illusion. I saw the endless space between atoms, and between the particles of atoms. I saw the atoms and particles as concentrations of energy. I saw that all we call physical matter is just an illusion. At which point, everything I thought was real, physical, dissolved.


  But, then, it all re-coalesced, I was back in the consultation room, and I could see things again. I saw the medium's spirit leave it's body, as a small ball of pure white light. And I saw the Oracle Spirit approach our gathering. Then I saw, and I felt, the Oracle Spirit pass thru me, examine me, then exit again. The Oracle Spirit was a much larger ball of light, much brighter, somehow whiter, but, also seemingly containing and exuding all the colours of the rainbow, plus so much more I cannot put in to words because our physical eyes and brains are not capable of seeing those bandwidths and frequencies. Then the Oracle Spirit merged with the medium's body, filled it to bursting, the body barely able to contain the Oracle Spirit's energy. But, I also saw dark figures, ugly multi-eyed, muli-armed beings, that came and went, appearing and disappearing. The mediums' spirits appeared to ferociously attack the dark beings and drive them away each time they appeared. Then I saw a mass of much smaller dark beings, that came towards me. They swarmed around me like a cloud of mosquitoes and began to bite me. I concentrated harder to fend them off, and they resolved in to ugly grotesque caricatures of vaguely human-like forms, with tiny malformed heads, very short pencil-thin necks, spindly arms and legs, and black/purplish bulging bellies. I knew instantly then that they were Pretas. I felt in danger of being overwhelmed. At which point the spirits of the mediums came to my rescue and blew them all away from me and they disappeared. The mediums' bodies continuously swayed rhythemically, or else thrashingly, in tandem with this tremendous struggle between the dark and light beings. And, despite the apparant energy essence of it all, every discarnate part appeared to be physical as well, to be very real, but yet, not real at all. Finally, the Oracle Spirit seemed safely secured inside the State Medium's body. The face of the State Medium's body seemed to me to have a most horrified look, with bulging eyes, profuse sweating of the forehead, mouth tautly open, and so very very intense, struggling immensely to communicate. I saw the State Medium's attendants holding on to his body for dear life, mopping his brow, steadying the body, as it continuously thrashed and struggled. But, the bodies of the mediums, the Dali Lama, and others present, the room, everything around I'd thought was physical, appeared to me to also be just as un-real as the discarnate beings. Quite the opposite of what I had expected to feel, it was all the most horrifying experience I have ever known. And then the consultation between the Oracle and the Dali Lama began.


  At which point, I lost the ability to know what to think, how to relate, to function. I could not determine what was real and what was not real anymore, nor if anything at all was real, including myself. It was all too much for me.


  I passed out.


  pregnant pause


  "Then what happened." Alfie said.


  "I woke up in my quarters, with one of the medium attendants watching over me. He left, came back with a bowl of weak millet gruel topped with honey, and weak millet beer for drink, which I slowly consumed. I rested for several days. I saw no one else, other than the attendant who brought me my meals. This immensely bothered and quite disturbed me, for I had a million and one questions, and desparately wanted help in comprehending my experience. But after the few days rest without visitors, I assumed I'd been given my walking papers, so I left and caught my pre-arranged scheduled flight home."


  "How bizarre !" said Alfie.


  "Mmmm, yes. Quite." murmured Andie. "I felt like I'd been examined, tested, found lacking, not up to snuff, cast aside, discarded in a road-side ditch to be washed away by the next rain, like so much forgotten scummy flotsam and jetsam."


  another pregnant pause


  "So-o-o....." Alfie stumbled, wondering what to ask next, "Ummm, you've had a couple of weeks to mull it all over. What do you currently make of it, your experience ?" and immediately regretted asking.


  "Frankly....I still don't know what to make of it," exclaimed Andie. "I don't know if I will ever know. I don't even know what I know or don't know.


  I mean, my whole concept of the ultimate goal of Tibetan Buddhism has been flipped topsy turvy. What I experienced, it's making me doubt there are any such things as helpful spirits, that, even the ones we believe are trying to help us, are just fooling us to get inside of us, like wolves in sheeps' clothing, using us, just like the ugly ones do, for food.


  But, I don't know whether to go with that, or not. I haven't the foggiest idea if any of it was real at all. Maybe I never even went there. If I did spend a year there, did I really witness an Oracle Possession ? Was I really attacked by countless Pretas ? Or, was it all just projections of my own mind ? OR....was what I experienced really real, that none of what we think is physical reality is actually real. That everything is illusion, including you and me, here, now. Am I - am I - am I dead and I don't know it ? Is all this my purgatory ? OR, if I AM alive and in some sort of virtual reality, could I commit suicide in this illusionary reality where you and I now sit having lunch, and wake up in the real reality, and, and....find out I'm actually Captain Kirk being tortured by Khan by a slime bug in my head ? Oh -- Maybe I'm an abductee on a greys' alien spaceship, the victim of some evil brain experiments ? Do I even exist at all, or am I, and everything I perceive around me to be physical reality just a projection of a Universal Mind ? Or maybe I'm a photonic character on the Holo-Deck of the Enterprise ? Maybe we're all merely part of just one of God's REM periods and he/she/it... is having a very bad nightmare....I just don't know what to think anymore !!!" Andie was getting very agitated.


  "Listen to me !" sputtered Andie. "Everything I just said sounds quite insane now I hear myself say it ! I suspect I'm mad as a hatter !" and then Andie stopped, with clenched fists raised to either side of his head.


  Silence ensued, lunch forgotten. Others in the restaurant were noticing Andie's agitation.


  Then Alfie whispered, "Wow.... that is very heavy," fell silent again,


  then Alfie said,"Did it occur to you that perhaps what happened was you came face to face with our enemy. That because of your previous seances and books and investigations about them, they knew you, attacked you, and then ejected you from witnessing the rest of the Possession to prevent you from finding out things they don't want you to know. And, the entities could even be deliberately messing up your mind to confuse you, instill fear and doubt in your mind, to throw you off the track.That could explain also why you were simply cut off, and encouraged to come home by the monks."


  "No - no - that - that had not occured to me. But, for years now I've been convinced the Pretas have been trying to stop me. My mind has been in a state of utter confusion, I can't think straight. That puts a whole other perspective on it that makes me feel better about my sanity." Andie paused, then said, "You realize, if that's true, it would mean they are sentient, self-aware, and capable of direct retaliations. I've been suspecting for some time now that 'they' are undermining everything I try to do, turning people against me, and, are even responsible for my many debts I just cannot seem to get control of."


  "Hmmm....yes, I suspose it would have to mean that.", said Alfie. "We need to talk more on that. And, from now on, I'd strongly suggest that you watch your back. I've got a gut feeling they haven't done with you yet."


  Which made Andie pause, scrunch up his face, hold up his clenched right hand with one finger pointing up, and emphatically recalled, "I Wondered about something that happened to me soon after I got over there. I came down with an abdominal infection that quickly grew out of control and came very close to killing me. I had to fly from Dharamsala to Delhi
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  for 4 weeks of intensive anti-biotics. I had no way to know differently, I could only conclude I had by chance caught some local bug my immune system could not cope with, but, my gut said otherwise, literally, that it was deliberate."


  After another pause, Andie continued, "You know.....I saw a lot of contradictions over there during the past year. My year there has really thrown me for a complete flip. For one thing, the Dali Lama frequently says there are many spirits that are constantly trying to undermine us to their own benefit, and the only way to defend one-self from these forces is to think happy thoughts.Sounds so simple. Just think happy thoughts. Rarely works, and is very temporary.I can't remember seeing any truly happy people there ! Not even the monks who allegedly spend their entire lives trying to learn how to do that, ever achieve it. After I got to know a number of them, I found them to be not much different than the rest of us. Jealousies, rivalries, connivings for leverage and positions, political power, angers, frustrations, doubts, fears, betrayals, and even hatreds. I was floored when I learned that the Dali Lama had actually sanctioned receiving millions and millions of CIA money for years to train and supply Tibetan resistence fighters ! A lot of people died violently because of that ! I mean, how can anybody be happy - all the time !? It's impossible. That one tries and fails, which is guaranteed to happen, that alone makes many people very unhappy ! And the 'average' citizens - well, they regularly pay money to lesser mediums, often fakes, more often than not engaged to get the better of a fellow citizen, or even requests to do harm to somebody ! ....... Most people, if not all, are mostly unhappy, even when they say they are happy. Those who say they are mostly happy, what they mean is, "all things considered"......which means, they really are not happy most of the time. Even over there in Dharamsala, nothing is "happy" as it is claimed to be. Every human being really wants to be happy, but nobody is. And, that's all evidence that we are all being fed upon. I don't know which is worse. That there's nothing out there to blame our troubles on, or that there really is something."


  Alfie said, "That's why we need to figure out how to build technology that can protect us from 'them'. We can't blame them for everything, we have to take responsibility for our own share of negative emotions and bad things we do, but I think we can blame them for a hell of a lot of the pain and suffering humans have to endure. We're all victims of their feeding on us, both directly and indirectly. Not all, but most of us, when other people do things that hurt us, either deliberately or unintentionally, we hate that person for it. We want to retaliate on that person. When we can't, many of us will even and often take it out on somebody or something else, even it's only the family dog. Over the years, as we get older, we find ourselves doing things we wouldn't have dreamed of doing when we were younger. We'll 'do unto others before they do unto us'. Even those who don't do bad things to others, think of doing it, if only temporarily."


  At that Andie laughed, and said, "That reminds me of a funny story I read in a book written by Roger Zelazny published in 1967 called Lord of Light a parody of paganistic Buddhism.
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  The main character is a travelling monk or holy man of some sort, hiding out incognito I think, he shares a meal with a table of other monks, and the subject of thinking of something bad being the same as doing something bad. All life is sacred and cannot be killed, even for sustenance, et cetera. What they can eat, I have no idea. Sam, the main book character, says something like, 'so, if I think of killing that fly on our food, then I'm just as guilty as if I had actually killed it ? and they all say yes. Suddenly Sam slams his hand down on the fly and kills it, the other monks all gasp in shock, and stare at Sam. Sam says, basically, 'well, if I'm going to hell anyways for just thinking of killing the fly for eating and contanimating my intended sustenance, I might as well have the pleasure of actually killing it."


  Andie and Alfie have a good laugh over that.


  Then Alfie got pensive about his life, and began, "One of my earliest memories is my first day in sunday school. The class had been going on for weeks before my first day and I'd arrived late that 1st day too. All the other kids were doing what they were expected to do. One of the adults set me in an empty chair, and like the other kids, instructed me to read a children's story book about Jesus, and write down answers to the questions at the end of the chapter. In ten minutes I found at least 6 contradictions, and when I tried to answer the very first question, the way it was worded was clear what answer it wanted, but the answer contradicted what was written in the book, which itself was a contradiction of some other part. The other questions were similar situations. I tried to tell the adult all this, and explain I could not answer the questions for that reason. Think of that. I'm only 6 years old ! The adult said, 'ok, I know, but, just do it the way the book wants.' I tried, but I couldn't do that. It felt like lying. I thought, is that what Jesus wants me to do ? Lie ? Ten minutes later, I left sunday school never to return. I felt something was wrong, not the way it was supposed to be. I've felt that way ever since, and been searching to find out why.


  When I was a teenager, just starting high school, I went to my church minister for help with my fears and depressions. His only advice to me was - trust in GOD, put your faith in GOD, let GOD carry your burdens. HE won't let you down. A couple of years later, our church minister's life took a tragic turn. His kids got on drugs, 1 got pregnant, both dropped out of school, his wife left him, and he resigned. I think he died not long after that. So much for his beliefs, eh ! I never went to church again.


  In my mid-30s to age 40 or so, I finally learned that my first 6 years before I could remember much, were not as they should have been either. My parents were not happy. They constantly fought. Often about me. I was an unwanted pregnancy, my father was not nice, he and his father and brothers were constantly fighting, my mother had been so young and uneducated about marriage and babies. My relationship with my brother was horrible. He hated me for some reason, that drove me crazy for more than 40 years. Finally, I suspected it was because as a 4 year old he had witnessed all the aggrevations and fights between my parents that centred on me. His child mind saw me as the problem, and he has unconsciously held on to that perception ever since. We've never been brothers the way brothers should be. If some bullies were shoving snow down my pants, my brother would come over, and help them ! He frequently would try to lose me in the woods when he was forced by Mom to let me tag along. My father must have seen this stuff happening, but he never said a word against it, never told us the 'blood is thicker than water' bit.That must be what led to my life-long lack of self-confidence, my inability to fit in, to socialize, and my not liking other people very much. I so wanted my life and relationships to be very different, to be happy. But, I always failed at it.The result for me was my life turned out to be a very unhappy one. My parents eventually divorced, just as I was reaching adulthood, and my mother wound up alone for the rest of her life. I'd wanted to be an astronaut, but I lost my way at that crucial time, contracted fibromyalgia, and settled for being a 3rd rate astronomer, stuck out in the middle of no-where. I screwed up my own marriage, and I wasn't the father to my own son that I really wanted to be, so that he would not be unhappy like I'd been. BUT, he turned out pretty good despite me though, thank goodness.


  I wanted to be happy with my life. But, everything I tried just seemed to always lead to more unhappiness. People I swore must be happy, I asked them if they were, hoping I might learn of why and how. Invariably every one of them would say, don't be fooled by appearances. They were not truly happy either. It didn't make any sense to me that everybody wanted to be happy, but that nothing worked, and nobody was. I just never could accept any of the possibilities for the human race suffering such massively overwhelming unhappiness, the negative emotions, the conflicts and wars, the ravaging diseases, starvation, people 'doing unto others before those others do unto them', and so on and so on, nor what to do about it. I mean, at the very least, for a Universe that exists on the balance of energies, we should be half-and-half, equally happy and unhappy. But we are all mostly unhappy.


  The searching for why almost drove me insane.


  In the mid '80s, it had been about 6 years since I'd contracted fibromyalgia, my life in tatters, I was extremely depressed. I came within a few moments of being locked up in a hospital mental ward. In utter desparation I went to the local hospital mental ward, looking for somebody to just talk to. To cry on a shoulder that would listen.As I walked in, down a hallway with bars on the windows, I saw young man, 20 or so, sitting on a bench in the hallway, quietly muttering to nobody there. As I went by he looked at me and said, "Please help me get out of here. All I wanted was somebody to talk to, and they've never let me leave since. Please, help me." I realized later that should have been my first clue to turn around and walk back out. Instead, I went in.They gave me a thick list of questions to answer before anybody would talk to me. When I got to the one that asked me if I ever wanted to fuck my mother, that I knew I was in the wrong place, and I'd better get out of there, before I joined that young man on the bench. I politely and calmly refused to answer the questions. I knew that if I got agitated, or raised my voice, I'd be sunk. So, I remained totally calm and quiet. I asked to leave. I got locked in the room. About 1/2 hour later, the psychiatrist came in, and said I had to answer the questions. I politely and calmly refused again, and again, and again. Finally she said she would let me go, but I had to sign a document that stated I was a hostile person and would be put on a police-watch list.I had come within a few moments of being locked up in a hospital mental ward, against my will, with no out, nobody who would stop it from happening, just because I wanted to talk to somebody about my depression.That's when I realized what the psychiatric industry was all about. - Paycheques.


  But, I also could not help but wonder what sort of God would allow that sort of thing to happen to so many people !"


  Alfie pulled out a piece of paper from his jacket pocket, and continued,


  "Finally, it was YOUR 1989 book "Hungry Ghosts" that was the first and only thing that has made any sense to me. Your one statement in your book, and subsequent TV shows, like Tom Harper's "Heaven and Hell", where you say, and I quote, because I always keep it in my pocket with me for inspiration to keep going when things get me down, "....these voices are not the guides they say they are, because, they lied to me, and no true guide would lie, therefore what can they be. And then I delved back in to the metaphysical, and the scriptural literature, and I interviewed everyone from psychologists, to psychiatrists, to tibetan lamas, and my feeling was at the end of doing all this, was that these voices, are what the ancient tibetans call, Pretas, or Hungry Ghosts, and these Hungry Ghosts are disembodied beings, who are characterized by....poverty of spirit.... and an insatiable desire for earthly experience, which has gone before. They are people who have lived and died, and lived probably rather un-savory lives, and are now trapped in this, lower astral world, trying to get in touch with the living, and the only way they can be heard, is to speak thru a medium or a channeller, and, to feed off the energies and emotions of the living."


  Well, as we both now know, that's not entirely correct, but, very very close. It's the one and only thing that turned my life away from an early grave. And I take it out when I need it, because it helps me endure the overwhelming amount of crap in life, and everybody's lives, and, to get up each day, and keep trying to find a way to stop it, to stop them.


  I've never thanked you for your book. I thank you now.


  But, now that I'm 51, and knowing what I know about Pretas, I know I must forgive my parents, my brother, and everybody who ever did bad things to me. And, forgive myself for the bad things I did too. Because, the Pretas feed on the hurt and anger and other negative emotions of it all. They are after all, responsible for what happened to my parents being unhappy too. But, if I do forgive, I feel like I would be betraying that little boy that I'd been, and all that he suffered. Weird, eh ! Not even realizing now that the Pretas cause it all, or most of it, that they don't want me to forgive. Even that isn't enough to give me the ability to really forgive, and be happy. Like you said, for most of us, if not all of us, because of the Pretas, we cannot simply choose to forgive, and be happy, no matter how much we want it.


  And, that's why we so desparately need to find out how to stop them doing what they do to us all."


  Andie quietly said, "Wow....Alfie. I'm speechless. You never told me that before. I'm touched, very touched. Thank you for telling me. It shall always mean a lot to me what you just said."


  After a slight pause, Andie continued,


  "I was very unhappy growing up too, and on in to adulthood. My parents are baptists. I could never accept that way of belief. But, my mother was also a spiritualist, a psychic, and believed in demons bent on hurting us. That's how I got my interest in the paranormal, and the afterlife. Unlike you though, one of my brothers and I were always best friends, we still are.And, there's no children from my failed marriage. Different story for me, but, same results. As hard as I tried, I could never be happy either. And, even when we get to be nearly seniors ourselves while our parents are still alive, despite all we've learned, that we can finally understand, or think we do, we never really seem able to see our parents as just like us - unhappy human beings - who don't deserve to be. None of us do deserve it, and all because of those wretched Pretas."


  Alfie added, "Well, let's not forget that the Pretas are not evil. They're just doing what they must to survive, just like we do. We do have to stop them. But, if we hate them, it only feeds them and makes them stronger."


  "Yea, too right. But, a lot easier said than done." quipped Andie.


  "So true, so true," responded Alfie.


  Then, thinking they both needed some distraction and re-connection to ordinary things, Alfie said,"Maybe we should both go fishing, smoke some marijuana, drink some Molson Canadian, and get mellow on the lake for a couple of days."


  Andie laughed, "Gosh knows, I'd really love to do exactly that, I really need to do that, but, I can't. I have to get back to Toronto for the book tour, a million other things, and begin damage control on all my debts that have piled up in my absence. I'd better, just in case this is reality."


  Alfie smiled encouragingly, and said, "Once you've got things straightened out and back under control, which I've no doubt that you will in short order, I hope you'll come visit for a couple of weeks, see what I've been up to during your year long exotic adventure. I'm very eager to further pursue our previous discussions before you left on the possible relavence between our Quantum Visual Display Monitor and the research of Dr. Persinger of Thunder Bay on the god/presence effects of EM Fields on the human brain; and Johnjo McFadden of the UK and his CEMI Field Theory, the Conscious Electromagnetic Information Field Theory, of what consciousness is. MdFadden, and others, postulates that consciousness, self-awareness, the real us as it were, resides in the EM Field surrounding the brain, not the physical brain. They theorize thatour ability of instant thought and intelligence, can only be explained by an EM Field operating at the speed of light, and the inherentQuantum Entanglement aspect to that EM Field. That a physical brain, however indispensible to the process - providing the physical matrix, storing the memories and vast myriad of other stored data - because their structure and conduits are physical, slows the process of transmission down too much to allow the physical brain to actually physically manifest the conscious sentience that we possess. It's futher speculated possible that the CEMI Field Theory could one day prove our consciousness can survive the death of the body. AND, there's the Nova Lucid Dreaming Mask we have yet to more fully experiment with too !" Alfie said.


  "Yes, I am more eager now than ever to hear of your progress." Andie enthused. Getting mellow on the lake, and some of Alfie's 'scientific method', sounded like just the ticket to help him sort out his experiences.


  "Well, it is all looking quite promising. There's a couple of Canadian physicists I know who believe it may be possible to actually 'clone' quantum particles, so that there are a sufficient amount to detect and observe, which may be the significant key to achieving our goal. And, your experiences 'over there' could prove invaluable to fine-tuning the works."


  "That's settled then. I shall contact you in 4 months, in August, to arrange to come. But first on the list when I arrive, is to get mellow out on the lake." said Andie, and they both laughed jovially at that. Alfie felt better that Andie was seemingly much relieved to have it to look forward to.


  They finished their lunch, said their fond goodbyes, and parted.....never to see one another again....at least, not in this reality.


  =============================


  A month to that day later, Andie had reportedly committed suicide by jumping off a cliff in to an old quarry near his home.


  Alfie was devastated.


  But, he didn't believe Andie would do that. It couldn't have been an accident though. Andie very often went for hikes on the heights and very rim-edge of the quarry. Andie knew the quarry like the palms of his hands. However, not for even one second did Alfie wonder if Andie could have suicided either, because Andie would never risk becoming a Pretas, nor risk his karma and reincarnating, by committing suicide.


  Indeed, Andie's publishing agent and close friend said that prior to the tragedy, Andie kept telling his agent friend that the Pretas were after him, to stop Andie from proving and exposing their existence to the world.


  Alfie believed Andie had been murdered, and he vowed a solemn blood oath to Andie's spirit, to find and make the culprits pay for it.


  For now though, Alfie was very busy the rest of that year with the recording and documenting of the strongest solar flare cycle that was then going on. The last solar cycle, less strong than this one, was followed by a global economic meltdown; the Kuwait-Iraq Gulf War; collapse of the Soviet Union; disintegration of Yugoslavia and the Bosnian War; terrorist attacks; civil wars the worst being in Rwanda; other wars and conflicts, like Chechnya; assasinations; Oka Indian Crisis in Quebec, then a few years later Quebec almost separates from Canada; the rise of the Tailiban; Mexican Zapatista; military takeovers, such as Pakistan; mass starvation; the spread of bike gangs, mafia, and terrorist organizations; Princess Diana died; a nuclear weapon standoff between Pakistan and India no less; the spread of anti-smoking and other anti-something campaigns; and a huge increase of 'regular type' crimes, domestic violence and family breakups, resulting in a shit load of mental illness cases. Plus, massive, often violent changes to the earth's weather systems, including hurricanes, volcanoes, and earthquakes.


  Alfie was very much worried that this solar cycle being even stronger could mean, as he'd said to Andie, a very bad time for humanity in the ensuing months, and next 10 or so years to come, from a much elevated Pretas activity, fueled by the solar storms. If Alfie was right, that there would be an enormous increase in Pretas numbers, it would mean a lot more than usual Hungry Ghosts to feed, and that meant a lot more negative emotional energy they'd need to be generated. And that meant a huge increase in violent events of all kinds could be expected.


  On September 11, 2001, a few days after one of the biggest solar storms yet struck the planet, the towers in New York City were destroyed, collapsed in to big piles of dust, like the biblical Tower of Babel. And thus begat a terrifying decade of violence the planet had not seen since World War II.


  But, as if that wasn't enough, more economic meltdowns, earthquakes, volcanoes, floods, and even a tsunami that killed over 300,000 people all by itself. When Al Gore and his industrial magnate cronies blamed global warming on the average person, Alfie and other astronomers were able to prove that all the planets in our solar system were also heating up the same amount.


  Alfie tried to tell people that the ozone holes over the poles had probably always been there, but, if worse now, if anything done by man had caused this, it was more likely the dozens of nukes the U.S. and the Soviets had exploded in the upper atmosphere and low earth orbit that were to blame. Alfie also believed the nukes were responsible for the solar storms' enhanced ability to cause increased natural disasters. He felt that the 'blame the people' campaign was a cover-story to bury that fact, that and the environmental effects of all the wars the militaries of the world were waging.


  Then again, even these too, Alfie blamed on the Pretas, that cause people to have far more negative emotions than they normally would, and thus giving rise to conflicts that would not otherwise happen.


  Alfie greatly feared he may not be capable of finding a way to stop 'them', the Pretas, once and for all. He feared if he tried, 'they' would do unto him, as 'they' had done unto Andie, and were doing unto so many many others after Andie's death.


  Alfie was very afraid.


  But, Alfie had made a solemn blood oath vow to Andie's spirit to try. So, he vowed to keep on researching how to detect, observe, and eradicate, the Pretas.


  Alfie was not going to let his ARO work on this current Solar Cycle get in the way of finding Andie's murderers, the Pretas, and making them pay for it.


  But, just five months after Andie's murder, all hell broke lose, when the World Trade Center, and a 3rd building, came crashing down, and Alfie knew then that humanity was in for a very rough ride for years to come.


  Alfie, not a religious person, prayed very hard for the strength, the power, he would need to honour his oath to Andie.


  Dumb idea, Alfie....never pray.... you never know who, or what, is listening.


  end of chapter 7


  Chapter 8


  August 25, 2010


  Alfie was so glad to finally be back in his quarters at the Algonquin Radio Observatory, safe and sound, for the moment. He had slowly, painstakingly, returned home to ARO from the Memorial Service in the Yukon, via random ground routes. The last part he did in his Canadian Grand Marine inflatable Ranger R460, ("for the Real Man", as the advertising says, which appealed to Alfie), doing everything he could to mask and hide his EM Field from possible detection by the Bhakti.


  Alfie's theory about the Pretas had 'evolved' over the years. He now had proof there were 2 species of discarnate parasites. Pretas were not the only discarnate entities humanity had to fear. Indeed, Pretas were just a low level species, like a parasite, or mosquito, or bacteria. The Pretas are a very serious problem and need to be eliminated. But, it's the Bhakti that all humanity has to really worry about.


  Alfie 1st heard the word Bhakti from Andie after Andie's last return from Tibet, shortly before Andie died. During his time in Tibet, Andie had studied the meaning of that word Bhakti, and his studies got him thinking there was more to the stories about it's origins. It was a word from ancient Vedic Sanskrit, stated to be between 5,000 and 7,000 years old. Some scholars postulate that the origins of Vedic Sanskrit go back double that age range. Shaktists, of the Shakti movement, a feminine manifestation of the Supreme Being, claim the Bhakti word is 22,000 years old. But, dates older than 5 to 7,000 years are not acceptable to the 'west' becausethat would mean having to re-write all the western history books, confessing that certain 'western' authorities knew it all along, and probably triggering a religious World War III.



  Whatever it's real age, for millenia Bhakti has been believed to be a Hindu religious spiritual path, a guide, to total enlightenment. It's defined in western terms as how to achieve a complete devotion to God, or participation with God, or, a fully engaged relationship with God, even a union with God. It's also called an intense love or attraction for God.Bhakti is typically represented in terms of human relationships, most often as beloved-lover, friend-friend, parent-child.


  But the oldest of those relationships, pre-dating, long forgotten, and never used for the past 6,000 years or so, are such phrases as......to belong to.....and......master-servant.


  In the oldest related passages, very little of which remain extant, one could translate the word Bhakti to mean something more than a spiritual path. The word in truly ancient times could have been the name and worshiping of "formless divine beings" -- called the Bhakti. Which gotAndie wondering if there is a sentiently evolved species of etheric beings, similar in a way to the Pretas, but, self-aware, and intelligent.


  Andie had asked for and been mistakenly allowed to examine a rare ancient parchment of a proto-vedic sanskrit story which said that entities called the Bhakti were as old as the planet itself, born out of the chaotic formation of Earth's creation. Long before humans arrived on the scene. These Bhakti had evolved in to intelligent self-awareness, and actually had a deliberate direct hand in the evolution of incarnate life on the planet, manipulating it's development to their own benefit. In other words, as per the theory, the Bhakti were actively making incarnate life all the better for themselves..... to feed upon. And, woe to anything that got in their way of doing so.


  Alfie and Andie discussed this possibility and together surmised that these Bhakti have been called, or were responsible for, so many different religions, and names of various groups of gods and deities, in so many different cultures, over the millenia. It's for this reason that many alleged different religions thruout the millenia share many similar stories and beliefs, some practically identical. The fundamentals of the Judeo-Christian-Islamic religions, while accepted as closely related to each other, also share many of the same stories with other religions: Mithra, Zoraster, the Epic of Gilgamesh, Mesopotamian Mythology, ancient Egypt; and Hindu.


  Andie and Alfie further surmised that the Bhakti were somehow using the Pretas to do their food-harvesting for them. Perhaps it was like 'farming' the Pretas as an intermediary step in a food-chain. Like humans 'farm' cattle on grass and grain, then eat the cattle.But, the relationship between the Bhakti and the Pretas must be far more complicated than just eating, or 'milking', the Pretas. The Bhakti probably actually control the Pretas, use the Pretas to achieve outcomes of events for them. They are all 'networked' together, instantaneous, like a colony of bacteria communicate colony-wide. The Pretas could be used as remote cameras, data collectors, from which the Bhakti decide how to manipulate humans thru the Pretas that nest inside of the humans, or hover nearby to the humans. This is done to maximize the negative emotional energies of those humans.Like wars, for example.



  And, should the Bhakti learn of any human with knowledge of their existence, they target that person for special attention, even elimination.


  Furthermore, Andie and Alfie wondered, there could be some humans, individuals, corporate moguls, secret organizations, hiding behind and within public personae, who do know of their existence, and co-operate with them, for the personal benefit of both.


  Alfie now had the proof of the existence of the Bhakti, and it tore him up inside that Andie could not be with him to share it all with.



  Alfie's 1st field test on July 1st, 2010, of the QVDD, the Quantum Visual Display Device as he'd named it, in Whitehorse, Yukon, was a qualified success. Alfie had gone there to attend the Memorial Service for the victims of the airplane crash on Grey Mountain. Alfie figured actually being a brother of one of the victims would be a good cover story for his being there. It was the first time Alfie and his brother had been together in about 20 years. They'd never been brothers like brothers should be. Alfie still resented his older brother getting Alfie's share of luck in life. But, Alfie figured maybe he might get what was left of his share back, now that the finally unlucky sod had got himself killed. Alfie wondered if he picked the memorial as his chance to wave his brother goodbye, and good riddance.


  Alfie had actually visually observed AND recorded a group of Bhakti gulping down the spirits of some of the dead passengers of Flight 666 from Yellowknife, including the spirit of his brother. It made Alfie wince to see it happen, but, only for a second.


  However, the test had had it's down side too. Alfie was pretty sure he'd been seen by the Bhakti to be observing and recording them. That possibility had never occured to him. Alfie figured that could not be good for Alfie. Alfie was the most petrified that he'd ever been his entire life.


  Alfie's 2nd planned field test was to get a recording of activities inside one of the giant plasmic energy clouds in the upper atmosphere, the so-called TLEs, or Transient Luminescent Events. Then from that, hopefully be able to plan how to destroy the TLE that was the home of the Bhakti, and all of them along with it. But, how to do even the 2nd field test, without being discovered and destroyed by the Bhakti, was a big question, needing a big answer.


  The past almost 10 years had been a very rough decade for the whole world. Far worse than the previous ten years before it, which had been bad enough itself because of the Solar Cycle of 1989-1991. Alfie knew it was because the 2000-2002 Solar Cycle had been one of the strongest on modern record, and had fueled a huge increase in discarnate feeding.


  Alfie had to now figure out just how many of them there were, and, finish designing and building a weapon that could eradicate them ----- before they eradicated him.


  But, after Whitehorse, he knew from now on that he was going to need some very very special help. He needed allies, warriors, people willing to risk their lives, physically, and mentally, capable to defend themselves. Alfie thought of one of his favourite movies from the 1980s, he hadn't thought of in a long time.


  Alfie realized what he needed now was - The Ghostbusters !


  =========


  Well, ok, so now what.... thought Alfie.Where would he find the kind of people he needed ?


  Very few people who believe in paranormal, UFOs, religion, or whatever, are even capable, let alone willing, to believe the facts. They are so brainwashed in to believing the contemporary explanations. Ghosts are the ghosts they know, god or gods are as they'd been told or read or seen portrayed in the movies. Or little grey aliens are abducting them. Visions of the Virgin Mary, or spaceships from planet 'you-name-it', are real to these people. They see, but for some reason ignore the facts that the vast majority of sightings and experiences reported are of various sizes of ORBs, balls of light, nothing more substantial. And that more often than not, most people involved in the same event, experience different things. It never bothers them that if even 1 % of all the the contemporary explanations were true, then we would have long ago had all the proof we needed of those beliefs to say those misinterpreted beliefs were true.


  And, Alfie was of little doubt that the entities themselves had a lot to do with that situation. The entities definitely do not want humanity knowing of their existence. It's only by humanity's ignorance of them, and misdirected belief in so many other things instead, that the entities are able to feed from us all.


  Where to find recruits to fight these entities was a real conundrum. After several decades of trying to convince numerous people of the existence of the entities, with several web forums and videos he had created to spread the word, Alfie had gotten next to no-where for all his efforts. All Alfie could now think of as a place to try again, was The Parainvestigators of Ontario, on who's website still resided a webpage Alfie had submitted to their group for putting online more than ten years before. He had at the time, attended one meeting, and been told in no uncertain terms by one of the co-founders, Mark, that Alfie's theory about discarnate beings and Alfie saying that their group's beliefs about ghosts and aliens was all wrong, was not welcome !


  Huh, eh ! Go figure !


  Alfie had then tried to chat with other members in the group's online forum, but, eventually lost his temper when nobody else liked his theory either. One of the other co-founders, Sibyl, was more ameniable to Alfie, posted the webpage, and still kept it online all these years. She even updated it with new contact information 6 or 7 years later. Although, after another 4 years had gone by and the webpage was still there, he wondered perhaps it was only because the webpage had been forgotten to be removed.


  Still, Alfie had sent his theory to quite a few other groups and individuals over the years, including celebrities, non-fiction and fiction authors, paranormal tv show producers, movie and documentary makers, and religious cult leaders. He had sent a video on either VHS or later DVD to explain his theory to people like Deepak Chopra, Jacque Vallee, Dr. Persinger, The Dali Lama Centre in Vancouver, paranormal investigators, several quantum physics research institutes, and other related organizations and people. So many over the years, he'd lost track of how many and who.


  Alfie had initially really believed they would all welcome his submissions to them, and rush to call him on the phone to discuss it. Alfie fantacized that they could even just show up at his door, begging for an audience, having to stand in line and wait their turn. And, from that, Alfie feared, would grow a global cult around him, like the Reverend Sun Myung Moon. He even spent considerable time contemplating how to handle all this fame and popularity.


  Alfie concluded that, considering the fact he was proposing the eradication of all religions and cults, as well as the worshiping of celebrities, the puppet heads of nation-states and other politicians, all the mediums, psychics, and UFO groups, and their extremely lucrative literature and memberships' fees, and all the wicked webs and controllerships of global corporate government, and pretty much the entire psychiciatric junk science industry, that he would have to express his appreciation for the invitations to be the biggest cult leader of all, in fact the ONLY remaining cult leader on the planet, but he would have to respectfully and humbly decline all offers. Except, just enough money to live decently doing things he wanted to do, for the rest of his natural life.


  But, nobody ever did respond. Not even to disagree with his theory.


  Alfie would get so mad thinking about how just because he used words like discarnate and non-corporeal and especially 'hungry ghosts', the scientists and paranormal and aliens believers all concluded he was some sort of pro-religious new age spiritual paranormal cult nutbar. And when he used works like quantum energy to explain why the entities could not be detected for what they really are using conventional technologies, everybody refused to even listen to him.


  Instead, they all refused to let go of their precious contemporary beliefs in religion, ghosts, and aliens. And those who believed something actually was happening but not what the majority believed was happening, chose tothink that what's happening is ALL in the minds of humanity's collective imaginations. That there is some sort of 'global collective human-based consciousness', a sort of unconscious telepathic network of human minds in the state of evolving in to a 'unified collective mind', that is conducting a sociological project to improve the morality and co-operative 'good samaritan' side of us all, to create a better world.


  Even the Ph.d.s who aught to know better ! It was all so retro to the superstitious Dark Ages after the decline of the Roman Empire !


  What idiotic arrogant ignorant assholes ! What udder horse shit !


  They think the human species is unconsciously creating a collective consciousness that is experimenting and learning on how to make people think better and be better people ? There simply could NOT be a species of quantum energy discarnate parasites feeding on the negative emotional energies of people, and now threatening the very existence of the entire human race ?!


  It's the sort of crap dumped on Darwin, or Pasteur and Koch ! How can anybody say there are no bacteria when one does Not even have a microscope. Or say there are no viruses when no-one even knows what an electron microscope is, let alone invented one yet.


  Assholes ! That's what they all are ! assholes.........


  It took awhile, but Alfie finally realized the reason he never heard back from any of those people or organizations was precisely because he was proposing to eradicate their paycheques, which of course constituted the better part of the global economy. Well, actually, the worst part, not the better part. This double-entendre always made Alfie snigger, whenever he remembered it.


  Oh well, I'll set them straight one day, Alfie would tell himself.


  The only one to actually believe Alfie, besides Andie, was a small-time TV/Movie/Documentary producer in Saskatchewan, Steven Rumbelow of Renegade Productions, who'd produced several paranormal series. The content of which Alfie found very informative and inspiring to his own theory about Pretas being a natural phenomena, as opposed to being something most ignorant people would call supernatural, or spiritual, or extraterrestrial, in the contemporary beliefs of things like gods and demons and ghosts and aliens and such. Alfie always top credited Andie for Alfie's version of Pretas Theory, but Steven really appreciated Alfie's take on it. Steven and Alfie had actually met several times, and talked quite a few times on the phone about it. Then Rumbellow decided to make a new low-budget ( very low budget ) paranormal series that he eventually called Beyond, which was broadcast on several networks in various countries. Many of the episodes would be based on some aspect of Alfie's theory. Steven said that one of the episodes would even have an interview with Alfie in it. But, in the end, all Alfie got out of it was to be listed as one of the show's researchers. Alfie felt very cheated by the experience. However, it was far more than anybody else had ever done of Alfie and his Pretas Theory. So, he always thought very highly of Rumbelow, despite it.


  But, Alfie got very mad at the other paranormal producer that Alfie had later contacted, who did an episode for a paranormal series he'd been contracted to contribute to, and called the 2 part episode, "What Killed Andie ", which postulated that Andie might have been murdered by the Pretas. Which Alfie well knew Andie had been, and was convinced that the producer had gotten the idea for his 2 part episode from what Alfie had emailed to him about Alfie's Pretas Theory. The producer didn't acknowledge Alfie as his inspiration for the episode, and refused to talk to Alfie about it.


  So, anyways, Alfie pondered where to start to find recruits.


