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	Dublin, Ireland







Serena Bohannon sits down in the last row of the hall at the University of Dublin. 

The place is packed, she remarks to herself as her eyes scan the room, with tiered rows of seats set in a semi-circular fashion, facing a stage below. 

She came to Dublin to get away from all the drama back in Bantry, where Kaetlyn O’Sullivan, her patient, and friend, and now, a worldwide spectacle, is lying in a hospital bed from a gunshot wound to the head – a bullet that nearly killed her and put her in a coma. 

When she received the call just hours ago from Shamus Maguire, Kaetlyn’s friend, and partner in crime who had sat by Kaetlyn’s side the entire time, refusing to leave her room, relief streamed through her.

“She woke up, Serena,” his words still echoed in her head as she sits there waiting for the speaker to begin. 

“She insists she needs to get back to the ship right away.”

“And the doctors think otherwise, right?”

“They’re afraid if she moves it will cause internal bleeding and that could end her.”

“She’s a stubborn girl.”

He chuckles. “Stubborn is a charitable word for it.”

“I’m so relieved she pulled through.”

“Me too. I have barely slept for weeks,” he says with a tired voice.

“Have you heard anything more about ... you know?” she asked.

“Not a shite. The military has the place sealed up tighter than a witch’s twat...” he paused, “they’re not letting any media in, and all I’ve heard is what you see on the news - two alien crafts hovering over the coast of Ireland – end of story.”

“Hasn’t anyone approached you to try and get inside the first ship, considering that ...”

“You mean because I was there when it crashed?”

“Yeah.”

She could hear the frustration in his next words. “They approached me about it, but I declined. I can’t remember shite about my past life.”

“Not entirely true. You did remember Kaetlyn.”

He pauses before answering. “Yeah, but that’s different.”

“Why, because of the relationship you two had back then?”

“I think so.” He pauses. “I mean, doesn’t the fact that I was compelled to find her again, after eighteen years, say that love must transcend even the finality of death?”

“Well ... it certainly says something.”

“That was very ‘shrinky’ of you, but I appreciate your understanding.”

“Don’t beat yourself up, Shamus. It takes time. It took days for me to crack through Kaetlyn’s amnesia using regressive therapy, before she really started to get a grip on her past life and remember the details, like how to get inside that ship.”

“Yuh, I know.”

“If you’d let me have a go at you, I might be able to help,” she says, knowing already what his response will be.

“Thanks, but no thanks. If I am meant to remember what happened back then, it will come organically, just like I remembered Kaetlyn and what we shared in our past,” his final words end with a scent of disappointment.

“Go home, Shamus – get some sleep. I am taking a short respite in Dublin. I’ll catch up with you when I get back to Bantry.”

After the call was over, and intensely relieved to hear the good news about Kaetlyn, Serena celebrated the day cruising the streets of Dublin, visiting its many charming shops, indulging in some new clothes, a hot lamb stew with a side of taters – the classic Irish dish, and finally, if not ironically, ending up at the steps of the Dublin University where she had spent four years of her life in preparation to become a trauma psychologist. 

On a whim she stepped inside and found herself staring at a placard announcing the lecture, happening, as it turned out, just then. She marched directly to the hall and slipped through the doors before they closed.

As the lights dim, an elderly woman, the kind that carries a pedagogic air about them, approaches the podium. “Welcome. The University of Dublin is pleased to have the opportunity to present this speaker to you.” She casts a smile at a woman seated nearby, “In fact, we caught her just before she returned to Canada. So, without further ado, let me introduce, Dr. Dakoda Manning.”

The woman, tall and slim, with sharp angular facial features, long black hair that streams to the small of her back and skin the color of tanned leather, approaches and waits for the clapping to stop. 

“I feel a little embarrassed standing here, as frankly, I wasn’t prepared to do a presentation at your notable university. But ... now that I am here, you will have to bear with my lack of preparatory detail. Let us talk about Quantum physics for a moment – but from an angle you never considered. Some quantum physicists, such as I, share this idea, maybe it could be better labelled an obsession, that this field offers us windows into other dimensions beyond pure physicality; that QP could be used to open doors to that ever mysterious and so badly understood subject called the human spirit – or to use a simpler term - YOU.”

“What do each of us have in common?” She pauses. “Beyond the fact that we all possess a body, and, a mind, although there are different schools of thought on what that is and how it is constituted. Beyond that, we enter a poorly defined field, and yet, it is the most crucial element in the human paradigm - WHO ARE WE REALLY?”

