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Being relentlessly hunted through the residential streets of DC by AI drones, Charlie Robertson runs for his life, playing hide and seek with death from above after he escapes from the lab where he and his team have discovered a deep cover-up that has eluded the entire government from Senate committees to the Security Council; even high level security at ultra-secret Broome Lake.

Charlie and his team of special ops mercenaries boldly go right to the secret base to try to expose that the Lab Director, with the aid of the government’s fleet of AI supercomputers, is planning to coerce an immensely dangerous game to give him unlimited power.  

Follow Charlie and his elite team through the tunnels in a mind-blowing firefight with elite military security forces that ends with one of the most sought-after secrets of the century. Or of all time?

Acclaimed storyteller David Pickett pulls back the curtain and breaths live into ‘All those rumors’ with true happenings; facts that demand telling. An unexpected story about a renaissance man with no fear, who did the unexpected.  Facts are woven into a plausible fiction for a compelling, charging, fresh story.  
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A final look at Clementine spacecraft as it is mated to its launch vehicle the Titan IIG. 

Here the nose fairing is being lowered to enclose Clementine in her new home during launch to protect her from the atmosphere blast of over 1,000 miles per hour.
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ACTUAL 1994 NASA LAUNCH SHOULDER PATCH  4"  vintage
The Clementine Legacy
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OFFICIAL NASA RELEASED IMAGE OF CLEMENTINE

Real secrets are never actually kept long. Someone always has to tell someone when they know something really big. It inflates their ego that they alone possess something unique.  Rumors and legends more often than not do have basis. The old worn out saw; ‘Where there is smoke, there is fire.’
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Chuck Story, NASA, manager of the Mariner 10 Venus probe and builder of the Apollo Saturn V rocket for Dr. Von Braun after reading the manuscript said, "I couldn't tell what was true and what was not..."
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​FOREWORD
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By David R. Pickett

"This book was inspired by a chain of true events that demanded telling; some small, some astonishing to the author. It all added up.  This novel is what I would have done if I was just 20 years younger".  "This is science possible."
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“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

​​​"Stories happen to those who can tell them." Thucydides
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Before reading; sure to watch the movie "The Phenomena"; on Amazon Prime.
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“Success is the end result of many many failures”  Marvin Dewey, 2019


“Mystery creates wonder, and wonder is the basis of man’s desire to understand.”

— Neil Armstrong
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There is no success without unrelenting persistence. 
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​​​CHAPTER ONE: CHANGED FOREVER...
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“Clementine is alive!” 

Charlie Robertson rued the day he would hear those words, fearing his comfortable life would change forever. 

And now it was about to in a way he never could have imagined. 

It all started on 25 January 1994. 
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​​CHAPTER TWO: QUESTIONS
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The Clementine satellite space probe was launched on 25 January 1994. A joint-venture team of the Ballistic Missile Defense Organization (BMDO) and the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) had named the satellite aptly after the song "My Darlin' Clementine" due to the fact that once its stabilization fuel was expended, it would drift forever: the eponymous 19th century, Western-Folk ballad contained the lyric, “... lost and gone forever...”

At the time young NASA Public Relations officer Debora Rahn announced to a worldwide audience at a press conference, that Clementine was, "An experimental satellite was launched with a goal of testing lightweight sensors and advanced components in space for long periods of time ... after her stabilization fuel is spent, Clementine’s mission will be completed, never to return to Earth.” She wasn’t telling the whole truth or just didn't know it.

From the beginning, the mission’s stated objective to photograph and map the surface of our Moon was merely an ‘acceptable truth’ parceled out to a gullible news media looking for ratings for the naïve general-public audience. The PR gal conveniently had left out that Clementine was, in fact, sent up to gather classified evidence of something our lunar-landing astronauts had discovered and reported by the astronauts first-hand:

“That looks like UFO space junk. Someone has been here before us.” (NASA Apollo files – 1969 – since redacted).