  He decided to try to recruit members starting with the co-founder of Parainvestigators of Ontario who'd supported his theory be known about. And the more he thought about it, the more he fantasized how it would turn out. Of course, it would turn out miraculously. He would finally convince the members about the entities, recruit the more adventerous to the cause to destroy them, AND, they in turn would help Alfie to convince Dan Aykroyd, one of the co-stars, co-creators, and co-writers of the old Ghost Busters movies, to put up the funding to do it.


  Well OF COURSE, Sure ! Dan Aykroyd would JUMP at the chance to fund Alfie's War on the 'Unholy Trinity' !!


  After all, it was quite well known that Aykroyd sincerely believed in the existence of paranormal entities. His great-grandfather had been a mystic and spiritualist, from whom Dan had gotten the bug for it passed down to him while growing up. And, Aykroyd had also been a commentator for that paranormal show called "PSI Factor". One of the episodes even included mention of the Transient Luminescent Events, as a possible cause for an airplane crash, and a ghost nurse that saved the lives of some of the passengers.


  PLUS, Aykroyd's father had published a book in 2009 that Dan wrote the intro to, called "A History of Ghosts", about the family's multi-generation relationship in Spiritualism.


  As if that wasn't enough, even though he'd become a naturalized american citizen, having married an american in 1983, Dan still thought of himself as a proud Canadian. He had been born on July 1st, Canada's National birthday, and grown up in Ottawa, the nation's capital. He even has an estate home here.


  Surely, believed Alfie, Dan Aykroyd would kill to fund a Canadian group of fellow patriots dedicated to finally once and for all, put an end to 90 % of the world's suffering at the hands of the 'Unholy Trinity' !!!


  Of course he would.


  THEN, Aykroyd's funding would pay the Perimeter Institute of Theoretical Physics to design and build the Ghost Buster PKE Meter, the Trap, the Proton Pack, and the Containment Grid. All would be needed to capture a Pretas and Bhakti for study on how best to destroy them.


  The Perimeter Institute was started up in 2004 with a $ 100 million donation from another Canadian,Mike Lazaridis, the BlackBerry entrepreneur of Research in Motion Inc., in Waterloo, Ontario. The Institute had no restrictions on it's research, the resident scientists encouraged to investigate the most outlandish theories of Quantum Physics, where-ever they led. These guys would also JUMP at the chance to be involved. Of that Alfie had no doubts.


  Alfie had figured out the entire plan, with an All-Canadian Team. Could there be a better plan ?, Or What !!


  Alfie got so worked up, he spontaneously hit play on his CD player for the bilingual National Anthem Oh Canada to sign along with while marching around his quarters waving his little Canadian Flag on a stick...
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  Whew ! Alfie pooped himself out, and had to sit to catch his breath.


  All Alfie had to do now was convince the Parainvestigators of Ontario and Dan Aykroyd that all their long cherished beliefs about the paranormal were mostly wrong, and then convince the Perimeter Institute to build the Ghost Busters gear for Alfie's War on the 'Unholy Trinity' !


  And so, that's the path that Alfie decided to pursue.


  Poor self-delusional Alfie. For all his progress in some ways, which you had to admire, Alfie was still just a born-again loser.


  Although, to be fair, Alfie had not gone off the deep end like this in many years. Perhaps his QVDD was affecting his brain ?


  end of chapter 8


  Chapter 9


  Of course, things didn't go the way Alfie fantasized they would.


  Nobody in the Parainvestigators group was the least bit interested in even considering that their contemporary mass-market beliefs in ghosts, angels, spirits, demons, god, religion, heaven and hell, visions and signs of the virgin mary,aliens and spaceships, - were pretty much all wrong.


  Alfie's very first post in the online message board, PSYCHIC-CAN, to ask if anybody would be interested in going to war against the real culprits ..... started a fight. He'd had the same fight there ten years before, with others elsewhere many times in the past, and never convinced a single person. Those few initially willing to listen, invariably wound up being convinced that Alfie was actually agreeing and supporting their own beliefs, by the words he used, like Hungry Ghosts, which was very weird. They'd fixate on the word 'Ghosts'. When Alfie tried to explain that, well, no, he wasn't meaning GHOSTS that most people believe in, they got really confused. Usually people that contacted Alfie thru his online material were hoping that Alfie could help them find the spirit of a loved one so they could talk to that loved one again. When Alfie explained he wasn't agreeing with them at all, they would get angry. Often Alfie would then get angry too. Many needed to believe what they believed. Just as many were fakers, cashing in on those beliefs. For both, to have all that proved wrong, was more than they were willing or able to cope with.


  Dan Ackroyd didn't respond either to Alfie's attempts to contact him. And, sadly, neither did the Perimeter Institute.


  Alfie realized he must have been in a state of fear and shock over his experience in the Yukon coming face-to-whatever with the Bhakti themselves, and that they had seen him observing them. That made him desparate for help, and wanting to believe he could convince some of the para / ufo researchers to eagerly want to help.


  On the other hand, this repeat of past failed attempts got Alfie wondering again if perhaps there was, in one way, little different between them and himself. After all, everybody clings to their own beliefs, including Alfie.


  THEN -- the miracle happened.


  There was one guy on the message board, Dr. Meric Roulette, a sociologist working for the Department of National Defence of Canada's Armed Forces.


  Alfie actually didn't think too highly of sociologists. Although, they did rate higher than psychologists, who rate a lot higher than psychiatrists ..... lawyers, politicians, big corporate ceo's, and magic elixer peddlers (pill pushers) for pharmaceutical companies - to name just a few. Alfie felt they all make mountains out of mole hills, to justify their undeserved huge paycheques. People were far simpler beasts than the tonnes and tonnes of ramblings cooked up by sociologist 'experts'. People were governed by just a few simple needs. The need to eat, sleep, shit, fornicate, and follow the herd. Anything that endangers those needs, or is perceived that it might, is something we fear. Simple.


  To be honest though, Alfie admitted to himself, he didn't much like anybody, with very few exceptions, and, as a 3rd rate astronomer, Alfie was just as guilty of bull-shitting his own profession to 'the powers that be' for a paycheque. Plus, Alfie needed this particular sociologist, so, what the hell is one to do, eh ? One compromises to get what one needs.


  Oh, wondered Alfie. Could that be evidence of a sociological complexity ? ....... NAH ..... don't be silly Alfie !


  But, Meric Roulette turned out to be another exception to Alfie's ways of thinking of most people. As did the few others on the message board that held thinkings similar to Meric Roulett's.


  Meric Roulette believed strongly in certain parts of the theories of JacqueVallée's 'inner circle'. The parts that said what people think they are experiencing is only that - what they think. Meric was intrigued by the possibility that there might be something to what Alfie was saying about Pretas.The observation and documentation around the whole planet of the existence of ORBs had become overwhelming during the past 10 years or more, and was - possibly - the only empirical evidence that there was 'something'. That the ORBs might be quantum energy parasites feeding on our human energy of negative emotions got Meric interested enough to discuss the possibility further.


  Meric had established a small following on the message board, of paranormal / ufo researchers and investigators and others, who had grown tired, and bored, of their own empty efforts, and the efforts of all like themselves around the world, never resulting in any indisputable proof of any of the contemporary beliefs of Paranormal spirits or the ExtraTerrestrial Hypothesis . But, they were stuck between a rock and a hard place. They still believed there was 'something' 'external' to ourselves to be found. If not paranormal spirits of the popular belief kind, nor little grey aliens from another solar system or parallel universe, then what ?


  Dr. Roulette and his small group from the message board agreed to meet with Alfie and discuss the matter.Even better, this Dr. of Sociology was friends with a few other Dr. scientists, Quantum Physicists, at the Perimeter Institute, who also were semi-Vallée followers. Roulette convinced several of them to attend the gathering too.


  The date for the gathering was set. Two consecuetive nights in fact. October 31 and November 1st. Fittingly they thought for being Halloween and the night of the Day of the Dead.


  Alfie was so beside himself with this agreement to meet that he almost peed his pants. IF he could convince them to at least try to investigate the possibility of what he postulated, he believed they would convince themselves by what they found.


  And then, FINALLY, the real action-adventure would begin.


  end of chapter 9


  Chapter 10


  October 31st, 2010 -- All Hallows Eve Day


  "GOD - WHAT A FUCKED UP SHITTY WASTED USELESS LIFE !!!!!!!!!!"


  That was Aflie, upon waking on this auspicious day. He was in a bad mood again.


  He wasn't one to appreciate for long the progress he'd made since his 2 decades of fibromyalgia had more or less ended. He was more the kind to always want a lot more than what he had, be depressed because he didn't have it, and knew he probably never would. In fact, Alfie's back pain had recently begun to get worse again. And, he was pretty sure it was being caused by the quantum energy parasites, who knew that he knew of their existence and was hoping to find a way to eradicate them. So, they were trying to eradicate him first.He'd recently had his worst back spasms in many years. Time was running out for Alfie.


  After all, Alfie had turned 60 in August, was reflecting a lot about his life, and he was feeling bitter about a lot of things lost, undone, missing Andie terribly, and now at such a decrepid old age, soon to die, so many things he wanted that would never happen.


  Like for example, he wouldn't live long enough to benefit from the emerging life-prolonging genetics research so he could live long enough to do all the things he wanted yet to do. Such as, he'd never win the lottery; he'd never go into orbit let alone to the Moon or Mars; he'd never visit the British Museum; he'd never again - had only once - ride horseback thru a Mexican jungle past 100s of grown-over Mayan ruins; he'd never scuba-dive for lost treasure in the Carribean, let alone to discover and investigate some ancient atlantis-like civilization's undersea temple from 10,000 years ago; and


  he knew he'd never get laid again.


  That one especially pissed Alfie off a lot.Poor Alfie hadn't had sex since NINETEEN EIGHTY-FIVE for God's sake ! And that was five years before his divorce happened ! If he could have only one thing of all the things he wanted, all he really wanted most before he died was really great perfect sex just once more, which he'd never actually ever had before, with an eye-bugging drool-causing beauty twenty-something slim-built babe no taller than 5'2 with perfect boobs the size of his small hands and a beaver that fit him like a transforming cocoon.


  wow.


  Then Alfie believed he could die in peace -- preferably right afterwards.


  Perfect sex, one last smoke, and then kick the bucket - because - nothing after that could ever be any better.


  Alfie sighed at the frequent thought.


  So, Alfie was already in a bad mood long before he even woke up this bad day. The day before, he'd been shovelling small calibre gravel stones in to a wheelbarrel and pushing that over some rough ground for a couple of hours to deposit as a bed for a new concrete platform upon which to place his very own personal new computer-controlled telescope in the backyard. Weird to have such a comparatively small telescope, just a few metres away from the biggest radio telescope in Canada, but, that was Alfie. Weird, because he was not rich enough to be called eccentric. Actually, he wanted it because all use of the ARO telescope got logged, so, this was his way of achieving some unloggable independence. Logical ! Like Spock.....


  But, he'd wrecked his shoulders - again. He could feel it - just like the last time - 100s of micro-tears in the muscles, tendons, and ligaments around the ball joints, down his arms, and, his hands swelled up. Alfie knew pain. This pain was unbearable.


  It had happened before, in 2006, when he'd decided to level all the big heavy patio stones around the the back of the house at ARO he lived in while working there. Stupid Alfie, for thinking he could. Frozen shoulders he'd been told. Put him out of 'business' for six long months. He'd lost another chiropractor who'd been giving him monthly laser treatments, and out of desparation had tried 2 cortisone shots. Which worked -- for two weeks. But when the specialist had prescribed him prednisone tablets, Alfie had screamed bloody blue murder at the guy.


  "NO BLOODY PREDNISONE I SAID ! NO BLOODY WAY I WANT TO GET DIABETES AND CATARACTS AND WEIGH 200 KILOS AND ALL THOSE OTHER GOD DAMN SIDE EFFECTS YOU WANT TO SELL ME MORE DRUGS FOR LIKE MY POOR MOTHER GOT PRESCRIBED TO DEATH FROM AFTER PREDNISONE - DAMN ALL YOU PILL PUSHERS FOR PROFIT TO HELL !!"


  Alfie really hated Big Pharma scumbags. He actually very much enjoyed and felt better getting that chance to express it directly to one of those scumbags.


  Fortunately, Alfie found a new Bioflex Laser-only clinic that fixed the worst of his frozen shoulders with just 8 treatments. But, it cost quite a bit, for Alfie's pockets.


  "GOD THAT HURTS. I'll have to get $ 1,200 worth of Bioflex Laser again to fix this ! Of ALL the god damn days to fuck up my shoulders too !"


  Today of all god damn days was the day he was meeting his little group of potential "anti-pretas warriors" for the very first time. Alfie normally hated meetings, but especially this one. Now Alfie was going to hate this meeting even more than he would have anyways.


  He was worried. Alfie had to convince a small group of quantum physicists and paranormal / ufo investgitators that Pretas exist.What if he lost his nerve, stuttered and stumbled, dropped all his notes on the floor, and generally made an ass of himself as usual ?


  All he had to say, in a calm and convincing voice, was that Pretas have always been here, that they are invisible to all conventional technology we currently have, that they feed on our negative emotions, thus causing about 90 % of all the suffering and pain we struggle to endure, and that nothing of what most people believe about ghosts and aliens is true, that it's all the imaginations of our own minds.


  Simple, short, sweet.


  Right. -- They're not going to believe that.


  This was his one and only chance to recruit them to the cause, and he knew it would probably fail.


  Which would be very bad for the whole planet, Alfie believed. The past ten years had seen 'things' get exponentially worse.


  Near misses by extinction-size Solar Mass Ejections and several meteors. Devastating earthquakes, volcanoes, and storms. A global tsunami that wiped out 100s of 1,000s. Superbug pandemics from genetics labs screwups. Starvation. Ever more frequent global financial meltdowns. Commodities costs and taxes were thru the roof. Environmental disasters were everywhere, and junk science about everything prevailed to explain it all. Militarization and wars, destruction and death, the likes of not seen since World War II, nor possibly even then. Crime, family breakdowns, racial andfanatic religiousconflicts, all were continously skyrocketing. Anti-everything groups had taken over societies world-wide. Illnesses and deaths from bad prescription drug side effects were killing people faster than new births, which were plummeting.


  Corporate Fascism was getting very close to declaring itself the one and only official global government.


  If the Pretas could not be stopped very very soon, Alfie believed the entire human species, perhaps even the whole planet, would be eradicated.


  No pressure.


  With all that, and the unbearable pain in his shoulders, arms, and hands, threatening to immobilize him permanently, Alfie struggled out of bed to get ready for the meeting that night.


  ---------------------------------------------


  The moment finally arrived, everybody, numbering 12 eclectic looking persons, was gathered waiting to hear what Alfie had to say. They had gathered in the "Cannery", a small intimate venue at the Gooderham & Worts Distillery District on Mill St in Toronto.
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  A very historic location, the Distillery District got it's start in 1837 serving locally and other parts of Canada. Then in 1859 it began to grow fast to serve the entire British Empire. But it's biggest gold mine was supplying U.S. gansters, the speakeasies and 'underground' clubs, during the Prohibtion years. Alfie felt the place befitting their historic meeting to begin their war campaign against the Pretas and Bhakti. He wanted to impress the group and this was a very good place to do that. Alfie knew the owner well, had pre-arranged a catered buffet with no staff present, to ensure total privacy. It was a slow quiet night in the District, being the middle of the week, it was officially closed for some main street reparis, so there was little worry any 'unexpected' visitors that night.


  It was a blood-vessel bursting sore point for Alfie that the Distillery District was one of only a few significant and substantial historic constructions left in Toronto. There was the old Brick Works near the bottom of the Don Valley Parkway; the nearby Todmorden Mills; the old Don Jail that was still in use as such, but wasn't fit for animals let alone the scumbags incarcerated there; and the huge old Railway Rounhouse near the CN Tower and nearby the equally huge Union Station and adjacent Canada Post building; the Royal York Hotel; Fort York and the old Armory; some of the original buildings at the Canadian National Exhibition, plus a number of smaller locations, like the Pantages Theatre. To be sure, quite a few other historic buildings, some banks and the like, and even some homes had been saved, converted to trendy restaurants and venues, condos and lofts for artsy people and the like. But even collectively, not spread out across the city as they were, what had been saved was a very poor candle compared to Old Montreal and Quebec City.


  The reasons for it are complex, but, mainly, interest in historic Toronto is actually deliberately suppressed by developers, mostly foreign, mostly AmMerican. For example, just recently the 1888 Empress Hotel on downtown Yonge Street, a venerable source of Toronto history, had been deliberately encouraged to fall apart for many years by various owners. Finally the current Belgian developers applied yet again to tear it down, and when stonewalled, again, by preservationists who said it could still be restored, the building soon after mysteriously burned to the ground.


  Or, how about the Royal Ontario Museum, that most people now hated passionately. Dating from 1912, expansions afterwards stayed true to the original concept. But then came the recent re-development that transformed it in to a monstrous freak of imagination that could only have been fueled by too many LSD trips by it's progenitors.


  Which reminded Alfie of how much of Canadian history few Canadians were allowed to celebrate, like our first Prime Minister Sir John A Maconald's birthday, or Colonel Sir Sam Steele of the North West Mounted Police.


  General Issac Brock was a great Canadian hero of the War of 1812 who has a huge statue monument in his honour at Queenston Heights near Niagara Falls where he died in battle defending Canada. But Brock was all British, whereas Steele was all Canadian, born and bred. Steele fought in one of the two Manitoba Rebellions; defended Canada from invasions by Irish-AmMericans during the Fenian Incursions; he was one of the very first Mounties of the North West Mounted Police, went on to fight in the South Africa Boer War, AND even World War I. During his tenure as a Mountie, Sam Steele negotiated a peaceful relationship with Sitting Bull when he and his people came to Canada to escape slaughter by the AmMericans. Later, quite literally, almost single-handedly, Steele saved western and northern Canada during the Klondike Gold Rush years many many times from being annexed by those damn AmMericans he sopassionatelydisliked.Brock's accomplishments pale in comparison to Steele, who has no substantial commemoration anywhere in Canada whatsoever.


  Ah, well, -- anyways. Alfie pondered the strangest things sometimes when he was suffering anxiety attacks, like now, waiting to be introduced to the group.


  Meric Roulett introduced Alfie to the group.


  "Lady and germs," began Meric, and everybody giggled, "we all know why we're here, and who each of us is, so I'll dispense with all that introduction stuff. I think Alfie's theory has sufficient merit to consider investigating whether or not it is correct. Without further ado, I give the floor to Alfie to do his best to convince us of that."



  Alfie stepped up, shuffled his notes, looked at the group, in to their eyes, saw their intrigued hopeful skeptical resistence, and decided to come at them sideways instead of directly to the point.


  He opened his carrybag, pulled out the box of pendants, passed the box to Meric, and said, "Before we begin, I would all of you to put one of these pendants around your necks to hang inside your clothes."


  There was a round of skeptical resistence.


  "Please, humour me. They won't hurt you. Meric, would you take one, put it on, and pass the box around, thanks."
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  One of the group of course asked, "And, what are these for ?"


  Alfie replied, "They are bipolar quantum energy field dampeners. They are perfectly safe for us, and I shall explain what they're for at the appropriate stage of our meeting."


  The first to put one on said, "Hey, I suddenly feel quite relaxed. All day I've had a nagging headache, and I was feeling quite, I don't know, um, irritated. Now I don't !"


  "Very good," said Alife, "that indicates the pendant is working."


  Once everybody was suitably supplied, Alfie began.


  "Are any of you familiar with entomology and associated parasites ?" Alfie said.


  "What - little bugs with little-r bugs feeding on them ?"


  "Yes, exactly, and very scientifically expressed I might add" replied Alfie.


  "So, what's the big news there ? We've all heard of parasites. We do what we can to protect ourselves. I worry more about crossing the street these days."


  "Ah, but, did you know that after bacteria, which some also consider a type of parasite, parasites account for the second largest amount of biomass on the planet, thrive everywhere, even at the bottom of the ocean; under polar ice caps, and inside volcanoes ? Accepting that bacteria are parasites, we, each of us here in this room, have 10 times the number of parasites inhabiting our bodies as we have human cells.


  Can we see bacteria with the un-aided eye ? No, of course not. Without a microscope, they are invisible to us. In fact, most people have never seen a bacteria in a microscope, but, most people believe they exist, because we have the proof that they do since the invention of the microscope.


  Howeve, even for all the looking over the past 500 years or so, we are still finding bacteria never seen before. Many are good for us. Without them, we wouldn't exist. Our bodies couldn't function. But, there's bad ones too.


  Many types modifiy, even drastically change, the behaviour of their hosts, even unto death of the host, to their own benefit.


  For example - if you've ever had an ant or snail problem around your home, been to a farm recently, ate liver, or escargots at your favourite restaurant, or let your infant kids play about on the lawn and sometimes wonder what they might have found and ingested, you'll love this example -


  theDicrocoelium dendriticum is a type of Trematoda, or fluke, or most commonly called a flatworm.
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  This particular flatworm favourssheep and cows, sometimes goats, pigs and even llamas and alpacas, as it's primary host, and, land snails and ants as intermediate hosts, which eventually return it to the primary host, where it matures, lives it's adult life, reproduces, and begins the cycle again."
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  Alfie read from his wikipedia notes, "Dicrocoelium dendriticumspends its adult life inside the liver of its primary host. After mating, the eggs are excreted in the feces.The first intermediate host, the terrestrial snail eats the feces, and becomes infected by the larval parasites. The larvae drill through the wall of the gut and settle in its digestive tract, where they develop into a juvenile stage. The snail tries to defend itself by walling the parasites off in cysts, which it then excretes and leaves behind in the grass.


  The second intermediate host, an ant, uses the trail of snail slime as a source of moisture. The ant then swallows a cyst loaded with hundreds of juvenile lancet flukes. The parasites enter the gut and then drift through its body. Most of the cercariae encyst in the haemocoel of the ant and mature into metacercariae, but one moves to the sub-esophageal ganglion (a cluster of nerve cells underneath the esophagus). There, the fluke takes control of the ant's actions by manipulating these nerves. As evening approaches and the air cools, the infected ant is drawn away from other members of the colony and upward to the top of a blade of grass. Once there, it clamps its mandibles onto the top of the blade and stays there until dawn. Afterward, it goes back to its normal activity at the ant colony. If the host ant were to be subjected to the heat of the direct sun, it would die along with the parasite. Night after night, the ant goes back to the top of a blade of grass until a grazing animal comes along and eats the blade, ingesting the ant along with it, thus putting lancet flukes back inside their primary host. They live out their adult lives inside the animal, reproducing so that the cycle begins again. Infected ants may contain 100 metacercariae, and a high percentage of ants may be infected. Typical infections in cattle may be in the tens of thousands of adult worms.


  Humans too can serve as a primary host, though not common. This usually happens when someone consumes raw, or even very rare liver of one of the other primary hosts, or infected ants or snails. A large infection in a human can cause cirrhosis of the liver, and be misdiagnosed as an alcoholic drinking addiction, or some pathological liver disease.


  Assumed to have been around for a billion or so years, theDicrocoelium dendriticum was not discovered until 1819, while it's life-cycle thru several hosts, modifying the behaviour of ants, was not discovered until 1951,andthe incubation period is still not known.It is endemic in at least 30 countries, including North America, andpositive identification diagnosis is difficult. Post-mortem examination of the liver is considered the best method", Aflie paused, then continued, " - which - means - the host that the liver came from - is dead."


  "Gross !" said one. "SHIT !" said another. "Exactly !", said Alfie.


  Then Alfie carried on, reading from his wikipedia notes, "Another example of behavioural manipulation by a parasite for it's own benefit is the Euhaplorchis californiensis, a trophically transmitted parasite (TTP) that lives in the salt-water marshes of Southern California.
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  Its lives in three hosts: shorebirds, horn snails, and killifish. As with many TTPs, E. californiensis modifies behaviour of the prey to increase the likelihood of its transmission to the next host, the predator.


  The parasites' eggs are released in the droppings of shorebirds.Horn snails consume the droppings, the eggs hatch inside the snails, and, literally castrate the snails.


  This apparantly is so there are far fewer snails in the marsh. When a marsh has mostly uninfected snails, they eat most of the algae, which results in a far higher population of crabs, that then eat the snails, instead of shore birds. E. californiensis cannot complete it's life cycle through crabs, only through shore birds.


  Once the parasite has lived in the snail a couple of generations, the cercariae, the disk-shaped larva of flukes of the class Trematoda, having a tail-like appendage, swim out into the marsh.


  The cercariae latch onto the gills of the killifish and make their way along a nerve and into the brain cavity. The parasite forms a carpet-like layer over the brain. Infected killifish are 4 times more likely to shimmy, jerk, flash, and surface than uninfected fish. This behaviour makes the infected fish 30 times more likely to be caught and consumed by a bird.Once the fish is consumed, the parasite lives in the bird's gut and produces eggs to be released in the stool which is spread into the marshes and ponds.


  It is speculated that the predator in this host-parasite interaction benefits by acquiring food easily, and that the susceptibility of infected killifish to be picked-up by their avian predators has led to a diverse and abundant assemblage of piscivorous birds along the coasts."


  "WOW !" said one. "HOLY SHIT !" said another. "Exactly...." responded Alfie.


  "So, even more interesting are bacterial colonies. Bacteria are the oldest known physical living organisms on Earth. By our definition of living, that is, which means feeding, excreting waste, reproducing, like we do. Take a look at this photo.
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  Below a critical number, even in close proximity, bacteria act alone, individually, looking for food, excreting waste, reproducing. They seemingly wander around randomly, oblivious of each other. But, above a critical number, which depends and varies on circumstances, bacteria become co-operative colonies. Take a look at these two photos.
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  Instead of moving around individually, they move around collectively. Instead of each individual bacteria doing everything only for itself, they specialize. Some hunt for food, some distribute the food, some dispose of waste, some defend the colony. Just like the billions of cells in our bodies do. Many bacterial colonies of sufficient size even seem to co-operate to function as a single more complex organism. They seem to almost think and react to the environment at a rudementary level like a more complex organism, such as a fish does.


  AND, in every one of our bodies, bacteria outnumber our "human" body cells by a factor of ten !


  PLUS, that's not even to mention viruses, which are far smaller still, and can hitch-hike inside of bacteria, hiding there for decades before activating to kill us." Alfie said excitedly.


  Another group member said, "These bacterial colonies, sound almost like they can collectively function intelligently !"


  "Exactly my point," said Alfie. "Collectively, they do seem to be what we would call, intelligent. They've been around since the beginning of biologic life on this planet. Indeed, they are the beginning of biologic life on this planet about 4 BILLION years ago. and we exist today only because we are just slightly more complex versions of them ! We only recently learned that a mere tiny fraction of our DNA is actually used to make us what we physically are. The other 90 % we haven't a clue what it does, or could do, let alone what it may have used to do, nor even where it came from let alone how it got in to our DNA ! It's only with the advent of technology of the past 200 years or so that we even knew of their existence. AND, despite all that's been learned about them, what we so far know barely scratches the surface of what there is yet to learn. Such as, howthe hell, from where, from what, did the first biologic life on this planet learn to do what they have been doing and continue to do so well since they first "appeared" fully functional in every way. As far as we can tell, they just simply show up 4 billion years ago able to do it. We still have no clue even what the actual "spark-of-biologic life" is !"


  One of the parainvestigators says, "I don't like the thought of simply being a host for a 4 billion year old life-form, that's too small to even see without an electron microscope," which triggers a general round of laughter.


  Then, there's a long silence in the room, as everybody absorbs and contemplates what's been said.


  Meric, the 2nd oldest in the room, looking a mite sheepish, said slowly, quietly, "You know -- that postulation of humans beings merely hosts for bacteria, parasites, viruses, our own DNA, -- that, collectively they constitute a superior intelligence, is actually quite an old story told many times. In sci-fi books and comics, tv shows like The Twilight Zone, Outer Limits, et cetera. There are even very reputable scientists, like Jacque Vallee and his group, who have put a lot of serious research in to the possibility of dynamic intelligence of micro-organism collectives, even computer networks. But that's a long way from claiming collective superior sentient self-aware intelligence, let alone god-hood status."


  "Very very good points, I concur" replied Alfie, equally quietly. Another pause in the room ensues.


  Finally, one of the quantum physicists, Bryan, says, "You used the phrase biologic life quite a few times. I assume you are now going to talk about non-biologic life ?"


  "Ha. I told you he was the bright one Alfie," quipped Meric, to which the other 3 physicists simultaneously voiced loud but jovial umbrage.


  When the hoopla had settled down, Alfie confessed, "Yes, that's exactly what I want to talk about now. Non-biologic, non-corporeal, non-physical life-forms. Invisible even to microscopes, and, far Far deadlier than the deadliest bacteria."


  Somebody yawned quite loudly, and Alfie sensed he might be losing their interest.


  "But first, lets do a little experiment," and with that said, Alfie brought out his little black box, and a weirdly wired snowmobile helmet.
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  While he set it up, Alfie continued, "I would like each of you put this helmet on, relax, and tell the rest of us what, if anything, you experience or might see."


  One of the paranormal hunters piped up, "Hey, is that one of those Persinger-Koren God Helmets ?", while one of the young physicists asked, "What's a whooz-itz - god helmet ?"


  Alfie snorted, and explained that "No, it isn't one of those at all, though it is inspired by their god helmet. -- Oh well, ok, so mine does look exactly like it, but, I've modified it, and added to it."


  To the physicist he said, "Dr. Michael Persingeris a cognitive neuroscience researcher and professor at Laurentian University in Thunder Bay. Once upon a time, he did some mind control research for the CIA. Persinger believes that things like earthquakes, volcanoes, violent storms, even electronic equipment like a clock radio beside one's bed, which all produce electromagnetic fields, can affect the human brain, which some brains interpolate as the presence of god, or ghosts, or angels, or fearful things such as demons, succubi, evil spirits and demigods, monsters, even extraterrestrial aliens and UFOs. In other words, products of our own imaginations. Persinger instructed his engineer associate, Stan Koren, on what he needed, who built the first prototype, to expose people's brains to complex EM Fields to study and research his theories.


  My helmet and black box is designed to let the wearer, and the rest of us, see what, if anything, is really affecting our minds, causing our minds to interpolate and imagine what it might be, by displaying the subject's mental images on the monitor."


  "Wow"...... "Cool"...... " I didn't know anybody had yet figured out how to do anything like that !"......... were the various responses.


  "How does it work ?"


  Alfie said, "The same active agent that the pendants are made of is integrated in to my helmet. My helmet generates a conscious fully awake theta-delta brain-state, which normally only occurs at the point of falling asleep or waking up when we are not fully conscious. The human brain is actually capable of interacting with energies in a quantum state that we are not aware of in our normal conscious state. The helmet allows scanning of the brain during the theta-delta state it's in, and can display what the brain experiences on the special quantum plasma display monitor. All you need to do is relax, try to empty your mind of thoughts. You might see some scary looking images. But, there's no reason to fear the experience. Remember to describe to us what you think you are visualizing, so we can determine if that jives with what we see on the monitor.


  Now, who wants to go first ? How about you ? " asked Alfie of the youngest physicist. Once he was all hooked up, Alfie threw the switch.


  "HOLY SHIT WHAT ARE THOSE THINGS !!??" exclaimed one of the PI guys.



  The display monitor was showing the meeting room was filled with 100s of little balls of light...miniature orbs.
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  They seemed to be semi-randomly floating around, except when in close proximity to one of the group. When one did that, it would suddenly veer towards the person, then bounce away.


  "Those," Aflie paused for effect, "are quantum energy parasites," said Alfie."There are many names for them in every culture thruout humanity's existence." He rattled off a bunch of names that elicited raised sceptical eyebrows, then said, "The Tibetan Buddhist Book of the Dead calls them Pretas, or in English, Hungry Ghosts, which is what I usually refer to them as. In modern times occult vernacular they are called variations of psychic vampires, such as - energy vampire, energy predator, energy parasite, and energivore, as well as psionic vampire, pranic vampire, or empathic vampire."


  "Hey, some of them now look like ants !" said the helmet wearer.


  "Yeh, and some of them now look like flatworms, and those ones look like the other bacteria you showed us," said another.


  Alfie smiled, and said, "That's because of the presentation I gave before-hand about those things. Your minds still freshly have those images resident, and they scared you, and now you are transfering that fear in to seeing the orbs as being ants and flatworms. If we'd been discussing ghosts, aliens, dinosaurs, grizzly bears, whatever, then that's probably what you would imagine you are seeing now on the monitor. They are very frequently responsible for people being misdiagnosed as suffering from hallucinations, delusions - all the many varied correctly diagnosed mental disorders and physical conditions which so many others suffer are afflicted with."


  "What are they doing ?" said another.


  Alfie replied, "They are seeking us -- to feed from us. Those little pendants I gave to everybody are protecting us."


  "Protecting us ? From what ? Those lights ?" asked one.


  "Yes, exactly. Those are quantum energy parasites. They've been here since our solar system was created. They've been a natural, albeit invisible, life-form of our planet since it's very beginning. Physical life on earth later evolved from these parasites.They feed on a very specific energy frequency. What we would call the energy frequency of negative emotions. They have the ability to stimulate our negative emotions to feed on. One or more can 'nest' inside of us to do that, but, it isn't necessary for them to do so to feed on our negative emotions. Close proximity is all it takes.


  And, our brains often interpolate the orbs to look like what we most expect or fear to see. Like, we've been talking about ants, flatworms, bacteria, so that's what you now see. If we'd been talking about bears in the woods, or the paranormal such as ghosts; spirits; gods; the virgin mary, or aliens and spaceships, then you'd probably be seeing them as things like those right now."


  Errol, one of the parainvestigators quiped sneeringly, "That's absurd ! You're attributing everything paranormal, supernatural, ufological, and religious, to these invisible entities ? That's patently absurd !"


  Alfie wondered if anybody was going to say something like that. He replied, "Meric told me all you parainvestigators / ufologists originally did believe that invisible ghosts, as defined by 19th century supernatural genre, and also aliens and spaceships, purportedly existed. When you began investigating ghosts, you didn't think it so absurd. But, since neither you nor anybody else has ever come up with any proof of that, you have lost your faith in your original convictions. Isn't that why you're all here tonight ?"


  Errol didn't like it being pointed out in front of the rest of the group that he'd wasted many years trying to prove the existence of things that didn't exist. Especially since he'd long ago continued pretending he did believe it in order to make money from it. He got angry, and his anger was quite visible on his face. Errol was also the only one who had not yet put a pendant around his neck.


  "Look," Alfie continued, "think of it as a variation of telekinesis. The ability of the mind to affect the physical world by sheer thought alone. There's even a scientifically based theory about it. I'll quote from wikipedia." Alfie dug out a sheet of paper from his briefcase and read it.


  "Noetic theory or noëtics is an alternative metaphysical philosophy concerned with the study of mind and intuition, and its relationship with the divine intellect. Among its principal purposes are the study of the effects of perceptions, beliefs, and intentions on human consciousness.


  The theory of noetics centres around the idea that the human mind is capable of affecting work or events or even doing work in the physical world. It is suggested that thought and spirit are not, in fact, imaginary, but are photon based, meaning essentially that the mind can be quantified by formulae which describe quantum materials such as light. This is a radical conclusion, as many people consider thoughts to be weightless. Noetic theory claims that just as gravity affects all matter, thoughts do as well, although to a lesser degree. Psychokinesis, more often called telekinesis, is concerned with the direct influence of mind on matter."



  Alfie followed that by saying, "Quite a few brilliant scientific minds now believe that to be possible to at least some degree - even Stephen Hawking has said so."


  Bryan, one of the physicists, asked, "So, say again now what these Pretas do to us ? You think they trigger this latent ability of our minds to affect quantum energy to and our own minds conjur up images of what we are thinking about at the time to coalesce andappear 'materially' in the form of our mental imagesusing the quantum plasma energy that's all around us ? To get us to generate the specific energy frequencies of negative emotions that they feed on ?"


  "Yes, that's about it." said Alfie. "Put another way, the images we see conjured up by our own minds are sort of like images on a plasma television set. Real, but, at the same time not real.And, the more people present at the time thinking the same image causes the resulting image to seem even more real." said Alfie. "We all have negative emotions: fear, hate, anger, whatever. But,It is the Pretas stimulating and feeding on our negative emotions that is the real cause of these real/unreal images, and of much more of our negative emotional behaviours than we would otherwise have. More destructive exploitation of others, and the environment, more poverty, more conflict, than we would have without them feeding on us. Even more physical afflictions and diseases, that humanity suffers, has suffered since time immemorial."


  "Oh-h-h. I think I get it," remarked Craig, another of the physicists. Then asked, "Are they like blood suckers, or mosquitos, externally feeding ? Or are they like those other parasites that get inside us."


  Alfie said, "They do both. Usually there's no physical evidence of it, but, there are many documented cases of skin burns as a result of their external attachments, or entry sites."Alfie added, "Individually, the Pretas are bad enough, like mosquitos, blood suckers, or those micro-parasites, theEuhaplorchis californiensis.But, collectively, they can co-operate as a single dynamic intelligence, like a colony of bacteria does. When threatened, in danger, they can perceive, identify that threat, and even defend themselves in related ways."


  Alfie paused.



  "AND ??!!" insisted one of the group.


  "And," replied Alfie, "now that you all know of their existence, they perceive all of you to be a threat."


  Another group member said, "You mean....."


  "I mean," said Alfie, "there is now no place in this universe you can hide from them.....except.... when wearing one of those pendants. NEVER, I repeat, NEVER... take your pendants off for any reason, as long as you live."


  Nobody was looking at him, so Errol finally put on his pendant.


  "Oh great ! YOU SHOULDA TOLD US THAT BEFORE SHOWING THEM TO US !", said one of the group.


  "If I had told you before you put on the pendant, it would have been too late. I'm sorry." Aflie said quietly.


  Well, that wasn't exactly true. Alfie had lied about that, but did so to commit them to believing their only chance of survival now was to help him find a way to defeat the parasites. Which, of course, it was.


  Alfie then proceeded to tell the group the story about Andie, how he came to write his book, "Hungry Ghosts", about the Pretas. How he and Andie had met, their efforts to prove the existence of the entities, but that Andie had tragically died, been murdered, to prevent the publishing of his sequel book.


  Somebody asked, "Do you have any idea how many of these parasites there are ?"


  "Um, well, I don't know if there's any way to know that for sure," replied Alfie. "I guessimate there must be at least about 70 billion, perhaps more."


  "So," queried Jake, one of the more open minded parainvestigators, but still sounding skeptical, "you're saying, to quote an old line, "there's no such thing as ghosts", nor alien ufo greys. BUT, you're saying there Are ghosts, these Hungry Ghosts,at least 70 billion of the little buggers. And these -Pretas ?, quantum energy parasites, feed on our negative emotional energies, which they boost beyond normal levels, thus causing a lot more suffering than we'd otherwise suffer."


  "Um - yes," responded Alfie.