“Ask that question of a scientist and he or she is likely to declare that we are nothing more than the composite of cellular evolution, evolved over a tremendous time, to what we are now. Most of them, if they even acknowledge the factor of a spirit or soul, would relegate that aspect to para-science or religion – not science.” She smiles. “Scientists like to deal in facts, and unfortunately, the soul, the spirit and all the other terms for it, is considered not to be science.”

“Ask a man of God who we are, and you will generally hear, “a soul” – something that leaves the body and goes some place after death, but beyond that, religion offers no science to back their assertions. You are expected to believe their version, their dogma, their paradigm – no questions asked.”

“Now ...” she pauses, “ask big pharma that question, you know the pharmaceuticals who are providing all the drugs to keep us “healthy” ...” she smiles, “and they, along with many researchers in their camp, and their pockets, will tell you that the net sum of who we are, our qualities, our drives, our passions, our inspiration, et al, is nothing more than synaptic and chemical responses in our brains, all of which can be influenced and controlled with the use of drugs. A platform they use to convince people to buy their drugs.” She flicks her wrist. “Naturally, if big pharma ever admitted to the veracity of the human soul as the senior element in the mix, it would put a hole in their titanic profit margin.”

She pauses to let that sink in. 

“I come from the Indigenous Blackfeet tribe of western Canada. I grew up on an Indian reservation in a remote region of Alberta, where we were taught that our essence transcends purely human existence. Native American lore and mythology, even their beliefs, are also not backed by science. However, that early indoctrination triggered my curiosity, posing the unanswered question – why has no one proven unequivocally who we are?”

“We can send rockets and satellites into deep space. We have created technological advances in all fields which stagger the mind, and yet, NO ONE has answered that question, unequivocally, and scientifically.”

“As quantum physicists, we set out to prove, unequivocally, using science – not belief systems, not mythology, not religion – but science, WHO WE ARE. We took the most sophisticated and advanced technology in existence today, designed to measure the smallest particulates known, called Quanta, which are, we think at least, the elemental parts that form the atoms and molecules which constitute the Universe around us.” 

“To put this in perspective, Quantum dynamics is what makes it possible for you to access the entire digital world through the smart phone in your hands. In fact, if you stop to think about it for just a moment, quantum forces are zooming around our heads at a rate and magnitude that defies the imagination, making it possible for billions of digital devices, computers, satellites, and GPSs to function. You do not feel those forces, you do not even perceive them, and yet the incredible power of quantum mechanics is being harnessed in our daily lives to such a degree that the entire infrastructure of our society now depends on something we do not entirely understand and cannot feel or touch. So ... if such a force can exist, undetectable to human senses, isn’t it entirely conceivable that the forces associated with who we are, are similarly undetectable by conventional means, especially since no one seems to have codified it?”

She presses a remote and points to the screen behind her which shows the image of two rooms separated by a screen. “This simple experiment, which we conducted at the University of Calgary, opened the door to answering that very question. In the room to the right, which is separated by a very thin screen, we set up test subjects and asked them questions designed to get them to think about different subjects. There was no vocalization, they were just asked to think about the questions asked. In the room to the left we set up our equipment, capable of measuring quantum forces insensible to human senses, but detectable at a quantum level. In other words, if something affected or disrupted the Quanta, the machinery would measure it. Through the process of asking people a series of questions designed to evoke different responses and different emotions, we began to see a pattern developing. Quantum physics, as you may know, is based on the theory of energy as both wave and particles.”

“After people were questioned, the pattern was clear. Ask a person to think about creation, about love, happiness, and it evokes a measurable response at a quantum level. Ask the same person to think about pain, loss or death, and the response is distinctly different. The spectrum between the two measurements showed that positive things registered most prominently, while negative things, particularly fear, registered the most powerful on the negative spectrum.”

She waits for them to digest her words.

“You would be justified in thinking at this point that these measurements were simply a result of output from the brain, and in this, you would be making the same error that other researchers have been making – the assumption that the output from the brain is conclusive evidence that our life-source is situated therein – and it is not.”

“Our tests showed, without a doubt, that nearly all of vibrations, frequencies, wave-particle emanations, whatever you want to call them, originated from a source outside the cranium – or at least, not within the brain itself in most cases.”