Few people outside of the U. S. Navy Space Exploration Research Laboratory (NSRDL) on the Potomac River, on that blustery Washington DC day amongst the cherry blossoms along the river, knew the full story about the Clementine mission. Young Charlie Robertson, however, had been invited to the Clementine launch by NASA friend Chuck Story. 

Charlie – now a serial inventor, aficionado of hard-science over science fiction, an overall straight-up guy—relished his commercial relationships with persons of similar interests, Charlie had networked diligently with his three friends at NASA and his employers DIA and NSA and had befriended brass at many agencies,  and maintaining enough security clearance as a contractor at these facilities through his friends to nose around from time to time to keep informed without raising too many eyebrows.

Information is power.

He cultivated the NASA connections after he donated detailed propulsion system drawings and fuel formulas for a nuclear powered, heavy metal fueled plasma spacecraft ion engine that he had invented when 13 years old; they mysteriously went missing right after he had donated them to a trusted contact at NASA. They were ‘lost and gone forever’, but later, altered, flew to Pluto*. 

There went another patent,

he thought at the time, shrugging off his loss, albeit not without another thought: more stolen than misfiled! Knowing that he would never be able to press the issue against the much larger forces and mighty war chest government lawyers, he sighed, shrugged and almost walked away from it.

Stiff from the 53° morning cold and 20-mph gusts, Charlie and Chuck and duck hunting buddy (astronaut) Charlie Duke and Larry Smith had watched the Clementine package lift off from Space Launch Complex 4 West at Vandenberg Air Force Base in California, thrust upward by a Titan II launch vehicle.

Launches were thrilling.  Every one.  

As the payload disappeared, he wondered why the Navy was launching a satellite to photograph the moon.  And he could not help but wonder what had happened to his valuable work papers and notes. Notebooks that would allow a satellite to fly for decades on minimal fuel or travel far beyond Pluto.

His consolation prize came later from the NASA staffers who knew him. Most openly acknowledged that he, when merely a nerd of a boy of 13 years, had invented the ion-plasma exchange engine that enabled the space probe to fly so many days and weeks, months. He should have gotten public credit for the part he played in the mission’s success some thought.

But that was then. Now, 17 years, three months and 23 days later—18 May 2011 to be exact—on his 45th birthday, all that other stuff was sad water under the bridge, and Charlie was determined to celebrate his day in a carefree manner. He intended to set aside his usual career worries for the whole day. He had promised his immediate family, albeit at their request, to brook no controversial discussions for at least 24 hours. 

Keeping the oath, however, was going to be easier said than done. 

Ever since he had read the book and later viewed the 1984 movie "The Philadelphia Experiment" when it hit the theaters, and the sequel that came out in 1993 merely a year before Clementine’s departure, he had been wondering (most times, aloud) about the hard-science of how to fold space, everyone called it ‘warp space’, to enable moving into different earth-time epochs—crossways across space—without going straight through space to a distant location.  

His dreaming seemed to have a glimmer of reality when he read of theoretical physicist PhD Miguel Alcubierre of the University of Wales and his correct mathematics and physics of the Alcubierre Space folding technology. (Appendix C)

“... You see, in that case, meeting Other-Worlders on their turf might be plausible,” he could be heard telling anyone willing to listen to him, usually picking on Bill Nye.

An inveterate movie buff with an extensive book and film library in his home, Charlie had watched "The Philadelphia Experiment", "Space Odyssey" and the equally mystifying "Three Days of the Condor" of another genre several times in his home theater, often back-to-back. Each new viewing renewed his lifelong desire to someday create a profoundly worthwhile, corrective effect on the topsy-turvy world in which he lived; had he long suspected global manipulation by an anonymous circle of individuals driving towards manipulating world events to their own agendas. 

Conspiracy theories abounded of a small group of self-styled ‘Elites’ including highly placed government civil employees and billionaires, who cared little about national sovereignties or the economic, dietary and healthcare needs of Earth’s massive and exploding population. Instead, he’d read, they envisioned the drastic reduction of 80 percent of the human population as an inevitable outcome they were willing, even eager, to engineer by any means. He had read many books in that direction.