  Jake continued, "So you're saying -- when we die -- there's no afterlife, no reincarnation, no heavenly paradise, no valhalla, no elysian fields --fields of aaru-- no hell -- no -- whatever - ?"


  Alfie thought, ( this is it, make or break ), and replied, "Oh -- I never said any of that."


  Raksha, another parainvestigator jumped in, "So, what are you saying ? -- you're saying - what --- oh - you're -- you're NOT seriously saying WE become these quantum energy parasites !?"


  Alfie hestitated, then replied, "I think some of us do -- yes."


  This caused a general kerfuffling amongst everybody.


  Raksha asked, "And about how many of us do -- do you think ?"


  Alfie replied, "About ten percent - I think - give or take."


  At which quite a louder kerfuffle broke out.


  Jake said, "Look, Alfie, we're all here because we don't believe the commonly held explanations hold water, but, that's pretty far fetched. Despite what you've shown us so far."


  Bryan the physicist asked, "And what - Do you think - happens to the rest of us ?" The rest realized what that meant, and suddenly wondered too.


  "We-l-l-l....." Alfie began, his voice tone going up an octave or two, then returned to normal, "Um....let me try to explain with scientifically oriented research. Back in, oh, 1907, a Dr. Duncan McDougall in the U.S. weighed a small number of bodies of people who had just died. He claimed their body weight dropped by about 21 grams shortly after death, and he said that must be the weight of the human soul when it leaves the body. Interestingly, L. Ron Hubbard, the science fiction writer, later stated the weight is 45, even 60 grams. Similarly, Semyon Kirlian, who invented Kirlian Photography, believed he was photographing the same thing. By 1995, there were over 1,000 scientists and 50,000 assistants researching this, partly using his technology.Scientists at the State University of Kazakhstan released a paper stating they had documented the weight drop after death and photographed the energy leaving the body.And, about a dozen scientists around the world have theorized that the self-aware thinking human consciousness is what one of them, Dr. Johnjoe McFadden, a Professor of Molecular Genetics at the UK University of Surrey,calls the CEMI Field - the Consciousness ElectroMagnetic Information Field."


  Alfie went on to tell the group more about CEMI; Tom Harpur's related points in his book "Life After Death";supporting stats about Near Death Experiences; his and Andie's experiences with Scalar Waves and Andie's time in Tibet; and other related sundry research, writings, thoughts, and theories.


  He concluded by saying, "It's been guessimated that about 100 billion modern humans have lived since the first was born, perhaps around 100,000 years ago.According to research, it seems that about 12 percent of people who die and are brought back, have a Near Death Experience that an afterlife exists. Which would mean that about 12 billion human minds may have so far survived the death of the body cohesively to varying degrees. Whether all 12 billion are still around, is another matter. But, it would also seem to indicate that 88 percent of people's minds do not remain cohesive after the death of the body. That is,IF indeed any of them actually even have intelligent minds, which I very much doubt - (the group sniggered).And of those that do survive cohesively, about 10 percent report hellish NDEs. Therefore, I conclude that of all the Pretas I guesstimate there may be, about 1.2 billion of them were once human minds.


  Of the majority that apparantly do not survive the death of the body cohesively, the energy still must, as per the Conservation of Energy law of physics. I suspect it gets scattered about. Some of the energy becomes part of the Earth's EM Field; some in to other planetary energy systems; and, as has been documented by satellite to be happening about every 45 days, some of Earth's energy somehow leaks out, leaves the Earth, and travels to the Sun."


  Alfie paused, then sensing angst, he added, "But, the numbers are guess-work. The numbers could just as easily not be even close. For example,perhaps some sort of reincarnation may take place.That's a big reason we're all here. To try to determine the actualities."


  Grumblings could be heard around the room. One guy said, "I was raised semi-religiously I suppose. We went while I was growing up because that's what the social order of the day said we had to do. I haven't felt religious since I was a teen. As you said, I am here because I don't believe what I was taught, and my own field of research has come up bupkis too. But, what you're saying, kinda makes me angry, and depressed." Then he asked, "So, what about God ?"


  Alfie dove in to his duffle bag, retrieved a DVD, popped it in the laptop, and hit play. What came up was the video he'd recorded of his field trip to the Yukon in July. He had setup a standard videocamera on tripod in the nearby woods to record the memorial ceremony for the passengers of the crashed plane, and himself with the imager. He talked as it played.



  "There's also the Bhakti.I recorded the important part of this video using the imager at a memorial service for passengers of a crashed plane near Whitehorse last July. You'll see three of the Bhakti in a few minutes. They are a similar species of quantum energy life-forms, perhaps a couple of 1,000 or so, which are far more evolved than the Pretas you saw earlier on the monitor. The Bhakti evolved from the tiny ones long ago. Sort of like we evolved from bacteria. Colonies of Pretas that coalesced and stabalized as an individual dynamic intelligence. Like all the cells of our bodies evolved from individual cells long ago, and developed in to higher and higher lifeforms to eventually us. The Bhakti have been known by many names over the millenia. Various Gods and Goddesses, such as, Baal and other pagan beastials, the Anunaki, the Vedic and Hindu, the Egyptian, the Zorastrian, the Greek and Roman, the Norse versions,Yahweh and sundry heavenly hosts, Allah, the Virgin Mary, and a long list of others of the many cultures around the world thru-out the millenia. And, similarly, the Pretas have been called many many names too. Then also, there are the various alleged grey aliens and New Age spirit guides that they've both been imagined to be as well. They play the game of pretense in order to massively increase our negative emotions and feed on the resulting energies."


  Finally the spot arrived, and as it played, Alfie said, "The Bhakti consumed the energy orbs of the dead passengers."


  One guy exclaims, "WOW, just like the Devidians in the Star Trek TNG episode 'Time's Arrow' !"


  "HOLY SHIT ! WE'RE FUCKED !!", said the guy who asked how many Pretas there are.


  There was quite the silence in the room for a minute or two when the video finished. Finally somebody spoke.


  "Do these Bhakti have some sort of 'home base' ?" asked one of the group.


  "Ah - excellent question." Alfie pulled out his pics of TLEs, Mt. Meru, thunderstorms and blue and red lightning to show them.
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  "Yes, apparantly they do have a 'home base'. In 1989 scientists proved the existence of massive plasmic energy complexes about 150 kilometres across the top and about 100 kilometres from top to bottom at the edge between the upper atmosphere and the Ionosphere. Hundreds if not thousands of them around the planet. Some look somewhat like giant mushrooms, or jelly fish, or an hour glass. These complexes were originally called Transient Luminescent Events, TLEs, because they are only temporarily visible to the human eye. The now common name for them is the tops are Elves, the middles are Sprites, and the bottom danglies are Tendrils. Stupid names if you ask me. Appropriate in one sense, though, for the definition of a Sprite is - "fairy: a small supernatural being, human in form, playful and having magical powers." However, these energy complexes are anything BUT small, by our size scale.


  Anyways, upward striking Blue or sometimes Red Lightning from the tops of thunder storms hitting the botoms of these complexes seems to trigger their visual appearance, like fluorescent light tubes shine when fed with electricity. One of these complexes I believe is their 'home base'. As to which one, ancient Vedic and Hindu texts, and later Buddhist and Jain texts, say they live in a 'higher realm' called Mt. Meru. Buddhists call it Mt.Sumeru."


  Alfie put a sketch on the easel.
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  "This" said Alfie, "is a sketch of Mount Meru found in a very old Buddhist meditation cave. Once you understand the energy nature of a TLE, and the things I've been telling you about Pretas and the Bhakti, it shouldn't be a stretch for you to see in the sketch a very similar shape of the apparant mountain in the middle, then tendrils above that, and the temple-like structure, or residence - or home of the Buddhist gods above that, surounded by a dome of energy radiating from it. Very high up in the atmosphere, above everything below. You can also see there are several circles, which probably represent ORBs, either rising to, or descending from, Mt. Meru."


  "What do you think the person represents ?" asked one.


  "Well, it could be human, or not. But, I think it's human, and with the circle around his head that looks like an aura, it could represent that we too are essentially quantum energy."


  "I've never heard or read about the Bhakti, where'd you get that name from ?"


  "It's the oldest name I've come across so far, having apparantly originated before ancient Sumerian times. There is no doubt in my opinion that everybody thruout the millenia are all talking about the same entities."


  "Ok" said another, "so, there's 100s or more of these TLEs around the planet on the top edge of the atmosphere and the ionosphere. Which one is Mt. Meru ?"


  Alfie replied, "There are a number of mountains around the world that bear the Mount Meru name, which the Bhakti probably have used when establishing culturally based variational religions, and may still use. But, it's quite clear from texts that the home base of the Bhakti is not a physical mountain.I think their original 'home base' is probably at the lower edge of the Ionosphere above Mount Kailash in western Tibet.
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  It and the area around it is the source of four sacred rivers, the Indus, the Sutlej River, a major tributary of the Indus River, the Brahmaputra River, and the Karnali River, a tributary of the Ganges River. Kailash is the Sacred mountain of four religions, Hinduism, Jainism,Bön, and Buddhism. It's never been climbed for that reason. In Hinduism, Mount Kailash is considered to be the abode of Lord Shiva and a place of eternal bliss."


  One of the physicists jumped in, "Hey ! wait just a minute ! Back up. Way backup. You said aliens from other planets don't exist ? That they are just the imaginations of people being fed upon by Pretas ? Ok...ok...obviously, I believe what you're saying about these quantum energy parasites, or I wouldn't still be here. You've just finished showing us your proof. It's enough for me. BUT.....You're an astronomer. Since 1995 astronomers have confirmed the existence of no fewer than 519 planets around other stars within our galaxy, with 100s more waiting to be confirmed, with the pace of findings rising at an exponentional rate in coming years, AND, based on what's been found just so far, they expect to find there are quite literally BILLIONS of planets in our galaxy alone, with at least 10 % of those being around stars almost identical to ours ! One of the planets so far found is less than 13 lightyears from us !......How can you so easily say that aliens do not exist, that aliens are just a figment of our minds caused by the feeding process of these quantum parasites ??"


  Alfie hated this question, but, he knew he had to answer it. He gathered his thoughts for a few seconds, unblinking. Then, blinking once, he said, "Nobody here has heard me say that I don't believe in life on other planets, nor alien visitors to ours, if only at some point in the distant past.


  In fact, you're somewhat out of date on planets found. NASA recently annnounced that the Kepler Telescope Mission to find other planets has found another possible 1,200 candidates."


  Alfie pulled out a printout and put it on the easel.
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  Five of those are thought to be near-Earth size within the habitable zone of their sun, and one star has no fewer than 6 planets around it, near-similar to our own solar system. AND, the telescope is only looking at 1/40th of it's potential survey area, which it has not yet completed surveying even that 1st 1/40th. Plus, not including of course the other side of the galaxy which we can never see.


  I'm going to tell you a little bit of personal about myself.


  Sometime between the age of eight and ten, I got hooked on Science Fiction. Ever since I have gorged myself on every book, comic book, tv show, movie, and theory, I could get my eyes on. I was hooked on Star Trek even before most kids in my neighbourhood knew it was on TV in '66. I built kit models of the Enterprise. I would still find it very difficult, if not impossible, to NOT trade my soul to be part of a Star Trek Universe -- to be young and fit enough to get the most out of living it that I could. Not just Science Fiction. I was really in to the real deal too. If I knew half as much about my school subjects as I knew about the Apollo Moon Missions, I never would have flunked out of high school. In 1969 at age 19, I hitch-hiked from Toronto to Vancouver Island -- partly because Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau said we should see Canada for ourselves, which several million Canadian kids did that year, and partly to avoid writing final exams. But what I really wanted to do was go to the Kennedy Space Centre and watch the Apollo 11 first Moon Landing Mission lift off in person. There were a lot of Canadian engineers from the cancelled AVRO Arrow project down there helping to make it happen. I thought perhaps I could get a job as a janitor or something. Instead, when I got to British Columbia, I used some of my meagre funds, to rent a motel room and watched it all night to dawn on TV. The motel owners invited me to dinner and watch it with them. No thanks I said, I have to be 'alone'. I cried when Armstrong stepped on the Moon and said his famous line. Still gives me goose bumps and a tear to remember that night."


  He paused a few seconds, then continued, "I get off on Atlantis stuff and I've recently really been enjoying watching Von Daniken's latest Ancient Aliens series on PBS, which I've burned to DVD to watch again sometime. I would like to believe Earth was visited at least once by aliens eons ago. What with the proof now that planets really do exist around other stars, probably billions of them, and the findings of ancient constructions and entire cities under coastal waters that must predate our current civilization era by quite a lot, all around our planet, I am extremely excited by the indisputable proof of the existence of other planets....


  and the key word there is - proof. Indisputable, irrefutable, - proof..... Like what I've shown you all here tonite about the quantum energy parasites."


  Alfie paused again, everybody remained attentatively quiet, so he went on, "I feel that there is growing evidence being found that aliens might have at least once visited Earth long ago. Perhaps even different unrelated- to-each-other aliens from time to time since.


  However.....everything that has been found and is being found, is, I feel, far more probably the ruins of an all too human 'atlantis-type' advanced civilization of Earthly origin, predating our current era. Maybe even some of it the ruins of an intelligent species of dinosaurs equal to or smarter than us.


  As for the contemporary UFOlogy beliefs, that aliens have been here for 1,000s of years systematically constantly abducting millions of people all over the world night and day and doing weird experiments on them - all the time - and have been doing this for 1,000s of years ? They've got nothing better to do than hang around Earth for 1,000s of years doing this ? Personally, if I were several 1,000s of years old, I would get bored of it very quickly, and move on.


  It just does not compute. There's no proof.


  For one thing, if that much activity was really going on, there would not be any debate about it. We'd know by now. Long before now. For another, when you dig a little in to what we are fed by UFOlogists about aliens and spaceships and the like, you realize that 99 times out of a 100, most people first see balls of lights. And THEN believe they see aliens and spaceships.


  And, as I have said, the same goes for gods, goddesses, ghosts, and everything in between. Dig just a little in to the many many stories, and one finds 99 times of 100, that first people see balls of light, and THEN they see all those other things.


  Which brings me back to none other than - - the quantum energy parasites."


  Alfie said, "That's why we are here tonite, to begin to find a way to wipe them out, or at least stop them from doing what they do.


  And, we only have until December 21st, 2012 to figure out how."


  "Oh god, not 2012 again ! EVERYbody's done 2012 to death ! It's like the Millenium Scare, it's horse crap. Not you too ?!" said one of the group.


  An embarrassed silence dropped on the group. Then the same person conceded, "Ok ! I'll bite -- why 2012 ?"


  One of the parainvestigators piped up, "Wait, let me guess. We again re-enter the Photon Belt
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  of immense electromagnetic energy that encircles our local stellar region of space as we do once every 24,000 years and traverse the width of the belt for the next 2,000 years, but some people, the chosen, the true believers in God, get raptured to heaven right off the bat, while the rest of us have to wait the next 2,000 years till our final judgement day, and then - end game."


  Another momentary silence engulfed the room.


  "OR !" another said, "the Lizard Guardians in cryogenic suspension beneath California will awaken, and bring back millions more from Planet X to take over the Earth and enslave all humanity as cattle, and Atlantis will rise from the Bermuda Triangle, or the Azores, or Antarctica, or where-ever it is, and all the ancient sites around the planet will suddenly TURN ON, and the final battle between them for Earth will take place...."


  "NO No, you're both wrong," jumped in another, "The final battle between the one true God and Satan, Good vs Evil, Light vs Darkness, takes place, millions of people rapture, and Jesus reigns over the survivors for the next 1,000 years...."


  And everybody jumps in to make for several minutes of a cacaphony of babbling.


  Finally, when the chatter died down again, Alfie said, "Hmm, well, ummm -- Wow. --- well -- ah -- no -- not exactly."


  And everybody laughed.


  Much stronger laughter rose up again.


  "But, ummm, some of it is close to what I was going to say," quipped Alfie.


  "Oh, yea ?" he returned snarkily, "like what part of it ?"


  "Well, - ah -- the end game part you mentioned -- is dead on." Alfie said appeasingly.


  And the laughter in the room roared.


  The rest of it is - well - wacko pseudo-religious horse crap."


  To which the one that mentioned the Photon Belt said, "Yea well, in 1995 no astronomer would believe there really are planets around other stars. They all laughed too, and for some years later. Until !! they were shown indisputable proof that other stellar planets do exist."


  "He's got you there Alfie," piped up Meric.


  Alfie, feeling badly, replied, "I'm sorry Jerry. I unfairly took advantage of the opportunity to mockingly pour cold water on what you said. I should not have been so inconsiderately callous about it. You're right about the proof part. Proof is the key word, as I myself have said tonite.


  There's the very close Asteroid Belt between Mars and Jupiter, and the Kuiper Belt beyond the outermost planet, wherein resides Eris which is probably Planet X, or the mythical planet of Nibiru, and beyond that is hypothesized to be what's called the Oourt Cloud of billions of comets which is most likely the source of the Photon Belt story. But there is no evidence at all of an actual Photon Belt.


  Ummm, do you know how the Photon Belt story came about ?"


  The guy, somewhat consoled, mumbled back, "I read that a satellite in 1961 discovered it."


  "Yes, that's how the story goes." Alfie said. "I agree that since 1961 we've learned a lot about the Universe we never imagined could possibly exist, and just how little of it all we do know let alone understand, but, think about that time period way back when for just a moment. 1961 was just 4 years after the very first ever satellite, the Soviet Sputnik 1."
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  I was 7 at the time, and I still remember we all watched it go overhead one night. All it could do was broadcast a very weak radio signal. We used to listen to that signal on short-wave radios and via CBC Radio too. That was the extent of state-of-the-art in those days, but Sputnik and it's radio signal were the very first, and it electrified the entire world. It scared us all half out of our whits fearing imminent nuclear bombs raining down from enemy satellites and interncontinental missles. That fear fueled the wrongly-thought justification for cancelling the Canadian supersonic high altitude fighter/interceptor/bomber, the AVRO Arrow, as being useless against such weapons. Sputnik 2 launched a month later in November 1957 and detected a mysterious radiation belt, though nobody understood at the time what it was. Then a series of AmMerican and Soviet satellites over the next couple of years mapped what became known as the Van Allen Radiation Belt, which surrounds our planet. In the years following, the Van Allen Belt and the Cold War fed a lot of way-out Sci-Fi and New Age fantasies. One of those stories was the Photon Belt story, which was cooked up by a young AmMerican nuclear physics student for a term paper, who also happened to belong to a local UFO group, which printed the story in their monthly newsletter. The story got picked up by a local newspaper, and from there began spreading throughout all the sci-fi and pseudo-religious fanatics, becoming more and more embellished and outrageous as the years went by. I mean, c'mon, eh. Earth is about to enter one side of this Belt and all the righteous chosen will instantly Rapture up to Heaven.


  The original Photon Belt story, and everything added to it later, has all been nothing more than a complete hoax, to sell books."


  The parainvestigator responded, "Ok - ok - you have a point about the galactic alignment loop quantum gravity part and the Photon Belt Rapture and 1,000 years of enlightenment stuff being wacko,"


  One of the physicists jumped in, "Hey ! Careful what - and who - YOU'RE calling wacko !"


  And another physicist said, "C'mon Jim, you know loop quantum gravity is a wacko-theory for a paycheque. Just for starters, nobody's even ever found the gravity force yet. Gravity is still a theoretical mathematical calculation, that, despite being very useful but not exact, on the observable, without even really understanding why, but, next to useless for everything that's not observable - for example - oh - the quantum level. And, after 100 years of trying, still all we can do about the unobservable is include a guesstimate calculation for the Uncertainty Factor."


  "WELL...." said the 1st physicist, " just don't let my project sponsor hear you say that, ok ?!" and they chuckled.


  The parainvestigator continued, " But, a satellite in 1961 detecting a huge radiation belt around our region of space is not so unbelieveable as you make out, Alfie. Gamma Rays were discovered by a French scientist in 1900 ! The German V2 rocket could reach the edge of space at the end of the war, and had complete plans to put a nuclear warhead on the next generation that would go in to short temporary orbit. Right after the War the Soviets and Americans began to do it. It was only 12 years later the first satellite went up, and both sides knew long before Nagasaki and Hiroshima that nukes give off gamma rays and figured a satellite could detect enemy detonations from orbit because of them. They certainly would have wanted to do that by 1961 and sent up a satellite to do it, and unexpectedly detected the Photon Belt. HELLS BELLS, it was only 5 years after Sputnik that Canada -- CANADA -- of all countries - in 1962 became the 3rd nation on the planet to build and get a satellite in to orbit, the Alouette. It was the first known to have space-based RADAR and full frequency spectrum sweeping detectors to research the Ionosphere concerning long-range communications.
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  It had an ionospheric sounder, a VLF receiver, an energetic particle detector, and a cosmic noise experiment. It could have unexpectedly detected gamma rays from a gigantic radiation belt outside our solar system reaching the Earth. So, I wouldn't get all high and mighty about what exists and what doesn't, Mister Astronomer."


  "I think he's got you there Alfie," remarked Meric.


  Alfie mulled it over. After a moment or two, he said, "I suppose you might have a point. In fact, one of the astronomical events I was going to mention actually sounds a lot like that Photon Belt. I have seen some research papers that indicate the powers-that-be have known of it for a lot longer than publically stated. It would explain why so much money was, and still is, spent on the Voyager Probes, and in recent years an otherwise inexplicable number of satellites and solar probes launched by various countries."


  "Hey, I got one !" said Raksha, one of the parainvestigators.


  Alfie sighed, "By all means, let's hear it then."


  "Alignment of our solar system with the black hole centre of the Milky Way when we cross the galactic plane on Solstice Day, December 21st, 2012, creates a loop quantum gravity entanglement wave of immense proportions propagating instantaneously throughout the entire spacetime quantum spin network fabric of our galaxy and destabilizes our sun, and just then, just at that exact ! moment !! the roving planetoid Nibiru comes thru the inner solar system and a huge chunk of it breaks off and slams in to Earth causing our poles to flip triggering all the tectconic plates to shift 30 degrees which creates the mother of all tsunamis to biblically flood the entire planet drowning everybody and everything under 6 kilometres of oceanic water. -- and THEN -- the survivors get boiled and fried by a super solar mass ejection from our own sun."


  All the non-parainvestigators - laughed.


  Raksha indignantly responded, "It's all based on astronomical facts !! that scientists like you have discovered !"


  And the non-parainvestigators laughed again.


  When that died down, Alfie sneered and waved his hands around, "Ooooh ---Like Einstein derisively said - "spooky action at a distance".


  Again more laughter around the room.


  Alfie went on, "You 2012 fanatics keep saying we scientists have proved exact precise alingments and therefore the 2012 Doomsday story is real. The truth is, we DON'T know where the centre of the Milky Way Galaxy is, Nor it's galactic plane - beCause - there's too damn much Stuff in the way of being able to find either one ! We don't even know what the real shape of our own galaxy is. We know a lot more about other galaxies than we know about our own for that very reason. We guesstimate a lot of things, and pretend we know what we're talking about, in order to get funding, for paycheques, and to carry on with our research.But one of several things we Do know as fact is that our solar system is a Long way from crossing the galactic plane, by millions of years at least. AND, we're currently heading further away from it every second. The whole 2012 story is a crock, a hoax to sell books, films, and rake in donations from the millions of gullible ignoramuses. Meric....you're the resident sociologist. Tell 'im the real 2012 story, and why so many believe the phony one."


  Meric grimaced at Alfie, but nodded, and began, "We humans are insatiable fiends for a good story.


  I've spent considerable time of my career as a sociologist researching why so many allegedly choose to collectively believe certain types of stories, like the 2012 hoax. It can partly be explained by humanity's oldest Trinity of Instincts. The Survival Instinct.....which begets the Fear of Death Instinct.....which begets the Herd Instinct. To be sure, we have related autonomic survival programming, such as our attraction to things that move, and objects that are shine, or don't, that our programming tells us to investigate, determine what it is. This all too often over-rides our higher brain functions of logic and reason. But strongest of all, is the Herd Instinct. We are hard-wired to belong to a Herd Collective, because that is our greatest chance of survival. Animals need no reason other than being of the same species to herd together. But humans are different. We possess more complex minds. We have a few obvious standard reasons, and also an endless variety of other reasons to belong to a Herd, even several Herds at the same time, each based on one or more of those reasons. It is the Herd Instinct which compels us to find and join groups of people who subscribe to a common culture, a belief system, such as a religion, a political party or system of governance, a nation-state, a fad-fashion of dress and behaviours, or ideas like the 2012 Doomsday story. These are all Herd Collectives. But, Herds can also be our greatest weakness, and often are. Because, wherefore goes the Herd, therefore also goes all, or at least most, of it's individual members. Even when that means stampeding over the nearest cliff, or drowning in a raging river - metaphorically speaking.


  Well....the whole 2012 hoax story is a typical example of the greatest weakness of belonging to a Herd." At that, Meric opened his carry-all, and brought out his show-and-tell for the easel.


  He began, "It probably really started around 1566, after the Spanish conquest of central America was over and colonization had begun. That's when Bishop for the Yucatan, Diego de Landa,
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  returned from the Yucatan to Spain and published his writings about Mayan religion, language, culture, and the symbols they wrote with. He was a Catholic Bishop sent to theYucatán in 1549 to christianize the Mayans, which he very diligently strived to do for 15 years. Around 1562, Landa found out that many of his christianized parishioners were still also practicing their Mayan religion. Inflamed by this perceived betrayal, Landa conducted a Spanish Inquisition trial called theAuto-da-fé. Many Mayan nobles were jailed, interrogated by torture, many more fled in to the jungle, and, perhaps worst of all,at least forty Maya codices and approximately 20,000 Maya religious images were burned.
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  Mayan Codices were painted folding books.
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  It seems to me very odd that Bishop Landa would woefully and violently destroy the Mayan heritage, only to later attempt to preserve it in his published writings about it.


  Although strongly condemned at the time as going too far, this sort of destruction continued for the next several hundred years all over Mexico, Central and South America. Wells would be poisoned to drive the people out of their villages and towns. Then the Spaniards woulddestroy all vestiges of their writings and whatnot,tear down their temples and other buildings, and use the stones to build Catholic churches and other European style buildings and homes.


  If not for all that destruction of almost every vestige of the pre-conquest cultures, we would today have indisputable proof in support of, or totally discounting, the claims now being told of an ancient Mayan doomsday prediction of the end of the world. Tragically we do not have that. All we have are a very few extant vestiges, but none of which speak of any doomsday predictions.


  Ironically, Bishop Landa's writings turned out to be the key to significantly deciphering what has survived.


  Bishop Landa's original writings about the Yucatan Mayans, were also eventually tragically lost. But before that happened, fortunately were copied, re-copied, and written about many times over the centuries by many scholars, all with their own conjectures and different versions, often contradictory with others'. So, quite ironically, Landa's writings, or more precisely, what others later wrote about Landa's writings, became the major source of study for even later scholars.One of those much later scholars was a Russian achaeologist, Yuri Knorozov.
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  He had joined the Soviet Red Army in 1941, served on the Eastern Front, and was amongst those who stormed in to Berlin during the last days of World War II. Afterwards, 100s of 1,000s of books that the Nazis had amassed, were 'rescued' by the Soviets. By then most of the copies and books about Landa's writings had also been lost, but, one of those Soviet 'rescued' books was a rare 1850s edition book about Landa's writings, which somehow wound up inKnorozov's possession. Knorozov became almost obsessed by it, and dedicated much of the rest of his life trying to decipher the Mayan writings.


  It was during that mid-1800s era, the time period of the book about Landa's writings that Yuri Knorozov found 100 years later, when Mayan artifacts and 3 of the only 4 known surviving Codices,including the later-called Paris Codex, which turned out to contain the infamous Mayan Long Count Calendar, and similar hieroglyphs on stones and monuments,came to the attention of various scholars and charlatans who subsequently wrote about them.
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  The mid 1800s is the time period when books were written associating the Mayans and other cultures with Atlantis, ancient Egypt, and mythical lost continents. Quite erroneously. Even the architectural comparisons of Mayan temples were manipulated to appear almost identical to Egyptian pyramids, and Plato's descriptions. Even to this very day, despite long ago having been proven deliberately concocted to sell books to the gullible, 2012 believers insist on believing those 19th century fantasies to be 100 % true.



  Using Landa's writings from the 1850s book he found, Knorozov's first book about his efforts to decipher the Mayan Codices in 1952, came to the attention of an American archaeologist by the name of Michael Coe.
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  Coe too became obsessed with trying to decipher the Mayan writings, and the two became close collaborators, even thoughKnorozov was not allowed to leave the Soviet Union unitl 1990. Anyways, Coe published his own first significant book about the subject in 1966, and, in that book, he stated that he thought the Long Count Calendar he deciphered ended on December 24, 2011 of our current Gregorian calendar.Coe mused, once, in only that first book, "there is a suggestion ... that Armageddon would overtake the degenerate peoples of the world and all creation on the final day of the 13th [b'ak'tun]. Thus ... our present universe [would] be annihilated when the Great Cycle of the Long Count reaches completion."


  Coe's 1966 book is when the modern 2012 hoax began to take shape, from that one single muse-ment. The 20th century hoaxers expounded from the 19th century fantasies, and the mid to late 20th century deciphering efforts of Knorozov, Coe, and other scholars.


  Some New Age authors, eager to sell their books and garner many new followers' donations to the cause, latched on to the idea that this Mayan Calendar end-date thing could be cooked in to a real big money maker. They claimed that it was a prediction of being the time when the entire human race would 'evolve', ascend, to a new higher level of awareness, of enlightenment, and global peace."


  Most in the room groaned at that.


  "But," Meric continued, "there was a problem. Nobody could agree on whether Coe's date interpretation was correct, nor what the correct date might be. Coe himself changed his date several times over the ensuing years. Mayan scholars are still debating to this very day what the correct date could be. Indeed, if any of you know anything about how our 'western-christian' Gregorian calendar came about, or how it works, you'd also know that we really don't even know what the correct current year is according to our own Gregorian calendar, let alone any other calendar, of which there are considerable number. So, how can we possibly relate the ancient Mayan calendar dates to any date in our own calendar, especially when we don't even know when those Mayan dates are.


  Well, the debate over Coe's claim went on for years. Several decades in fact, and as I just said, the end date is still hotly debated. But, in 1987, one of the most popular New Age authors,José Argüelles,
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  organized the first globally synchronized New Age collective Meditation in August of that year, which he called the Harmonic Convergence. A special time he claimed of global peace when there would be a major awakening to what was much bigger to come. His believers naturally later claimed their Harmonic Convergence was responsible for the the collapse of the Soviet Union and the end of the Cold War. By the way, that's when Shirley Maclaine came out of the New Age closet so to speak, and began preachingArgüelles'New Age ideas, which swayed a lot of people to believeArgüelles and his claims also. Argüelleswrote a book for the ocassion, to make money from, to fund the cause of course, calledThe Mayan Factor: Path Beyond Technology. In that book he stated the big date was December 21st, 2012, on which date he claimed the Earth would pass through a great "beam" from the centre of our galaxy, and the human race would collectively advance to it's next major evolutionary level. He claimed we would all 'ascend' to a higher level of intelligence and spiritual awakening, that would usher in a 1,000 year New Age of global peace and harmony. He claimed that the Maya ended their calendar on that precise date, in prediction of that momentous event. The book sold millions of copies, and madeArgüelles and others very monetarily rich.


  Are any of you beginning to see the recurring patterns here ?"


  Some smirking nods around the room.


  Meric concluded, "THAT'S when the doomsday authors and bible thumpers really began to jump on board with the whole Mayan Calendar phony-balony predictions story, andArgüelles' date of December 21st, 2012. BUT.....the doomsday authors interpretedArgüelles'sdate to their own money-making benefit. Instead of it being a new level of awareness, enlightenment, and global peace, that date got claimed to be the End Of The World. Belief in the 2012 date really took off after the 1999-2000 Millemium End of the World date turned out to be the very predictable Big Fizzle.


  The doomsday believers, the millenialists, the revelationists, the evangelist holy book thumpers, the end-times fanatics, the apocalypse cryers, the rapturists, and even the outer-space aliens UFO-ologists - they all have been gobbling up all the crapola fantasies about 2012 exponentially ever since, like it was carnivale ice cream and cotton candy, despite all the science and facts, and the lack of, proving the contrary."


  (Argüelles didn't make it to December 21st, 2012 - he died suddenly March 23, 2011 at the age of 72 - or - maybe he didn't want to be around when the shit hit the fan, gathered his $ millions, and disappeared )


  There was a quiet in the room.


  Then Jake spoke, "Uh..... I don't get it."


  And the others chuckled, including the ones who didn't get it either.


  Jake expanded, "I mean, why do so many choose to believe so much that is clearly and indisputably not true ?"


  Meric smiled, and said, "Why indeed. Why is the $ 64,000 question. I became a sociologist to learn the answer to that question. For the past 2 decades I regurgitated all the standard pat complex explanations. Yet part of me always found them woefully inadequate. I explored all the possible new theories, and found those equally inadequate. I had finally reached a total impasse and had decided to quit my chosen profession, when, while investigating believers who claimed that they felt absolute total and complete contentment and happiness from their beliefs, in their lives, totally free of any negative emotions at all whatsoever, I smelled skunk.


  I knew, whether some part of their conscious or unconscious knew it or not, that they were lying. To me, and to themselves. No one, not even the Dali Lama, who says so frequently, no one is totally happy nor totally without negative emotions of any kind. I tried to find out why they were lying, what they were hiding, but I could not break thru their defensive walls. I do once again believe thatat it's basic fundamental level sociology can be still valid and useful, but, at that time my gut told me that everything I had believed about my chosen profession was over-complicated useless rhetoric created by our efforts to answer that simple question, and failing to do so.


  That's when I rediscovered the one simple word at the core of why, that is so simple, we dismiss it." Meric paused to let someone ask him what the word is.


  Jake obliged, "So ? What's the word ?"


  Meric looked around the group, and replied, "Fear........"


  He looked around the group, saw they understood, and continued,


  "Fear is the middle Instinct, linking the other two instincts together, in to the Instinct Trinity. Fear is the glue, so to speak, between the other two instincts. And, it is the key to understanding what's really going on.


  Mostly fear of inevitable death, from which all other fears originate. Make people afraid, and you can make them do whatever you want them to do. Belief in an afterlife in Paradise doesn't work. Fear of afterlife in Hell does. The very worst kind of fear.......is the fear of Fear itself. Our minds adopt, or concoct, the most clever, elaborate fantasies, to cope with fear, cover it up, even bury it so deep we are not aware of it."


  He carried on after a breath or two, "Some people carry on with their lives despite the fear. Some become catatonically shut-off. And there's all the others in between. But,I realized that those people who claimed to be without fear, or any negative emotions of any kind, had so much fear, they could not acknowledge it even to themselves. They were blocking conscious awareness of it, by wrapping themselves inside their beliefs. Be it the Paranormal, UFOology, religion, spirtiualism, secret and semi-secret societies and organizations, magic, fantasy, even popular tv shows, whatever. And not just those, but, things that most people would not think of as belief systems. Things like politics, business, stock markets, or socially assistive causes. We are, as I said, hot-wired for belonging to a herd. Each herd requires a leader, or even just the perception of one suffices. Like movie and tv stars. Whatever totally encapsulating endeavour one is attracted to. It's the only way they can cope with the fears they cannot do anything about. They blindly hold on to their beliefs systems despite any and all evidence and proof to the contrary."


  Meric let them ponder that for a moment, then continued, "Then I found a surprising number of people who are the opposite of those who claimed to feel no fear. Some people are so terrifyingly afraid all the time, but, they don't know why.Again, I, and others, went thru all the standard pat theories for so much fear. Wefailed to find any discernible reason or cause.


  Then I realized that the amount of unexplainable fear I was finding was far too excessively out of balance with any possible level of naturally occuring balance. It could not be explained by any known scientific, nor even pseudo-scientific theories or clinical analysis and treatment. There could only be one possibility, however absurd it sounded. There had to be some sort of as yet unknown, or unacceptable, external causality, deliberately perpetrating so much fear.And again came the $ 64,000 question - why. For what purpose. I just had to find out.


  That's when I met Alfie online, and learned of his and Andie's theory about the Pretas and the Bhakti. It took a lot of effort on both our parts, but I finally was convinced of their existence, when Alfie showed me the proof from his machines. And I realized that those people who claimed to not have any fear, were being blocked from awareness of it, by the Pretas and Bhakti.


  Alfie showed me that those entities deliberately boost our Instincts Trinity far beyond normal levels, to feed upon the results. And that's when I knew I had to do whatever I could to help Alfie get them danm bastards."


  Almost everybody looked around at everybody else and nodded agreement. Jake said, "Spoken like a true scientist, Meric. I think I can say on behalf of the others, let's get them damn bastards." Almost everybody laughed at that. Except Jim, who was deeply frowning.


  ------------------------



  Bryan, one of the physicists asked, "So, Alfie, uh, what sort of apocalptic events DO you think we face ?"



  Meric sneered, but bit his tongue, so nobody would know he wondered if anybody had heard anything he'd said before 'damn bastards'. Which for a second is what he felt like calling everybody in the room.


  Alfie obliged, "My apologies if any of you have heard any of this before."


  He cleared his throat, and began to pontificate, "Science, all science, is based on a foundation of absolutes. BUT, not all absolutes are - absolute. Many are close approximation guesses."


  There were frowns all around the room, so Alfie trie analogy.


  He said, "It's like a Sunday road trip. going from one place, where we are, to another place, where we want to be. We have to know where we are before we can find where we want to be. And along the way, we need to know other locations -- where to turn, where to get fuel and food, or things we want to see along the way. We know and trust that all those locations will always be the same, no matter how many times we take the exact same trip. They are absolutes........BUT..... what if, by the NEXT time we take the same trip...... some jack ass stole a road sign. We no longer have that absolute ! And THEN.... we're lost !"


  Meric took out some of his ill feelings on Alfie, who, admittedly deserved it anyways, by snarking, "Oh c'mon Alfie, make some sense !"


  It was Alfie's turn to sneer, but, he bit his tongue on it, and said, "OK !.......ok, you're right. Sorry about that. Didn't make any sense to me either. I got lost."


  Everybody laughed, and he went right in to what he really wanted to say.


  "1 - It's been known ever since compasses were invented that magnetic north and south move around. And, it's been known for about 30 years that the Earth's magnetic poles have reversed tens of thousands of times since our planet's formation 4.5 billion years ago. Sometimes it happens slowly, other times very quickly, in as little as 4 years. It's also been known for quite some time that the north and south magnetic poles rarely match the north and south pole axis, which is the rotational centre of the planet. But, what's worrying these days is, the magnetic poles are moving faster than they used to since tracking their positions first began. They are both moving quickly and unexpectedly closer to their respective non-magnetic poles, the Earth's axis. The earth's magnetic field is fluctuating. Some scientists suspect a pole reversal could be in progress. Even David Suzuki did a Nature Of Things episode about it, and he wouldn't do that unless he thought it possible too. Nobody really knows why the poles move around, and even reverse.