She grins as that statement evokes a sudden murmur from the audience.

“I know, we had the same reaction at first. We checked and rechecked the readings, they were accurate. To make sense of what I am about to tell you, think of this analogy. If the source of our thoughts is separate from the brain, despite what all the authorities are telling us otherwise, then how do we interact with the brain and what then is the function of the brain? The best answer we produced, at least as a platform to work with, was that the human brain is like a switchboard, or like the CPU in your phone or computer, which simply relays the commands given to it when you tap the keypad. You can also think of it like a piano. When you press a key, it strikes a chord which then generates a sound. Think of the brain as the keys, and the chord as the neural-synaptic system which carries messages from the brain to the body. So, then, the big question is, who is hitting the keys?”

She points the remote bringing up image on the screen, showing a body and two circles next to it.

“This is oversimplified, but it serves to illustrate the picture that developed. The large green circle represents WP-1, that is, Wave-Particle-1, while the smaller red circle is WP-2. WP-1 was the wave-particle pattern we measured when we asked people to think about positive things in their lives, such as love, creation, happiness, ambitions, friendship...the future versus the past. All the positive stuff associated with living. WP-2 was the wave-particle pattern we measured when we focused their attention on negativity, such as loss, death, hate, jealousy, and particularly, fear. And as a note, fear was the most potent of the negative factors. As I said, our measurements showed that impulses from these two sources, were coming from a location other than the brain itself. This does not mean that scientific research on the brain is all wrong. As with the analogy of the piano, neurologists have been assuming that the impulses they are measuring coming from certain zones of the brain, is the source, whereas our research shows that those conclusions are short-sighted. The source point is not the brain, once again posing the question, WHO is pressing the keys on the piano?”

She steps closer to the group. “While these discoveries were significant, what is more significant is what they mean. Thought, that is, positive thought, according to our research, is coming from a different place outside the realm of the brain itself. Negative thought also comes from a spot outside the brain, as a separate source. These distances are measured, not in millimeters or inches, but on an infinitesimally tiny quantum scale, but nonetheless, distinct. What became clear to us is that these impulses manifest themselves in the brain as wavelengths, but the brain is not the origin point of our love, our creativity, our impulses, good or bad. So, when scientists say that this or that part of the brain is responsible for your sex drive, your artistic skills and even your most elemental impulses, what they should really be saying is that the brain is simply registering the impulses at that particular point and emanating the commensurate signals to be relayed to the body through its neural highways.”

“While our research is not yet complete, we have proposed several postulates. First, that the green circle, is quite likely, the source, meaning, YOU and I, or what others have called the soul or spirit; while the red circle represents something much more visceral, something associated with survival at a baser level, because it seems to be about generating baser impulses such as fight or flight. We have purposely not referred to WP-2 as a mind, or the subconscious mind, to avoid confusing our research with other theories and models. And besides, the definition of a mind, is that element of a person that enables them to be aware of the world and their experiences, to think, and to feel; the faculty of consciousness and thought. Certainly, WP-2, and the impulses it generates, is not a thinking entity, but in comparison to WP-1, seems to be its polar-opposite – like positive versus negative. For now, until we know more about it, WP-2 remains unnamed. 

“Precisely where these two dynamics are located relative to the body, that was, and remains, the subject of more definitive research, because it varied and was not consistent person to person. This suggests that the source, that is, you and I, have our preferences; some of us prefer to be closer to the body, or inside our heads, while others prefer to linger outside. That is hypothesis at this point and subject to further research to corroborate.”

“Our research poses some interesting questions. Now that we know with certainty that we are NOT our brains, but something so much more, it changes the paradigms we have been taught to accept. It challenges religious beliefs, scientific models, the medical field and certainly the mental health field, moreover, the very essence of the humanities and how we perceive one another. And now that we know, to a level of scientific certainty, that WP-2 is the cauldron of fear, hate, all the negative facets of humanity, how does this change the optics on good and evil? In fact, doesn’t it lend to the philosophical assumption that all people are good, and that the evil in us comes from another source entirely? Doesn’t this also suggest that by knowing this, we can now address the very source of our fears, depressions, hates, biases, destructive impulses, quite possibly the very matrix of why men fight men in wars and kill one another over stupid things, unlike any other animal on this Earth?”

She pauses as the murmur grows.