Mindful of his birthday promise yet feeling somewhat dismissive about it as was his mischievous nature, Charlie had considered whether he should lay low and play his guests his home theater’s latest batch of select TED videos on his large screen TV and his new Apple TV box. 

The thought of holing up among his myriad mementoes of an illustrious, if difficult, life, contently hidden away from the large crowd of well-wishers that had gathered for his birthday in his mountain home at the insistence of his family, had been tempting, but he knew he had to at least make an appearance. After all, he had real affection for most of these friends and relatives.  Stepping casually down the main hard wood stairway with a few announcing creeks, he decided he would give his inquisitive mind free reign to speculate among his guests, tidbits about the alleged Elites’ intentions. He would, further, juxtapose those thoughts against his favored notion that Other-Worlders had been here very long ago, but not like ‘Space Odyssey’.

Charlie simply wanted to see what effect that would create on the mixed crowd. After all, he thought with a chuckle, it IS my birthday! The idea brought a deliciously wicked, mischievous young boy smile to his face.

Weaving a path among the party attendees sprawled throughout his beloved mountaintop Colorado Rockies estate and home, spilled out across his lantern-lit, 44 timbered acres, he was overheard saying to no one: 


The real script of our lives really is that we are manipulated by high level government employees and the Wealthy to their own ends and personal agendas. Why are they pushing our cash-strapped government to such enormous space exploration agendas? What about these expensive ‘limited designer' wars? Why are the world superpowers bristling with nuclear weapons?



Suddenly, the sparkle of playfulness left Charlie’s eyes. He was aware that people were staring at him—he had been speaking his mind aloud without noticing that he had gathered a curious crowd around him. He really didn’t like the fact that everyone wanted to know what he thought about this and that.  Or some technology.  Few knew as a boy he was ‘on the Spectrum’, which was somehow mitigated, probably by too many concussions that eventually left him a normal life, albeit with a sky-high IQ.  Which could be a nuisance.  He had few people to talk to on his level – a fate he shared openly with Chuck Story.  Making him feel mostly excluded.  

Dyslexia still plagued him as a constant companion, although just at the nuisance level.  He had learned to deal with it. Work arounds like always looking at a number twice and speed-reading right over words that were backwards or jumbled.  And he thought it was the key to his abnormal creativity that baffled most people. To correct their thinking, his answer always was, ‘All Knowledge and Wisdom comes from God.’ 

Remembering his pledge not to take on or foment any controversy for this entire birthday, he shut his lips before he lit any more fuses. 
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​CHAPTER THREE: DIXIE CUPS 
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What Charlie might find behind news-media cover stories had stoked his curiosity most of his years. 

Where there was smoke there was probably a real fire?

It was wisdom to take note of persistent rumors.  The notion had developed in him a fearless determination to uncover for himself factual evidences, whenever possible, and not rely on hearsay or opinion.   Charlie has long learned that what was touted as fact was most likely someone’s opinion that had gained status.  Fake news abounded.  Charlie was constantly on the internet, doing CoPilot AI inquiries and research.  Which propelled his 15 patents and numerous ip’s.

Why he considered these Elitist scenarios plausible eluded almost everyone outside of an eccentric group of like-minded, science / tech buffs, eggheads (the modern word is 'nerds') that he hobnobbed with, usually inside government-agency lunchrooms.  He did not consider himself above those not like him, he just considered himself excluded from most people.  Kind of a reverse snobbery. He felt inferior because he was not like most people.  Not superior.  He didn’t like it.  He wanted to fit in.