  The point is, our planet's EM Field is apparantly already in an unstable state. After I've finished, I'll give you all three guesses as to why."


  "2 - The vacuum of space is not empty." Alfie pulled out his blown-up printouts, and put the 1st of them on the easel, then continued, "The Universe is full of things immensely more strange than ever imagined by SCI-FI writers and New Age gurus. Some of them all too close to home.This first picture is the latest artist's conception of what some astronomers suspect our galaxy, the Milky Way, may look like, and the current position of our solar system.
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  I say may look like, because as I said a few moments ago, other than it's probably a spiral style, we don't know how uniform or un-uniform it really is. Because of where our system is, it's like being at a very crowded rock concert at ground level and trying to see the rock band, or anybody on the other side of the crowd. The bright arcing rings and that bulge at the top of one of those rings are from several other smaller galaxies now believed to have collided with ours over time and are slowly merging in to it. Indeed, some astronomers even think our solar system may have originated in one of those other smaller galaxies. But, we really don't know. If this conception of our galaxy is true, then, it could well explain what the old Voyager probes are telling us our solar system is about to encounter very very soon. More on that in a minute too.



  So, our solar system travels around the galactic centre of the Milky Way - again, no, we don't know exactly where that centre is - at about 220 kilometres per second. It takes about 237 million years to make this trip, which it has, we suspect, done16 times so far, perhaps. Depending on which galaxy we originated in.


  Our system is surrounded by what's called the Heliosphere, which is created mostly by our Sun's coronal mass ejections and it's electromagnetic field. It, and the Earth's own EMF, along with our atmosphere, is what protects us from galactic and intergalactic cosmic rays.
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  And, our system is currently travelling through what is called a Local Interstellar Cloud, just one of many thruout our galaxy." Alfie put up the third picture on the easel.
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  It is composed of various ionized gases and cosmic particles. It's believed that these clouds are usually the results of Solar Mass Ejections of other stars, and Supernovae. The cloud we are in has it's own strong electromagnetic field, and the mean temperature is very near the same as the outer layer of our Sun, about 6,000 degrees celcius. But it's not the only cloud. There are others like it, and much much bigger, like one called the Local Bubble, which has a mean temperature of over 1 Million degrees and a lot of high energy particles. Our solar system is currently passing thru the smaller Local Interstellar Cloud, which is


  3 - inside the much larger Local Bubble Cloud, shaped somewhat like an hour glass.
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  These clouds bump up against each other, there's overlaps and intersections, smaller ones pass thru larger ones, some totally merge. Energy from one cloud leaks in to the other. And, depending on the circumstances, that energy leaks inside our solar system's Heliosphere in varying amounts. It's all very much like fluid dynamics. Like putting different amounts of different coloured dyes in a beaker of water and watching the various fluids interact. As they mixup, there's areas you can see thru, and areas you can't because those areas are denser having more dye than other areas. Like that, these interstellar clouds are not homogenious, they have varying densities. Some areas in them have next to nothing, other areas are lumpy, clumpy, or filamentary with matter and higher energized particles. Some scientists postulate that as our solar system passes thru these different densities, they affect the electromagnetic fields within our solar system, causing the sun's 11 year solar cycle intensity to fluctuate, give our planet's EMF a kick in the pants, and even affect Earth's very climate, causing changes."


  "You mean like global warming ?" said one of the group. "Could the current higher temperature energy density area be why all the planets are warming up about the same amount right now ?"


  "Yes, exactly. We've been passing through a higher density clump for about the last 14,000 years or so, which caused the end of the last ice age."


  "Holy - who knew ! -- Now I can stop feeling guilty about my gas guzzler ! " said somebody.


  "Yes, well, you should still feel guilty anyways, but, that's the good news. Now we get to the bad news," said Alfie.


  "4 - In this next graphic, we can get a graps of the scale of things. The little yellow dot at the centre of the blue-coloured inner heliosphere - is our Sun. The 2 Voyager probes launched in 1977 and still operating because of the plutonium power sources aboard, are very near the Bow edge of our Solar System's Heliosphere as it travels thru space. Like a boat going thru water, the Heliospheric Bow creates a Bow Wave, or Bow Shock as it's called, as our solar system ploughs it's way thru these clouds. Some years ago the Voyager probes detected that we are about to enter a very high density clump of cosmic energy. As we have gotten closer to the clump, matter and energy density levels have been climbing. Once we are fully in to it, this means there will soon be a lot more cosmic energy inside our solar system than has been for a very very long time -- in human terms that is. The effects of this will be first apparant in changes in our Sun, which is why dozens of Heliospheric, Solar, and Earth monitoring satellites have been launched over the past ten years, with probably another dozen planned in the next 2 years. Last year, 2009, the IBEX satellite returned proof that we are on the very edge of the clump when it revealed a huge reddish-orangey coloured Ribbon Arc ahead of the Heliosphere Bow. Our system's passage thru space is piling up some of the cosmic energy and causing it to heat up and glow."
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  One of the group gasped loudly and said, "Oh my God."


  "What oh my god ?" said somebody.


  "Is that an actual rendition from satellite data of the Ribbon Arc, the Bow Shock ?" he asked.


  Alfie replied, "The Heliosphere part on the right is an artist's conception, based on satellite data, and the Ribbon Arc, Bow Shock, on the left is a rendition of the actual satellite data of varying temperature differences within the Ribbon Arc."


  "Oh my god," he said again. Then, "oh my god, oh my god, oh my god."


  "WHAT Oh my god ?!" the somebody demanded.


  To which Jim replied, "I'd rather not say till Alfie's finished."


  Everybody gave him a 'oh you craphead' look, then Alfie continued, "It's expected that the massive energy from the clump we are passing thru coming in to our solar system will cause severe Solar Coronal Mass Ejections during the next cycle, resulting in severe EMF effects on Earth, including outages to communications and power grids, worsening weather storms like hurricanes tornadoes. Perhaps even earthquakes and volcanoes. NASA has been repeatedly issuing a warning about the next Solar Cycle since 2006."


  "I KNEW IT - I KNEW IT - I JUST KNEW IT", said Jim, one of the parainvestigators.


  Continued Aflie, "entering the clump and the next Solar Cycle by and of themselves are not going to wipe us out. However.... that's not the whole story either."


  " I KNEW THAT TOO !", said Jim.


  "5 - Other astronomers have simultaneously been investigating Gamma Ray Bursts from space, ever since the late 1960s, but, far more intensely the past 20 years. And they have found some surprises of their own.The most unexpected surprise has been the BATSE satellite that operated between 1991 and 2000, and the Fermi Gamma Ray Space Telescope operating since the summer of 2008, bothbeing capable of monitoring the Earth as well as space, both detected what's called Terrestrial Gamma Ray Flashes, TGFs, over the tops of thunder storms. Fermi detects at least 500 TGFs every day. Even more shocking is that the gamma rays sometimes, very rarely, but still, very surprisingly, produce positrons, or anti-matter, that travel back and forth along an adjacent magnetic line of the Earth's Magnetic Field, until the anti-matter collides with electrons and they annihilate each other."


  Alfie paused a breath, then said,


  "Is that weird ? Or What ?"


  No reactions.


  "Anyways....." continued Alfie, "the other big surprise was -- the sources of gamma rays from space were expected to be in other galaxies, which they found. And most have been confirmed to be neutron stars left over from Supernova explosions. But, they also discovered literally 1,000s of sources scattered thruout our own Galaxy. That nobody expected.Some postulate that large Gamma Ray Bursts can cause unstable stars to go Supernova.


  Gamma Ray Bursts are also believed to cause Interstellar Clouds to condense in to a much higher density, and energy level, thus exerting a massive amount of compression-pressure on whatever is in the Cloud. If there's enough material inside, the Cloud can totally collapse and form a new star, with or without planets, which it is believed how our solar system was formed.


  Some of the sources areso close to Earth as to be a very potential real threat to life on our planet. In fact, some go so far as to postulate that Gamma Ray Bursts from these close sources might be the cause for fluctuations of our Sun's 11 year solar cycle, giving it a boost of highly charged plasma causing larger than normal solar flares, ramping up the energy output of the sun afterwards and affecting Earth's weather systems. Worse, GRBs may have been responsible for at least one, if not more, of the mass extinction events we've had on Earth."


  Alfie paused a second for effect, and said, "Gamma Rays reach Earth from many sources, every day, from all directions, all the time. Have been since the formation of our solar system. Usually they are not a threat. But, some postulate that Gamma Ray Bursts become deadly to Earth -- when we are passing through high density clumps of Interstellar Clouds."


  "Oh oh - now I can smell the bad news," said one of the group.


  Alfie said, "One of the astronomers annonymously suggested that the earthquake that produced the tsunami that killed over 300,000 people in 2004, might have been triggered by a Gamma Ray Burst. Gamma rays travel a tiny bit slower than does light. The light from the burst was observed -- and then exactly the amount of time expected later, the killer earthquake happened."


  The group groaned.


  Alfie went on, "2008 was a bad year for storms and hurricanes. One of the brightest GRBs ever recorded happened in March of that year, and within the expected timeframe, wicked storms began to happen around the world. Now, I know that's a little vague on linkage, cause and effect. However, remember it is actually quite difficult to record GRB flashes because they happen so fast, in a couple eye blinks. It is very possible that other GRBs went unrecorded. And since Gamma Rays are always reaching us, it's impossible to record a direct link."


  One of the parainvestigators spit out snarkily,"A-N-N-D ! - SO - what the heck could the Crag Nebula have to do with 2012 ?"


  One of those GRB sources is the Crag Nebula, seen in these two pictures, one visible light, the other via X-rays.
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  "It is about 6,500 light years distant, and about 13 light years across. The nebula is believed to be the remnant of a Supernova about 14,000 years ago, with a 30.2 times per second pulsar neutron star left over at the centre. It's believed to be the same Supernova recorded by Chinese astronomers in the year 1054. But, there are some aspects of the nebula that have astronomers mystified and debating the Supernova origin hypothesis.


  What's really significant about the Crab Nebula, having always been considered a very well behaved, very steady and stable Xray pulsar. But just a few weeks ago it was observed to do something that nobody believed it could ever possibly do. It suddenly blew out 2 giant Gamma Ray Burst Flares, the second almost immediately right after the first. The flares are the most energetic particles ever traced yet to a specific astronomical object. Nobody has a clue why nor how it could do that."


  Alfie paused.


  "The scary part about these recent two sudden impossible flash flares from the Crab Nebula story is, the exact amount of expected time later, 10s of 1,000s of birdsin various countries, simultaneouslydropped out the skies - dead. And, over a 1,000 tonnes of marine life, small and big, washed up on shores - also dead."


  Alfie paused again.


  "It's currently guesstimated that if those flares had been just 1 magnitude stronger, Earth, and everything on it, could have been in a very bad state by now. That within a few weeks, Nitrous Oxide and Nitrous Dioxide (NO and NO2) would be produced in our atmosphere by the GRB which would destroy the Ozone layer, so that UV-B radiation increases by 50% destroying DNA. After a few months, the NO and NO2 cover the entire planet in a brown smog. The Ozone begins to regenerate but only at a 20% level. After 10 years, the NO and NO2 sink to a level where they are washed out of the atmosphere as acid rain. In 15 years, the atmosphere returns to normal, but the earth has now entered a global cooling trend as a result of the smog. Most of the land and marine life are killed over the course of these 15 years after the GRB event."


  A much bigger groan eminated from the group.


  But we may not have to worry about any of that. Because long before any of that could happen, it's possible such a GRB could trigger our Local Interstellar Cloud that our solar system is passing thru, to collapse. This would probably compress our Heliosphere and it's electromagnetic field by up to 50 per cent, sending massive amounts of plasma energy in to and crashing about our Heliospheric space, and at the peak of of an already strong solar cycle, could trigger Large, even Super, Coronal Mass Ejections, that fry our planet to cinders about two and a half days later."


  Bryan asked, "What can we expect it to be like ?"


  Alfie pulled out some more graphics, and began, "It was confirmed a few years ago that a Large CME struck Earth in 1859. Larger than any on known record.
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  At the time, North America and Europe were widely wired for telegraph communications. All of it was knocked out. Numerous stations that were actively in use at the time, caught on fire, several telegraphers were injured badly by electric overloads. The northern and southern lights were seen all over the world most of the way to the equator.A CME that struck Earth in 1989 knocked out the entire Quebec power grid, and other power grids around the world suffered too. Some satellites were lost, radio transmissions halted, and the northern lights were seen as far south as the latitude of Texas. The 1989 CME was estimated to have been about 1/5th the size of the one in 1859. If a CME the power of the 1859 event were to strike the earth today, it could probably wipe out all electrical systems on and around the entire planet for at least - 10 years.It is now thought that large CME's like 1859 occur about once every 150 years. Which means even without any other deep space contributing events, we are due for another 1859.


  Alfie paused once more, then concluded, "It's currently also speculated that more Crab Nebula GRBs, perhaps far larger and far more powerful than the two a few weeks ago, will arrive here in the near future - sometime within the next two years or so. In other words, between now and December 21, 2012. Betting money is on December 2012. Which will trigger CMEs in our Sun. At least one of them will hit Earth, at over 1,000 kilometres per second. If it's a Large, about the size of the 1859 event, as depicted in this graphic," Alfie pointed to it again, "we can most probably protect the Earth."


  Bryan asked, "Exactly how do you plan we do that ?"


  Alfie swallowed, his mouth dry, and stated, "Using more powerful versions of the technology I showed you for personal protection, we will amass all, or the majority of all the Pretas on our planet, store their collective energy in a huge natural underground geo-physical formation containment. At the proper time, we'll blast the entirety of that energy in to the Ionosphere, where it will boost and re-inforce the Earth's own Electromagnetic Field, to shield us from the worst of a Large CME, even several should there be more than just one. During, and afterwards, most of that Pretas energy, will get dissipated in to space, thus also ridding our planet of the Pretas and the feeding on us they've been doing for millenia."


  The group looked very concerned, scrunched brows and grimaces, but, still hopeful.


  Alfie pulled out another graphic, "But, if it's a Super CME," and he put it up on the easel.
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  Alfie concluded, "Nothing can save us."


  The group was dead silent.


  Jim was fidgeting and bouncing a little in his chair, and wringing his hands.


  Somebody had to ask him, "W-e-l-l-l....ummm, -- Jim....... tell us what you meant earlier when you said 'oh my god' several times."


  Jim was looking quite pale at this point, with worry creases in his forehead, his mouth grimaced.


  Jim collected his thoughts, then spoke, slowly at first, "I know you all know most of this, 2012, Chechen Itiza, and Meric did a terrific job of explaining the origins of those prediction stories. But, bear with me if you would. To get to my point, I need to say it.....the only way I can get it out.


  Meric, you said there's no actual references to an End-Time on December 21, 2012 in any Mayan artifacts so far found. In fact, there is.
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  The Tortuguero Monument 6 specifically mentions the end-times date. Discovered in 1915, written about in 1978 and 1980 by a German, Prof. Dr. Berthold Riese, andin 2004 bySven Gronemeyer for his masters thesis. Which was translated in to English in 2006. It says the current era we are in will end, Bolon Yokte, the God of Nine Strides, will descend and a New Era will begin. Those who say the 2012 doomsday claims are made up, don't like to talk aboutTortuguero Monument 6."



  Meric replied, "Jim. The date interpretations of the Mayan Long Count Calendar are still hotly debated. The proposed translations of Tortuguero Monument 6 are strongly contested against. The glyphs are badly damaged and some missing altogether, so we'll never know. Even if it says what you want to believe it says, It's the only artifact found that possibly mentions the alleged end-times date. And, all possiblity of finding anything else on theTortuguerosite is forever gone, since a cement factory was built on top of it, after everything was bulldozed in to smithereens. You know, that's always been the problem. So many make endless claims about the Mayans and the other cultures, but, in fact, we really know very little, because of all the destruction. All that can really be said are suppositions predicated by "We think....We suspect....Perhaps." The real reason why a temple is called the Temple of the Jaguar Warriors, or a building is called the Bird Sanctuary of the Red Priestesses, is because one has jaguars carved on it, and the other has various birds carved on it, and some walls have red paint on them. We don't really know why or what for. Without all the writings that were destroyed, we will never know.


  There are numerous Long Count Calendars that have been found and deciphered. The one that Coe deciphered and wrote about in his 1966 book doesprobablyend in our 2012 CE, but, it also begins in 3114 BCE. Does that mean you believe our planet is only 5,124 years old ? Do you ? Other Long Count Calendars in fact go far beyond our 2012 CE, at least to about 4772 CE, and probably far further.


  Yes, there are things we do know, and more is being discovered all the time. But, you are either un-aware, or ignoring the facts we do know.At the current time, no-one can make the sort of claims being made by New Agers and Doomsday believers."


  Jim scrunched his face, and said, "Yea....Ok..... Well, I think I've got something way better thanTortuguero Monument 6anyways. And, Alfie is the one who showed it to us just a few minutes ago."


  Surprised looks all around for that statement.


  Jim went on, "I just got back from a vacation trip to Chichen Itza....you know the Mayan pyramid in Yucatan, Mexico. By the way, down there, they call it El Castillo, The Castle. Weird, eh. Bloody well looks like a pyramid to me.


  Anyways, there's dozens more restored constructions or ruins being restored there than just that and other famous pyramids and temples thruout Mexico, central and parts of South America. The ones at Chichen Itza alone are spread out over 6.5 square kilometres. Each construction is dedicated to a different god, where that god's priests and priestesses would congregate.


  In fact, the entire Yucatan Peninsula is quite literally loaded with Mayan ruins. Over 4,400 sites thruout all their territories and still counting. Those uncovered and restored are only a tiny fraction of what's there still hidden by the jungle growth. I went on a horseback ride thru the local jungle and everywhere you look is another ruin underneath the dense growth. The guide told me the ruins continue south from Chichen Itza at that density for at least 200 kilometres ! And just two hours by horse from where we were was another pyramid being uncovered that is even bigger, taller, than the pyramid at Chichen Itza. He said from the top of it, you can see Chichen Itza. It's all truly truly mind-boggling. Impossible to put in to sufficient words to describe the enormity."


  "Yea, we get it - mind-boggling - so get on with your very scary part," said somebody.


  A look of disdain broke on Jim's face, then he continued, "My Point Is - there's so so much as yet un-investigated. Who knows what's still buried.... that proves the Mayans substantially predicted the end of the world on December 21st, 2012.


  Anyways, at Chichen Itza you see the stone representations of various gods everywhere, the most common being the supreme Feathered Serpent God, Kulkulcan. Ascribed as the creator, and destroyer, of the Universe, very like the Indian god Vishnu. You see Kulkulcan's serpent head on both sides at the bottom of the north steps of the great pyramid. The heads are about the height of an average person. I just happen to have some pictures with me." He took them out and put them on the easel.
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  Jim put two more photos up
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  and said, "I got those two photos off the web. Every spring equinox and winter solstice, 10s of 1,000s of tourists flock there to see the shadow cast on the side of the steps by the sun, said to represent the serpent god's return to earth, as it's body-shadow descends the steps. As much as we wanted to see that, we decided to go at the beginning of November, for Day of the Dead, to avoid the huge solstice crowds."


  then he drew circles on one of the photos.
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  And he continued, "Now, the Mayans apparantly believed that the serpent god Kukulcan, had created and later destroyed the world 5 times by then. And that he would one day return to destroy it again. But, a bit confusingly, instead of slithering down the pyramid steps, the god will rise up out of the ground of the nearby Ball Court."


  Then he put up 2 more photos.
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  "Kukulcan will supposedly explodes out of the ground right there from the centre of the Ball Court, the planet splitting open from the force of it, and he'll vaporize the world to cinders with a huge ball of fire from his mouth."


  Then Jim removed all the pictures except two, leaving one of his and Alfie's last one on the easel. By this time, Jim's hands were a mite shaky, and he was talking much faster, quite agitatedly.


  He asked, "May I draw on your picture ?" Alfie said ok.
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  "Do you see it ? Do any of you see what I see ? --- Right smack in the middle of the Ribbon Arc --- the dark shadow --- the tail at the bottom, the body, the head at the top with gaping mouth, surrounded by a huge ball, an arc of a ball -- of Fire and Brimstone ??!! 10,000 times bigger than our entire solar system !!??? " Jim blurted.


  "THAT'S KUKULCAN RETURNED !!" he yelped. "Just like the Mayans predicted ! They built their Serpent God pyramid to represent the visions they had of the future -- OUR NOW ! And it's really going to happen just like they said, on the Winter Solstice of December 21st, 2012 !! The 4th and last -- end of the world."


  Alfie and Meric both subduedly said, "well I'll be damned...."


  After a pause, some of the group mumbled, "oh my god."


  Jake said, "I don't want to know that."


  After some horrified silence, Alfie spoke up,"UNLESS -- we can stop it."


  And the group all looked at him with faces that said they thought he was nuts.


  Alfie went on, "Now listen up. The Heliosphere will take a beating, but it will hold off the majority of that energy. Our solar system will survive. Enough energy will get through to trigger a Super Coronal Mass Ejection that will destroy all life on Earth -- UNLESS -- we find a way to deflect most of it around the planet.


  We, in this room, CAN find a way to collect the energy of 70 billion quantum parasites, the Pretas, and use that collective energy to boost, to re-inforce, earth's own natural electromagnetic shield, and deflect most of the Super CME."


  Alfie paused, then said, "It'll still be a very rough ride, but, we WILL survive.....


  .....most of us will survive.....at least some of us....well,at the very least the human race will contin......ok, at the very very least, Earth and life on it will survive to start over."


  A long pause in the room.


  "Well, we can try -- can't we ?....We have to try....."


  Then somebody said, very quietly, in a scoobie doo voice,


  "we're doomed."


  end of chapter 10


  ====================


  Chapter 11


  "So," piped up the girl, "where'd you get the imager, the pendants, just how do they work, and, .... explain again what those quantum energy creatures are ??!"


  "It's amazing what you can find thru Amazon.ca", grinned Alfie.


  "No Way you say," she replied.


  "YES way," quipped back Alfie. "I was getting desperate for some sort of defence against them because as I got closer to figuring out what their 'nature' is, the more of them were naturally attracted to me, like mosquitos to body heat and sweat. My life was getting to be inexplicably more and more a piece of shit again, my health was deteriorating again, and my fear and depression grew - again.


  One night, tired and exhausted, I absent-mindedly simply googled quantum energy pendant, expecting yet another dead-end, and up popped this New Age guy out in British Columbia who claimed to sell pendants that could shield a person from external qauntum energy scalar wavicles. He uses the word wavicle because scalar energy exhibits the properties of both energy waves and physical particles. He's a nuclear physicist working at the UBC TRIUMF Cyclotron facility in Vancouver.
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  Which as you all probably know is one of the world's most powerful Cyclotrons. It was the team at TRIUMF that helped develop the ATLAS Detector for the new CERN HADRON Collider in Switzerland."


  "Hey, I worked there on a 6 month contract last year. Fantastic Place !" piped up one of the group.


  "So-o-o," insisted Alfie to not get interrupted again, "because he's regularly exposed to super high levels of quantum energies, and was feeling progressively fatigued and worn down, thinking it might be the constant exposure, he got this idea of trying to develop a simple-to-wear protective pendant. He goes up in to the nearby mountains to find small rocks with rare combinations.of various piezoelectric crystalline minerals. He takes them back to his lab where he pulverizes the rocks, and using an enzymic solution, creates what he calls a semi-liquid state holographic polymer. This polymer he puts in to a mold made of reaction-neutral ceramic the shape of the pendants. He then bombards the mold and it's contents in the Cyclotron, where the crystals become piezo-photonic, and the semi-liquid polymer transforms in to the solid condensed-matter pendant you all are now wearing. He then paints them to look really cool and NewAge-ish.


  He says it's the unique cyclotronic spiralling aspect of the TRIUMF particle accelerator that's the key to the process.According to recent quantum theories, he believes the bombardment re-arranges and perfectly harmonizes the subatomic matter structure alignment of the crystalline holographic polymer in to a lattice of a single dynamic quantum vortex, or said another way, a spiralling quantum flux tube, that criss-crosses itself so densely as to become a solid impenetrable wall or shield blocking the passage of external scalar wavicles.


  The dynamic shield effect of the pendant's quantum vortex causes the wearer's own quantum energy field to harmonize with it, matching it's subatomic structure alignment, and thereby, producing a personal protective shield around the entire person against external scalar wavicles.


  The proof for me that the pendants work was that my health and emotional state immediately improved upon wearing one myself. Which also logically implies support for the theory of the existence of these entities and that they feed on what we call our negative emotional energies."


  "And so how does your imaging system work to let us see them ?" she asked.


  "I and my friend Andie theorized, as I said earlier, that the human brain, the entire body, has it's own quantum field, which is the us we perceive that we are. The thinking, reasoning, sentient part. There is a Brit scientist who coined the name CEMI Field about ten years ago, which he theorizes is where our self-aware consciousness, our mind, or soul if you so wish to call it, actually exists. Not the physical brain matter, which serves to provide the CEMI Field it's physically operational matrix, and physical intermediary connection to our physical bodies, and thru our bodies to the physical world and Universe around us. It is this symbiotic relationship of our CEMI Field and physical bodies that makes it possible for us to interact with the Universe on a quantum level, but which our conscious awake awareness is not normally aware of, except for a few fleeting moments transiting the theta-delta state while falling asleep or waking up.Andie and I thought that if we could somehow perpetuate the Theta-delta state, maintaining a conscious awareness, we could build a system that would allow us to display on a monitor the quantum energy of these entities.


  After Andie -- died -- I was not getting anywhere constructing any sort of imaging system. But these pendants turned out to be the solution. I incorporated a suitable variation of them, designed and manufactured by the BIC guy, in to my imaging system, and they have the same effect on it that they have on us. The imaging system harmonizes with the user's quantum field, and makes it possible for the imaging system to display the co-herent co-hesive quantum energy fields that these entities are. Later we tried to build another imaging machine, but, so far, we've failed to duplicate it."


  "And so why would the pendant work on these creatures ?" she then asked.


  "Well, again, based on recent quantum theories, the origins of condensed matter, these entities and we are essentially, preternaturally on a quantum energy level, of similar compositions. I think their earliest kind were formed shortly after the Big Bang, and subsequently later during the formations of stars and solar systems. Inside every star in the Universe, including our own, could possibly be un-countable infinite numbers of Pretas.


  In fact, I suspect that we evolved - from them," and he paused, then continued,


  "Indeed, I suspect that the Bhakti had a direct and deliberate hand in the process of all physical lifeforms coming in to existence, including us. For the obvious very self-serving reason of achieving the perfect food source they crave."


  A profound-feeling silence ensued, then the girl asked, "Are you implying by that, that all life, that we too were - are - made in their image ? - that the extraordinarily special divinatary meaning of our existence is that we are nothing more than their 'designer' food source ....... so to speak ?"


  "HA ! made in their image. Good one," spurted Alfie. "Ummmm-mm-m ....... hmmm ..... Well, I hadn't thought of it quite THAT way ..... but ..... well, yea, why not ..... in fact, exactly ..... so to speak. Not physically of course because they've never had physical bodies. But, the energy essence. So, in that way, they made us in their own image - yea."


  Everybody went quiet and contemplated the endless implications of the possibility.


  But, the girl was not just contemplating. She was holding her right ear and appeared to be mumbling in to her right collar.


  After a few seconds of that, she suddenly blurted out, "BLASPHEMY !! And Now You're Going to Feel the Wrath of the One True God !" and in to her collar she bellowed, "GO GO GO !"


  At that a dozen big burly guys dressed in light-grey coloured Old Navy pseudo-soldier military outfits and brandishing micro-uzi machine pistols with silencers
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  burst thru the front door in to the room and took up positions all around the walls.


  "What the Devil is the Meaning of this Outrage !" demanded Meric.


  One of the burly guys shouted, "EVERYBODY SHUTUP AND ...DON'T...MOVE !"


  The girl surveyed the room, and said in to her right collar, "The room is secured sir."


  A few seconds later, a tall daper looking man entered, dressed in a navy-blue uniform and white navy commander's cap, a yellow braided lanyard encircling his right shoulder, arcing down and back up to his left breast, swinging a swagger stick in his right hand. He stopped, put his hands behind his back, feet apart, looked slowly around the room, and centred on Alfie. Then he spoke.


  "My dear Aflie, how nice to see you again. It's been four years. How are you ?" he uttered pleasantly.


  Alfie replied, "Boughton -- you funny-dressed prick. - (overstuffed peacock ?)"


  "Ah, please, Alfie, sans les metaphors. Introduce me properly to your little group." said Boughton.


  "Oh - my apologies." responded Aflie. "Meric, and group, this isDeputy Inspector GeneralRobert Boughton -- Office of Special Affairs for the Great Lakes Zoneof the Church of Scientology. Boobie to his closest intimate friends. Fanatic nutbar anti-smoker. He's in charge of locating, and eliminating, enemies of the Church -- INCLUDING, I might add, Boughton is personally responsible for the murder of my best friend, Andie."


  One of the parainvestigators blurted, "Hol-l-ly Shit ! Scientologists !! Damn, I've read or watched just about every doomsday story ever written or produced, and NO-body has EVER fingered Scientologists as the bad guys ! - Shit ! It figures ! It's ALWAYS the last the guys you'd never think to suspect."


  Boughton gave the parainvestigator a quick disagree-able took and sighed, returned his gaze to Alfie, said, "Alfie, Alfie -- Alfie-e-e-e. We've been all thru this before, you and I. We are the good guys, and YOU people are the bad guys.


  You know that from our viewpoint it had to be done Alfie. Andie was a widely read and respected author and investigative journalist. People paid attention to what he was saying in his books. In his next book Andie was going to include things about the Church of Scientology that would have done us very serious harm. I tried to reason with him yet again that day at the Quarry. We offered him a lot of money to keep us out of his next book. All his debts paid off and then some. He refused to see reason. We argued, a struggle ensued. Andie unfortunately lost his balance and fell. It was accidental.


  But, I learned to accept my part in his death because the results prove our decision to stop the publication of his book to have been correct. Andie was soon forgotten. His previous books for sale on Amazon.com don't even sell at 50 cents. The Church was once again safe and secured."


  "I can Never forget Andie," Alfie said loudly, "and I'll do whatever it takes to eventually let the world know what a heroic person Andie was, and, the real story of how and why he had to die, as you put it. However you justify his death to yourself, it was still murder," he declared.


  "I guess we will just have to disagree on that," responded Boughton.


  Alfie got hot, "Oh I most certainly disagree as you well know. Which is why when I received Andie's secret journal telling how he had infiltrated your Great Lakes Zone office, very detailingly recounting his relationship with you, and eventually learned of the true relationship between your Church and the Bhakti, and what you call the Body-Thetans, the Pretas. which Andie was going to reveal in his new book, that I too then infiltrated your organization. Originally to find proof of your having deliberately pushed Andie off the top of the quarry and have you arrested for his murder. But then I realized that, like Andie, I had to dedicate myself to putting a stop to your entire global abomination of a Church as well as the Pretas and Bhakti."


  "Hmm, yes, and look where it got Andie for trying," retorted Boughton.


  "You know why we're here," he continued. "We want your imaging machine and pendants. Which we'll use to gain the upper hand and control those beasts to do our bidding. And with them in our power, we will finally be able to re-educate the human race."


  There was a still silence in the room for a minute.


  Boughton stated, "What you think of me...., or the Church, matters not at all to me. I did what had to be done, for the good of the Church, for the good of all humanity.



  Now.... hand over the imaging machine, the pendants, and your notes Alfie on how to replicate the technology, and we can all part ways again peacefully. No one will be hurt if you comply." stated Boughton.


  Several of Boughton's men made their way around the room collecting the pendants, and the imager.


  Once done, Boughton smiled, and addressed to Alfie, "I thank you Alfie, the Church thanks you, the human race will one day thank you. I bid you a fond adieu," and tipped his cap. At that signal, his goons all raised their uzis to firing position, to mow everybody down.


  "I think....," piped up Meric, " NOT," and then yelled in to his collar, "Rescue Time Is Now !"


  At Meric's shout, a dozen armed Canadian Commandos burst in from the supply room where they'd been sequestered the whole time, spread out fast, and their Captain demanded, "DOWN. DOWN. STAND DOWN. PUT YOUR WEAPONS ON THE FLOOR AND STAND DOWN."


  Which of course, the bad guys didn't.Instead, they all thru smoke bombs which instantly filled the room, making it far too dangerous for anybody to start shooting or else likely hit their own.


  There were a few moments of confusion, and somebody shouted, "DON'T SHOOT, NOBODY FIRE --CIVILIANS HIT THE FLOOR." Followed by a lot of scufflings and furniture being knocked over. Then quiet descended.


  Several of the commandos finally threw open the windows, the smoke slowly dissipated, but, Boughton and his goons were gone.


  "They got away with everything ! Those bastards !" shouted one of the scientists as he pulled himself up off the floor.


  "Yea, well, yea, that wasn't supposed to happen," lamented Alfie. "BUT, it's not a complete disaster. We do have a complete set of replacements. AND, we're all still alive, thanks to Meric and his buddies."


  There was a general whoopa from the group. They all patted or shoulder-punched Meric and the commandos. And then began to realize they'd come very close to being dead.


  ========================================


  Craig demanded quite loudly, "Can someobody please explain what that was all about and why we almost got SHOT ! Why would the Church of Scientology want your technology ?!"


  Alfie sighed a relief, and replied, "They want it to take control of the Bhakti, to force the Bhakti to serve their agenda. I have a friend, a mole, inside Boughton's office who let us know thatBoughton found out about our little get-together tonight and decided to make his move to get the pendants and the imaging machine."


  Back in the 1960s, L.R. Hubbard, the founder of the Church of Scientology, was taking a lot of hallucinatory and psychedelic drugs. He claimed the drugs made it possible for him to see visions of the future, and communicate with aliens. One day he suddenly announced that there were non-corporeal entities trying to take possession of his mind and body. He called them Body-Thetans. Hubbard said the Body Thetans 'cluster' on every living human being and feed on our life energies, causing most of the pain, negative emotions, and bad stuff that we suffer and do to one another. Hubbard said the Church had to learn how to teach it's members to protect themselves from the Body Thetans, and how to stop them doing what they do.



  There's a lot more to that whole story, the story of Xenu which Hubbard released publically in 1967. The Scientology Church made some of that Hubbard story top secret for the higher level members only, but, the important part is that Andie realized Hubbard must have been talking about Pretas and the Bhakti, which is why Andie infiltrated the organization to find out all he could about Hubbard's Thetans.


  What Andie didn't expect to discover was that there exists a global Neo-Nazi network, a top-secret Fourth Reich. The Third Reich had been defeated by World War II, but the bureaucracy had survived,spread and scattered all over the world. It wasutilized after the war to carry on the day-to-day governance of Europe. Out of that developed the Fourth Reich network of Neo-Nazigroups and organizations for the purpose ofattaining global control and establishing their own global fascist corporate government. The so-called New World Order.Of course, most of the people they get to do the ground-work, and those they convince to support their efforts, do not know who or what they are really working for, nor what they are helping to bring about.Chris Hedges, an American Journalist, published a book in 2007 about the fast growing corporate fascist mentality of the U.S. called "American Fascists".


  The U.S. based Heritage Foundation is a perfect example of the global corporate fascist mentality at work.The Heritage Foundation was begun in the 1970s by two german-americans and a white supremacist. All of them ultra-right fascist-type corporate magnates, who spear-headed the swing of U.S. politics towards a fascist mentality, without those being swung to fascism realizing it was happening.


  Publically the fascists campaign in the name of American Patriotism, Defence of Democracy and the United States, and what the Christian Right believe to be the Morale Fundamentals of God. But behind-the-scenes, they instigate all the global military, organized-crime, economic, and religious crises around the world andwithin the U.S., to justify, necessitate, and bring about the globa swing towards fascism. They're doing again what the German Nazis did in the 1930s to take over. First, they cut and slash all public service budgets; then they dump criminals and mental patients in to the streets; then they boost police forces with their own people; then they infiltrate public service jobs and decision-making committees, or co-op those who have the jobs; then they begin their political campaigns to get elected to fix things; beginning with public health scares - like anit-smoking, fixing crumbling infrastructure, fighting rising crime, creating jobs, etc, all the while fomenting racial and religious conflicts; THEN they begin to focus on foreign military and terrorist threats to justify pouring huge sums in to defending against those too. It's all deviously orchestrated to maximize public fear of everything and manipulate the majority to turn in desparation to their claims to be able to fix all the problems - that they cause in the first place, which the majority do not realize until it's far too late to stop them. 


  Andie found out that these Neo-Nazis had begun to infiltrate the Church of Scientology during the early 1970s.The Neo-Nazi leaders realized that Hubbard's pseudo-occult writings were based on the same paganistic sources and beliefs in extraterrestrial aliens as their own researchings, and that Hubbard's top-down authoritarian corporate-military leadership, and his disdain for all mainstream contemporary religious and societal institutions, also similar to their own beliefs, to be a perfect covert cover for their own global ambitions. By the time Andie had joined, the church's entire upper echelon had been replaced, or co-opted, by Neo-Nazis."


  Craig exclaimed, "Holy crap !"


  Alfie went on, "Andie learned that the real story about Thetans was made top secret for only the highest members of the Church, because... contrary to Hubbard's orders, his 'inner-most circle' had indeed eventually learned that they could do a deal with the Thetan slash Bhakti entities, that they could semi co-operate with the Bhakti, to each other's benefit. In fact, the Scientology inner circle were giving Hubbard more drugs than he believed he was taking, so they could take over the Church, while seeing to it that the rank and file, and Hubbard himself, continued to believe that Hubbard was still running the show. Eventually, in the 1980s, their over-drugging of him is what eventually killed Hubbard.


  Shortly after his death, the Church leaders announced to the members that Hubbard was not really gone. He had chosen to leave his body, ascend to the next plane of existence, in order to pursue a higher set of Operating Thetan Levels that could only be pursued in a non-corporeal form. They claimed that Hubbard was and would continue to communicate to the Church leaders, back from the other side, certain parts of the knowledge that he, Hubbard, would be learning."


  "What was the deal they made with the Bhakti ?" inquired Jim, one of the parainvestigators.


  Andie grimaced, "The Bhakti agreed not to feed on the Church's top echelon 'inner circle'. Furthermore, to strengthen the inner circle's control of the rank and file, encourage more people to join and do the Church's bidding, and thereby expand the Church, and the inner circle's global control of all humanity. In exchange, the Church leaders agreed to design their training and rehab programs to maximize the feeding process of the Bhakti and the Pretas from the rank and file.


  But the biggest part of the deal is, the leaders believe the Bhakti will help them do what they claimed Hubbard did - survive the death of their current bodies - ascend to the higher plane of existence - and - come back again - to continue to rule over all of humanity."


  "No way ! " said close to half the group at the same time.


  "Yes way ! " Alfie emphasized, "Andie was going to expose all this, and more, in his next book. I figure you all know from my conversation with Boughton tonight how that turned out. Boughton 'accidentally' murdered Andie to stop him."