“We will be releasing our papers soon. There will be backlash. Authoritative sources will feel threatened by our work will no doubt try to discredit it. Some religious circles will join the fray, perceiving our work as counter to their holy proclamations about a domain that they claim to have sole entitlement over. In the end, truth will and must prevail – and once people see the scientific accreditation, the truth, we’re going to see a shift in the zeitgeist of our world.”

Thank you for listening.”

––––––––
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	Cork, Ireland







Kaetlyn O’Sullivan presses the last of her things into her backpack and then turns to inspect the hospital room – her home for the past five weeks. 

She wonders what awaits her when she steps from the hospital. 

A feeling of deep trepidation courses her body as the dull thudding on the side of her head reminds her that just five weeks ago a man fired a bullet into her skull.

The memory is still fresh, even though most of the physical pain has abated, the experience has left a scar on her soul. 

It is not death she fears. Recent events, before the shooting, helped her to reconcile that facet of existence, especially after her psychologist, Serena Bohannon, had successfully helped her to navigate the dark realms of her former life, just eighteen years earlier, when she had crashed off the coast of Ireland in the very spacecraft that the Irish military has since exhumed.

What does frighten her still, is that someone from her very village, a man who knew her, had resorted to such violence against her because he believed she was the antichrist. 

Just the day before, when news reached the Irish Military, that her release from the hospital was imminent, Colonel Patrick Desmond himself, head of military intelligence at the Irish Defense Forces Naval Base outside Cork, and her closest confident, next to Shamus, Serena, and of course, L.I.N., had shown up to speak to her. She plays back their dialogue in her head.

“I’m glad to see you up and running, lass” said Desmond with a measured smile, although his eyes betrayed a deeper sense of unstated emotion. He had been there, by her side, when the shooter’s bullet cracked through her skull. It had been Colonel Desmond, she was later told, who had personally ordered her evacuated by military chopper to the hospital in Cork and who had put a military detail on her 24/7 ever since. 

“Me too.”

He offered a smile. “I know you’re anxious to get out there, Kaet, but I feel it’s in your best interest to know what you’ll be facing when you leave this hospital.”

“I’m all ears, Colonel.”

He glanced at the room and continued. 

“The first ship has remained as it was at the time of your ...” he paused, “incident. Hovering twenty meters off the ground. It has not budged an inch.”

“And the second one?” she asked, having heard about it from Shamus and of course, by watching the news.

“The same. It arrived a week or so after you were shot. It settled in next to the other ship and hasn’t budged.”

“You’ve tried communicating with it?”

He tipped his head. “Military and scientific teams have tried all manner of communication attempts, all to no avail. 

“What are you thinking, Colonel?”

Desmond shrugged. “Considering that you’re the only one capable of communicating to or even entering the first ship, it seems logical to assume that L.I.N. is waiting for you to show up again, you know...” he pauses, seemingly uncomfortable with his words, “...since she considers you to still be the captain of that thing.”

“As difficult as it is to accept, my own memories confirm that, Colonel.”

He sighed lightly. “I am not trying to negate what you say, lass. Frankly, after what I saw you do last month, well ... you shot a hole in my middle-of-the-road conservatism on the whole subject.”

“So, you believe me now?”

He smiles. “I have to no reason to doubt you, and besides, we’ve been waiting on pins and needles in anticipation of your recovery, so that we can back inside that craft and find out what this second craft is all about.”


Kaetlyn sighed as her eyes caught the outline of a military guard hovering by her door. She nodded. “Is that really necessary?”


“Someone did try to kill you, lass.”

“And he’s behind bars now.”

“He is, but as you may know, it’s a shite storm out there. Since the second alien craft showed up, extremists, religious zealots, hate groups and nut-jobs around the world have taken license to bandy your name about as a demonic ambassador, as if you are the harbinger of the end of times. So, we’re not taking any chances this time.”

“Okay,” she conceded with another sigh, “so, tomorrow I get out of this place, go home, catch up on a few things, and then I plan to go straight to the site. What’s the plan then?”

“A small team of scientists, myself and Shamus of course, will escort you to the first ship in the hopes that the computer ... L.I.N,” he smiles, “plays ball.”

“Why wouldn’t L.I.N. cooperate?”

Again, he shrugged. “I’m just playing the Devil’s advocate, lass. My incredulity was already stretched when we unearthed that spacecraft in the cliffside two months ago. It got tested again when you showed up with a claim of having been inside that thing in your ...”