Charlie Robertson was loyal to the America he grew up in, and to any one of his peers who also fought for Her, he was known as a hard patriot. He had spent nearly a decade after college out-performing other pilots in just about every aircraft known, while doing photo reconnaissance for DIA in the Gulf War region and other uncomfortable places.  It was not fun. However, as the lines of that conflict blurred—at times, under orders he flew illegal contraband missions from here to there for US and foreign military officials—Charlie grew reluctant to take on more point positions in that ‘iffy’ arena.  He did not want to prove others right that “Charlie just didn’t fit in.”

Maybe it’s time to get out of this game 

he had mulled right before he creased his forehead badly in a downed camera reconnaissance plane crash he barely survived. Missiles weren’t supposed to be able to hit it.

Returning stateside after hazarding the extreme-risk mission without being told its known dangers up front, confirmed to him that all contract operatives were “Dixie Cups” - throwaways. Walking away from his lucrative reconnaissance pilot contract, he enrolled in graduate school and advanced his Engineering and Science pedigrees and even taught physics at University of Texas to fund it.

When the bell of economic obligations tolled for him upon graduation, he scratched his itch to see more of the world. And he wanted to marry his sweetheart Ginger who he met while teaching to keep her close.

Charlie opted to pilot camera and ‘cargo’ (parachute-incursion-injection) missions for what turned out to be a Black Ops outfit. When Black Special Ops Combat Sergeant Jerry Aris, one of his former combat buddies associated with then little-known Evergreen International Airways out of Oregon (owned and operated by the Central Intelligence Agency [CIA]) vouched for Charlie, he got hired. For more than 15 tumultuous years of intermittent clandestine missions he toiled there, believing that he was performing uniquely worthwhile services for our Nation’s greater good and saving countless lives. 

In fact, both Jerry and Charlie always believed they were doing the right thing for America, right or wrong.
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​CHAPTER FOUR: PREMONITION
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Now, despite his ongoing birthday celebration and the scores of familiar, smiling faces surrounding him as the night wore on, Charlie’s demeanor took on a deeper darkness. He got the thought from his children’s Stan Lee’s Spider Man’s ‘spidey sense’ that he got a name for his uncanny ‘sixth sense’ that had served him well in high-stress circumstances.  He was having trouble letting go of a gnawing, chafing feeling that some dark curtain on his behind the scenes ‘other life’ world was about to drop. He just ‘knew’ that something disturbing was coming from somewhere unexpected. Dread covered him like a heavy blanket.

Maybe just as well, too.

He thought.

Charlie’s last mission cover almost had been blown wide-open the night he advised, and saw executed, a K-O punch to all the cellphone and landline-transmission equipment simply disconnected in one ancient middle eastern country experiencing a popular uprising that quickly turned into a deadly country-wide riot by midnight. Because he advised and demanded action, by morning’s light the plotters and their protestors had gone home because there were no cell phones or faxes to coordinate the coup.  The good guys had UHF radios and did not need phones or faxes.  By dawn they were ‘sweeping up the broken glass’ as reported on global TV news. That country’s death-knell was avoided and hundreds or thousands of lives saved; and no one know what he had done. He did get a Congressional Medal of Freedom, however, anonymously. *

In the afterglow, the CIA chalked up the outcome as another covert ‘Made in the USA’ victory for their Deep-State interests and moved on to other agendas; about which Charlie and Jerry knew very little. 

Later, staffers told Charlie that he had likely saved 10,000 lives that night.* More impressive to Charlie, however, was the fact that he had almost lost his. Still conflicted by this event and his role in it, he admitted with finality that he was, indeed, just a mere pawn in someone else’s larger game, albeit on the winning side. For once, he had taken the reins and called the shots to the stunned silence of generals and ambassadors in that emergency meeting at the Knesset.  He was actually embarrassed that he shouted at them to get their attention. But he got their stunned attention.  From that moment, he was, in fact, looking for a way to get out.

This was exactly how he was feeling tonight as his birthday wore on. When unwanted memories of an earlier, shatteringly harsh scolding from a Federal Judge about his requirement to keep to himself national secrets until death, no matter how old or small the matter*... and how there would be dire, perhaps deadly, consequences to those who violated that ‘trust...’ his mind replayed the words – 

“Signing the Secrecy Act makes one an agreed accomplice even to unauthorized illegal activities of the personal agendas of others and, less often, of authorized operations.” 