  Jim said, "God damn - that's very scary !"


  Alfie snorted, "You still don't know the other half of it all.Scientology's control of humanity, governments, corporations, the stock market, and various religions, is far vaster than ever dreamt of in any Sci-Fi book or movie.The entire 'inner circle' of the Church of Scientology - are eitherKnights Templar, or Masonic Mormons, orNeo-Nazis, or all three.


  Jim questioned, "Knights Templar, Masons and Mormons, AND Neo-Nazis ? I thought the Knights Templar ceased to exist. And you're saying this all relates back to Joseph Smith in 1821, his claim of being visited by the Angel Moroni that was really one of the Bhakti ? As for Neo-Nazis, I read somewhere that Nazis hated freemasonry. They closed all the freemason lodges during their time of the Third Reich, and forbade anyone from belonging."


  "Well, yes, sort of..... I mean.... no....I mean....ok....I'll try to explain.


  The Knights Templar didn't completely cease to exist. They went 'underground'.



  The Nazis didn't close all the freemason lodges during the 1930s and 40s. Only the ones that had Jews for members. Most lodges did. It was the Jews of course they hated, not freemasonry, with whom they had quite a few mystical things in common belief. In fact, many of their officers, including the top ones, remained members of their lodges. But, for the sake of the anti-jewish campaign, they took that all 'underground', because most lodges did have Jewish members, and, they didn't want their own non-jewish member lodges mistakenly attacked too.


  Some of today's Church of Scientology 'inner circle' are still Masonic Mormons, dating back to the days of Joseph Smith Jr.
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  and Brigham Young. Joseph Smith Jr., who's brother and father were both Masons, was himself a Freemason. Young, and the other top LDS leaders were all Masons. Together they all even started their own Masonic Temple in 1842.



  But in the late 1820s, while wandering deep in his favourite forest,Joseph Smith Jr claimed to have been visited by an Angel called Moroni, who claimed to be speaking to him on behalf of God. Of all the crazy things Smith claimed he was told, the Angel apparantly told him that Jesus, Mary Magdelene, and a very special inner circle of disciples, eventually made their way to America, settled in what latter became New York State, and lived out the rest of their physical lives. And so began the seeds of what eventually became the Latter Day Saints, the Mormons."


  Craig gafawed, "HA ! Yup, that's the americans alright. They always gotta be # 1, and the ends justifies the means. They always gotta have the best, and worst, of everything !! If they can't invent it, which they rarely do, nor buy it, which they usually do, nor steal it, which they often do, they just simply make it up."



  Everybody smiled and nodded knowingly.


  Meric said, "Yea, I'm a student of Canadian history, and the expulsion of the Acadians from Canada's Maritme Provinces always puzzled me because most of the Acadians had sworn agreement to be citizens of the British Empire, which both sides honoured for over 45 years, until the sudden and totally unexpected Great Expulsion for no apparant justifiable reason. Then I learned that all the British officers involved in the Great Expulsion, were the military leaders of the U.S. War of Independence just 15 years later. There's no doubt they were planning to separate from the empire for decades, and expelling the Acadians was in fact in preparation for their intentions to seize control and ownership of the entire eastern seaboard of North America when they were ready to launch their war to sucede. Being British officers at the time, they saw to it that the British Empire got the blame for the expulsion and deaths of the Acadians. It became the template for their stock-in-trade strategy ever since for all their 'expansion' - their Monroe Doctrine."


  Alfie nodded, and continued, "There are rumour stories that Smith was a laudanum addict, which began innocently enough at the age of six when he needed leg surgery.


  Shawn asked, "What's laudanum ?"


  Bryan answered, "It was a very popular cure-all-what-ails-you in Victorian times. It was a 90 % alcholic beverage, the other 10 % being opium."


  Alfie went on, "Skeptics say Smith didn't see real spirits, that he probably over-indulged in his laudanum 'spirits' when he went for his walks in the woods.



  "Ah !" exclaimed Shawn. Everybody laughed.


  Alfie continued, "BUT - Smith really did get 'visited'. What Smith actually talked to in the woods back then was.... the Bhakti. It was the Bhakti who 'instructed' Smith to found the Church of Latter Day Saints. And, it could well have been the laudanum that weakened Smith's mind enough to allow the Bhakti to control his mind and 'appear' to him."



  Shawn responded, "Holy crap !"


  Alfie grinned, and said, "Now. The Scientologists say otherwise, but even the badge the Scientology upper echelon wear is made up of modified versions of Masonic symbols - 3 Egyptian pyramids, 2 of those intertwined with an S representing both Scientology AND King Solomon.Surrounding the inner symbols is Scientology's stylized version of the very ancient Pagan Solar Deity Sun God symbol.
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  The rank and file of the Judeo-Christian-Islamic religions are never told that King Solomon was in fact a Pagan, and Occultist Mystic, casting spells and summoning demons. At least, those were the words used by much later writers to describe Solomon and what he was trying to do. Probably to hide from the un-initiated who would stumble upon this 'other side' of Solomon that the mainstream believers didn't get told about King Solomon. But deeper and more secret even than that, the truth was, Solomon knew what the parasite entities are, from very ancient texts he had gotten hold of. From those ancient texts, Solomon tried to learn how to defend himself and his people from them, and how to gain control over the entities, by means and methods that would much later come to be called - alchemy."



  Jim exclaimed, "REALLY ! Did not know that !"


  Alfie went on, smiling, "Now.... modern day Freemasonry got started in England in 1717 by a bunch of buddies in their local pub. But, to believe that just a few decades later, their pub-born Freemasonry organization could spread over half the planet, to have developed an immensely complex set of rituals, symbols, ceremonies, and stories, which were then used by George Washington and his fellow nation-founding Freemasons to design / build the entire city of Washington, DC and other major american cities, is.....well.... beyond belief.


  For example, there is the mystery of Rosslyn Chapel in Scotland, which is loaded with carvings and stained glass windows of Masonic symbols, and those of at least a half dozen religions including Pagan, that predates modern Freemasonry by 300 years. Hence the mystery. Rosslyn Chapel is full of mysterious carvings. Like the pillar that some believe is a perfect rendition of the human DNA strand. Or, like the carving of Maize, North American Indian corn, some 50 years before Christobal Colombo sailed there in 1492.There's the story that the man who had the chapel built, William St. Clair, was a Knights Templar who, it is claimed, journeyed to North America in 1398, and in the heart of what's now Nova Scotia, Canada, he and his fellow Knights buried a bunch of very ancient artifacts related to Jesus and his ancient blood line going back thru King Solomon, Moses, Abraham, all the way back to Adam, some say Atlantis, to protect it all from those seeking to destroy the artifacts. And, that several centuries later, those artifacts were re-buried under Mont Royal when Montreal was founded, and then, several centuries later, taken back to Europe somewhere, possibly Paris, for safe keeping."


  "Knights Templar in Nova Scotia in 1398 ? I'd never heard That one before !" said one of the physicists.


  Alfie replied, "Yea, it was all written up in a book called 'The Holy Blood and the Holy Grail' published in the 1980s.


  Anyways, since the Industrial Revolution of the late 1700s, Freemasonry, Mormonism,Scientology,and others, like New Age organizations, the global entertainment industry, ufology, the paranormal and spiritualism, mediumship and psychics, voodoo and magic, witchcraft, numerous alleged benevolent non-profit organizations, even nation-states and militarism to fight wars with each other and wreek havoc everywhere,are all the Bhakti's modern day versions of the Gods and Goddesses of old.


  All designed to recruit, indoctrinate, control, and ultimately render the entire human race to be good little negative emotional energy producers for them to feed upon."


  "Holy Shit ! -- excuse me for saying that so much, but, -- holy shit !" said one of the group.


  "Yes, exactly. Well," continued Alfie, "I joined Boughton's local Scientology Office of Special Affairs, eventually ingratiated myself with him personally, made copies of various incriminating documents, proof of what Andie had found out, learned that Boughton had been the one to murder Andie. And when I got caught, Boughton naturally felt very betrayed, and has been after me ever since. He eventually learned about my pendants and the imaging machine. They realized these would give them the upper hand with the Bhakti and Pretas, and plan to, as you heard, use the technology to control the Bhakti and Pretas to do their bidding in order to take over total control of the entire human race and the whole planet.


  "Holy ! --- shit." said one of the others. "So, how did you know they were going to make a grab for the stuff tonight ?"


  "What Boughton does not know," Alfie replied, "is that I have a mole, a very dear friend, inside his very office, who tipped me off. And so Meric arranged these Commandos to rescue us."


  Meric laughed, and said, "These great guys are all friends of mine. There's another dozen who couldn't make it tonite. They're all ex-forces guys with various levels of combat experience. Most were regular forces, each at least 2 or more tours in Afghanistan. There's some peacekeepers, but don't be fooled on that score. Those missions were just as combative. AND some were special ops too, including some who were JTF2. They all had to attend some of my seminars that I give usually at the DND facility in Toronto, sometimes at CFB Trenton, Kingston, or Petawawa, on identifying insurgents living undercover pretending to be villagers in conflict zone villages. The insurgents are the ones who plant the IEDs, Improvised Explosive Devices, that kill most of our casualties.These guys who just saved our butts tonite are the ones who made an impression on me by telling me things from theirpersonal experiences thatI didn't know or hadn't thought of. We hit it off and later became friends when they mustered out, joined the local reserve unit, and Major Robert Stringer here talked me in to joining too. It's good training for me and what I do to better understand what it's like to do what they've done."


  There was a round of chuckles from the commandos. One said, "You're such a wimp at it too, Merlin," and Meric laughed with them.


  "Merlin ??" quipped Alfie. Meric grimmaced.


  Meric's reservist friends all chuckled, Stringer explained, "Ol' Merlin here is always wanting us to do the impossible. Like finding Taliban pretending to be villagers. We told him, nobody can do that - they all look alike ! When we asked him what this mission was about, he said it was another impossible. Sounded like more great fun, so, we came - mostly so's we can then get to tell him - told you so." Everybody chuckled.


  One of the physicists then asked, "What's JTF2 ?"


  "Oh, well..." replied Meric, giving Stringer a look, who nodded ok, "Joint Task Force 2 -
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  they are the elite of Canadian special ops, covert missions, top secret, need-to-know only. I can tell you what's public record. For example, the JTF2 guys were among the first to go in to Afghanistan in 2001, ahead of the invasion, and took out over 200 of the Taliban and Al Qaeda leadership before the fireworks even began."


  "WOW ! Who Knew !" said the physicist. "So, like, what else did they do - for example."


  Stringer and Meric grinned at each other, and Meric said, "If they told you, they'd probably then have to kill you for knowing."


  The physicist's mouth dropped, and he said, "Ok-e-e-e, --Never mind......too much information is a bad thing sometimes."


  Everybody laughed.


  Then Meric continued, "Major Stringer, you and your men saved our butts. We all owe you a huge favour in return." To which the group added their hearty agreements, such as "Cheers for Meric's Marauders !"


  Stringer replied good heartedly, "Glad to be of service Dr. Roulette....and gentlemen," looking around the room at everyone. "Meric's Marauders, eh....Whadaya say men ?" his men grinned agreement. Stringer looked back to Meric, waved his hand to indicate the scientists and parainvestgators, and concluded, "Meric's Marauders will be there for you if you all ever need us again."


  "I have a sickly feeling we will," responded Meric.


  "So-o-o, on that note," piped up one of the paranormal investigators, "what I don't understand about those Scientology guys is, assuming you, and the other doomsayers, are correct, about December 2012 that will shift, flood, and fry the planet to cinders, maybe even blow it to smithereens....how come the scientology elite still plan to take over humanity and the planet, when there won't be anything left to take over ?"


  Alfie said, "Very excellent question. They quite simply do not believe the Earth will be totally destroyed. Extremely devastated for sure, that they believe, but not destroyed. They believe about 10 percent of the population will survive, and so will they. That is, their top echelon and their chosen Scientology members. They've been very secretly building ocean-arks, to do just that. That's the real reason why Hubbard created the Scientology Sea Org decades ago. But, it became obvious to many higher level members and lower level rank-and-file, that the Church could not build enough arks. So, the leaders poured billions in to underground survival facilities too. Like the one under the new Denver International Airport. If you've ever been there, or seen it on the web, you'll know of the myriad of symbolic depictions incorporated in to the Airport itself, that clearly allude to the coming Apocalypse, the New World Order, as they call it. There are many stories of massive excavations and construction under the airport, that some guesstimate could accomodate anywhere from 10,000 to perhaps as many as 100,000 people, for months, till after the global flooding subsides. There is a chance the rank and file are led to believe, a slim one, but a real chance all the same, that some of those underground-based facilities and the people in them might survive. Which the top leaders count as a bonus for their New World Order afterwards. But, it's a slim chance at best, and everybody knows it. However, they need the continuing support of all the members to ensure their own survival, and so they built about a dozen places around the planet like the one under Denver Airport to placate the rank-and-file.


  But it's only the ocean-going arks that have a reasonable chance of surviving the coming apocalypse. Hence the Scientology Sea Org as their highest elite level for the truly worthy, as they put it.


  BUT," Alfie emphasized with a raised clenched fist, peter finger pointing up, "the biggest part of their deal with the Bhakti - is immortality - demi-godhood.


  The Scientology top echelon believe that bymodifying our technology, or using it to design a different version, they will by then perfect the way toslough off their mortal bodies,directly 'rapture', to 'ascend' to god-hood, oust the Bhakti, and, become immortals themselves, as Avatars on Earth, being worshipped by all the survivors of the Apocalypse. These Scientology madmen want the Apocalypse to happen, as their opportunity to rule, to become immortal. They see that as their true destiny, as the new Gods of humanity. So.....they are very desparate to have our machines., and,they very much want to stop us from trying to stop the Apocalypse and their ascension to demi-godhood from happening."


  "Holy fucking shit," said the p.i. "Just how many scientologists are there ?


  "Well," said Alfie, "Nobody outside of the inner circle really knows for sure. But, I can tell you there's a lot of people easily attracted to it. Including me once upon a time.


  Hubbard founded Scientology in 1953-54. My first experience with them wasin the early 1960sas a young boy at their Church on Yonge Street here in Toronto. I was a lonely boy, I didn't have real friends, I didn't fit in anywhere. Not with my family, not at my school, not my Anglican church, all of which I felt had failed me. I was desparately looking for answers to questions, but I didn't know what those questions even were. I read a lot of science fiction, including some of Hubbard's. One early summer day, Yonge Street shops were having some sort of 'sidewalk tables' day. I was wandering up and down to see the sights. Seemed like half the city was there that day doing the same thing. And boom, there it was. The Toronto Church of Scientology.


  Front doors open, tablesand 'volunteers' just barely poking out on to the sidewalk so passers-by had to notice them, but, perfectly not too far out so as not to piss anybody off by blocking the sidewalk too much. The place was loaded with books by L. Ron Hubbard, the science fiction writer I'd been reading. Literature and the 'volunteers' were talking about personal and global peace and happiness, and - being welcome and belonging. Even aliens and other worlds. It was all my science fiction dreams come to life right in front of my eyes. Their street tables and inside were packed with people, like me. I could not pass by. I was drawn inside, step by step. It felt like I was in a magical hypnotic euphoric trance, unable to resist.I listened to their speel, which captured my longings for everything I felt I'd been searching for, didn't have, and wanted more than anything else. I thought, these people will truly love me. I tried their Stress Test, which the guy said clearly showed I needed a lot of help, and I needed a complete 'auditing', so I bought the 'Dianetics' book.


  That's how so many people wind up so deep into Scientology, one step at a time and they become trapped inside it.It's how they come to believe all the Scientology crap they are brainwashed with.Recruits slowly become dis-associated from reality, from family and friends, wind up endentured slaves,and sign contracts to serve the Church for1 billion years. They're told there are horrific BTs, Body Thetans, invisible energy entities, that cling to them, feed from them, and cause them to have all the negative emotions and whatever sufferings one has. That only Scientology can 'clear' these creatures from their lives. The rich pay 100s of 1,000s, even millions, to progress up the OT Levels. Anybody who has doubts, or resists, is told it's the BTs, and they need to be rehabilitated by extreme hard labour, physical punishments, even solitary confinement. Like in George Orwell's book, '1984', they come to believe that 2 plus 2 equals whatever they are told it equals. Today it could be 3, tomorrow it could be 7, and they believe it. Anybody who isn't one of them, or supportive of them, or especially those who critisize Scientology, is an enemy who must be crushed and eliminated by whatever means necessary. All that is just for starters.


  Scientology is one of the worst. But, it's how all religions, cults, and the myriad of various groups and organizations recruit their followers, starting with portraying a sense of phony love, compassion, and caring.


  Behind it all, are the Pretas and Bhakti.


  Back in the 60's, I was very very lucky. Before I left, when nobody was looking, I snuck a peek inside the Stress Test box, and it was just a bogus bunch of flashing lights. And, alarm bells went off in my head. I went home and read the book. It gave me nightmares for years afterwards. I didn't join, thank god.


  But, in the early 1970s, a now famous Canadian today did join, as a young boy. His name's Paul Haggis, the film and tv celebrity."


  "NO !!! You mean the guy who created 'Due South' is a scientologist ?" exclaimed another. "I LOVED that Canadian Mountie show !"


  "Yea, well, having been a member for 34 years, and reaching OT Level 7, the second highest level there is for physically living humans, Haggis suddenly recently quit, and began his own very anti-scientology campaign. So, go with that.


  "What's an OT ?" asked the same guy.


  Meric jumped in, "Operating Thetan. Thetans is what scientologists call we humans. They say our true self is not our bodies nor our minds, but our Thetan, or immortal spiritual being or soul. They say Theta is the Universal Life Force everything is made of, including us. They have 8 OT Levels of what they claim are training and rehabilitation to become a 'clear', essentially meaning a person who is clear of the BTs, and can finally think for his or herself. A person who attains Level 8 is called a Free Operating Thetan. Of course it's all what we would call cult brainwashing and reprogramming. Their free alright, free to do only what the Church dictates.


  Back in the late 1970s I did one of my dissertations on Scientology for my Masters in Sociology. A sociological analysis of Scientology book by Dr. Roy Wallis had just come out at the time, called The Road to Freedom. I referenced it heavily, and talked to Wallis to garner more material. He confided his book originally was intended to be even more critical of the group than the version eventually published after more than 100 edits that Wallis worked out during 'negotiations' with the Church. After publication, agents of the Guardian Office, now called the Office of Special Affairs, infiltrated Wallis's University and concocted a discrediting campaign against Wallis. They spread rumours around campus that he'd had a homosexual affair, took drugs, and planted fake damaging letters in his office and living quarters."


  Alfie said, "Paul Haggis has said that something similar will probably happen to him soon. Haggiswas quoted saying, - 'These people have long memories. My bet is that, within two years, you are going to read something about me in a scandal that looks like it has nothing to do with the church. I was in a cult for thirty-four years. Everyone else could see it. I don't know why I couldn't.'


  Well, that's how these entities succeed at doing what they do. They hide their existence from us, so we don't realize that we are being fed upon. Instead they use the cover of the myriad of belief systems to achieve their feeding without being discovered doing it. Anyone who doubts, or resists, is declared to be battling body thetans, and in need of isolation and re-habilitation. Anyone who is against them and tries to do something about it, must be neutralized, one way, or another.


  But, Haggis is really just small potatoes for the Church. They have a lot of other much bigger entertainment members that are far more important to them. They have an entire administration department called Celebrity Centre International, with centres in many countries. They use these celebrities to quietly spread the word, recruit others, make movies and tv shows that subliminally entice people to want what the Church claims to offer to the world.


  They have organizations for everything.They target and recruit politicians, judges, lawyers, and important business leaders.They provide literacy and other educational programs, business training, et cetera, in many countries too. Through all these 'services', they slowly 'program' the people to become good little scientologists, trained and brainwahsed to be better food sources for the very body thetans they claim they are teaching people how to defend against.


  Just to give you an idea of how big they are today and how they got that way, back in the mid-70s the Toronto Church began getting a lot of negative attention from various authorities, so they infiltrated those authorities - Fasken & Calvin, law firm; Goodman & Goodman, law firm; the College of Physicians and Surgeons of Ontario; the Ontario Medical Association; Canadian Mental Health Association; the Ontario Provincial Police; Metropolitan Toronto Police; the Attorney General of Ontario's office; AND the Royal Canadian Mounted Police - all to try to put a stop to the investigations from the inside, and ultimately completely takeover control of those authorities. It's what they call 'Fair Game' to protect the Church from it's enemies. It took about 20 years, but, in 1992, a few of the members charged, chosen to be the fall-guys, take all the heat for the rest, were finally found guilty of tax evasion, fraud, and conspiracy. It was concluded by the authorities as the end of the events.


  But even that sort of thing doesn't happen anymore because the Church has so many members and agents everywhere now since those days, to suppress any more investigations, or intimidate those who aren't part of or controlled by the church. Whenever there is some talk about strange goings-on, and they do find themselves threatened by someone or authority, they sooner or later get those attempts against them squashed."


  "Hole-l-y ! Right here in Toronto ? Hole--l-l-y"


  "Yea, it really is very scary. Here in Canada, and in many other countries, they are on a global expansion campaign right now. Canada's a good example of that. They've had offices or churches in every major Canadian city for decades. BUT, just a few weeks ago Scientology Canada opened a brand new HUGE Church in Quebec City thatDavid Miscavige the big cheese himself attended, along with Canadian politicians and prominent business leaders. PLUS, 7 more are to be opened across Canada, including a former tourist resort near Orangeville Ontario that will be their new national headquarters here with a permanent staff of 200, AND they are completely renovating the Toronto facilities on Yonge Street. All to accommodate the huge numbers of new members they've been recruiting. And that's just Canada. They have over 9,000 churches, missions, and groups in over 165 countries, and new facilities being opened every week. They are - pretty much - everywhere."


  Bryan, the leading physicist stated the obvious, "You expect our little group to be able to do the impossible. Why didn't you take this to authorities who stand a chance of doing something ? The police, the governments, the military."


  Alfie said, "The few people I did try to tell, just dismissed me as a nutbar. I never got to show them any of what you have seen tonight. But, not long after I tried, inexplicable accidents began to happen. My credit cards got rejected. The brakes on my car failed. Late night phone calls with nobody responding on the other end. My websites got hacked. I had data deleted from my computers while I was connected online, and sometimes viruses injected to wipe out everything on them. I even got investigated a few times for alleged criminal activities. My bank acount got frozen several times.There'd be enormous purchases on my credit card that I hadn't done.My credit card got cancelled. The one that almost got me in jail was the investigation for pedophillia and spreading child porn. I almost lost my position at ARO because of that. In fact, officially I'm not working there anymore. They put ideas in to the minds of others that you are crazy, or sick, or committing criminal acts. Contrary to the belief that one is innocent until proven guilty, you are pursued as though you are guilty until you can prove you are innocent. The worst probably is when you are branded crazy, mentally disordered. The more you protest against that, the more hostile and crazy you get branded. Then you simply get locked away, even for life, without any rights to due legal process. One guy Andie and I knew in Lindsay who was working with us for a few years, Jack Jackson, suddenly contracted a very rare blood cancer, and died 8 weeks after being diagnosed. The day of his funeral, two black vans went to his house and took all his papers and computers. We're pretty sure it was murder using a viral bio-weapon, though we couldn't prove that, because his body was cremated. It finally dawned on me that I could not trust anybody of government, military, police, nor any other authorities, so I stopped trying. But, even if you don't stop trying, all 'they' have to do, is wait. Because eventually you grow old and die, while 'they' just carry on business as usual. That's why all of you are here. To try something completely different to defeat them."


  "How can we hope to stop them ?"said one of the group. "Maybe we should just run away and hide !!"


  Alfie replied, "There is no-where to hide. It's them or us now," at which everybody expressed pensively worried faces.


  Alfie realized from their looks they were in danger of losing before they'd even begun. He needed to give them a sense of hope, a direction to go.


  He took a deep breath, and, "We will gather what we need here in Toronto, and soon proceed to the Algonquin Radio Telescopefacilities. Over the winter months nobody else goes there, there's nobody around for probably several hundred kilometres in any direction. We go there for that reason, and because we need the Telescope to be our main weapon. We will build several more imaging machines, and several more devices, something like those depicted in the old Ghostbusters movies,the Proton Pack and Wand, and the Trap.Then we will capture a few Pretas to experiment on, and from them we will learn how to use the Radio Telescope to gather and beam the mass of their collective energy towards the Sun as a protective shield against the coming Super Solar Mass Ejection. And THEN we locate the primary plasmic energy cloud home of the Bhakti, known as Mt Meru, at the edge of our atmosphere and the Ionosphere, and, we blast them all to space-hell where they belong...... Ummm.....All the while avoiding their efforts, and the efforts of Boughton and his Scientology goons, to stop us. Meric's Mauraders will establish defenses around the compound for that."


  Nobody looked too encouraged.


  "Cheer up everybody, we CAN do this !" insisted Alfie.


  "How do you know that ?" asked one of the group.


  "Because," replied Alfie, "we have to......we've got till December 21st, 2012 to do it, or else....the entire planet dies."


  "Oh great," the person replied, "that's a Real confidence booster, that is."


  A pregnant pause, then Meric said, "Like I said Captain Stringer, I have a hunch we will be needing your help..... a lot."


  "Oh god," said one of the scientists, who'd said it earlier thant evening, "we're doomed." And then everybody began to mill about and chat.


  "Huh !" said Meric to Alfie, "For the 1st meeting of the group, I think that went well, eh !"


  Alfie just grimmaced back at him.


  end of chapter 11


  Chapter 12


  August 2012 rolled around all too soon.


  By then the group, none of whom had any family ties, except now each other, had managed to transform the ARO in to their base of operations, hoping to prevent the destruction of Earth.


  They'd had to move fast after the New Year of 2010-11. Things were still relatively normal at that time, but, climate changes and geophysical events were increasing.Time was rapidly running out. Before doing so became impossible, they had to collect all the stuff they were going to need and get it and themselves to ARO on snowmobiles.


  By August 2012 they did not have to worry too much about the prying eyes of the usual nature nuts tramping around Algonquin park, because very few came anymore, except some survivalists looking for a safe place far from the cities, which were now in total chaos.


  But, things at ARO got off to a rough start in early January 2011 however, when they'd all 1st arrived to get started. That's when their grand plan to save the world almost ended even before it really began.


  Alfie welcomed the group to ARO, showed them around the facility, where they would bunk, et cetera, and then everybody returned to Alfie's quarters to talk over what to do first.


  Alfie waved around, "Welcome to my home. Sandwiches and beers in the fridge." And then -- he started World War III. "Smoke 'em if you got 'em," and lit up a cigarette.


  Most of the ex-soldier guys pulled out their smokes, and a couple of the physicists too, which added up to about 20 % of the group, but, 3 % of the rest, or 6, of the non-smokers simultaneously yelled their own versions of "PUT OUT THAT CANCER STICK !!"


  The other smokers froze. One mumbled, "ah gees, here we go..." Alfie grinned, and kept puffing, as he responded, "This is MY world here. I smoke. You don't like it ? Too bad."


  The 6 anti-smokers all covered their lower faces with whatever they had at hand. Errol Novah, the head parainvestigator, got belligerent back at Alfie, "I DON'T like, and you're NOT going to expose Me to it !!"


  Alfie smirked insultingly, "A Gamma Ray Burst from the Crab Nebula is about to trigger the Local Interstellar Cloud to condense, setting off a Super Solar Mass Ejection from our Sun that is going to SMOKE our entire planet to a cinder, which will certainly kill us all....if an earthquake or Boughton's goons or the Bhakti don't get us first....and, you're petrified about a little second hand tobacco smoke ?"


  Errol bellowed back, "We're all here to SAVE the human race, and you're going to KILL US ALL before we can even get started trying !!!"


  Well, all the smokers, and most of the non-smokers too, laughed at that statement.


  "All the studies Prove second hand smoke kills ! Just one whiff is all it takes !!!" said another of the anti-smokers.


  All the smokers, and Meric, laughed again, even louder than before.


  Alfie said to Errol, "I smoke - and live - but you die from my second hand smoke ? Do you not see how ludicrous your obsessive compulsive disorder belief is ?"


  "All the scientists who conducted those studies would Not lie ! Why would they lie about second hand smoke ?" insisted Errol, getting louder with every word.


  Alfie began to boil.....went to a draw and pulled out just a small handful of the huge pile of documents in it and threw the handful on the coffee table. He emphasized, "You claim to be a seeker of real science and truth. Well, there's some of it ! I've got lots more. All those studies you refer to, which I'll bet you have never even read, I have, are all junk science paid for by the very same Big Pharmaceutical companies that make Billions selling their anti-smoking products to the easily frightened gullible and ignorant. Their anti-smoking products have very bad side effects, even lethal, AND have a 90 % failure rate so people have to keep buying and buying, so the pill pushers can make more and more money. They PAY people and organizations to Push the anti-smoking agenda for their own profit. And, it's not just tobacco smoke either. They fund and push anti-smoking to direct attention away from all their other bad products. Hell, they ARE the global medical health care system. They OWN it All - lock, stock, and pill bottles. Between 50 and 80 % of all medical studies are junk science to make all their bad pills sound like good products when in fact those products are just the opposite. Richard Smith who used to be the Chief Editor of the British Medical Journal and colleagues from 12 other major journals tried to tell the world about it in 2001, and they all got fired for trying. All paid for by those so-called "legal" drug pushers to make a buck. My own mother died last month. She was over-medicated to an early grave by those bastards !"


  Jake, one of the commando guys piped up, "YEAH, the same thing happened to my mother ! First it was Prednisone for bowel pains, which gave her diabetes, cataracts, dizziness, constipation, extreme weight gain, nausea and other problems, and eventually more bowel pains than she had before the Prednisone. They didn't tell her it was all from the Prednisone. They gave her more pills to combat the side effects of the prednisone, and each of those gave her more side effects, and she got pills for those too. They turned her in to a mindless physical vegetable. All she could do was sit in her chair watching re-runs of Oprah, or sleep, all day and night. Finally she couldn't take it anymore and tried to kill herself. When the hospital detoxed her, all her sicknesses suddenly disappeared. But, after she got back home, she got put back on all the same pills again. She lost so much weight her organs finally gave out. She literally starved to death. It really pisses me off. TRILLIONS for medical research, and my mother starves to death because of those damn pill pushers."


  Alfie picked up again with anti-smoking, "Lots of people and organizations go along with anti-smoking for their share, get funding, or to keep their paycheques, or to blame smokers so they won't get blamed for polluting the environment. Anti-smoking is all based on junk science for a buck. Me and a lot of other people put all that info on our smokers' websites, and NO news media would report ANY of it. Anti-smoking is False Fear and Hatred Mongering Propaganda, and I sure as HELL am NOT going to put up with it in my own home !!!" Alfie looked like he might burst a blood vessel.


  One of the anti-smokers yelled back, "You're a nicotine addict ! A tobacco junkie ! You'll say and do anything to get your fix. You probably take astronomy projects funding from Big Tobacco !"


  Alfie fumed, then screamed, "FROZEN HORSE SHIT HOCKEY PUCKS !" and looked like he just might crap a few pucks himself right on the spot.


  "I wouldn't be stuck way the HELL out here in the middle of no-where doing a shit job at afunding-starvedbroken down observatory for food and a bed if I'd been rolling in Tobacco funding bucks. You should talk ! YOU'RE the ones being funded by sky-high tobacco taxes ! AND -- you don't want tobacco smoking to stop Neither, or none of you would have Any money to LIVE on !"


  Alfie fumed more, then quicly continued before any of them could respond, "Getting astronomy funding from Big Tobacco, eh. That's actually not a half bad idea. God knows the Canadian gov't didn't for decades - and, won't ever again, THAT'S for sure ! But, I was NO friend nor funded puppet of Big Tobacco. I had my OWN complaints about Big Tobacco. So, now I only smoke natives, AND to cheat assholes like you out of funding from ME ! Fifteen years ago Canadian cigarettes from Canadian tobacco were World Class Five Star smokes ! They didn't smell terrible like store-bought do today. The Canadian store product today is sub-standard, because Big Tobacco cheated the Canadian farmers into bankruptcy by paying less every year so they could bring in way cheaper sub-standard foreign grown tobacco. They take advantage of increases in tobacco taxes to slip in their own increases. And, they automated everything so their production cost per carton dropped below $ 6. Compare THAT to the store price for a carton of $ 70 to $ 100 smaker-loonies ! In FACT, I think they were in cahoots with Big Pharma funding anti-smoking !"


  "WHAT ?! That's Totally ludicrous," declared Errol. "For what purpose ?"


  Alfie told him, "Big Tobacco discovered over 40 years ago they could eventually make Trillions of bucks more from drug-growing transgenic tobacco than from pleasure smokers by growing medicinal drugs for Health Care on tobacco farms. They've been funding anti-smoking and buying up all the bankrupted and unwanted tobacco farms on the planet for pennies per dollar value to eventually convert them all to that purpose."


  "That's absolutely the most preposterous claim I have EVER heard. Now -- put OUT that Cancer Stick - immediately !! - or else,' bellowed Errol.


  "Oh for god's SAKE -- Fine !!! You don't like it ?? Then get the FUCK Out of MY House you BLOODY KELVIN !"


  "OK THEN !!" Errol screamed, "WE ARE OUTA HERE." He and a couple of the other anti-smokers grabbed their duffle bags and headed for the door.


  The other smokers were sniggering at all this quite insane entertainment. The non-smokers were worried, and didn't know what to make of it. Major Stringer stepped in to block their way from leaving. "Whoa whoa whoa, wait a minute.....Errol.....Alfie.....where are your pendants ?"


  "Our WHAT !?" bellowed Errol.


  "Oh god..." exclaimed Alfie, "about an hour ago I was doing some last minute work on one of the gears of the telescope. I didn't want to get it caught in the gears, so I took it off. In my excitement of your arrival, I forgot to put it back on." Alfie quickly put his on.


  One of Errol's fellow parainvestigators, George, noticed the imager on the nearby table. Nobody was paying any attention in his direction, so he turned it on, and began scanning everybody else with it.


  "What about you Errol ?" asked Stringer.


  "I still don't accept that stupid little stone is going to do any good. But I brought it along, in my pack anyways, in case anybody gave me an argument over it."


  "Well, whether you believe it or not, it ain't going to hurt you to wear it all the time, if only to avoid getting in to an argument, eh. So, put it on, and keep it on from now on." said Meric.


  "It's preposterous ! I'm Not going to wear the stupid thing !" he said emphatically.


  "Ah, Errol," George piped in.


  "WHAT !" shouted Errol.


  "You might wanna put on your pendant. I've been scanning the room with the imager. You and Alfie were only two being swarmed by a 1/2 dozen or so orbs. Now it's just you since Alfie just now put his back on. They keep flying in and out of your head."


  "And what if I don't put it on !!" snarked Errol.


  "Then," stated Stringer, "we'll take you outside of the compound, put a bullet in and out of your head, and leave your body for the wolves."


  A pregnant pause.


  Errol fumed around at everybody, but realized Stringer meant it for real, and everybody else too, and finally said, "Oh for god's sake, alright ! I'm putting it on." He did, and the change was really quite miraculous. He calmed right down, the fury in his face mostly disappeared.


  Everybody else breathed a sigh of relief.


  Surprising everybody, there suddenly seemed to be a rippling 'rush' of 'something' invisible, like a heat wave, but, cold instead, that washed thru the whole room.


  "HEY, did anybody else feel that ?" exclaimed one of the reserves guys.


  "THAT," responded Alfie, "was a Pretas Surge....it's what I call it anyways. It's when a colony of Pretas suddenly swarm thru a room, trying to knock out the electronics. If the electronics here weren't heavily shielded, they could have done us a lot of damage we don't have time to fix."


  Then Errol said, abeit in a much quieter demeanor, "That still does not resolve my problem with Alfie's smoking. I simply can Not abide it. If he's going to smoke in my presence, I will have to leave."


  Most everybody laughed at that.


  To which Stringer responded, "We're not about to let you have one of the snowmobiles. So, where you gonna go ? It's January ! The snow's 3 deep out there for a 100 kilometres ! Besides, no place on earth is safe anymore anyways.We need everybody here, including you, for what we're all here for. The stress of it is going to be unbearable enough without anybody suffering the presence, or absence, of tobacco smoking. We have to find a way to get along.And I think I may have the solution."


  At that Stringer reached in one of his many pockets, pulled out a case for glasses, which he opened and took out a black stick.
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  Stringer said, "This - is an electronic cigarette, from epuffer.com, in Thornhill, Ontario. There are cigar, and even pipe models too.It's battery operated.It does not burn tobacco. It vaporizes nicotine and propylene glycol. Propylene glycol is the same stuff used for fog machines at enterntainment venues. It's perfectly safe.You suck on this end, and the orange LED at the other glows, simulating a real cigarette. It produces a visible vapor that we can inhale and exhale simulating tobacco smoke. It doesn't smell. There's no second hand tobacco smoke, because there's no tobacco in it. The nicotine in the vapor not inhaled is not enough for anyone close by to worry about. There's more nicotine in a thin slice of potato, tomato, or brussel sprout you eat for supper. The e-cig isn't quite as enjoyable or satisfying as a real cigarette, but, it's the closest simulation of smoking there is. We, " Stringer indicated the other guys, "use them during missions when we can't risk being detected because of the smell of a real cigarette. We put a bit of tape on the end to hide the glow of the LED. And we use them in many other situations when we can't have a real cigarette."


  Stringer demonstrated the e-cig with a few puffs. Alfie and Errol both simultaneously said, "Huh ! Well, I'll be damned !" and grimaced at each other for it.


  Stringer said, "Yea, they're pretty good. Health Canada banned their sale without a DIN, but, have so far refused to approve any. There's no doubt in the minds of people who use them that the Big Pharmaceutical companies that make anti-smoking products, like the Inhaler, which is a piece of shit, are the ones behind the ban of electronic cigarettes. Fortunately, there's been no enforcement of the ban, so, e-cigs still get sold and used. They're pretty easy again to get these days. AND, e-cigs are a hell of a lot cheaper to smoke than the.....so-called..... legal cigarettes, which are so criminally sky-high taxed, we're thinking there aught to be a revolution or military coup to overthrow the puppets, thieves, and robber barons in Ottawa."


  Stringer continued, looking around at everybody, "We all, including Alfie, will use these e-cigs, when-ever, where-ever, we have to spend considerable time together with anybody who cannot stand the smell of a real cigarette. Are we agreed ?"


  Alfie and Errol pondered it over, grimmacing at each other. Alfie finally said, "I'll try it if you will." Errol didn't say yes, but, he didn't say no either. He didn't dare under the circumstances.


  Stringer gave Alfie his spare e-cig, a box of cartridges, and showed him how to use it. Alfie gave it a go, and seemed happy enough.


  Errol,on the other hand, was not happy, and odds were never would be. But, when he couldn't smell anything, he couldn't risk losing face and the respect of the others by complaining any further.


