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This is a true story about my friend Sam.

I had known Sam since elementary school. We grew up together in a small, quiet neighbourhood near a major city. The neighbourhood itself was small, with only a handful of homes and winding narrow roads that gave it a certain charm. The houses were unique and full of character, but they all shared one thing in common. They were well cared for and loved.

I remember the first day Sam walked into our Grade 8 class. He had oversized glasses perched on his nose, giving him an endearing and slightly comical look. He sat by himself, reading a comic book.

It was not just any comic book. It was one of my favourites, Marvel Classic Comic Series Issue 18.

From that point on, we became best friends.

We did everything together. He did not have many friends besides me. People found him odd, and truth be told, I could see why. He was an introvert who did not talk much in any situation. He dressed differently, always in black no matter the occasion, and when he did speak, it was almost always about conspiracies and how the government was trying to keep us in the dark.

That was what made me want to be his friend. Yes, people thought he was an oddball, but that made him more interesting.

We only spoke about his past once.

It happened during recess. I already knew his mother had remarried and moved him to our small town, but I always assumed his parents had simply divorced and that was the end of the story. Sam and I had a mutual understanding. Do not ask. Do not tell.

Then one day, he opened up to me.

“When I came home from school, I noticed the front door was unlocked,” Sam said. “I thought it was strange because it was always locked. I stepped inside and yelled for my dad, but there was no response. I threw my school bag down and went to the kitchen for a snack. On the kitchen counter, I noticed my dad’s car keys.”

Sam stopped for a moment and looked down at his hands. I could see the memory weighing heavily on him.

I put my hand on his shoulder.

“You don’t have to do this right now,” I said.

He ignored me and continued.

“I was about to yell again, but I stopped myself. I thought maybe he was asleep. I left my half-eaten sandwich on the counter and went upstairs to check on him.”

His voice changed.

“That’s when I found him. He was lying on the bedroom floor, surrounded by blood. It looked like a gunshot to the head. The gun was beside him.”

“What do you mean, beside him?” I asked.

Sam looked up at me.

“Placed,” he said. “It looked placed.”

Before I could ask anything else, the school bell rang.

That was the last time we ever spoke about it.

As we got older, we slowly started to drift apart. I always considered Sam a friend, but life took us in different directions. I went to law school, and Sam went on to study software engineering.

In my third year of school, I learned from a friend that Sam had been kicked out of his engineering program. He had a major meltdown in class. Apparently, he started yelling at the top of his lungs that the government was trying to silence people from the truth. He went on a long-winded rant before security was called.

When security came to restrain him, he pulled a knife and threatened anyone who came near him. He was tasered, arrested, and jailed for a couple of days. After that, he was kicked out of school altogether.

I tried contacting him, but Sam never replied to my texts or calls.

A few years later, I had some downtime from my studies. Like anyone with downtime, I went on YouTube. That was when I came across a conspiracy page called The Truth Seeker.

My first thought was simple.

Was this Sam’s page?

Back in the day, he had mentioned wanting to start a conspiracy page. He even told me the name he would use.

The Truth Seeker.

The page had more than one million subscribers, which surprised me. I would have never guessed a conspiracy page could have so many followers.

I started going through the videos. The channel covered conspiracy theories about the moon landing, the JFK assassination, and 9/11. I was never into that stuff, but growing up with Sam, I could not help but think some of his theories sounded possible. At the very least, they made me question things.

Still, I needed to know if it was really him.

So I sent a personal message to the channel.

It had been several years since I had spoken to Sam. He had never responded to any of my messages before, so I did not expect him to respond now, even if it was him.

A couple of days later, I received a message.

Nathan, you got to help me!!

Sam, is this you? I responded.

Yes, he replied. I need your help!

Of course, Sam. What’s the problem?

There was a pause for several minutes before he responded.

I can’t tell you here. Can I meet you?

At first, I was hesitant. It seemed like Sam had been losing control of himself. Then I thought, I would not be much of a lawyer if I could not help someone in trouble, especially a friend.

Sure. Let’s meet.

See you soon, Sam responded.

Thirty minutes later, there was a knock at my door.

It was Sam.

He looked dishevelled. His hair was unkempt, his clothes were wrinkled, and there were huge bags under his eyes. He looked chaotic.

“You got to help me, man,” he said. “They’re after me.”

He pushed through the door. I barely managed to step aside before he ran over me.

I tried to calm him by putting my hand on his shoulder, but he quickly moved away. At that point, I started to worry about my own safety. I had never seen him like this before.

Sam rushed to the window and peered outside.

“I don’t think they followed me,” he muttered.

“Sam, what’s wrong?” I asked. My voice was firm but concerned.

“They’re after me. You got to help me.”

“Who’s after you?”

“The government. I know too much.”

As he said this, he kept looking around my apartment instead of focusing on me.

I snapped my fingers.

“Sam. Look at me.”

That got his attention.

“Why would the government be after you?”

He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a letter with a flash drive. He handed both to me.

I looked down, confused.

“What is this?”

“The letter came with the drive,” he said. “Just read it.”

At this point, I did not know what to think. I should not have been surprised that he had gone off the deep end. Conspiracy theories and paranoia can overlap.

I opened the letter.

THIS IS THE TRUTH YOU’VE BEEN WAITING FOR YOUR WHOLE LIFE. CHECK THE FLASH DRIVE. YOU’RE WELCOME.

I flipped the page over.

On the back, it read:

WATCH ME.

An arrow pointed to where the flash drive must have been taped.

I looked down at the flash drive.

“What is this?”

Sam took it from my hand and hurried to the computer across the room.

“What’s the password?” he yelled.

I was already leaning over, typing it in.

The video opened.

A high-ranking official appeared on the screen, discussing the suppression of information, acknowledging the existence of extraterrestrial life, and confirming the conspiracy theories Sam had been passionate about for most of his life.

“Our radar system tracked a UFO flying over our military base, commonly known as Area 51,” the official said. “Recognizing the potential threat posed by the unidentified object, our military personnel acted quickly.”

The footage cut to a dark sky over what looked like a restricted military site.

“As the UFO remained suspended in the air, a series of powerful electric pulses were launched from ground-based weaponry. With each pulse, the craft’s systems began to falter. Its steady hover became erratic.”

The video showed a bright flash, followed by the craft spinning out of control.

“The barrage overwhelmed the UFO’s defences. Its propulsion system appeared to fail, and the craft plummeted from the sky.”

The footage shifted again.

Government agents and military personnel moved quickly through smoke and debris.

“The crash site was secured. Sensitive technology and extraterrestrial occupants were recovered and classified.”

The official paused.

“Two occupants of unknown origin were recovered. One was deceased. The second was alive.”

The footage cut out briefly.

Then an aircraft hangar appeared on-screen. Sitting front and centre was what looked like a flying saucer.

The same official began speaking again.

“The captured
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