...the words crawled into his space and compounded his already raw emotions; he felt the hairs on his arms and back rise and the cold chill of fear form a thin line of perspiration at his hairline. He knew from experience on the other side that the CIA’s ‘X-Ray’ teams had limitless resources to make anyone’s life miserable or impossible, if ordered to do so by someone in power's personal agenda. He knew they also could ‘get rid of a problem’ all-too easy and all too common by implanting a cancerous virus or the quicker manufacture of a fake suicide.  

He came home one time to find the front and rear door and all kitchen cabinet doors open, with nothing gone.  Firearms, valuables, nothing gone.  It was what he did NOT see missing or disturbed that bothered him.  It was an obvious message. On his way to the office to deal with the puzzle, at a stoplight where he was number one, a vehicle behind him pushed his yellow Mercades diesel out into cross traffic, despite his having his brakes locked tight.  Surprisingly, he was not hit, accelerated into traffic and lost his assassins. Never got a good look at the car or driver.  

After that he always had his Star double action pocket size 9mm in his back waistband and his nickel Sig Saur 45 in the glove box.  He searched for bugs in his home, office and cars with his RF meter and got rid of all his guns with serial numbers that been in the house.  Selling them to a gun shop would insure he could not be entrapped later by previously owing them if they were used in a crime.  An X-ray team modus operandi.  

Charlie shuttered and recalled the beginning sequence of the movie "The Good Shepherd". A chillingly accurate depiction. 'Dixie cup'.

Even the best operatives, he knew, were disposable. Knowing ‘too much’ was a death sentence, particularly if what one knew was about some administrator's 'unauthorized' personal agenda - acts that could not be justified or believably spun, which was more often the case during regular operations.  Three Days of the Condor again.

Charlie’s mind now raced with the ‘unthinkable’ he’d wondered about for years: That human nature, as events recede into one’s past, permits a logical necessity for secrecy to fade. Yet, the ‘sin’ of divulging past secrets he had been party to was merely that exposure would embarrass Elites – uncovering their personal agenda mistakes or unveiling regular, above-the-law, illegal activities, or personal agendas not in the interest of the nation, the world or humanity. And Charlie knew that those who are or were positioned to be exposed or embarrassed would inevitably move to silence or maybe just ‘quiet’ whoever bared the bald facts of unauthorized personal activity and / or their agendas.   Like a scolding from a Judge that would frighten any rational being.

Punctuating that thought as he passed by scores of festive partygoers, Charlie wondered how ‘Three Days of the Condor’ ever was released into theaters; after all, the oil storyline in it, every bit of it, he knew, was true.  As well as the fact that the murders were arranged by the unit's own boss when his Readers began to uncover their department chief's own illegal personal agenda operations.

Still - feelings, the past, hopes for the future, the plans of men... nothing could stop the larger forces headed Charlie’s way as his watch ticked away and time flowed past inevitably. The Timeline had the weight and momentum of the Universe.  It would not be diverted.   Skirmishes that Charlie and his buddies had faced before might prepare them for the surprises, and wonder, ahead.  The embers of everyone’s dulled imaginations were about to be stoked to flame. 

Charlie was about to learn the source of this foreboding, when a senior government administrator’s personal agenda was a global threat in a way never anticipated or imagined. Every man, woman and child on Earth was about to be shaken up rudely and with little warning. And when the dust settled on the initial event, Charlie would realize that he had been the one who had alerted the world to the harsh reality that could be the ultimate threat ... for better or worse! 

For the moment, though, Charlie only felt this oncoming cataclysm in premonition. His dread dragged on, and he didn’t know it, but this awful destiny was going land squarely on his plate tonight, beginning with a single phone call! 