  The war between them was abated, for now anyways. One had the feeling though, from the scowl on his face, that Errol had not capitulated for long.


  One of the moderate anti-smokers, Bryan, went over to Alfie and quietly said,"Alfie, I apologize for Errol....and his 2 bosom buddies. None of us can stand tobacco smoke, but, Errol goes too far. When he gets on his anti-smoking warpath, he calls himself the Grim Reaper, bent on eradicating all smokers from the entire planet, whatever it takes. Amongst ourselves we call him and his two buddies....the Groin Ripper and his two boobies."


  Alfie chuckled, "I felt that ! It Suits !"


  Bryan finished, "Errol's a certifiable nutbar where tobacco smoke is concerned. He's supposed to be on meds for OCD, but, sometimes he falls off that wagon, and goes a little crazy. He's harmless though, all bark, no bite. But, even still, a Really annoying little shit."


  "Thank you Bryan," replied Alfie. "I really appreciate your saying so. For you and your buddies, I'll be happy to use this electronic cigarette when I must."


  One of the other parainvestigators spoke up, "Speaking of being needed, just what Are we ex-spook-hunter guys going to be useful for here ? All this technology is way beyond our helping in any way."


  "I've been giving that a lot of thought," said Alfie. "You all felt what just happened a few minutes ago with that Pretas Surge ? We're fully protected by our pendants, but our electronic technology is not all totally safe. Some of it can be interfered with by a larger colony of the Pretas and or Bhakti. Before you all got here, I've been handling the problem, but, I fully expect there to be more attempted incursions of Pretas, guided by the Bhakti, to try to harm our equipment electronically. From here on, we scientists will have our hands full with the science side, and the soldier guys will have their hands full defending against the Scientology goons and anybody else, but we also need defenders against the Pretas and Bhakti. That will be the job of you parainvestigators. Using the imager to find them, and the proton traps to capture them, and then add them in to the containment grid we'll construct to collect as much Pretas energy as we'll need to protect Earth from the Super Flare. And of course, we'll all share in preparing food, doing laundry, and other such like, but, more of that can be handled by you guys than the others."


  "GOOD ! I'm very glad to know we'll be useful and welcome to be here for something !" said the parainvestigator.


  Meric sauntered over to Alfie, and so the others couldn't hear, quietly asked him, "Hey Alfie. What's a Kelvin ?"


  Alfie sniggered, "Oh yea, that. -- One time when I was about 8, I called another kid a cunt. I didn't know what it meant, except that it meant something really bad. My mother heard me, and gave me a really good spanking. My back side hurt for a week. I told her why I'd said it to the other kid, I forget now what it was, and she said 'Oh my! He Was really Really bad, a lot more bad than you. But you can never use that word again - Ever !' Then I asked her what word I could use if something like that happened again. She thought for a second and said - 'call him a Kelvin.' So, ever since, I've only been able to call somebody a 'Kelvin' who is really Really bad."


  Meric guffawed with a big smile, slapped Alfie's shoulder and said, "Alfie -- every once in a while -- a long while mind you -- you're really really cute."


  And they both laughed.


  Alfie asked, "Did my neck veins pop out ?"


  Meric snorted, "Oh yea ! Way Out ! Your eye balls too. You're face turned a beauty red, and you spittled on Errol's shoes."


  Alfie said, "cool ! --- gees --- I think I had a heart attack.....", clutching his left boob.


  And Meric guffawed again.


  =============================


  But.... the very real problems of approaching doom were not abated so easily. They quickly grew.


  By August 2012 the planet situation had progressed from increasingly abnormal events to very serious. Millions had already died from 'Mother Nature' going insane. Bigger and more of everything: storms and tornadoes beyond level 5; earthquakes which could not be plotted on the richter scale; volcanic eruptions, even from volcanoes and fissures extinct or dormant for millions of years, and new magna fissures, some hundreds of kilometres long, where no volcanic activity had ever happen before; droughts and flooding; deluges of torrential downpours and snow blizzards with hailstones the size of basketballs; instantaneous super-freezing of areas; huge forest fires raging across other areas; tectonic plate shifting; solar flares continually got larger and more frequent; EMF fluctuations causing aurorae to appear all over the world; massive lightning strikes and EM pulses were causing communications and electronics disruptions. Cosmic radiation reaching the planet surface had started rising about a year ago.


  The most worrisome possibility being the several thousand square kilometre size mantle patch on the sea floor of the mid-atlanticwhere there was no crust, south of the Kane Fracture Zone. Temperatures of the Earth's mantle steadily rose over the past year, and the mantle patch was showing signs of increasing viscosity. Compared to the rest of the earth's surface layer, this mantle patch has a high concentration of iron and thus attracts more electromagnetic energy. And a higher gravity quotient. It had begun bulging several years ago. If it got any softer and ruptured, there was nothing the group could do to save the planet.


  What global news reports they got, were full of death and destruction on a massive scale. And, some were pretty weird stories. Like the one the day after the Spring Equinox in March saying there were 1,000s of claims all over the world of huge saucer and cigar shaped flying objects that had hovered over all the allegedly non-hoax crop circle hot spots, to which uncountable numbers of local children had flocked, and, simply disappeared. At midnight that night, the flying objects also disappeared, and hadn't been seen anywhere since.


  Weird - Or - What !!!!


  Alfie simply said the story was a bogus. But, it did make many millions of people happier and comforted to believe it was true.


  Another weird story was about the three million New Age believers who'd some how gotten to Chitzen Itza in Yucatan, Mexico, in the belief they would be first-hand witnesses to the rising up from under the Ball Court of the Feathered Serpent God,Quetzalcoatl. And they also believed that whenQuetzalcoatl destroyed this Universe and gave birth to the next, they would be transmigrated in to the new Universe along with Quetzalcoatl because they were there.


  Everybody in the ARO group agreed that was just plain self-deludingly sad.


  To retrofit the ARO, Alfie, Meric, John the head physicist, and Major Stringer had had to confide the whole story to Doug Hannlon of Thoth Technology, the current licenced operators of the ARO. Thoth had been contracted some years ago to use the 46m telescope to continue helping to keep the Global Positioning System working properly, retrofit the ARO to be the ground station for the future all-Canadian unmanned probe to Mars, Northern Flight, and for participating in an ongoing global geodetic survey, the gathering and anaylsis of data concerning crustal motion, and Doug was the head of that project. As such, once convinced of what was happening, and the group's intentions to try to stop it, Hannlon had jumped on board, where his expertise and related knowledge had proved invaluable so far.


  Alfie's inside-mole had let him know their location at ARO had been found.A Scientology paramilitary strike force was expected to pay the site a visit any day now. They desparately wanted Alfie's tecnology. Three helicopters would storm in and drop in the boat launch-parking lot on the shore of Lake Traverse at the mouth of the Petawawa River, about 2 kilometres from ARO. From there they would invade the compound, and capture the technology. Once done, the helicopters would come in to pick them up. Before they left, they intended to blow up everything and everyone of us with C4 charges. But, before that, they had to avoid any possibility of accidentally damaging or destroying the technology they needed, so they were only going to use their mini-Uzis to invade with, which would be their weakness.


  Meric's Marauders had transformed the compound in to an armed camp, festooned with well concealed motion and infrared sensors, video cameras, and radar. The combat experienced members patrolled the compound and buildings. The special ops guys were stationed at the circumference. A narrow band beyond the perimeter was laced with buried contact mines, and the JTF2 guys worked 'outside the box', beyond the main defense perimeter. As well as their usual weapons, the JTF2 guys were packing high-powered hunting crossbows, the Equinox manufactured by Excalibur of Kitchener, Ontario.
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  They modified the arrows to produce a maximum decibel bone chilling ear splitting screech during flight, to startle and disorient the attackers. Or, in other words, scare the crap out of them long enough to take out as many of them as possible before they even reached the perimeter.


  And the third ARO team would stake out the landing site and capture the helicopters at the moment the actual attack on the ARO facility began.


  The 46m Radio Telescope had been modified also, to gather in the Pretas, store it in the containment grid, and when needed redirect the full energy force of that entirety back out in to space towards the Sun. But, it still was not working quite right, the blast beam from the dish would start out ok, but then within seconds it rapidly destabilized and dissipated, which was definetly not good.


  So, the scientists were hard at it as always, trying to solve the final puzzle to stabilize the beam, when the Scientiology attack began. They heard, then saw, 3 British made Westland Lynx HAS.3 troop transport helicopters zoom overhead,
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  which just as quickly disappeared back towards the lake.


  About 20 minutes later, the scientists and parainvestigators heard the 1st loud screechings of crossbows. Sounds of confused shouting, the staccato of uzi fire, and shortly after that some of the mines went off, which meant the enemy had charged towards the compound and some got taken out by contact mines. They watched what transpired next on the video cameras, as the compound defenders mowed down the rest of the attackers. By 20 minutes after the attack started, it was all over.


  About 20 minutes after that, the third team returned from the choppers' landing site, with one trussed up lone survivor in tow at the end of a rope.


  As they entered the inner compound, Major Stringer sang out, "Look who we found waiting safely on one of the helicopters for his goons to do their dirty deeds," and forcefully pushed the tied up man to his knees in front of everybody.


  Meric exclaimed, "Well, well, well, if it isn'tDeputy Inspector General Robert Boughton himself. Welcome to our humble home Boobie. Very very nice to have you drop by. I'd offer you a seat, but, I see you already found one."


  Boughton gathered himself, said, "This doesn't mean you have won. A much larger team will come and get what we need from you."


  Alfie fumed. He stared at Boughton for what seemed a long time, but only a minute. Then he blinked, having made his decision, and said to Boughton, while looking around at Stringer, Meric and the others, "You know, Boobie, December 21st is only a few Very short months from now. We haven't got time to play this game anymore. We're going to have to send your superiors a Very clear message not to try again. We're going to send them your head in a hat box."


  Boughton sneered, "I am not afraid to die. For I will live again. My Thetan will ascend to the higher plane of existence, and be transmigrated back in to a suitable body. And I will lead the team that comes next time to finish the job we failed to do today."


  Thinking of what this monster had done to Andie, and everything else, Alfie's neck vessels popped, and he shouted, "Oh YEAH ?, well, Transmigrate THIS you Shit !!" Alfie pulled out the gloch he'd begun carrying since his inside-mole had warned the group of this attack, and shot Boughton right between the eyes, who dropped dead like a sack of potatoes hitting the ground.


  Everybody stared for a minute, shocked that Alfie did it. Then Meric said, "Gees, Alfie. I wasted a lot of years training to do that. Beginner's luck, I guess. Wished I'd done it."


  Alfie snorted, "I was aiming at his shoulder. We needed to interrogate him."


  Meric smirked, "Huh !! ......oops....."


  ================================================


  end of chapter 12


  Chapter 13


  Meric found Alfie a few hours after dark, standing on the upper walk-around on the outside of the radio telescope building looking up at the stars, having a real smoke - or six. They stood together looking up for some minutes.


  Finally Meric quietly inquired, "Wanna talk about Boughton ?"


  "Mmmmm-m.......no thanks, I'm good," said Alfie with a smile. "Haven't given that anti-smoker scumbag a second thought since."


  "Huh....go figure. I've often wondered how I'll feel after my first, if there ever is one. So, then, what are you thinking so hard about up here," Meric asked.


  Alfie replied, "Oh, you know........ what's coming and all that."


  Meric hmmm-ed.


  Alfie sighed and exhaled smoke, then said, "It boggles my mind to think that, not just our Local Interstellar Cloud, butthe entire Universe could be in the process of the Big Crunch even though we still perceive it to be expanding, because the light takes so long to get to us. We only see what it was doing millions, billions of years ago. We would never know before hand, until the very instant of being crunched ourselves. Then, I think about the Hadron Collider in Switzerland, the people there fooling around with creating micro black holes that theoretically could give birth to a new Universe which sucks ours out of existence in a matter of minutes. And I wonder -- if that's what the ancients meant by the birth, death, and rebirth of the Universe. Maybe the one we live in was born in a collider too, by other scientists searching the unknown for knowledge, and not really knowing what the fuck they were doing anymore than our scientists do now."


  Meric wondered what if anything to say, and finally said, "I always feel so insignificant when I look up there."


  "Yea....me too." said Alfie. "BUT, then I always realize that we can and do look up there, wonder about it, want to know it, how it and we came to be. And that's what makes us special....worth saving. At least, that's what I finally tell myself when I can't stand thinking about it any longer.....You know ?"


  "Yea....." sighed Meric.


  They stood there for another 5 minutes together, just looking up....Alfie puffing away on his smoke.


  Then Meric quietly left, and Alfie decided to take a walk in the woods under the full moon.


  ============================


  When Alfie got to the next nearby clearing he liked walking to quite often, he plunked himself down against his favourite tree by a small stream, looked around for a few minutes, then closed his eyes, and let his conscious mind go as blank as he could. Hoping that his subconscious would finally have it's eureka moment on how to stabilize the beam.


  He was so exhausted, he began to doze off.


  Suddenly, thru his closed eyelids, he realized there was an ever increasing brightness in the clearing. At first he figured it was the moon as a passing cloud moved on. But, the light got too bright for that to be. He opened his eyes.


  On the other side of the stream, standing.....no..... floating, a couple of centimetres above the ground, near the edge of the clearing, what looked like a tall, thin, lanky, glowing man, sandy hair with eyes e a brilliant pure blue, wearing a full length white robe.


  [image: ]


  Alfie instantly knew who, or rather, what, IT was. He had seen IT before.


  "Oh crap. I got stupid, and now you got me," he snarked at IT.


  IT said, in a very melodious voice,"I cannot....affect you...your improved pendant.....shields you too well."


  "I recognize you. You're one of the three I saw in the Yukon a couple of years ago, at the funeral on the mountain. Feeding on the quantum energy orbs of the dead."


  "Yes."


  "Is this what you really look like ?"


  "You see...what you expect to see."


  "What was so special about those dead from the plane crash that YOU were there ?"


  "You."


  "Me ? Why ?"


  "We have....been watching you closely....ever since you met....Andie. We know....you want...to destroy us. We let you....see us....that day."


  "Why ?"


  IT did not respond to that question.


  "I have come....to offer you....a gift....a trade." IT said instead.


  "Yea ? what sort of gift would that be ?" Alfie asked skeptically.


  IT replied, "Everything you..... have ever wanted...... since you can first remember. Happiness....joy.....love..... no more pain."


  Alfie snarled.


  IT continued, "A strong tall handsome body........ youthful, yet, commandingly mature....... the admiration of you by all you know or meet or see you from afar.......... riches and adventures and the women of your dreams ........ space travel to the far reaches of the Universe....... answers to all your questions........ and near-immortality........ for all the time you will ever want to explore and enjoy."


  Alfie suddenly got intrigued."You can really do that ?"


  "Yes."


  "So, what's the cost for this gift ? What do you want in trade ? What do you get out of this bargain ?"


  A short pause ensued. Then IT spoke again.


  "Because your technology.....was captured.....by the Scientologists.....WE are now in danger.....of being controlled....even destroyed.....by the Scientologists.


  "When you....save the planet....and enough of the human race......with the beam.....when you eliminate.....the scientologists.......you save us too. WE want to continue to exist.....WE want....that you do not ever use.... the beam...... against US........against the Bhakti. WE want you..... to destroy it......after you have saved..... the Earth with it."


  A much longer pause ensued while Alfie tried to sort out what the trick had to be.


  Then, IT inquired,"What is....your answer."


  Alfie thought, then asked, "What about the others, my friends, back there ?" he pointed back at ARO.


  "The offer...is to you...only you. So long as.... they wear your pendants......they will be free of us" IT stated. "What is....your answer."


  Alfie pondered. He finally realized this was the best, probably the only chance he'd ever get, and said,"I have some questions of my own for you to answer first."


  "Ask.....your questions." said IT.


  "Your kind have been here, this planet, since the formation of our solar system ?"


  "Yes. WE were born by the birth of this Solar System."


  "Do you beings communicate with each other the same way we humans do ? With words ?"


  "Rarely....WE use the entire spectrum.....of energy waves...A very small range of which.....is within your physical capabilities.....you would perceive colours and sounds.


  "Is Earth and this solar system, the only place in the Universe, or are there other solar systems like ours, with beings like you, and physical life ?"


  "There are.....many....many more."


  "Have any of them ever come here ?"


  "Some have come.....from time to time."


  "Was one of those times -- Atlantis ?"


  "Yes."


  "Were the Atlanteans aliens ? Or earth humans ?"


  "They were....humans....of earth. The aliens.... gave them....some knowledge.....and technology."


  "Did the Atlanteans eventually try to destroy you ?"


  "Yes."


  "And you destroyed them for trying ?"


  "Yes."


  Alfie paused, thinking it over, then continued.


  "Are aliens here now ? Abducting people ?"


  "No. That too....is our kind.....feeding."


  Alfie pondered that answer for a moment, then asked,


  "Are you and the others as old as our Solar System ?"


  "No. ...OUR progenitors were....much simpler beings.... than WE today. The first were....similar to what....you call the Pretas. WE have evolved... through a number of.....generations. Each next generation.... absorbing the energy..... of the previous generation. Much like your present human species.....evolved from earlier.....less evolved humans."


  "How old is your generation ?"


  "108,243 planetary cycles."


  "You mean the number of times the Earth has gone around the Sun ?"


  "Yes."


  "That's about the same time we guesstimate that our species of humans has been around."


  "Yes."


  "How can you stand the boredom of living so long ?"


  "WE do not experience..... linear time..... the same way.... you do. Also there is....what your scientists call.....the uncertainty principle.....to amuse US."


  Alfie pondered that for a moment. Then asked,"Was there an intelligent species of dinosaurs ?"


  "Yes."


  "What happened to them ?"


  IT didn't answer for a few seconds. When IT did, the answer seemed reticent.


  "Some left.......to explore......other solar systems. They never returned. Those who stayed here on earth.....were destroyed.... by....a meteor."


  Alfie sensed IT had paused that time to consider what to say, that IT hadn't told him the entire story.


  "Have you ever been off-world, to other systems ?"


  "Yes. A few times."


  "By spaceship ?"


  "No. WE travel.....the great rivers....of quantum energy....that traverse.....between."


  Alfie really wanted to pursue that, but, he sensed from IT's reply that he'd better stick to what he really wanted to know more about.


  "When we humans dream, do we, our minds, spend time acting out those dreams with the minds of others in one of the many quantum energy clouds at the edge of the Ionosphere ?"


  "Yes."


  "When we die, do we, our minds, go there ?"


  "Some do.....most do not."


  "Are those places what we call heaven ?"


  "Heaven....Hell....it is what you make of it."


  Alfie scoffed, "Yea...I'll bet...with your help no doubt."


  IT did not respond.


  "Do some of us stay here, close to the living, as ghosts ?"


  "No. WE ....through the Pretas.....use that belief....to OUR benefit."


  "How many Pretas are there ?"


  "Many....billions."


  "How many Bhakti are there ?"


  "Several.....thousands."


  "Do humans, and other physical lifeforms, become Pretas when we die ?"


  "Some do.....most do not."


  "What happens to most ?"


  "Most are.....recycled. Some sooner.... than most....some later."


  "Re---Cycled !! Like....what.....Buddhist Reincarnation ? The real me, my individual soul, the product of past lives, survives to live physically again - and again ?"


  "No."


  "Then....what ?"


  "Just.....recycled." IT responded. "Your sense of self....your individuality.....is only possible because of.....your physical body.....Your energy orb.....that which enters your newborn body....and leaves your body.....when it dies.....is not big enough....not strong enough.....to contain the self-aware individual....that you become.....during physical life.....it gets....recycled....That is the way.... of the Universe....Everything is....recycled....even OUR kind....even the Universe."


  "Andie wouldn't like that." Alfie got pensive, then said, "Actually, to be honest, I don't really like it much either. Hearing you say it, at my age now, I think I finally understand why most people so desparately prefer, even without your encouragement, to believe whatever gives them comfort from the fears of life, and death."


  Alfie suddenly remembered a question, "Do some do as is claimed - " ascend " - to a higher plane of existence - similar to yours - and retain their consciousness ?"


  IT didn't answer right away but finally said, "Some.......yes."


  Alfie then asked, "Do some even transmigrate in to younger bodies - before - when - or after they die ?"


  Again IT didn't answer right away, but finally said, "Some......yes."


  "Did Andie survive the death of his body ?" Alfie asked quietly.


  And yet again IT waited before answering. "WE.....do not know."


  Alfie thought of Andie for a moment, felt very sad, then, carried on.


  "Is the Universe alive ?"


  "In it's....own way.....yes."


  "Your progenitors and antecedents, and your kind today, have been, are, all the gods and goddesses and whatnot of all our religions and UFO beliefs ?"


  "Yes."


  "Did your kind appear to Gilgamesh ?"


  "Yes."


  "Noah ? Ahmose ? Abraham ? Zoraster ? Moses ? Ezekiel ? Confucius ? Jesus ? St. Peter ? Muhammad ? Buddha ?


  "Yes. And many others.....you have not mentioned..... that you know...and many more..... you have never heard of."


  "Did your kind appear as what only later came to be called the Virgin Mary at Fatima ? and to Joseph Smith, founder of the Latter Day Saints ? and as the UFOs over Mexico City ?"


  "Yes. WE have appeared.... many times....thruout your recorded history....and long before....as many such visions. Whatever you imagine....that WE are....WE appear.... to be."


  Now, finally, Alfie got to the crux of his anger.


  "Have your kind guided the evolution of all physical life, including humans, from the very beginning on this planet ? To best benefit your needs ?"


  "Yes."


  "Our scientists know now that our bodies could continue to live much longer than we do, but, we apparantly are programmed to not live much beyond 100. You did that ?"


  "Yes."


  "Why ? It's so unfair !"


  "When your kind.....live longer than 100....you lose your fear....of US....your worship....of US.....you learn how to protect yourselves.....from US. WE cannot.....allow that to happen."


  "You feed on the negative emotional energies of all physical lifeforms, including humans ?"


  "Yes....but humans are.... much preferred."


  "And you use the Pretas to make us all generate those negative energies ?"


  "All physical life on this planet...... generate the energies we need...... for sustenance. You would.....generate those energies.... even without......our presence. You are.....like US."


  "BUT ---- we generate more of the energies you feed on than we would without you around.....because of you ?"


  IT did not respond.


  "You Made us to be that way ! More Negative than Positive ! To Feed on us !!" Alfie took a few deep breaths, calmed, and carried on,"Why negative energies ? Why not feed on positive emotions ?"


  "What you call.......negative energy........is the essence.......of the entire Universe. Without this energy.....existence......is not possible."


  "Yea, well, neither is the existence of the Universe possible without what we call the positive energies. Both must be in balance for the Universe to exist."


  IT did not respond.


  "More war, more conflict, more anger - fear - hatred - confusion - anxiety - poverty - suffering - pain ?"


  IT did not respond.


  "YOUR Pretas fed on me most of my life. Andie too. You fucked up our entire lives ! You do that to EVERY SINGLE HUMAN BEING ALIVE, WHO HAVE EVER LIVED, ON THIS PLANET !!!"


  IT responded, "Yes....we feed....from those energies....that humans produce....so abundently. We do not make humans commit.....nor suffer.....bad actions nor emotions. You achieve that....to each other...and to yourselves....all on your own."


  "WE Live...AND Die.....out of balance with the natural order of the Universe......BeCAUSE of your kind !"


  IT replied, "You eat animals."


  Alfie said, "They're not sentient !"


  IT said, "Yes....they are. Not as humans are....but.....sentient in their own way."


  "And you want me to let you keep feeding on humanity ?"


  Again, IT did not respond.


  "So, you're asking me to betray my friends, and all physical life on this planet......for my own wants ?"


  IT did not respond.


  Alfie chewed his lower lip, something he did when thinking intensely.


  Alfie snorted, "Is that all you've got to offer ?"


  IT said, "Accept...and you will not....die soon....from colon cancer."


  "COLON CANCER !?" yelped Alfie. "But I had my polyps removed just 2 years ago ! They told me I was ok !"


  IT said, "The surgery.....actually triggered.....your colon cancer.....you have 2 years to live.....your death will be slow.....horrific....painful."


  "oh-h-h -- crap." was all Alfie could think to say.


  IT responded, "And for one other.....gift in trade."


  "Which is - what ?"


  IT paused, then said, "How to stabilize.....The Beam."


  Holy !, thought Alfie. IT knows we haven't got The Beam working yet !


  Alfie got up and paced up and down along side the stream. If he didn't accept, then the planet and everything on it would be destroyed. If he did accept, he and his friends could save the planet and the human race. Plus, he'd allegedly get IT's promised gifts, be free of their feedings. He'd live practically forever, if he wanted to.


  Or else - whatever else happens or not - he'd be dead - in two years - slowly - horrifically - painfully. Why should he care about anybody else, his new friends, the human race - he was going to be dead regardless.


  A very very strong motivation to accept IT's offer.


  But, the Bhakti would continue to feed on the rest of humanity forever, as they had been doing since forever to now.


  On the other hand, how bad would that really be anyways ? It's not like the Bhakti want to eradicate humanity --- just feed from it. Not like humans who kill everything to eat. The Bhakti were like dairy farmers, milking human cows for their food.


  But,


  And, anyways, even without the Bhakti around, who's to say the human race would be better off ? Probably we'd just keep doing what we always do. Maybe the Bhakti simply exploit our own failings which we'd still have were they not around to feed from those failings.


  But, his friends. What about his friends ? If he accepted the deal and headed off in to space afterwards, he'd never see them again. But at least they'd be able to live out their own lives. Just without him in their lives. Which, come to think of it, would he be in their lives after this was over ?


  Were they really his friends, or were they here as he was, because like them, like everybody, even the Bhakti, he simply did not want to die. At least not so soon as the fast approaching December 21st. Time was almost run out. Would his friends toss him over if it suited their desires ? Their needs ?


  What about his son ? - whom he hadn't seen nor heard from in many years.


  What had Alfie gotten out of his life so far anyways ? The Bhakti owed him a lot for that ! Alfie wanted payback. He wanted what IT was offering.


  BOY !! do I ever need a smoke right now, Alfie thought. He had stupidly left them back at the facility. Alfie suddenly stopped pacing. He was thinking about his electronic cigarette.


  He asked IT, "What if......what if later, after we've saved the planet and the survivors, eradicated the Scientologists, and all this is over....what if we could scientifically devise an artificial, technological food source for your kind. Would you consider using it, or as much as possible, instead of feeding on humans ?"


  IT was silent for a moment, then finally spoke just one word ----- "Yes."


  Alfie smiled, looked down at his feet, then up at the stars. He checked his pockets - still empty - still no smokes nor ecig in there. He blinked, and made his decision.


  He faced IT, and said, "Oh --- Fuck it - OK. You've got a deal."


  Then Alfie suddenly felt overwhelming dread. ThatIT wasMephistopheles, andhe, Alfie, had become yet another Faust.


  =============================================


  Alfie ran all the way back to the compound, burst in to the control room, and yelled, "Eureka ! I've got it !"


  "Got What ?!" yelled back Hannlon.


  "The Key to stabilizing The Beam !!!" he yelled back, scurrying around the room from console to console like a mad hatter.


  "What's the key ???" screamed Craig, one of the quantum physicists.


  "HARMONICS -- QUANTUM OSCILLATING HARMONICS !!!" Alfie bellowed so loud it hurt his throat.


  "But --- Alfie !" exclaimed Craig, one of the physicists, "Nobody's been able to build a Quantum Harmonic Oscillator yet, because of the Uncertainty Principle !"


  "Somebody explain to us ignorant parainvestigators what you're talking about, please," pleaded John.


  Craig obliged, "We've just been collecting the quantum energy of the Pretas and redirecting it out thru the parabolic dish, without modulation. We can simplistically catch and confine quantum energy in a quantum well, and, we can release it. But, because of the Uncertainty Principle, meaning a location in space-time where a quantum particle might be, but, just as easily might not be, which is called a Quantum Hole, catch-and-release is all we can do. So, in our Beam there are perturbations, counter-conductive eddies within The Beam, and that's what causes it to destabilize and collapse. We figured it needed a Quantum Harmonic Oscillator to stabilize the Beam, but because we don't know yet how to know both the momentum AND position of any specific quantum particle, which is the Uncertainty Principle, we can't build a Quantum Harmonic Oscillator to predictably stabilize and manipulate quantum energy."


  "Exactly Right !" jumped in Bryan, "See, oscillationg resonance is, we theorize, how matter and energy stabilize in predictable patterns to form cohesive structure. The matter and energy of the whole entire planet and everything on it, including us, resonates and oscillates between 6 and 8 Hertz. It's quite intriguing that many ancient structures also resonated harmonically in the same frequency range. The King's Chamber of the Kufu Pyramid at Giza, and Stonehenge, for example. And, since our brains also resonate in that frequency range, is how mind control technology works. Remember when a million or so Iraqis suddenly surrendered to the Americans in the first Gulf War ? It's said they were bombarded with an energy wave weapon to induce an overwhelming sense of fear, which caused them to surrender enmasse."


  Alfie added, "Earth's orbit around our Sun oscillates over long time periods. Our solar system resonates by oscillating up and down through the Galactic Plane as it travels around the centre of our Galaxy. In fact the entire overall Universe resonates and oscillates within that same frequency range."


  Bryan concluded, "So, IF we knew how to overcome the Uncertainty Principle, all we have to do is modulate The Beam using a Quantum Harmonic Oscillator applied at the Zero Point Energy Level, and that should cancel out the perturbations, AND, The Beam should stabilize !"


  The non-scientists mulled that over for a minute.



  Raksha, another parainvestigator asked,"Didn't I hear that some guys in California claim to have built the first quantum computer in 2009 ?"


  Craig replied, "Well, yea. They claimed to have overcome the Uncertainty Principle with a tiny springboard mechanical resonator which they said vibrates at both a small amount AND a large amount at the same time, and something they call a Qubit gate, which is sort of comparable to a conventional computer Bit gate of information. A Bit gate contains information as either a 1 or a 0, but not both at the same time. It's how conventional computers compute. Their Qubit, they claim, is entangled, and contains 1 AND 0 in a state of quantum superposition - in layman's terms - both at the same time. But, their machine has never achieved any useful computations yet. So, most of the rest of the scientific community scoffs at their claims."


  "Oh....I get it," said John. "So, what you're saying is....we're screwed."


  The room fell very silent.


  Meric finally realized that Alfie was grinning. "Why are you grinning like a school boy, Alfie."


  Alfie chirped, "I know where we can get what we need. In fact, not just one, but TWO Quantum Harmonic Oscillators."



  Bryan and Craig both snorted sarcastically, and Craig said, "Yea ! Sure ! In a pig's eye you do."


  Meric asked, "Where are they Alfie ?"


  "Roberval, Quebec" Alfie said.
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  "WHAT ?! How the HELL do we get to Roberal Quebec in the time left ? Some of the highways between here and there don't even exist anymore !!", screamed one of the parainvestigators.


  "Yea, Alfie, how do we get there and back in time ?" quietly asked Meric.


  "Jerry ? I think you have the answer to that." said Alfie.


  "Well-lllll..... " dragged out Jerry, looking around, "three of my JTF2 guys are chopper pilots. They've got flying time on those Scientology Lynx choppers. Alfie must have heard us talking about how we might be able to make use of Boughton's helicopters. Alfie's right. As the crow flies from here, Roberval is only about 600 km -- 800 klicks tops for contingencies. At most that's 1600 return. Boughton's choppers are one of the fastest ever built, and they have extra fuel tanks for the whole trip plus at least 400 km margin if not a fair bit more, so they can make it there and back even fully weight limit loaded without refueling, jiffy quick. We should take two of them, leave the 3rd one here. Top up their tanks from the 3rd before we leave. And, there's a small airport west of town that probably has aviation and vehicular fuel.
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  We'll pack one of the choppers withour empty fuel drums to fill up, a few more drums in the othe chopper, and one of the oscillators in each chopper.....for obvious reasons.If we leave first thing in the morning, we can get there and back probably by noon tomorrow, depending on how much time it takes to retrieve the two oscillators and get airborne again."


  "But, Alfie," Jerry asked him, "how do you know about oscillators that nobody else has been able to build, and how did they come to be in the sleepy little town of Roberval....are you absolutely sure about this ?"


  "Oh Yea, I'm absolutely sure, and I'll tell the whole story while we get prepared to go. It's a dosey of a story." smirked Alfie. "Let's get Crackin', eh !"


  "Alfie ! You're a Genius ! I could KISS you -- AND you too Jerry !" exclaimed Meric. "Oh, Boughton would HATE the irony !"


  Everybody laughed loudly.


  Hope lived again.


  end of chapter 13


  Chapter 14


  It was agreed that Stringer had to stay at ARO to oversee protecting the facility. Hannlon and the others would get busy constructing the custom mounting for the harmonic oscillator based on the physical measurements Alfie provided. And Alfie, Meric, George, Jerry and 2 of his JTF2 guys would fly to Roberval to bring back the sceptres and fuel.


  Once everybody knew what to do to get everything ready to go, Meric could not restrain his curiosity another second.


  "Ok Alfie, c'mon, cough up a lung. How do you know about two harmonic oscillators that can't be built that we need to stabilize The Beam, just so happen to be in the sleepy little town of Roberval, Quebec." asked Meric.


  Alfie stared back. Glanced around at the others nearby, and returned to stare at Meric. He snorted, and blurberd, "You're not going to believe this one." Alfie said to the others nearby to pass it on to the rest of the guys later when they got the chance.


  Alfie told Meric and the others nearby that one of the Bhakti came to him at his favourite clearing by the stream. "W-W-WHAT ! You're shitting me !!!" yelped Meric.


  "Yep ! No imaging machine - Plain as day - just appeared right in front of me - like I see you now." Alfie said.


  "What do they look like ?" asked Craig.


  Alfie said, "Well, I saw a rather tall, slender build, beautific-looking, golden-haired, perfectly-tanned, perfect penetrating blue eyes, caucasion male. About 35 to 40 in appearance, dressed in a white robe-like garment, with gold trim on the sleeves and around the neck, and a golden sash-belt, the ends hanging down to the knees. Bare-foot -- and glowing. I asked if that's what they all look like, and I was told I was seeing what I expected to see. I realized it's what I want to look like."


  The others chuckled at that.


  Bryan said, "Puts a whole new perspective on two old sayings, eh. Only believe what you can see, and, don't believe everything you see."


  Stan asked, "What if you went blind ? What would you believe then ?" -- Definitely food for thought.


  Alfie went on, "I asked him for a name, he said he had been known by countless names. I haven't thought of one that seems to fit, so I just refer to him as IT."


  "SO," insisted Meric, "Tell us what happened !" Alfie told the rest of the story. Everybody were speechless.


  "Now get this." continued Alfie. "This same Bhakti and a few others of their kind met with Jacque Cartier and a few of his most trusted crew, in 1542, where the town of Roberval is now on the shores of Lac Saint Jean. They were searching for the alleged Kingdom of Saguenay that Innu-Iroquoian Chief Donnacona told him about was to the north of the St. Lawrence River around a big lake. Donnacona told Cartier there was vast riches of gold, silver, and other treasures there to be had. And, that a strange race of blond-haired white skinned, white robed beings lived there, who could fly. So, they went up the Saguenay River to Lac Saint Jean to check it out. At the present location of Roberval, they met with the Bhakti, who were exactly as Donnacona had described.


  Exactly the same appearance of the Bhakti that I met last night.


  Cartier actually wrote about all this in his journal logs. I read his logs myself in the 1980s. Seriously ! I kid you not ! It's really all there in his log journals. Cartier wrote that the beings presented him with gifts of diamonds and gold, including a gold sceptre said to have magical powers.


  All of which he took back to the King of France, where all of it, including the sceptre, was duly recorded as arriving and stored. Soon after, the gold and diamonds were declared to be quartz and pyrites. The sceptre, quite obviously real gold, AND by the way, the best and most durable conductor there is, soon after that disappeared, never to be seen again. Cartier was forever ruined and never sailed anywhere again.


  The Bhakti last night told me that Cartier had actually stolen the sceptre. They later arranged to get it back. Cartier had taken Donnacona, several warriors, a woman, and a little girl, back to France to convince the King to fund more voyages, exploration, and a permanent settlement. All the indians died in France of European diseases, except for the little girl. Then, she disappeared one day, never to be seen again.


  The Bhakti had guided her to retrieve the sceptre. She hid out on one of several treasure hunting ships back to the New World that were never officially recorded, and returned the sceptre to the location from which Cartier had taken it -- where it still is to this very day.


  By the time Samuel Champlain arrived in 1608, the Bhakti and everything Cartier had seen, was all gone, not a trace ever found.


  That sceptre, as Cartier called it -- and a second that never left Lac Saint Jean, are the two ancient harmonic oscillators we are going to Roberval to get."


  "NO SHIT !" said Meric. "Holy ! So, who built them ? The Bhakti ?"


  "No, the Bhakti can't do physical things like that, but, they did provide the knowledge used to build the oscillators," said Alfie.


  "So ! who Did build the harmonic oscillators ?" asked Meric.


  Alfie stared at him again for a few more seconds, then said, "Atlanteans -- almost 12,000 years ago."


  "NO SHIT !!!" said Meric again.


  "Yea - no shit. And, needless to say, those ancient oscillators still work." said Alfie.


  Jake quipped, "But, geologists say that part of Quebec was still under the last ice age sheet, or, underwater from the Atlantic. They call it the Champlain Sea."


  Alfie replied, "IT said the small area of and around what we call Lac St. Jean was not, because of a powerful electromagnetic anomaly of tremendous energy flowing from the South Pole and down thru the centre of Lac St. Jean, which was created by an ancient meteor strike."


  Raksha asked, "How did the Atlanteans find the place ?"


  Alfie said, "IT told me the Atlanteans had airships, much like zepplins, that they used for many purposes, including searching for areas of EM plasmic energy they could tap in to, and found the one at Lac St. Jean. The oscillators they built were the most important technology that allowed them to tap that energy."


  "So, what happened there ?" asked Meric.



  Alfie said, "IT told me the Atlanteans had a very close, semi-religious, relationship with the Bhakti. The Bhakti gave them scientific knowledge for various technologies and advanced agriculture to survive and thrive during the last Ice Age. But eventually the Atlanteans too figured out that the Bhakti were feeding on them. The Atlanteans decided to try to destroy the Bhakti. They built the facility at Lac Saint Jean, much like what we've done here to try to do that.They failed, and in retaliation their civilization was destroyed by the Bhakti who caused the Atlantis volcanoe to super-blow. What was left of their entire homeland then sunk to the bottom of the ocean. It became covered over with sediment and magma flows, which is why nothing of it has yet been found. The two sceptres, the quantum harmonic oscillators, are all that remains of the Atlanteans' Lac Saint Jean facility."


  "Wow !" Meric quietly whooshed. "So, where are these two sceptres stashed ?"



  "According to the Bhakti, there's what's left of a chamber excavated by the Atlanteans which housed their energy collector equipment......deep underneath the centre of the lake...but... it's totally inaccessable, " Alfie paused.


