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How I Became Spectral
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It was the year 1974. I was graduating from high school. The first Star Trek series had already come and gone. 

If somebody had told me what scientists were theorizing, I would have classified it as science-fiction. That couldn’t really happen.

In fact, that theory was debunked by all of the great scientists of that time. It might have made it into a few of the scientific journals. But it never made its way to the general public. The news was more controlled in those days. It is still a matter of debate as to whether that control was intentional or not.

The theory was that beings from another dimension could be living among us. Of course we would never know that they were here. And we would never be able to prove it.

So what if they were? If we couldn’t detect them, they probably couldn’t detect us or interfere with us. We were perhaps a bit naïve.

It would take another hundred years or so before scientists proved that there were beings from another dimension living among us. We still couldn’t detect them because they were out of phase. 

Scientists didn’t know if these other-dimensional beings could detect us. Nevertheless, there kept being reports of people who could sense them.

Those reports could have been bogus. Many were aware of the scientific findings of 2074. However, the reports were concerning, because most of them reported that these beings were interfering with our society and our way of life. If they were, we had to find some way to stop them!

Most of my contemporaries were killed in the great floods of 2042. Most of those who survived, died in the years of strife which followed that cataclysm. 

A few have survived to this day. However, they’re 120 or older and frail. 

Back in 1974 we thought we were making great strides in minimizing the effects of aging. And we did do that somewhat, as some people now live into their 130’s. Still, we were never able to make the old as young as they wanted to be. People still got weaker as they aged.

I was the exception. I was still alive in 2074 and had the youth of a thirty year old. I didn’t believe the reports of interdimensional encounters at first. I didn’t believe them until I started experiencing them for myself.

Most people who had an encounter, only had one of them. I had several. With help, I would become able to detect the encounters before they happened. I became able to stop the encounters and start driving the other-dimensional beings out of our shared space.

Due to the fact that I could sense these Spectres, people started referring to me as Spectral. They started thinking of me as a Superhero.

Things were going well. We were winning this war. Other recruits were being trained to help me.

However, each time I used my powers to sense Spectres, a little bit of myself was lost. I didn’t pay any attention to that. We were winning! I didn’t pay any attention to that until I started to go mad.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Define Insane
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Insane can be defined as irrational; not mentally sound; not thinking in a clear, ordered, or sensible way.

Of course, people think of others as sane or insane. So they compare the actions of others to what is considered the societal norm. And they assume that peoples actions are based on their thought processes.

Sometimes people act insane when their brain isn’t directing their actions. Rather some emotion or drive is directing what they do. When that happens it is usually temporary. We forgive people for their momentary bouts of insanity and welcome them back into society.

We refer to insanity as going bonkers, being totally nuts, delusional, crazy, daft, demented, squirrelly, maniacal, cuckoo, bananas, batty, loco, and lunatic. We also say that people who are insane have gone around the bend. They’re nutty as a fruitcake. They’re crackers or crazy as a loon.

When someone is afraid that they’re going mad, they’re afraid of being called these things. But worse, they’re afraid of being on the outs with society. They’re afraid of not having any friends.

However, their worst fear is that they’ll never be able to think rationally again. And that’s important because if they can’t think rationally, they won’t be able to distinguish between who’s crazy and who’s sane. Who’s in the thick of society and who’s on the edge? 

Those who are sane wonder, Who cares what others think? I’m going to do my own thing. 

Of course they don’t. They desperately want to keep their friends. They refrain from acting insane until they find themselves on the precipice of insanity. 

They find that there is no way back to normal. And they’re left with a choice. They can stand there on the edge, hanging onto nothing. Or they can jump off into the void.

Those back in society will talk about their condition in terms of the degree of their insanity. Those back in society will be relieved that they haven’t gone around the bend to never turn back. That is, they haven’t gone around the bend, yet.
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Ryan Davis

[image: ]


I got straight A’s at the University. Four years later, I graduated with majors in Computer Science and Foreign Languages.

I stepped out of the doors of academia and into the doors of espionage. I was recruited into the CIA. 

I really had no choice in the matter. If the CIA wanted someone badly enough, they made it impossible for that person to say No to working for them.

Perhaps you’ve never heard of the CIA. It was the major spy agency of the major country of that time – the USA or the United States. The CIA, Central Intelligence Agency, lasted for several years. But then they were merged with other spy organizations, until the last spy organization either went underground or dissolved. 

Since spy agencies either no longer exist or no longer have any clout, I can talk about them freely now.

I rose quickly in the ranks of the CIA. Then I moved on to the NSA (National Security Agency) which was more secretive than the CIA. From there I went on to Interpol, The International Criminal Police Agency, which was the well-known international spy agency of that time.

I may have had a name before I entered the CIA. That was many years ago. After I entered the CIA, I had several names, aliases, aka’s (also known as), etc.

While I was working at Interpol, I had the fortune of stepping into a time rift. Some say it was good fortune. Others say it was bad. It had advantages and disadvantages.

When I stepped out on the other side of that rift, it was 2069 – 83 years later. When I stepped into that time rift, I was in my late 30’s. When I stepped out, I was in my 20’s. It reminded me of ads I had seen for How to Erase Pounds and Years from your Figure.

Here I was, 83 years later and all alone in the world. Sure, some of my contemporaries were still alive. But they wouldn’t recognize me, let alone believe my story. I couldn’t just drift back into a spy agency. Those didn’t exist anymore.

I had to reinvent myself quickly. I chose the name Ryan Davis. I was able to use my skills from working in various spy organizations to create documentation for myself. 

My skills were out of date. However, they were still useful enough to put me in touch with people who could help me in my endeavors.

I needed a job which paid the bills. However, I also needed a job which was not in the limelight. There were enough gaps in my story that I didn’t want it to be scrutinized too closely.

I became an assistant to a group of scientists who dubbed themselves SSS – The Spectre Scientific Society. The SSS didn’t need another scientific mind. They needed someone who could help them stay organized. 

It was not an easy job. However, I had the skills from my years in
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