​
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​CHAPTER FIVE: MOTIVATION
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Charlie’s lust for adventure had been fired up as a boy in the Seventies by his reading every book in the Post, Texas, Public Library near his childhood home in Garza County, Texas where his family, financed by partner CW Post, literally founded the County - Indian territory bought from the State of Texas. * 

He read dictionaries, encyclopedias, novels, the works. *

“What y’all gonna do with all those books, Charlie?” classmates and friends asked.

“I’m not really sure,” he replied coyly.

“Then, why do y’all spend so much time reading them?”

“I dunno. I just like ‘em, I guess.”

For the most part Charlie was quiet, intent on avoiding conflict. He feared conflict because if someone started a fight with him, the consequences to them were devastating and Charlie got in big trouble for breaking fingers and causing stitches.  His older brother Lewis showed him how to ‘rabbit punch’ bullies in the throat, dropping them in agony.  Never to be bothered again.  Charlie relished putting down bullies.  Wherever he saw them. Their size did not matter to him.  He had been punched before...

As a boy he lived vicariously only through the pages of his books. The ravages of malnourishment had rendered his young legs crooked, requiring corrective shoes that never served him well in grade-school recess yards until he was 12.* He learned to fight.

Coming to his teen years, Charlie’s mind and imagination, already split wide open along with America’s 21 December 1968 launch of the Apollo 8 spacecraft, galloped beyond Texas’ borders. That first vision of the brightly colored Earth hanging in the blackness of space lessened his confusions about the images coming out of Vietnam, racial inequities, and urban disruptions broadcast on television. Shortly after, the Seventies brought the successes of American landings on the moon, the building of an international Skylab, and the deployment of Space Shuttles, while cameras probed the other planets and returned millions of amazing photos and imprinted indelible marks on him. 

Reading so many subjects and imagining multiple realms of possibilities had made Charlie restless. The more he read and watched, the more he longed to discover one, meaningful thread of purpose; something that would congeal his time on Earth into not only a distinct pathway, but a destination and, more importantly, into a destiny that would make sense to him.*  So he searched actionably. 

I must find a way to make a difference, a global difference. Someone must.  We all must

he often mused. *

His father’s Vice-Presidency at Chevron Oil put him into proximity with stalwart celebrities like ‘Uncle Ike’ (Eisenhower), and ‘Auntie Mamie’. Ike had a private penchant to teach children magic tricks or to go fishing with them in Fraser, Colorado, in between discussions of things like ‘U-2 spy planes,’ ‘the military-industrial complex,’ and ‘presidential politics’ at the adults’ table—Charlie heard and learned more than a few snippets about these things explained later by his father and his older brother Lewis.  

Charlie avoided conflicts as his ‘spectrum’ confusion he just did not understand what was going on. These confusions added upset to young Charlie, since the connections and rigors of his father’s work forced the family to move frequently and to far-away states. For Charlie, this meant childhood friendships were hard to come by and impossible to keep. *

And so, the boy refined the love for books continuing wherever he lived. Book characters... they could be loved, hated and interacted with... never wandered away. He could return to them again and again.  And somehow, he understood what he read.  Not so in daily real life. *

His older brother Lewis Sterling Robertson (‘Chahzzie’), a challenged handicapped younger sister, and Charlie made do as best they could despite the constant geographic changes. After Post came Denver, Colorado, for a 10-year stint followed by four high-school years in Natchez, and Jackson Mississippi at Murrah High School, after which Charlie traded catfish at home for engineering classes on the Georgia Tech campus in Atlanta, which is where the DIA took first note of him. Later, they guided him to an internship that put him teaching at The University of Texas with Einstein's student and protégé, Dr. Jason Ellis. *