  Everybody groaned.


  Alfie grinned, and jabbed a finger in the air for emphasis, "BUT... fortunately for us, the sceptres are in what's left of a second accessable chamber that's about 10 metres below the ground at the centre of a small island a short distance out from the town of Roberval. The island is where the Atlanteans built their beam blaster dish at ground level that they tried to use to destroy the Bhakti."


  "Oh, thank god for that !" said Meric. "WOW !"


  "You can say that again !"


  So, Meric did, "W-W-0-W !!"


  =====================================


  At 6 a.m. the next morning, they were good to go, so, they went.


  The flight to Roberval took about 2 1/2 hours and was quite uneventful, but very depressing. There were very few sightings of people along the way, and quite a bit of devastation.
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  Upon arriving at Roberval, they circled the town, and found it totally empty from what they could see from the air.Just to be sure, they dropped a couple of flash-bang grenades on main street, to see if anybody reacted. Nothing.
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  They then went over and buzzed the little airport to see if they could spot any possible fuel supplies.
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  The place looked equally deserted. They landed to check it over, and did indeed find the fuels they'd hoped for, which they would come back and get after retrieving the sceptres.


  So, they carried on to Dumais Island
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  and buzzed it a few times, found nothing except one lone a-framed log cabin.
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  Alfie said, "I googled the island last night, found it listed on a real estate site, for a cool $ 1.2 million, rezoned too for a complete multi-cottage resort development. Good investment."


  Jerry replied, "Nice, but, I think I'll wait and see if the market value comes down a bit in a couple of months." Everybody laughed.


  Meric said, "Let's go up so we can see the whole island at once from directly above."
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  "Ok," he then said, "now, slowly descend, till I say stop. Lower.....lower.....lower.....lower...STOP. THERE, does anybody else see what I see ? The vegetation shows it."
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  "Shows what ?" said Alfie,


  and Meric replied, "The equilateral triangle ! practically dab smack in the middle of the island !"
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  "Wow ! I think you're right ! Scan it with the ground penetrating radar unit we brought along."


  "Oh ya, OH YA ! I definitely see some sort of passage, looks like spiraling steps, dead centre, going straight down, about 10 metres, and a chamber-like space at that level !"


  After about a minute, Jerry said, "We'll have to set down on the west side of the island, and hoof it to that spot."


  So, they did. When they got there, they found a pile of stones.
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  One of the JTF2 guys said, "Looks like somebody cleared the area of stones for agriculture and dumped them here. I grew up on a farm in Manitoba."


  Another said, "Yea, or possibly a natural glacial deposit ?"


  "Try the ground radar unit on it," said Meric. Alfie did, and said, "The radar still indicates this is the spot. Maybe the irregular stones were dumped here by a farmer, but those bigger ones in the middle look like they've been here a lot longer, thousands of years probably, and the farmer just decided it would be a good place to dump his cleared-off rocks too. Let's clear away the irregular ones."


  After they did that, Meric said, "Yea ! Look, there seems to be a huge thick cap stone under here ! But, it's too heavy even for all of us to lift."


  Jerry said, "We could blow it off, but, that would probably cause the entire entrance to collapse and fill everything in down there. I think one of the choppers could lift it off with the lift winch."


  So, that's what they did.


  Underneath it, they found crude spiral steps going down into the ground.
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  They all stared at it for a few minutes.


  Jerry finally said, "I think I'll go first, just in case survivalists or nasty people have taken up residence down there." From the bottom, he yelled up, "OK - CLEAR."


  Two of his guys stayed up, while the rest went down, and at the bottom emerged in to, not one, but one of several chamber rooms. And, they were suitably awed.
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  "Well, this is more like what I'd hoped it would be," breathed Alfie. "This construction is very sophisticated. I now think the steps we just came down were not the original entrance. This part looks like where some of the equipment for the Atlantean blaster may have been."


  "There's more chamber rooms thru here," they could hear Jerry say, and went thru to see. The next chamber room was quite crude looking by comparison.
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  "Seems to be unfinished, or, no, damaged, the stones are scorched, and somebody tried to re-erect some of them afterwards." said Meric.


  One of the JTF2 guys said from the far side of it, "There's another room over here, and a glowing light inside it." So, they all went over to check it out.
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  "Look ! Glow tubes lighting up the room !" said one.


  Alfie said, "Wow, I read about glow tubes being found in secret hidden chambers beneath the Pyramid of Giza in the 4th century A.D., and rediscovered in the 1920s, still glowing, after all those centuries. All hushed up of course."


  "What's that at the other end, shining light on the ceiling ?" asked somebody else.


  "I think......that must be what we're here for ! The Atlantean Golden Sceptres....the Quantum Harmonic Oscillators."
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  Two identical very intricately shaped sceptres, each 45 centimetres long, sitting on bases that looked like pure crystal that none of them had ever seen before.


  "I thought you said they were made of gold. Why are they white ?" asked one.


  Alfie replied, "You never heard of white gold ? In fact, these are a very special kind of white gold.....It's monatomic, the Bhakti told me."


  "Monatomic ?!" exclaimed George, the physicist. "But, that's impossible !"


  "What's monatomic gold ?" asked another.


  George looked at Alfie, who nodded go ahead, so George did, "Monatomic, or m-state, is where the atoms of an element will not covalently bond together.Covalent bonding is when atoms share electrons. It's how the atoms of elements join together to form what we think of as solid objects.All the transitional metals can exist in this m-state; gold, platinum, rhodium, iridium, ruthenium, and others.With monatomic elements, each atom's electrons literally 'fuse' around the nucleus and will not normally share electrons with other atoms to form larger matrix obects. Their atoms are totally non-reactive in the normal way. Their potential properties for many applications is beyond current comprehension. But, it is known that they are totally non-resistant to energy flowing through them. Which makes them, in essence, superconductors, even at room temperature. The problem is, nobody's figured out how to fashion them in to more than a pile of powdery separate atoms. Apparantly monatomic elements do occur 'naturally' somehow, by a process nobody yet knows, but not in any great quantities. Which is a good thing, because if non-bonding atoms were wide spread, nothing bigger than single atoms would exist. Scientists have succeeded in making some metalic elements monatomic, like gold, but, they haven't yet been able to do anything with them. They've repeatedly failed to fashion the atoms in to physical objects."


  Alfie said, "Well, with the help of the Bhakti, the Atlanteans knew how.According to the Bhakti that told me last night where to find these sceptres, all we have to do is direct the Pretas plasmic energy into the orb-like end. The energy will get converted into the oscillating harmonic frequency required in the tube-like section, and ejected from the smaller bulbous end, as the stable powerful beam we need. Which we can blast from the parabolic dish in to the ionosphere to boost the earth's electromagnetic field to protect the planet. The Bhakti explicitly warned us NOT to try to open either of them to figure out how they work. If we try, they'll disaggregate in to piles of white powder."


  George, looking and sounding a might sheepish, said, "Some monatomic elements, like gold, are believed to have magical powers. Some people believe the ancient Egyptian Pharohs and Priests used to consume monatomic gold to benefit from those powers, and communicate with the gods. Apparantly they called it by various names, such as 'white bread'. In the Egyptian Book of the Dead, it's called 'what is it', which in Hebrew is 'manna' -- as in 'manna from heaven'.


  Craig asked, "Manna - you mean like what the bible says God sent down from the sky to feed the Hebrews in the desert when they fled Egypt ?"


  George replied, "Yea, like that manna. Apparantly they gathered up what they didn't eat, put it inside the Arc of the Covenant, and took it with them. Others have speculated that some parts of the Arc of the Covenant may have been partly monatomic elements too. Which of course was said to possess god-level communicative powers, and --- enormous destructive forces. I mention all that because I read that over the past 15 years or so, scientists at research facilities such as Purdue University and Bristol-Myers Squibb, the global biopharaceutical company, have claimed amazing results using monatomic elements, rhodium and ruthenium in particular, as well as platinum and some others. They claimed to have been able to kill viruses like West Nile and AIDS, return cancer cells to normal functioning, repair damaged DNA, reverse brain diseases like Alhzeimers and Dementia, enhance the cognitive abilities of normal people, andslow the aging process,all without any toxicity or side-effects."


  Craig exclaimed, "HOLY ! You mean maybe the stories about Moses and others living to be 900 years old might be true ?"


  George said, "Well, actually 900 year lifespans were for some significant people before Moses, according to the Book of Genesis. After Noah the lifespans were reportedly less and less. According to the Book of Deuteronomy 34:7, Moses lived to be 120, determined by God to be the oldest we would be allowed to live, which, still, is significantly older than most people live ever since. It's even more interesting that the exact same claim of very long life-spans was written long before the account in the Judeo-Christian-Muslim holy books, in the far older ancient 'Sumerian King List', which is probably the original source of the biblical claims. Although, some believe the Sumerians may have gotten theirs from an even older source. AND -- our Genesis Chapter 3 Verse 22 says in regards to the Eden story of Eve and Adam eating the apple from the Tree of Knowledge, "The Lord God said, 'Behold, the man has become like one of us, ' -- US --not ME, as most people would expect God to say - the verse says God said - 'us' -- and it also seems indisputably to be saying that God never intended human beings to be intelligent nor think for ourselves nor covet free will - the verse goes on to say - 'and now, lest he put forth his hand and take also of the Tree of Life, and eat, and live forever.....' - that's the real reason God banished Adam and Eve from the Garden, to prevent Adam and Eve from becoming immortal, and as powerful as - THEM."


  "THEM" George repeated, and said, "must be the Bhakti."


  There was a subdued, "holy sh^*" from the whole group.


  Stan said, "Scientists conjecture there's no reason why our bodies could not live at least 200 years in excellent health, probably longer. Like Mr. Spock and his species, the Vulcans. But, our cells are apparantly programmed to stop repairing, stop reproducing far sooner than they otherwise aught to. You don't see old people fighting wars, do you, eh. If we lived longer, we wouldn't have so much war, if any, we'd have far fewer kids so the planet wouldn't get overpopulated like it got to be, gobbling up and destroying everything, and we'd all be a lot happier with life, with each other, and at the end too I think. We die too young, and, too painfully. It's just not fair."


  Alfie piped in, "I've just remembered some have conjectured that the alleged Golden Plates containing the Book of Mormon given to Joseph Smith Jr by the Angel prophet Moroni back in the late 1820s might have been made of monatomic gold. The plates were alleged to have been endowed with divine energy powers. It was said that anyone trying to open and read them without knowing properly how to, could die."


  Craig asked, "What happened to those Golden Plates ?"


  Alfie said, "Well, they were supposedly translated from their original lanuage in to English to become the Book of Mormon of the Church of Latter Day Saints. Then they apparantly soon after disappeared. One story is that somebody did try to open and read them without knowing how, was killed by a powerful energy blast, and, the plates disintegrated in to a pile of dust, or powder. Which perfectly describes the natural state of monatomic gold."


  Raksha, staring intently at the sceptres, said, "Wow. That's very spooky. You just made me remember something. There's a very Very old Hindu Vedic text that tells the story of an ancient weapon, called the Brahmastra, created by Brahma, that was so devastating, it would not only destroy it's target, but, everything else too for a huge distance around. It was the only thing that could totally destroy the more powerful Hindu deities. Some speculate today that the Brahmastra could have been some sort of nuclear bomb. Many believe much of the ancient vedic texts were not religious but scientific writings. Einstein, Oppenheimer, Tesla, all those scientists and more got some of their best ideas from ancient vedic texts. The story says there was no defence against this Brahmastra weapon......except for......the Brahmadanda......also created by Brahma. The Brahmadanda could absorb and totally contain all the destructive energy force of the Brahmastra weapon. But the Brahmadanda could then be commanded to re-release all that energy, and so was also an equally devastating weapon."


  Jim asked, "Interesting story, but, what's so wow very spooky about it ?"


  Raksha looked at everybody, then at the sceptres, and said, "In the story, the Brahmadanda is described as a mystical stick........45 centimetres long."


  Mouths were hanging. Everybody looked from Raksha to the sceptres, stared at them for a moment, and then simultaneously exclaimed,


  "wow."


  They all stared at the sceptres for another moment or two.



  Then one of the guys remarked, "They're harmonic oscillators, right ? So, they vibrate ? They look kinda like really big god-sized dildoes."


  Everybody laughed. The spell broke.


  "C'mon, let's get them back to ARO," said Jerry.


  ========================================


  Well, first of course, they wanted to get the fuels at the airport. This took longer than anticipated, but, after a couple of hours hustling, they were ready to head back to ARO. It was decided that only Sam and Frank would be in the chopper with the most fuel drums. The other four guys lifted off first in their chopper and hovered a safe distance to wait for them to follow. Sam and Frank's chopper was slow to rise, but, began to increase speed, and everything looked like it was going to be smooth flying back to ARO.


  That's when disaster struck.


  Sam and Frank were rising from the airport to join the others, when suddenly a black Bombardier Learjet with a rocket launcher pod on the right wing
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  came screaming out of no-where and fired a rocket at Sam and Frank's helicopter. It exploded in a big fireball. Sam, Frank, the fuel, and the sceptre onboard, were gone.
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  The Learjet made a quick turn to come back and do the same to the remaining helicopter. Everybody froze. Except George. He quickly flung open the side door, stuck a big tube out, and fired it.
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  With a loud whoosh, a silver rocket was launched, then seconds later three slender missles detached and went for the Learjet at Mach 3.5. The first two missles missed, but, the third blew the bastard out of the sky.


  Hurray for George who got a lot of back slapping for having found a British shoulder-held StarStreak missle launcher in the back of the helicopter that he just happened to be checking out at the time the attack began.


  They were all happy to still be alive, still have some fuel drums, and of course the only other sceptre. But, the trip back to ARO was pretty quiet over the loss of Sam and Frank, and tense, in case of another attack.


  ==========================================


  They were back to ARO by supper time that same day, and within a week, had successfully incorporated the remaining Atlantean harmonic oscillator / sceptre in to The Beam equipment. The Beam finally stabilized, and everything was good to go. A great hoopla of cheers and backslapping all around for a good ten minutes.All they had to do now was wait for when it had to be used for real, and hope for the best.Somebody broke out the beers and chips and cigars, and a party of celebration began. Errol and the other anti-smokers went to another room for their own celebration.


  After a while of that, Alfie came over to Meric, and said, "C'mon, it's high time I took you fishing." So, off they went, with the poles and a cooler of beers and sandwiches.


  end of chapter 14


  Chapter 15


  December 1st, 2012


  About two billion people world-wide.....were already dead....so far.



  At the end of November, the Voyager Probes sent back confirmation that the biggest Gamma Ray Burst ever recorded had reached the Local Interstellar Cloud and triggered it to condense.


  Many of the predicted apocalyptic events seemed to be happening. There were volcanic eruptions all over the planet, frequent massive earthquakes and humungous storms, some tectonic plate shifting. Occasional Electro-magnetic Pulses were wreeking havoc with electronics. Many people, mostly non-whites, were dying from a global viral pandemic that made the black death plague of the middle ages look like a Sunday picnic.Tsunamis caused by underwater quakes were washing over and destroying all the low elevation coastal areas,including most of Yucatan, Mexico, where 2 million New Age believers at Chitchen Itza had gathered to witness the return of the Feathered Serpent God on December 21st, had been scoured clean by the end of October.Many seaboard major cities had been wiped off the face of the planet.


  ARO, at 260.42 meters above normal sea level, 680 kilometres from the Atlantic as the crow flies east, and 250 kilometres from the Ottawa-St. Lawrence River Valleys, was safe from Tsunamis.



  How Ever ! Frighteningly for the ARO group, three ancient volcanoes underneath Lake Nippising suddenly came to life, and began pumping out magma. The resulting earthquakes caused sections of an ancient fault line north of ARO, the Mattawa Fault, to also crack open and pump out massive quantities of magma too. The Mattawa Fault was one of several faults that were part of the Ottawa-Bonnechere Graben, a huge ancient volcanic fissure dating from the breakup of the super continent Pangea. That fissure stretched all the way from Sudbury to the Ottawa River Valley. The Mattawa Fault magma began flowing south-east, following the Ottawa River Valley in to the St. Lawrence River Valley and on towards the Atlantic Ocean.
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  Fortunately, although ARO is situated within the Ottawa-Bonnechere Graben, it is south of the Mattawa Fault. The massive magma flow was north of ARO and flowed to the south-east, away from ARO. But, Canada's National Capital of Ottawa, and Hull Quebec, --- was gone --- as was everything else in the magma's path.


  ================



  And then, the 18th of December 2012 arrived, and another billion by then - had died. But, that still left a few billion or so still worth the group's efforts to try to save.


  Doom CME Day - or - DCME Day for short.


  If the earth were going to get hit on the 21st by a Large, or Super Coronoal Mass Ejection, this would be the day it would occur. If a massive blast of high energy protons arrived this day, the Doomsday CME would arrive two and half days later.



  Some of the group were saying DCME stood for ' Don't Kill ME Day' - others, the pessimists, were whispering it stood for - ' DeCk ME Day'. The rest were calling it ' Duh Day'.


  Everybody at ARO had risen at the crack of dawn, if they had managed to sleep at all, and had reluctantly dried themselves out from several months of heavy drinking.Everything was ready. The containment grid of Pretas was bursting at the seams. The Beam and the Sceptre Quantum Harmonic Oscillator were primed and good to go.



  Hannlon was directing the other scientists in performing the umpteenth check of all systems. The parainvestigators were scanning for Pretas colonies attempting to disrupt whatever they could. And, they were pretty hungry too, seeing as there were a lot fewer humans these day to feed on. The soldier guys were taking security lax, because by this late date, it was really ludicrous to expect any humans to attack the facility, since there weren't many for 100s of kilometres or more in every direction from ARO. Instead they concentrated on being ready in case there were any electronic fires or other such things to quickly take care of.


  From the adjacent control room monitors,Alfie and Meric were analyzing readings from the Gravity and EMF Stations, the 32 dish Solar Disc Array, and data streams from several extreme-energy protected satellites, for signs the Doomsday CME from the Sun was on it's way to fry the Earth.
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  When the high-energy protons of the Super Solar Flare that would precede the CME were detected, a loud clarion would sound, and they had about 7 minutes to fire The Pretas Energy Beam up in to the Ionosphere, so that the Earth's EMF would have sufficient time to stabilize and not bleed off all that extra energy before the CME arrived two and a half days later. If they failed to fire The Beam for whatever reason, or if The Beam failed to do what it must, if the energy of it was insufficient, all their efforts would be for nothing and the entire planet would become, if not a blackened marshmellow, then at least devoid of most life, about 60 hours later.


  Except......


  The resulting compression of our Solar System's Heliosphere and the energies produced, should have been causing our Sun to increase it's energy outputs massively. We expected to see massive flares and increasing numbers of coronal mass ejections.
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  But, in fact, the Sun was very unusually quiet as a mouse.
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  Alfie and Hannlon were very puzzled.


  "That's quite odd," puzzled Alfie.


  "What -- what's odd ?" asked Meric.


  "Hey Hannlon, could you come here for a minute," said Alfie.


  "We're really busy Alfie," responded Hannlon.


  "It might be important," said Alfie. Hannlon came to look.


  "Look at these numbers from the satellites, and then look at the ARO Gravity readings, and from our high altitude proton sensor package." said Alfie.


  "Huh, that Is odd," said Hannlon.


  "What's Odd !" insisted Meric.


  "Well," said Hannlon, "the data from the satellites, CANMOS the national magnetic network, and the Solar Neutrino Count facility in Sudbury, all confirms about what we expected to see, a stronger gravity well around the Sun, which is propagating thru-out the solar system, and, the numbers from the global gravity database of Earth also seem to back that up, but, the numbers from our own 32 dish solar array and the gravity station here don't agree. Our station's readings are quite lower. And, we're getting normal readings from our own high altitude ballon high energy proton sensors, which seems to indicate no adverse increase in Gamma radiation. Plus, there's very few sun spots for even a normal 11 year solar cycle . All which would seem to indicate below average solar activity. How strange."


  Alfie pondered, "It must be the Pretas affecting our own equipment. I guess trying to protect everything from every one of them is impossible. We'll have to ignore our own readings and go with the other numbers."


  Hannlon and Alfie studied the numbers with an increasing sense of puzzlement.


  Meric looked at Alfie intently for a minute, with a full-fledged scowl. Then finally his face relaxed, and he queried kinda sheepishly, "Alfie,"



  "Yea, what," snarked Aflie, so very intent himself on the data monitors.


  "Are you afraid of --- death ?" he said slowly.


  Alfie sorta froze for a second, wondering what to make of this, and what to say, then relaxed too, and looked at Meric. "A few years ago, I was on a ladder that collapsed in the middle. I fell, broke my wrist, and the bones were all sticking up. It really hurt like hell. At the hospital they had to squeeze all the bones back in place before putting on a cast. I stuffed a cleaning cloth in my mouth and screamed like hell. But, I'd rather go thru that once a month than get dental work done without being put under, which kinda feels somewhat like dying peacefully without pain must, I think. When it comes to certain kinds of pain, like dental work, or things like colonoscopies, I'm a complete baby. No, that's not honest. I'm a terrible whiner and complainer about it. When I was a kid I used to run away from home so's not to go to the dentist. I'd almost rather let all my teeth rot and fall out, no matter how much that hurt. I can't get dental work, nor colonoscopies, without being put under. When I'm under, I couldn't give a rat's ass. Not even if something goes wrong and I don't wake up. But, when I do wake up, the after pain barely bothers me. That's how I feel about death.......or being dead....I figure that I won't give a rat's ass......It's the pain and the fear while dying part I don't want to be around for."


  "Yea," mused Meric. "That's pretty much how I feel about it too....I guess."


  They returned their attention to the monitor.


  Then Meric did it again, "Alfie....."


  "Oh--hh-h, what now !" snarked Aflie.


  "Well-l-l....it's just that.....you said the Bhakti told you there's no afterlife or re-incarnation for us....our 'energy' just gets recycled....like a used plastic bottle or something....and....it bothers me."


  Alfie looked at Meric for a few seconds, and replied, "Yea, I have to admit, it kinda bothers me too. I didn't think it would....but....."


  "Yea," drawled Meric. After a pause he said, "I've done quite a bit of research about the fear of death, and eventually I realized that when people cry at funerals of a loved one, we tell ourselves we're crying for the deceased, but, we aren't actually crying for the deceased - we're all crying for our selves, in fear of our own inevitable death one day."


  Meric paused again, then said, "When I was about 8 years old, my goldfish jumped out on the floor and died. Shortly after, I realized that everybody I knew would die, and, so would I. I couldn't sleep. Sleeping felt like death. I lay awake in bed trying to imagine being dead, in my coffin, what the afterlife might be like. I got very very depressed. The only way I could sleep was to get in bed with my parents, but, after a while of that, they stopped letting me.I used to sit outside their bedroom door screaming to be let in.But Dr. Spock said don't. Stupid asshole. I can't remember how long that went on, it seemed to me like years. Then, one night, I had a dream. I became aware of myself, but, in total absence of anything else, far darker than dark. Just nothing. Slowly the dark began to get less dark, and I could increasingly see more of myself. But, nothing else. Then, I sensed there were about a dozen other kids like me, close by, all floating in the dark. We all sensed each other's presence, then slowly the black void began to get less black, like a dark room getting brighter as morning approaches, and eventually we could see each other. The dark finally got light enough for us to see we were under water, floating up to very bright light, the surface. When we got to it, we were next to a sandy beach. We stood up and stared at each other, and then at the white robed people walking on the beach. A grey-haired man saw us and beckoned us to come out of the water. We were bone dry, all robed in white frocks. Everybody there was in white frocks. He told us we were all there because we feared death, and we'd been allowed to visit so we could know there was nothing to fear. He told us to have a look around, talk to others there, share a meal, do whatever we felt like. Once our visit time was up, we'd be sent back. So, that's what we all did. After some time passed, I suddenly woke up the next morning in my bed, having finally slept almost a full night without fear for the first time since I'd become afraid of death."


  Alfie asked, "And ? How'd you feel after that ?"


  Meric said, "Well, I never stopped being afraid of death, because I didn't really believe the visit to there really happened, and, because I knew I would still die one day, but, then I couldn't cope with that, so I lied to myself that maybe it did happen, and the worst of the fear eventually dimmed. I felt comforted enough that I was able to sleep again."


  "It's an interesting experience story." said Alfie.


  They continued to watch the monitors for few minutes, then Meric said, "There's one thing I guess I envy all the self-deluding believers....they get....uh, well...got...comfort from believing it."



  "Yea, I envy that too sometimes...." drawled Alfie.


  Meric said, "My father's father was a Mason -- did I tell you ?I saw and heard the fear and the pain he suffered as he neared the end, and finally died, when I was in my late 20s. His Masonic beliefs didn't seem to help him at all. After that I started having trouble sleeping again."


  Meric paused, in thought, then queried out loud to the sky, "I wonder which pain hurts more. The pain of those left behind who mourn a truely loved one, or, the pain of those nearing the end, totally alone, and realizing there's no-one at all to turn to for help, nor to mourn them after they're dead."


  After another pause, Alfie said, "Seems kinda strange to me that you would join the military reserves feeling that way you feel...... But, I'm not entirely convinced the Bhakti told me everything. I think IT with-held about some things, including what happens to us.You know, it's possible that your mind actually visited one of the quantum energy clouds at the edge of the Ionosphere, where you and the others interacted with the minds of others there. Maybe that's our afterlife."


  Meric mulled that over for a minute or two, then said, "I like that. Thanks. Well, I'll take that as a potential comfort."


  "Yea, me too." drawled Alfie.


  They returned to watching the data monitors.


  A minute or so later Alfie said, "I don't know what's worse. Having the Bhakti and Pretas to blame, or, having nothing at all to blame.....except life itself.....ourselves."


  Meric mused, "It's kinda the same, eh. They are something....and.....nothing.......all at the same time."


  Alfie replied, "Yea.....you're right. Well, ain't that just what life is like, eh.......It sucks."


  Then Alfie drawled, "If we survive this.....I hope we all find hotty twenty-something women survivors soon after things settle down again......that and good fishing.... and, lots of cigars and beer."


  "Yea...." drawled Meric. Then, "Oh.... Yea ! I hadn't thought of that. Shit, I'd be willing to convert and pray for that."


  "Yea...." drawled Alfie, "me too. That's my kinda comfort.


  Meric joked, "You'll need to find some Viagra too.....you are almost old after all."


  And they both sniggered, then pondered on that, while returning their attentions to the monitors.


  Suddenly, an explosion rocked the compound, and rattled the control rooms.


  ===========================================


  "What the Fuck !" somebody yelled.


  Everybody in the control rooms ran to the windows to see.
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  About twenty black clad bad guys were attacking. There was a big hole in the yard, and another grenade just went off - Very close to the dish. Two ARO guys were down, and not moving. The others were beginning to emerge from other buildings and fire back. A third man went down, severely wounded. Things did not look good.


  "Holy Crap !" shouted Meric. "It must be Scientology again, trying one last time to stop us !" More explosions rocked the compound and buildings. Rapid gun fire back and forth followed.


  At that second, the warning clarion started blaring. Alfie shouted, "OH MY GOD. THE SOLAR FLARE. THE CME IS COMING. WE HAVE TO FIRE THE BEAM !"


  That's when Alfie and Meric heard a blood curdling scream from behind them by the Sceptre mounting. It was Errol. He wasn't wearing his pendant. His eyes were wild with insanity. He had a sledge hammer in his hands trying to smash the Sceptre.


  Errol, raised the sledge hammer yet again, and shouted, "FOR BABALON, THE GREAT MOTHER, - I - WILL - NOT - FAIL !!!!"


  The sledge hammer began it's decent......four quick shots rang out.....the hammer went flying..... and so did Errol. He was very dead.


  Alfie jumped to the control panel and punched the firing button. There was a howling roar as the Beam shot out of the 46m dish straight to the Ionosphere. They wouldn't know for another 20 minutes if it was going to work.


  Alfie looked to Meric, who was still pointing his gun at Errol's body, just in case. Alfie exclaimed, "Nice Shooting !"


  Meric replied, "I was aiming at the sledge hammer......guess I missed."


  "Ha ! Beginner's luck I'd say," snorted Alfie. "Wish I'd done it myself. I never liked that nutbar anti-smoker."


  Meric, still looking at Errol, said, ""I trained for years to be able to do that, wondering if I could. Now I know the answer. I thought I'd feel bad, but, I don't. Not about him."



  "Well, Good Buddy !" Alfie slapped Meric's back, "you hopefully just helped save the planet ! We'll have to put that on the historic plaque we put up after we finish the job."



  Bryan popped up from behind one of the consoles and asked, "So ? Did we do it ?"


  Hannlon replied, "We should know one way or the other in about -- 15 minutes."


  Meric said, "What was that crap Errol was shouting about Babylon, the Great Mother ?"


  Alfie told him, "Not Bab-Y-lon, he was shouting Bab-A-lon, the Scientology Blood Oath to the Whore of Bab-Y-lon, the ancient city. Bab-A-lon is also called the Scarlet Woman, the Great Mother, or, the Mother of Abominations. A so-called mystic goddess of the planetary system of Thelema. Her name is spelled with the letter A, instead of Y. Cooked up by the Satanic occult leader, Aleister Crowley, based on some verses in the Book of Revelations. Crowley begat his version of the goddess in his Book of Thoth, spelled with an A instead of a Y. Hubbard thought Crowley was the bee's knees. Hubbard got a lot of his original ideas for Scientology from Crowley, who got quite a lot of his ideas from Masons, including that Blood Oath. Hubbard, Crowley, and John Parsons, the rocket scientist, became thick as thieves for years. Then the neo-nazis infiltrated the church in the 1970s, took over, and really went-to-town with all that. There's stories of some really sick satanic rituals I'll tell you about some time while we're fishing."


  Meric didn't want to jinx that kind of statement, that they would be able to go fishing again soon, so he just said nothing. Everybody else was standing around talking in low voices.


  Then the moment of yes or no arrived. They allhunkered around the monitors.Alfie and Hannlon checked all the readings. Finally, they looked at each other, and smiled.


  Alfie turned to the others and announced, "Well......it looks like......we did it. We have ourselves a planetary protection field !"


  But, there was no time to celebrate.



  At that moment, Stringer came bursting in, and shouted, "Everybody get in to the service tunnel and lock up both ends ! We'll come get you when the firefight's over. QUICK !" So, they scrambled in to the tunnel between the control room building and the telescope tower.
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  The scientists and parainvestigators in the underground service tunnel could still hear and feel there were more explosions and machine gun fire, which went on for about 25 minutes. Then, suddenly a 1 minute or so sustained fire from numerous guns. Finally things went quiet, and Stringer returned to tell them the attack was over, the enemy had been eliminated.


  The service tunnel erupted with hoots and hollers, jumping up and down, back slapping, and the like for a good five minutes. They returned to the control room, and beers got popped and everybody was soaking everybody in beer. When it died down from sheer exhaustion, twenty-three percent of the guys, including Alfie of course, lit up smokes and puffed away on them like contented cows. Considering the circumstances, the others didn't mind a bit -- just this once.Meric looked around, and spied Stringer, who had a long-tooth look on his face.



  "What's the matter ?" he asked Stringer.


  "Jack, Stan, and Harvey, are seriously wounded, but I think they'll pull through.....Jim is dead." said Stringer, and everybody was very sad. "But he and the others gave us the time we needed to mount an ambush. We fell back, led the attackers in to the centre of the yard, and then Jerry's guys popped out of no-where behind the bad guys. I've never been able to figure out how they do that, but, I love it every time they do. We mowed the bad guys all down in the cross-fire, and saved the dish from being blown up. Well, all but one - again. Come see who it is." said Stringer.


  ====================================================


  They all went outside, and there on his knees in the yard was...... "BOOBIE BOUGHTON !!! Holy Shit !I saw your head in a hat box !You're supposed to be dead !" blurted Bryan, one of the parainvestigators.


  "No," sighed Alfie, "not Boobie Boughton.....well, yea, this guy is a Boughton....but not the Boobie we shot....uh, ok, ok....he's not the Boobie I shot dead between the eyes.... and hacked up back in August. As if one Boughton wasn't already too many, this is John Bougton, Boobie's twin brother, Commander in the OSA and Sea Org." Alfie added snarkily, "Gee, John, I hope we didn't upset you too much when we sent that email photo of your brother's head in a hat box. Has he transmigrated back yet ?"


  John responded, "Robert's transmigration was rescinded. My brother was a recalcitrant sex pervert, an incompetent repeating failure, a total embarrassment to the Core. We had intended to eliminate him ourselves. Thank you for saving us the bother."


  "Huh !" said Alfie. "Well, you're very welcome.....glad I could help out.....my pleasure I assure you. I never got along with your brother either. I guess we have that one thing in common, eh. But, uh, aren't all you scientologists sex perverts and incompetents - to the core ?"


  John Boughton scoweled. Alfie smirked, "Just askin'.....no need to get sore."


  "Might I ask....." John inquired, "are you going to put my head in a hat box too ?"


  "That depends," said Meric.


  "On what ?" asked John.


  "If we can find a hat box small enough, so it doesn't rattle around inside the box and get damaged when we throw it on the campfire tonight." responded Meric. Everybody, except Boughton, laughed at that.


  "Actually, he might prove useful." said Stringer. "We need answers to a lot of questions."


  John Boughton said, "I'm not the weak minded imbecile my brother was. I think you'll find torturing any information from me quite impossible."


  "Oh, I wasn't thinking of torture, though I would have fun doing it. I'm thinking.....drugs." said Stringer with a grin.


  John Boughton began to sweat.


  ==============================


  With Boughton injected and the drug in effect, JTF2 leader Jerry began the interrogation. Jerry had been coaxed by Alfie as to how to introduce himself and get it started.


  J - "I am your OT assessor today. This is an un-announced investigative auditing of your current status, to ensure that you have not been compromised by recent events. You will listen only to my voice. You will answer every question fully and totally honestly. Do you understand."


  B - "Yes."


  J - "What is your full name."


  B - "Johnathan Alamo Boughton."


  Stan said, "Alamo !? Who names their kid Alamo ?!"


  "SHUSH - everybody be quiet !", insisted Meric.


  J - "What is your occupation."


  B - "Inspector General -- Office of Special Affairs -- Great Lakes Zone-- and Sea Org Commander -- Church of Scientology."


  J - "What was the purpose of your mission to ARO."


  B - "Retrieve the quantum imager, pendants, other related technology, the Sceptre, blow up the facility, and eliminate all resident personnel."


  J - "Where were you going to take the captured technology."


  B - "It was supposed to be delivered to our HAARP facility in Alaska. But, that was destroyed by a massive earthquake, so we were taking it back to Babelon."


  J - "What do you mean by 'our HAARP' ".


  B - "We infiltrated the Alaska HAARP facility in 2001, and instigated it's expansion beginning in 2003, which was completed by 2007.We also took over, or built ourselves, similar facilities in other locations and countries.We were using them to heat up the Ionosphere, to disrupt the Earth's electromagnetic field. This changes the global weather patterns resulting in massive storms and tornadoes, wide-spread destruction to agriculture and property damage, disease outbreaks, insect plagues, and many deaths.We also used HAARP and other facilities to bounce high energy beams off the Ionosphere to specific geo-targets for the purpose of triggering earthquakes and tsunamies, volcanic eruptions, violent storms, and disrupt electrical and communications systems, to maximize disorder and death.We augmented those efforts by spreading genetically engineered weaponized viruses, designed to kill only specific non-white ethnics with pre-determined genetic markers. The global outbreaks of SARS, H1N1, Listeria, were our doing. To test which virus would be the best delivery vector, and to deliver another piece of our viral weapon DNA in to the populace. We have been preparing and seeding the global human population in that way for several decades now. Bits and pieces of any virus can lie dormant, for decades, even generations, then suddenly be activated by the addition of the last missing piece. So, there's no way ours could be traced back to it's origins. And with HAARP and the other facilities, we broadcast a global signal to foment a strongly heightened sense of fear in many millions, if not billions, of susceptible people. It creates a state of emotional confusion, panic, and a receptive condition willing to believe any one, or several, or all, of the false fear-mongering stories and contradictory conspiracy theories that our agents plant in the global news media. Which renders the collective incapable of decisive action against any of it because none know what the real truth is, or encourages support of violent action against whatever they perceive must be the enemy, which we tell them, such as Iraq, Afghanistan, North Korea, et cetera . The confusion of it all serves to allow us to carry on unsuspected with our plans, and even encourage many to look to the Church of Scientology for the answers they seek, which offers them hope of salvation should they decide to join our Church."


  Stan silently mouthed - 'holy fuck !' Meric gave him a silent grimace, and a shush to be quiet. Jerry continued the interrogation.



  J - "What is the purpose of Babelon."



  B - "It is one of those facilities I just mentioned, and, it is also a Land Arc haven, for 1,000 of our people to survive the destruction, and afterwards, a regional centre for the takeover of the planet and survivors, to build a new civilization, one predicated on and totally dedicated to Scientology."


  J - "How many facilities are there for that purpose."



  B - "There used to be 12, of which Babelon is the smallest. Three of the 12 have either been unexpectedly destroyed by earthquakes, or their capabilities to bombard the Ionosphere have been crippled. Babelon has been given the honour and responsibility of achieving the current mission. But, we need the ancient sceptre to do so."


  J - "What is the current mission."


  B - "To retrieve the ancient sceptre from the ARO group so we can use it to simulate a near-extinction level Coronal Mass Ejection. And afterwards, to control the Ancient Thetans, make them do our bidding. We will use it to destroy the ones that refuse to co-operate."


  [ damn it, thought alfie - i really don't like being in agreement on that with these scientology monsters ]


  J - "What if Babalon failes to complete that mission to retrieve the sceptre the ARO group has."


  B - "We have reason to believe there may be other sceptres, in one or more of the ancient Atlantean sites that still exist."


  J - "Where is Babelon."


  B - "Inside Mount Babel in the Manicouagan Crater in Quebec. We call it Babelon."



  J -"Is that Bab-Y-lon, with a Y, or Bab-A-lon, with an A."


  B -"Neither. It's Bab-E-lon, with an E, as in - the Tower of Babel."


  [ oh gees, that fits, eh !....this is getting confusing, whispered stan....shutup stan ! ]


  J - "Is Babelon where the attackoriginated fromon the ARO people when they were in Roberval."


  B - "Yes. Errol informed us of ARO's plans. He also informed us of the Thetan Ancient that appeared to Alfie in the woods the night before. What the ARO people don't know is - that entity is an agent from another solar system. IT wants all humans on this planet eradicated, including us, so that Thetans and Body Thetans from it's home world, which is dying, can come here and make it their planet. That's why we need the sceptre, Alfie's pendants and imager. To stop them from wiping us all out and taking over our planet for themselves."


  There was dumb-struck silence in the room for a minute or so. Then, Jerry continued.



  J - "All the instruments at ARO indicated otherwise....that what's happening is a collection of natural phenomenae...... that you must be lying."