“Previous life?” she interjected with an impish grin.

“Right, that. Then you break the code, which no one else managed to do, get inside that craft and a whole new level of shite assaults us as ... L.I.N. reveals the nature of your past life mission,” he hesitated. “Then of course, there is the shooting.”

“Yeah, there is that.”

“Anyhow,” he continued, “by the time this story is over, the stanchions of my world will have been shaken yet again, of which, I am sure. Right now, the world is held captive by this scene. No one knows what to make of it. Stock markets have risen and crashed more than once in the past weeks as speculations run amuck about the end of the world, alien invasions, you name it. Countless thousands have committed suicide around the globe for fear of the worst. Countless more have quit their jobs, sold their properties and moved into relative solitude in remote areas or joined survivalist camps. And ...” he drew a deep breath, “there is the bigger issue, the meltdown in the Antarctic and Arctic zones – at an accelerated rate now, and that has the world by the balls as Mother Nature ramps up her own assault. So, to put it mildly, it is a mad-mad scene out there, Kaetlyn, and I just wanted to make sure you were prepared for it.”

She nodded. “What about the Americans?”

“Oh,” the Yanks, yeah, they’re still parked out there off our coast, with an aircraft carrier and two other ships.”

“So, they’re still laying claim to the alien craft?” She tipped her head, “my ship, actually.”

Desmond grinned. “They shot it down some nineteen years ago, so yes, they’re holding to their claim according to the conventions of the ´1973 Space Treaty.”

“But they haven’t made any move?”

He shook his head. “Not since your shooting. Besides, what can they do without causing a shite storm. Both crafts are parked over Irish territory. Storm our beaches and provoke an international incident? The fact is, no one is making any move until we know what we’re dealing with.” He pinched his lips. “That’s why we were so happy to hear that you pulled through this because now we can get inside and speak to L.I.N. again.”

Kaetlyn pushes aside the dialogue running in her head, takes one final gaze at the room, and then opens the door. 

Claire O’Sullivan sweeps in, embracing her daughter with a smothering hug, while Harry O’Sullivan squeezes her arm. “Glad to see ya stand’n on your own two feet, lass,” he says with a broad smile.

Kaetlyn’s eyes drift to Shamus, the only person in the entire world who shares the same past-life experience as hers. 

“How ya doin’?” he asks.

“My head’s still ringing, but ...” she shakes a bottle of pain killers at him, “I have feel-good candy to compensate.”

As they exit the hospital, a wall of journalists converges, like sharks, all wanting to get the first shots and first words from the nineteen-year-old young woman, Kaetlyn O’Sullivan, the only person to have made First Contact, at least, the only one publicly acknowledged world-wide.

Military personnel move in, forming a wedge and pushing the media back, allowing Kaetlyn and her family to get into the vehicle waiting for them. As they step into the car, Kaetlyn sees a familiar face. Her eyes tear up as her throat chokes.

“I’m so happy to see you,” she says as tears pool in her eyes and she leans over to embrace the other.

Serena Bohannon pulls back with a broad smile. “You have no idea how happy I am to see you, Kaet.”

Kaetlyn wipes her eyes and fixes on Serena. “You still want to be my psychologist – after all this?” 

Serena flicks a hand to the air. “I just survived five of the most tedious weeks of my entire life, waiting for you to get your sorry arse out of bed. Besides, I would take a bullet anytime over death by acute boredom.”

––––––––
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	Bantry, Ireland







It is early morning, with a light layer of snow powdering the world, like frosting on a cake.

Kaetlyn eases out of bed, feeling the mild throbbing coming from the hole that is still healing in her head. 

A moment later she is staring into the mirror as she gently pulls back the bandage on the side of her head. Until now, she has not wanted to look at the damage caused by the .22 caliber slug that had trenched into her skull, barely missing her brain – one which, no doubt, would leave a prominent scar as a trophy for having survived the incident.

As the protective wrap drops into the bathroom sink, she stares, aghast by the sight of it; ruptured skin, still healing, looked like raw meat being served up on a platter. 

Her mind sweeps back to an earlier time when her nocturnal visitor, the specter from her past, had encroached on her world to the point of becoming a crisis in her life. At the time, she did not know what it was or why it came to her so often. It seemed like a nightmare, but at the same time, it also was a calling – as if a voice beyond a veil was desperately trying to reach her. 