Anyone with a college Mensa I.Q. of 180-plus,* was prime recruiting material for agency administrators with selfish personal agendas.  
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​CHAPTER SIX: TEAM
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The sun long ago had passed beyond Charlie’s Western horizon behind Byers Peak. He looked around and saw that his celebrated birthday party was a success shared mostly with direct and extended family members and a few kindly neighbors; not many of his personal friends had shown up. Although he would have liked to have them with him, he knew they could not attend. The very nature of their past and present lifestyles prevented any kind of public appearance. Their participation in Black Ops and clandestine, DIA and NSA unit operations ruled that out. His family had no idea about Charlie’s real connections with such friends or what he had done for all those long years away ‘on college internships’—all they knew was he busted out of the 101st Airborne Rangers in Fort Benning after a bayonet wound from an angry hand-to hand-combat instructor. And now, but for a handful of serendipitous meetings, Charlie would have had to live like them under the same rule of honor. Like them, seclusion would have become his constant mistress. * 

Still, he had kept up contact with the best of them and even had assembled them on paper into a Preparedness Network of sorts. Rangers form a strong elite brotherhood, much like SEAL brothers do, especially when Charlie was also the team medic and enjoyed everyone's special protection.  Charlie’s friends were, in fact, a private ‘SWAT’ team who would do anything for each other, should it ever come to that.

In the dark of night, after the guests had gone home and the rest of his family slept, Charlie, feeling sleepy yet satisfied, rested on his expansive deck and contemplated the Milky Way and the events of the day. He thought about the one thread of personal truth which, over the intervening years, had developed into a two-fold purpose that kept him alive and paid his bills: Learning all that he could about the expanding sciences; and applying his knowledge to invent practical applied-physics innovations, garnered pending and awarded patents and sought-after government-agency project approvals. The extra income that came with such accomplishments made for handsome, secondary rewards.

Three familiar words rolled off his lips just before Charlie drifted off in his chair under the stars: “Klaatu barada nikto” from the 1951 science-fiction film, The Day the Earth Stood Still that earlier, he’d made his partygoers watch again with him for the umpteenth time, much to his amusement on more than one level.  After the novelty wore away, the message was sobering.  We are a threat to peaceful others.   It was a true cult classic to him, and his friends had been getting into it.  He really had enjoyed himself on his birthday. 

Presently, having decided that he was far too exhausted to think straight, let alone look at his laptop screen again, Charlie let his overly tired, 6’3” frame have some much-needed rest, but not before the Birthday Boy fell to his knees and had his nightly Christian thanks and talk with his God and his Savior.

As if echoing times long past, Charlie approached his deepest stage of an NREM sleep heightened not only by black-out curtains that covered the tall windowpanes of his spacious and tidy pre-Colonial, but also his pink-noise maker. 

While sleeping alone in his bedroom lined with shelves filled with artifacts, childhood toys such as his vintage Lionel train, mementoes, and prototypes of several of his inventions, a restored sense of adventure and a readiness for something new germinated inside of Charlie. Perhaps, it was his intuition which was accurate all too often; it might as easily have been a dream.

He drifted off wondering after his non-attending Wyoming friend Chuck Hoelzen and his solution for ‘T’ – which Einstein never found, and which could change the world.  What Einstein never knew rattled around in his head. (Appendix A) 

When he had finally slipped under the bedcovers in the master bedroom, not disturbing Ginger, the last thought on his mind was 

I simply must let go of some of these memories 

as he drifted away in slumber; that is, until his telephone tweetled at precisely 9:32 a.m. MST.

I overslept...!
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​CHAPTER SEVEN: THE DIRECTOR
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"Is this Charles Robertson, with the refrigeration chemistry technology"?  a flat tone female voice droned; "Yes, it is." grogged Charlie.  He looked at the caller ID.  What time was it in DC?  Was this a weekday??

"Please hold sir, I have the Director on the line for you."

Director of what? 

"This is Director Bob Undercuffler at Navy Space R&D Research Laboratory in DC; I sent you an email; Mr. Robertson, your distributor says you can supply us with samples of your refrigerant chemistry to test in some small heat pumps." *

Great! Charlie and his patent salesmen had been trying to get the Navy to do a pilot test install of his refrigerant chemistry in Navy ships for almost a year. 