  B - "I am incapable of lying under audit.The ARO instruments, like all stations around the world, told scientists what we wanted them to believe. Just as we infiltrated the Alaska HAARP facility and took control of it, we have also taken control in one way or another of the entire global data dissemination network to convince the world's scientists that what is happening is natural, when in fact, it is not natural. It is all being caused by us."


  J - "You are saying that these facilities have been causing all the destruction around the entire planet, and the death of billions."



  B - "Yes."


  J - "Why."


  B - "To save the human race from it's current self-centred sickness. To bring about the long prophesied End of Times, the banishment of Satan and his evil followers, eventually including what the ARO people call the Bhakti, and bring about the 1,000 year Kingdom of THE GREAT CREATOR."


  J - "You are saying that your facilities brought about all that has happened....is happening."


  B - "Yes. We are the Chosen to fullfill God's Will."


  J - "Why does God want this done."



  B - "The conflicts of nation states and proliferous religious beliefs were the root of all our worst problems. The human race needs one global community, one uniting religion, one New World Order to belong to. And, there simply are far too many humans for the planet to sustain. Seven billion humans produced 2.3 TRILLION kilograms of garbage every year, not including industrial or commerical wastes. We built on and pave over the best farmland, and we dug up and polluted the rest. Industrial and personal pollution filled the skys, soaked the land, and poisoned the water. The entire planet was being buried by garbage, and choking to death. Within 20 years that Old Dis-Order would have collapsed and everything good that the human race has achieved over the past 10,000 years would have been lost. The plaent could not support that many people any longer. The human herd has to be massively culled now before that happens. The survivors will be properly re-educated to be productive citizens of the Global Church of Scientology's New World Order. Then, sometime in the future afterwards, the day will come when Earth's human race will finally be accepted to join the Galactic Confederacy."


  Jerry paused for a moment, while they all chewed on what Boughton had been saying. Some were thinking - holy crap - Boobie's brother has got some undeniable points there. Then, Jerry continued the interrogation.


  J - "How big is the Babelon facility, how many personnel, what are it's defences."


  B - "Babelon is one of our Land-based Arks to survive the Apocalypse. It consists of 4 stacked subterranean reinforced concrete floors, comprising 9290 square meters or 100,000 square feet. Over 500 of the highest OT level Canadian faithful are there. The facility is lightly defended, security is lax, since there are few if any people left in the area to worry about."


  J - "How was it built without being observed either on the ground or by satellites. That entire region was continously being harvested for virgin boreal lumber, and swarming with wilderness fanatics and 1st nations people."


  B - "It already existed. Modelled after CFS Carp, the Diefenbunker, it was also built in the 1960s, as an ultra top secret Regional Emergency Government Headquarters for top government and military personnel from Quebec City and Canadian Forces Base Goose Bay. There are no visible surface signs that it is there. Many hikers, forestry workers, and 1st nations people, frequently walked over the entire Mt. Babel and never knew it was directly underneath. We purchased the facility in the early 1990s when it was decommissioned, with the stipulation that it's existence forever remain top secret. Our agents within the Department of National Defence and the Federal Government made sure of that. They approved it's secret sale to the church, and then expunged it's existence from the records. It was very easy for us to simply upgrade the facility to our needs, using lumbering activities we had licenced to do as our cover."


  J - "What is Babelon's main powersource....is it the Manic 5 Hydroelectric Damn 30 kilometres south of the Crater Reservoir."
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  B - "Initially yes, but, not after we installed our own Thorium Reactor. All our ARKs have one, including the Sea ARKs."


  Jerry's eyebrows went up. The physicist Bryan tapped Jerry on the shoulder and whispered in his ear what to ask next.


  J - "Are they of the SSTAR design."


  B - "Yes. All our facilities have SSTAR Thorium Reactors. It powers our entire Babelon facility, and the other facilities like it that we used to bombard the Ionosphere and the Sun too."


  J - "Where in Babelon is the reactor located."


  B - "Below the bottom level, in a shielded reactor room off to the side of the main construction."


  J - "Where do you get the thorium."


  B - "From the Niobec Mine deposits south of Lac St Jean, and a mine near Bancroft, Ontario. We process it ourselves on site."


  J - "Liquid fluoride coolant."


  B - "No. Molten salt."


  J - "Uranium core."


  B - "No. Lead bar core, using a mini-superconductor cyclotron to provide the energizing beam that we had made by Advanced Cyclotron Systems in Vancouver."


  Very very sweet, thought Bryan to himself. It's exactly the same design he'd recommended to the Department of National Defence. Not that they'd agreed. Stupid buggers. OR, they were probably scientology agents too.


  Jerry and the others concluded there was no more they could learn from the interrogation and went in to the other room to discuss what to do.


  ======================================


  "My god," exclaimed Alfie. "It was all faked ! I really believed our heliosphere was being compressed by a Gamma Ray Burst triggering the Local Stellar Cloud to condense around it. I never caught on. I WANTED to believe it ! No wonder I'm just a 3rd rate astronomer. But, I wasn't the only one fooled. How could we all have been so totally fooled ? THOSE DAMN NEO-NAZI SCIENTOLOGISTS ! Brought all this destruction upon us all to become the masters of the human race and the enitre planet -- what's left of us both."Alfie was huffing, mildly hyperventilating, but building worse.


  Hannlon implored, "Oh c'mon Alfie - Cheer Up ! You know as well as I that - ok, so, it's not today - but one day - maybe even tomorrow - a DCME is gonna wipe us out ! It's not a question of if, but, when."


  Alfie's huffing ceased, he stared at Hannlon for a few seconds, then a grin broke on his face, he laughed, Dough and others joined in, and Alfie then replied, "You're ok Doug ! Thanks." to which Hannlon replied, "My pleasure - any time."


  Meric stated, "I really hate these masonic neo-nazi scientologists. Did you all hear him say there could be other sceptres ?" He bit his lip in thought, and asked, "Alfie....what do you make of what Boughton said about your IT being a rogue from another solar system, planning to wipe us all out, including the scientologists ?" Alfievery dejectedlyshrugged his shoulders, with his hands raised, to express total bafflement.


  Craig, one of the younger physicists, said to Bryan, "A SSTAR Thorium Reactor ! Wow !"


  Lonnie, one of the parainvestigators asked, "I've heard about them but I thought nobody had built one yet. What's so special about those ?"


  Bryan answered, "A few experimental Thorium Reactors were in fact built over 50 years ago. They worked very well. They ran successfully for five years or so before being shut down, and the world turned to building uranium reactors. Thorium is a radioactive element that's far more abundant than uranium, packs perhaps up to 200 times as much energy per kilogram because it's far more efficient at upwards of 90 percent of the fuel as compared to the 5 percent average for uranium so the costs of producing electricity would be a mere fraction of uranium, way cleaner, far less radioactive wastes, and be far safer to use. If for any reason something goes horribly wrong, the reactor just shuts down, instead of doing a meltdown. AND, thorium reactors can be used to dispose of weapons grade warheads. They can be built to serve many needs. Even each individual home could theoretically have it's own reactor. Physicist David Leblanc of Ottawa Valley Research Associates, and Canon Bryan of Thorium One in Vancouver, are - were - developing thorium reactor designs."


  Lonnie asked, "So, why didn't we build thorium reactors way back when instead of uranium reactors ?"


  Craig said, "Well, the Americans actually built one back in the 1960s, partly for civilian use, but mostly to see if it could be used to manufacture weapons grade plutonium. When they realized it can't, they abandoned it, and they and the Soviets forced the whole world in to uranium reactors because those gave them the plutonium."


  "Assholes !" exclaimed Lonnie.


  Bryan added, "Right, exactly. But in the past 10 to 20 years thorium interest renewed, because uranium deposits had been depleted rapidly and would soon run out. Before the Cataclysm a lot of countries had embarked on Thorium Reactor projects. India's first prototype almost came online in 2011 for example. India and China probably have - had - the largest estimated reserves of thorium. Canada was figured to have the fifth largest reserves on the planet, but others figured that was a very low estimate. Canada tested using thorium in our CANDU reactors. It worked, but, not very well. A reactor properly designed for thorium is best. SO, Canada, with it's infinitely bounded wisdom, decided in 2011 -- to build more uranium reactors."


  "HA !" snorted Alfie, "exactly the same wisdom Canada uses - uh, used - for everything, including astronomy."


  Craig lamented, "FUCK ! We finally get to the point of being able to supply the entire world's annual energy needs with just 6,000 tonnes of thorium, with already known reserves enough to last more than a 1,000 years, feed the whole planet, eliminate 99 % of atmospheric and ground pollution from the use of fossil fuels, banish the threat of war forever, and push out in to space exploration....and these scientology ASSHOLES go and Fuck it all up. Why is the world ALWAYS run by all the lower IQs ??!!"


  Alfie quietly said, "I really really really hate scientologists. "


  Everybody said - ditto.


  Stan sheepishly said, "You know, Boughton actually had some undeniable points. I mean - 2.3 trillion kilograms of garbage - every year - AND rising ! Not including industrial and commercial wastes ? Holy shit, I didn't know it was THAT much. Did you know that for last year's Earth Day evening, less than 1 % of Toronto turned off their lights for one hour, and only a few dozen showed up for the City Hall rally in Nathan Philips Square. And, look at all the gas-guzzling SUVs and gian pickup trucks everybody was driving."


  Half the heads nodded and faces looked deservedly chagrined.


  Jake wailed, "Yea ? Listen, I don't know about the rest of you but where I live - uh lived - that Toronto you criticize - was up to 44 % garbage diversion and recycling ! We drove a Smart Car. We bought recycled or recyclable, and Made or Grown in Canada, or from Canadian owned businesses. We composted. We locally rode our bikes or walked. We put in a geo-thermal heating-cooling system, solar panels, AND several direct-drive wind-power generators. We used only power-efficient products. A LOT of people were doing the same. More and more every year. So, don't tell ME we weren't a long way towards fixing things !"


  The other half nodded agreement at that.


  Jake fumed, "Wanna know who else besides scientologists that I hate a lot ! Those god-damned nutbar environmentalist tree-hugger buggers."


  The group gave Jake a puzzled look, wondering what the hell with such a weird beligerent reversal on the subject.


  "I mean !" Jake responded, "Ok, so, sure, we were still trashing the planet, like Boughton said, and I was all for putting a stop to it also - BUT - didn't matter what anybody came up with to solve the problems, those stupid tree-hugger vegans were ALWAYS against EVERYTHING. Even all their OWN After the world installed tens of 1,000s of wind generators, which those bloody sods lobbied for decades to get, they turned against those too !! I bet they were even against thorium reactors ! We coulda used the energy from thorium reactors to vapourize all the garbage, but, those buggers were against vapourizing garbage too !!"


  Craig said, "Actually, yea, they were against thorium reactors. Norm Rubin, director of nuclear research for Energy Probe, a division of one of Canada's largest environmentalist watchdog organizations, which, as you say, is - uh - was - basically always against everything, said exactly that in 2011 - that thorium reactors would be a very bad idea."


  Jake got loud, "SEE !! I HATE THOSE ANTI-EVERYTHING KILL-ALL-THE-PEOPLE-TO-SAVE-THE-PLANET BASTARDS ! --- almost as much as I hate scientologists ! Hell, wouldn't surprise me one damn bit if they were probably scientologists too !"


  Just because of the way Jake said it, should have been funny, but, nobody laughed.


  "So," asked Meric, "what do we do now ?"


  Alfie seemed somewhat deflated when he said, "Well, you heard Boughton. There was no Gamma Ray Burst, the Local Interstellar Cloud and our Heliosphere are not being compressed. There's no Coronal Mass Ejection on it's way to Earth. What's happening is not a natural, nor Almighty God, event. All the destruction and death has been caused by the scientologists. And, they want our sceptre."


  "Then," said Craig, "all we have to do is destroy the sceptre."


  Jerry piped, "Let's hold off on that for now. We still need that device for our own use. And, who knows what we could do with it later. Besides, we all heard Boughton say they believe there could be more sceptres at other still existing Atlantean sites."


  Alfie said, "YEA - there's quite a few ancient constructions around the planet that are otherwise un-explainable as to their origins. AND - I just remembered a story my banjo teacher, William "Bill" Miles, told me when I was 14. He said when he was a young man, he travelled the world, including Mongolia at the end of World War I, and lived with a tribe there for about a year. Finally, during the last month with them, they began telling him their ancient stories. They believe that once upon a time very very long ago, their ancestors used to be even more technologically advanced than the world was in 1918, and the ancestors lived a long time, like a couple hundred years or something. The ancestors were SO advanced that machines did everything for them, and because of that and living so long, they stopped having babies, and began to die off. SO, they dug a huge hole - dumped all their technology in to it - and buried it all. Which is why most Mongols to this day still won't have anything to do with modern technology. They told my banjo teacher that Russian scientists came in 1908, in search of the technology the Russians had heard about from the Mongol stories, dug up some of it, and took it back to Moscow. But, that one of the machines or whatever they dug up, exploded big time. MAYBE - it was the accidental discharge of an Atlantean WMD - Weapon of Mass Destruction ! Like maybe another sceptre !"


  Several of the group stared at each other open mouthed, and Craig exclaimed, "1908 !? You don't mean.....!"


  "Yep," quipped Alfie, "The Tunguska Explosion Event."
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  Everybody scoffed loudly at him, one blurting meteor or comet - another saying it was Nicola Tesla - another that it was a nuke - or time travellers - or aliens - one of the physicists said it was a spec of antimatter - and a few other theories were all called out simultaneously. Alfie barked back, "Hey ! Don't shoot the messenger - I'm just telling you all what my banjo teacher told me in 1964 that he claimed Mongol tribe elders told him in 1918. Besides, we've seen and found AND are doing some pretty strange things ourselves -- eh ?!" Well, that shut everybody up.


  After that huffle, Jerry said, "We still need to do something about Babelon, and we need to do it ASAP."


  "Ummm, like what for instance would you suggest ?" asked Bryan.


  Jerry hestitated, frowned, then finally said, "I just so happen to know that there is a small number of Bunker-Buster bombs at CFB Borden. I propose we take the 2 helicopters there, get them, and drop a couple on Babelon -- blow it to kingdom come."


  "Whoa whoa ! What about the thorium reactor ?" demanded Lonnie. "Blowing that up will make the entire region radioactive for 10 million years, and spread around the planet on the winds ! -- Won't it ?"


  Bryan assured everybody, "SSTAR stands for Small Sealed Transportable Autonomous Reactor.The SSTAR design they're using is a low-pressure Molten Salt Coolant and Lead Bar Core. Probably the safest possible reactor there is.
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  There's nothing inside that can go 'boom' and spread radioactivity widely if anything goes wrong, including being blown up by an external bomb. The outer casing is hardened lead-lined steel. And, even if the reactor core does rupture, the reactor can't meltdown nor explode. It simply shuts off. What's left of the facility, and the local area, will only be radioactive for about 300 years, not 100s of 1,000s, as would be the case of high-pressure water-cooled uranium reactors."



  Jerry added, "I very much doubt we'll rupture it anyways. Boughton said their reactor is in a shielded reactor room below the fourth level, and off to the side of the main construction. It's highly unlikely that it will be damaged. We might even be able to retrieve it someday for our own uses.Even lightly defended, we have no hope of penetrating Babelon. We wouldn't survived the resulting firefight. A bunker buster is the best, the only way we can achieve a nearly total destroy of the target. With minimum risk to ourselves. All things considered, I expect they probably have portable ground-to-air missle defences. It's what I'd have in similar circumstances. In case they do, or can get up another plane or helicopter, we'll have the 4British StarStreak missle launchers for one on each side of both our choppers to shoot them down with. AND, we've got the 2nd and 3rd best snipers in the world in our JTF2 unit to take out the ground launch personnel. Master Corporal Arron Perry, and Corporal Rob Furlong, both took out targets in 2002 Afghanistanat just over and just under 2,400 metresusing a McMillan TAC-50 sniper rifle. Record long shots not officially beaten till a Brit seven years later in 2009."
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  That's 2.4 kilometres......Ok, everybody was Very impressed !


  Alfie asked, "Boughton also said they have a cyclotron ?"



  Bryan confirmed, "Yes, that's correct."


  "Well," emphasized Alfie, "with a cyclotron, they can make a lot more of our pendants, and the imager, giving them total immunity from the Bhakti. With limitless pendants, the imager, and the sceptre, they will control the Bhakti to do their bidding. They will totally enslave the entire human race, the survivors and all decendants, forever."


  There was silence as everybody mulled all that over.


  Jerry, sensing the group was almost but not quite convinced it had to be done, stated the alternative of not bombing Babelon, "Wecan bet our last loonie they will come again, and in full strength, prepared to get the sceptre.We HAVE to destroy Babelon before they can come after us again for the sceptre. A couple of bunker-busters down their gullet is the only chance we've got to stop them now."



  Craig wanted re-assurance and asked, "You're sure we can do it, with minimal risk to ourselves ? Where exactly is this Babelon facility anyways ? I've never heard of the Manicouagan Crater."


  Jerry said, "Bob, did you get some printouts on that yet we can have a look at ?"


  Major Stringer replied, "Yep. Got your nod, and downloaded some from google earth and wikipedia during your interrogation." He spread them out on the table.


  He explained what he'd found. "Manicouagan Crater is in eastern Quebec. Here we are in the lower left, Roberval about half-way, and there's the crater in the upper right.The crater is So huge, it can easily be seen from space.It's the 5th largest impact crater known so far,or 4th depending on who you ask.


  [image: ]



  [image: ][image: ]



  The 100 km diameter crater was blasted by a 5 km diameter meteor about 215 million years ago. The entire region survived the breakup of the Pangea Super-Continent. So, it's very geologically stable. A good place to put a facility in these dangerous times. Some decades ago the river was dammed south of the crater, the crater perimeter flooded, to produce hydro-electricity. That's the Manic-5 mentioned during the interrogation. And the highest point on the crater island, Mount Babel, almost dab smack in the middle, where Babelon is located,is about 1,000 metres above normal sea level.


  [image: ][image: ]



  Jim said, "That seems like quite a long way to fly, and back again. Are you sure we'll have enough fuel ?"


  Stringer replied, "Turns out there's a small airstrip about 30 km south of the crater, west of the Manic 5 Hydro-Electric Damn. It was used mostly to fly helicopters from for doing timber and geo-surveys for mineral deposits, and to fly company personnel, hunters and trekkers to and from various destinations. So, we should probably be able to top-up there before heading back. If not, we can definitely top-up in Roberval again, and still be back here in time for Cookie's famous dinner burgers and beer."


  Light chuckling.
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  Jerry asked, "So, are we all ready to go and terminate the first nest of Scientology rats ?"


  Everybody nodded agreement.


  end of chapter 15


  



  Chapter 16


  Surprise surprise,


  December 21st, 2012, came and went without the prophecied serpent-god frying the planet.


  Just like all the other times over the past several thousand years, such as the most recent global scare of May 21st, 2011.That was when the U.S. bible thumper Harold Camping, who claimed the world was created in 11,013 BCE, predicted the chosen would rapture to heaven, and the rest of us would be judged by God and suffer planetary upheavals for another few months untill October, when the whole planet would then be incinerated. When nobody raptured on May 21st, and the planetary upheaval didn't happen on May 21st, Camping said he learned from God, thru his Bible, that the date for the rapturing was actually October 21st. And when that date came and went without the big events, Camping shot himself, rather than face his gullible and ignorant believers, who'd sold or given away everything they had, usually to Camping's organization, to prepare to rapture or die on Camping's predicated dates. Many of them committed suicide too. Some tried to claim some others had raptured, but, it didn't take long to prove otherwise, when they were 'found' alive and quite well off, living in various other countries. Still, many believers chose to continue believing it, and some of them committed suicide because they hadn't been chosen to rapture, concluding that they were not worthy, and deserved to go to Hell.


  So, the prophecies of total Doomsday were bogus. Which didn't really cheer anybody up too much in the ARO group, because, the Neo-Nazi-Mormon Scientology Church leaders had killed five billion people by then, and intended to enslave the so-far surviving 2 billion or so, give or take, to their church.


  The ARO group decided to keep John Alamo Boughton alive for now for further interrogating on the locations of other ARKs, and to torture him with the knowledge that they were destroying those facilities. The group sat down to plan the destruction of Babelon.Jerry naturally led the planning.


  He was saying, "We'll fly both choppers to CFB Borden, refuel, andget as many Bunker Busters as we can bring back, for future missions to destroy other facilities too.
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  Then we'll offload all but four back here, leaving two on each chopper. Re-fuel again at Roberval, and on to Babalon at Manicouagan Crater. We'll drop our 4 Bunker Busters, wait to confirm destruction, then fly back to Roberval, re-fuel again, fill up our fuel drums, then back here."


  Craig asked, "They must have radar. What if they see us coming and send a jet up to blast us out of the sky ?"


  Jerry replied, "I'm convinced if they had another jet, they would have sent it against us even before we got back to ARO the last time. Or, sent it against us at ARO since then, to destroy our choppers. I think they have to wait for reinforcements from their other facilities before they can do either of those."


  Craig asked another question, "What if they have more choppers, or ground-to-air missles or rockets ?"


  "That may be, they probably do have GAMs. If so, we'll have the four British Starstreak launchers, and some other counter-measures, to defend ourselves from those threats."


  "How close to ground would we have to be to drop the Bunker Busters ?" asked Charlie.


  "The Bunker Busters have GPS and Laser guidance. They also have Ground Penetrating Radar. We'll climb to the maxium ceiling of our choppers, which is about 3.2 km, dial in the GPS co-ordinates, and drop 'em. The GPS guidance system will locate those co-ordinates, and set a laser beam on the spot. When they get close, the onboard radar will pick the best spot to bust thru the top, dive deep inside Babelon, and - KABLOOIE."


  Everybody jumped, and then chuckled at Jerry's shout.


  "Any other good questions ?" asked Jerry.


  Nobody could think of any.


  Jerry said, "Alright then, let's get prepared to go Bust their damn Babelon Bunker."


  =============================================================


  Only the military guys went on the mission. The flight to CFB Borden went quite well, and uneventful. The choppers were loaded up with the Bunker Busters, ten in each chopper, and other useful stuff they could quickly grab, gassed up the choppers during the loading, and then returned to ARO, where they unloaded all but four. Which left about 400 still at Borden for future needs...the blowing up of other Scientology bunkers. The flight back to ARO transpired as hoped. Quiet. Which was eerie. Very few people were seen along the way to Borden nor back again. The few spotted were all poorly and torn dressed, and looking very hungry.


  Six Billion Dead.


  Yet, there was next to no signs of the bodies. Understandable though. Billions were swept out to sea during the global coastal low-land flooding. Others were buried beneath magma, rock and landslides, or under the ruins of the cities and towns. Many others were eaten by animals, and some of the very desparate survivors. The rest, who died from the Scientology bio-weapon, quite literally liquidated. An extremely horrifying, very painful, nasty weapon, it disintegrated the walls of every cell in the body in a matter of minutes, leaving behind only small pools of goo that soon dried to dust and blew away in the winds. Which is how it spread. The ARO group did not fall victim to the bio-weapon. Some because they didn't have any of the targeted genetic markers. The others were protected by the Bhakti. During their exchange in the woods, IT had told Alfie, THEY had made the others immune to the bio-weapon.


  When the choppers got back to ARO, Alfie and Meric were helping to unload, when Alfie noticed Meric adjusting something around Meric's neck inside his flak jacket, which everybody wore all the time now, and asked what it was. Meric pulled it out.


  Alfie exclaimed, "A cross ? You reverted back to that ?"


  Meric explained, "Actually, a crucifix. It was my mother's. She gave it to me when I graduated university - just shortly before she died. I've worn it for good luck at special times ever since. Right beside my Pretas Pendant."


  Alfie sneered, and Meric quipped, "Well, can't hurt, eh ?" Alfie thought about it, and nodded agreement with a smile.


  The choppers were topped up, and off they went. The plan was to approach to within 100 km of Babelon, drop to tree-top level to avoid radar spotting and tracking, and finally reach their destination. Once they were within a few klicks, they would rise as fast as possible to attain maximum elevation, and to be directly over Babelon when they reached that height, setting the GPS co-ordinates in to the Bunker Busters' laser guidance systems while they ascended.


  That's when Babelon's defence attack began - everything happened very fast.


  ============================================================


  About 3 kilometres from Babelon, they began their ascent. Phil suddenly shouted, "INCOMING !! Six ground-to-air missles locked on, climbing at Mach 1.7 - ETA - 90 seconds !"


  The four guys assigned to the Starstreaks were ready. Target-locking data was fed in, the launchers locked on, they aimed, and fired. Twelve independant SS missles travelling at Mach 3.5 went after the incoming like bloodhounds on the hunt. At 1 kilometre from the choppers, maybe less, with just 30 seconds to spare, they met, and a few split seconds later, the shockwave of six explosions rocked the choppers.



  Jake, using high-powered binoculars, shouted, "Spotted ! Top of Mt. Babel, 6 Canadian Javelin-Starburst single-missle shoulder launchers - total ground personnel - 12."


  The two snipers took out all the launcher teams,
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  but, not before 1 of them got off a last missle. The Starstreaks were not re-loaded yet.
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  Stan jumped to the door with two flare guns, hoping the flares would attract the incoming missle, and cause it to explode before reaching either chopper. Jerry yelled, "That won't work ! Those missles have flare avoidance detection !"


  Corporal Rob Furlong slammed a round in to the chamber of his TAC-50 sniper rifle, took aim, fired -- and -- blew it up - with just 15 seconds left to impact.



  The cheering, whoops, and back slapping went on for at least several minutes. Master Corporal Arron Perry radio-ed to Furlong to say, "THAT was the most amazing shot I have EVER seen !" Then Jerry said, "Time to finish the job. Ready the Bunker Busters." So, that's what they did. Dropped all four, and backed off as fast as they could. The bombs finished the job.
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  Nobody cheered. Some thought of what it must have been like on the receving end. But then, nobody felt guilty either. After a couple of minutes, Jerry quietly said, "Let's go home."


  End of Chapter 16


  Chapter 17 - Epilogue


  The boys arrived back home to ARO, obviously feeling melancholy, for being forced to take so many lives, probably including children. But, quite triumphant too, for having begun to save about a billion lives from totalitarian slavery, including their own.Everybody was in a very jubilant mood to celebrate the victory, and so they did, till the wee hours of the next morning, and then some.


  Shortly after the crack of dawn, Alfie crossed paths with Meric, and said, "I owe you some fishing," and so they went, taking along an ample supply of beer, sandwiches, cigars and cigarettes.


  Mere seconds after they dropped anchor at the north end of the lake and settled in comfortably to dangle their lines -- they promptly fell dead asleep for the next 3 hours. Meric got startled awake 1st, when a fish struck. The commotion woke Alfie, and together, after a good 'fight', they landed a whopper 100 cm 8.5 kg muskellunge, which almost pulled them both out of the boat when Alfie was attempting to net it.
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  After congrats and taking pictures, they released it because muskies, especially the older ones, were quite rare. They settled down again for more fishing, and - promptly fell asleep - again. But, about 20 minutes later, Alfie got a strike that woke them both up, and they landed another muskellunge, about 70 cm this time. Actually, it was a jumper and accidently landed itself. It miscalculated one time and jumped right in the boat. They released it too. A fascinating lesson was learned that day. To catch a muskie - fall asleep.


  But, ignoring the lesson, they decided to try to stay awake this time just in case their luck came in three-s. And to stay awake they figured on a chat about what next to do. They lit up cigars, cracked 2 beers, and, that's when Alfie decided to confess to Meric about the Faustian deal he'd made with IT to get the sceptre so they could stabilize The Beam, and why.


  "Wow," said Meric, "that's so beyond my comprehension. Uhh-h -- immortality - OR - die horribly from colon cancer in 2 years. Wait, yea, ok, -- je peux comprendre que !" After a pause, he asked, "So, are you immortal yet ?"


  Alfie bellowed, "HA ! I don't know. I forgot to ask when it would happen. I might have to wait 2 years to find out." Aflie got pensive, and added, "If it does happen, I think Andie would be very jealous. Gees, I miss that son of a bugger." He looked at Meric for his reaction.


  Meric smiled, then asked, "If - when - you find out you really are immortal, would you, you know, leave us right then and travel the Universe ?"


  Alfie smiled too, and said, "Andie was my first real friend, my best friend, my only friend I had ever had, till I met you guys. I learned from Andie what it means to have that.I'm a very lucky guy to have you as my best friend now, and the others. I've never had real friends - plural - before. Another first ! ...... No. I wouldn't leave."


  Alfie thought to himself - not for about another 60 years or so anyways. Oh, well, he then thought, maybe now and then for short trips of a few weeks, a month at most, just to get a peek at what it's really like out there. Third rate be hanged, astronomy was still in his blood, and he was itching to find out.


  Then Alfie asked Meric, "Have you talked to Jerry and Stringer about what they think we should do next ?"


  Meric replied, "Yea, last night during the victory party. Bob and Jerry both agree we have to 1st, destroy the Bhakti. Then, ASAP get searching for and eradicating the other Scientology Arks. And, simultaneously searching for other sceptres, if any still exist. We can't allow the enemy to have any sceptres. Bryan said he thinks our sceptre could help us find other sceptres before the scientologists do. He's discovered it has a a very specific resonant energy signature that we can use to detect others like it."


  Alfie gave him a look like Alfie was about to say something but didn't know how to start, so Meric then asked, "Did IT really say THEY would try to feed on an artificial source instead of humans ?"


  "Y-yep." said Alfie.


  "Do you believe IT ?"


  Alfie pondered, and replied, "Frankly, I will never trust those Bhakti as far as I could throw them. Based on what we do know about them now, there's no doubt in my mind that the Bhakti are ultimately responsible for the recent deaths of 6 billion human beings, and god only knows how many more over the millenia. I believe they made it happen, thru the Scientologists, and others, because our civilization was getting too close to discovering their existence with our science. Once their existence was proven and known by us all, their power over us would soon have been neutralized, and we would have most probably destroyed them rather than risk not working things out between us. They don't want to be destroyed, naturally, so, they destroyed our civilization, just as they destroyed the Atlantean civilization long ago."


  If IT and the rest of the Bhakti had not agreed to try my idea of an artifical food source, IT knew I would have wiped them out as soon as we'd stabilized The Beam, which we would have eventually. My gut tells me we should destroy them. My life, and the lives of all the billions they have fed upon, cries out for their destruction. BUT.....that's what the sceptre can be for now, as our deterrent weapon, to make them keep that promise. And, if we don't have to destroy them, I'm hoping we can learn much more from them. After all, we humans are like THEM - IT told me."



  Meric had been listening very intently, and jumped in, "I think I begin to see your points. IT had said we humans are like THEM. Makes sense since THEY admit THEY manipulated our evolvement. Which means we wouldn't even be here if not for THEM. That sounds kinda god-like, but we know now for sure that they are not gods, not in the biblical religious sense that we were brain-washed to believe. We think - like THEM. AND, we've been doing much the same things for sustenance. Breeding animals and plants for our food, slaughtering them to eat, for 10s of 1,000s of years, if not longer - and - killing others to get it too. Again - like THEM. By the way, something we should try to change, since our scientists were on the verge of being able to 'grow' meat in vats, without having to kill animals for theirs. AND, I read somewhere some believe the Atlanteans were manipulating genetics, to create all sorts of bizarre hybrids, probably the monsters of many of our oldest myths, like the Minotaur for example. Our civilization too, for the past few decades, has been monkeying around with genetic engineering. Yet again - like THEM. -- Well, it all makes me think of something my mother used to say quite a bit - let ye who is without sin - cast the first stone. We are like THEM - or, that is, we were before the Apocalypse."


  Suddenly quite miffed, Alfie blurted, "I REALLY wish everybody would Stop using words like that about all this. Those prophecies are all junk ! as we've all so painfully just learned the hard way - including Me !"


  Meric got miffed too, and responded, "Well, c'mon, eh. I mean, Yea, so, the Bhakti brought about the end of our civilization thru the Scientologists, there wasn't any scourging fire by a Doomsday Coronal Mass Ejection, and all that. BUT - it was the end of our civilization, that still did happen, on or about the predicted date. Who's to really be able to say, without a shred of doubt, that it wasn't the fullfillment of ancient prophecy ?"


  Alfie lost his temper, "ME ! I AM saying it ! What happened was - SELF-FULLFILLMENT ! ........ I can predict Right now that you'll be dead at 2:15 p.m. tomorrow - and then PAY some bozo to shoot you dead right between the eyes. THAT'S Self-fullfillment. And THAT'S what's happened to us !! The Bhakti predicted it eons ago - set the stage for it - and then got the scientologists to make it happen - End of subject ! -- Capiche ?!"


  "OK ! --- ok --- don't get your knickers in a knot." Then Meric's emotion deflated, and he said, "Listen ..... I'm ..... sorry. I am. You're right ...... I guess I'm just really frazzled still by all that's happened, I'm running on emotions because I'm very tired ..... and my mind is trying to make sense of it all in ways that I was raised to believe. It must be that damnable Bhakti programming - it tends to overwhelm what I know intellectually to be the truth of things. I apologize."


  Alfie's hard face softened, he smiled, then he chuckled a bit at a memory. He said, "Yea, I apologize too. Same problem with me." and he chuckled a bit more.


  Meric asked, "What's so funny ?" 


  Alfie said, "Oh, not funny ha ha, I'm not laughing AT you. Just -- you said knickers in a knot and that reminded me of the arguments I used to have with Andie, and he would say the same thing to me, which would make me laugh, and the fight would be over and we'd be best buddies again."


  "So -- are you and I best buddies again now too ?" quipped Meric. Alfie splashed him with some beer, and Meric splashed some back.


  Then Meric asked, "Ok, so we backpedal on destroying the Bhakti - at least for the time being - what about the Scientologists ?"


  Alfie scrunched his forehead, and continued, "I've been doing a lot of hard thinking about the scientologists too. I agree Scientology has to be eradicated. But, you know as well as I that not everybody is a willing Scientologist. Many are not. If we just eradicate them all, that'd make us no better than those who are died-in-the-wool willing scientologists. We have to first give the unwilling the chance to surrender, and agree to never be scientologists again, on pain of no second chances if they do. Some will even probably choose to help us liberate others."


  "That's a very dangerous way. We'd give up the element of surprise, lay ourselves open to traps and ambushes."


  "Yea, I realize that. But, if we're going to build a better future, how can we not. We can't eradicate Scientology by being just like or worse than they are. And besides, I'll bet once the word spreads of what we're doing, after the first few, we may not even have to attack the rest of the Arks. The unwilling within the Arks could well do our job for us, from within."


  Meric thought that over, and said, "Intriguing. We hadn't considered that last night. ---- Ummm, now that you may be immortal, do you feel the human race is worth the effort ? Perhaps the sacrfice of more of our ARO group ?Can humanity change ?"


  Alfie chewed his lower lip for a few seconds, then responded, "Well, I guess only time will answer that question. But, you know, we'll be giving all the survivors pendants to protect them from the Bhakti, and whatever Pretas are still out there. We probably only captured and beamed a small percentage of all there are in to the Ionosphere. In fact, I expect that quite a few of those will make their way back down here soon from the Ionosphere. I'm hoping that with the pendants, we'll finally be free to be all the good that we can be, and be that way every day of our lives. Oh, we'll still be making mistakes, and behaving badly, I've no doubt. But, it will be all our own doing, not externally induced and expanded way beyond that level by the Pretas and Bhakti. The bad should be far far less than the way things were since....forever. The net result should be more good than bad for a change - which is long overdue - and much deserved. That will be worth the effort to find out, eh ?"


  Suddenly, the sky darkened ever so slightly. At first they thought it was just a cloud, but, then, IT appeared, beside the boat, floating above the water, staring down at the two of them.
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  Meric's mouth was wide open, his eyes bulging. He finally got out, "Are we still asleep ?" Alfie said, "Nope." Meric asked, "Are we seeing the same thing ?" Alfie said, "I'm seeing IT, same as previous times. What are you seeing ?" After a few seconds of staring, Meric responded, "I think I'm seeing my mother. I was just thinking about her......oh, wait on.....now I think I'm seeing what you described IT looks like to you." What do you think IT is doing here ?" Alfie said, "I don't know. Why don't you ask IT." Meric said, "I'M not going to ask - you ask !" Alfie sniggered and said, "coward....oh alright then.....Why are you here ?"



  IT turned full attention to Alfie and said, "I come....to present you....with this contract....that WE you call the Bhakti....have all signed.....pledging that WE.... will never feed upon human....negative emotions energy.....ever again.....for as long as the human species.....keeps your promise.....not to try....to destroy us.....and that you pledge....you will suitably punish.....any who do try. WE have never....made this pledge.....to humans.....before now."


  Simple - short - to the point.


  A multi-page stack of thin monatomic gold plates appeared on Alfie's lap, with those words in the current top 50 most spoken languages, as well as a few ancient ones, and -- signed by several thousand names. Alfie and Meric were beyond amazed.


  Alfie concentrated really hard on fully comprehending what this meant, and finally replied, "I am most highly honoured, to likewise pledge, and also sign this contract." Alfie's full name and signature appeared on the 1st plate. He then said, "On behalf of humanity, I thank you -- ah --- um --- I thank you IT."


  IT actually smiled at that, and responded, "You may call ME....Mephistopheles." For just a few seconds, to both Alfie and Meric, HE looked exactly like Peter Fonda had in the movie "Ghost Rider".
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  And then HE disappeared, as suddenly as HE had appeared.


  Meric said, "Did you just see what I justsaw ? --- Peter Fonda ?" Aflie replied, "Y-yep -- from the movie "Ghost Rider". Sense of humour - just like us."


  Alfie and Meric just sat there for minutes, trying to comprehend what just happened. They stared at each other, and the plates, which continued to lay upon Alfie's lap. Alfie tapped on the top plate, and said, "They're really there alright."


  Meric said, "I think you just became immortal, my friend. I hope you don't live to regret it." Alfie sneered at him. Then Alfie got a very pensive look on his face, so Meric added, "Wow -- my best friend is ALFIE - THE IMMORTAL - has quite the ring to it ! Real scary warrior name, that. I'll be able to terrorize my kids, if I ever have any, with bedtime stories about me and ....... ALFIE - THE IMMORTAL ! ..... They'll tucker themselves out laughing so hard, and fall asleep."


  Alfie gave Meric a shoulder hit, "Oh ha ha ha - very funny."


  Meric felt and looked hopeful for the first time in a long time, and said, "Let's go back and talk all this over with the others. You're going to need long-term help keeping that pledge." Then he grinned, and added, "Oh, and don't forget - you now owe me a historic plaque with my name on it for my helping to save the world."


  Alfie looked intently at Meric for a few seconds, then said, "Yea, let's go back. But not quite yet, eh. I'll bet there's still some fish down there we haven't caught yet."


  Meric laughed. They finished their cigars and beer, re-cast their lines, re-settled down to do more fishing -and promptly fell asleep - again.


  Both their lines, soon after, began to twitch - again.


  End of Book One
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