It wasn’t until she sat down with Serena Bohannon, her therapist, and not because she chose to, but because her school had temporarily suspended her until she was deemed fit in their eyes, that the weave and tapestry of this strange vision began to unravel – and within weeks, they had not only discovered that she was getting flashbacks from an earlier life, just eighteen years before, but that the surrealism of it all was now compounded by the fact that the Irish military had simultaneously discovered an alien craft embedded in a cliffside off the coast, not more than forty kilometers from her home – her craft, as it turns out, the very one she had died in when it crashed.

A knock to her bedroom door pulls her back from her mental maundering.

“Kaetlyn – breakfast is ready,” announces her mom.

“Be right there, mom” she answers as she applies a new bandage to her wound. 

Arriving to the kitchen she notices the dour look on her dad’s face, and the equally concerned one gracing her mom’s. They are like reading the pages of a book, their emotions, and thoughts as lucid as the words written therein.

She smiles. “Calm down, you two – I’ll be okay.”

Harry O’Sullivan drops his paper to the table with dramatic effect. “Calm down! You nearly died. If you think you are goin’ out of this house without me, forget it!” he announces. “I’m goin’ with you today, and anyone so much as looks at you the wrong way, I’ll drop ‘em with this,” he announces with a raised fist.

Harry has been living his own nightmare these past weeks, as Kaetlyn lay in a coma, fighting for her life. Just before her shooting, he had faced off with the very man who had put a bullet in her, a hypocritical loudmouth and religious fanatic, named Stan Murphy, who lived in Bantry and who called Kaetlyn a witch to Harry’s face. Harry knocked him to the ground with a powerful southpaw to the jaw, but ever since, he regretted not having done more. 

While Murphy had been convicted for attempted murder, it was Harry who had to live with the feeling that had he done more, Murphy would never have had the opportunity to hurt his little girl.

Claire raises a hand. “Please, Harry, we’ve had enough violence.” She turns to her daughter. “You are sure you are ready to go there? You still look a little peaked, honey.”

“I’m fine, really,” answers Kaetlyn as she butters up a hot scone and takes a bite. “Hmm, you’ve outdone yourself, mom.”

Her mother offers a weak smile. “I used more butter than usual.”

The doorbell rings and a moment later her mom returns with Shamus Maguire.

“Take a seat,” commands Claire as she prepares a cup of tea for him and then shovels two scones onto a plate and lays it in front of him.

Shamus offers a tepid smile at Kaetlyn. There is so much he wants to say to her, so much he has been holding back these past weeks as he sat by her bedside, waiting, hoping, and praying that she would wake up from her coma.

Kaetlyn senses his anxiety. “Hi ya, Shamus. Eat up – we’re leaving soon.”

“We?”

Kaetlyn tips her head at her father whose face remains grim as he pretends to read his paper.

“Ah, the security detail.”

“Aye.”

Harry lowers his paper again. “Have ya even considered that maybe you won’t get back inside that thing.” 

“Nope,” answers Kaetlyn.

“But, what if that other craft, the bigger one, is somehow telling that smaller one not to cooperate with you.”

“Why would it do that, dad?”

“D’know, just seems kind of fook’n weird that the second ship comes here and does noth’n, noth’n at all.”

Kaetlyn shrugs. “What do you expect.”

“Maybe ... ask to see our leader,” he offers with a smirk.

“You’ve been watching too much telly, dad.”

“Colonel Desmond told me, in confidence,” begins Shamus, “that the predominant theory is that they are simply waiting.”

“For what?” asks Claire.

Shamus tips his head at Kaetlyn. “For her to come back.”

––––––––
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	Kilcrohane, southwest coast of Ireland







As Kaetlyn steps from the vehicle, her eyes are uncontrollably riveted by the sight, which until now, she has only seen on television.

The smaller craft, which she is already familiar with, since she had been its captain in her former life, is dwarfed by the one next to it, easily three times its size. 

While the smaller one is shaped like a dolphin, that is, smooth and elongated, the second and larger craft looks more like a donut, minus the hole. It hovers equidistant from the first, high above the shore. 

As
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	The White House, Washington
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	A robot may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human being to come to harm. 

	A robot must obey the orders given it by human beings except where such orders would conflict with the First Law.

	A robot must protect its own existence so long as such protection does not conflict with the First or Second Laws
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