Mmmmmm,is this going to be good news or yet another government delay, or worse, a rejection of a hundred expensive man hours wasted with yet another client who needs the technology but cannot understand it.

So, what gives? Charlie had heard of Undercuffler; he was in charge of the Navy's satellite research in the 80s and 90s. 

What did the Navy have to do in ‘space’?? Was this a mistaken call? Was this space lab doing research for ships?*

Charlie engaged in the protocol polite small talk and then got down to business with the tech talk.

"Director, we are delighted to provide you test samples at no charge; how large is your test heat pump?"  

"Oh, our satellites have small compressors, I understand we just need 2 ounces of your secret sauce."

Charlie smelled a sale and even better yet, credibility and unimaginable 'bragging rights' for his invention that you cannot buy: 

"So you need our technology for a satellite - as you know the technology was developed for heat pumps of any size.*  When do you plan to launch it?"

"Oh, we have 6 up right now."

Charlie was surprised and almost did not know what to say next.  Up right now? It had not sunk in yet; he stupidly said, "How will you inject our compressor oil catalyst into the compressors on those six?"

"We will do that when we refuel them."

Stunned - Charlie wondered if the Director was messing with him.  He didn’t like to be messed with.  It got his anger going.  What his kids called ‘guard dog mode.’  Not good for anyone close.

"Where are they?"

"Well, all six are circling the moon."

Charlie was astonished and really agitated - he HATED being messed with.  Toyed with like when he was on the spectrum.  Like he was stupid. "You have a way to refuel them???" he croaked.

There was a pause, and Charlie could hear some faint clicking; just like the Director was on his keyboard looking something up. "Why yes, we send our people up regularly." He mumbled, distracted.

The space shuttles are retired; they could not reach the moon anyway.

Another pause.  Keyboard clicking...

"Mr. Robertson are you still an appointed advisor to the US Security Council?"  

uh oh; here it is...  

Charlie had left that position after three months; the White House briefings gave him stomach cramps and nightmares...  With it went his White House ‘ultra’ security clearance which was far higher than that he had for his 'consulting' for the DIA.

...then quickly, "Mr. Robertson, I can't talk anymore."

Click...

Charlie sat stunned for a moment, a rare monument of inaction, a brain shutdown over this impossible conversation.  His brain had just gone blank with no factual data to go to. He didn’t know what to do next.  Like his old spectrum days.  He went to the computer and looked up Undercuffler's email to him.  Yes, that's the guy. *  Still not believing his eyes, he used a back door his buddy Alexi had set up on his computer for him and was able to ‘look up’ (deep hack) the Lab's roster.  Sure enough. Even the same phone number as on his caller id.  What had just happened?  Undercuffler sounded indeed very odd but a lot of these brilliant scientists the DOD recruits right out of schools like MIT have 'different' social skills if any at all. Even the ones who rise into administration. 

Like Undercuffler?

That phone call eventually led Charlie from his 'consulting' career with DIA and NSA to encounters with the Navy Lab that exceeded the power and range of Charlie’s imagination. 
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​​CHAPTER EIGHT: SNOOPING
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After a few weeks of phone calls and inquiries with his friends and his contacts at numerous federal agencies and a few DOD manufacturers about 'Navy satellites around the moon',  - Charlie ‘Pinged’ everyone who conceivably might have heard something - Charlie's phone rang again for a second stunning call at 3 AM.

Still mostly asleep after an intense day and a too big lunch, a familiar ringtone pealed on his iPhone. Charlie had the phone in his hand and three words ‘whispered’ to him like the wind: 

“‘Clementine’ is alive!”

Charlie’s body bolted upright on the bed. Eyes still closed A split-second later Jay “The Man” Jerry Aris (“J” to team members) boomed into his sleep-deafened ears, “CLEMENTINE IS ALIVE!” 

“J?” Charlie inquired sleepily; eyes still shut.  He had been up all night rewriting his foamSTAT® Foaming Action Medical Pharmaceutical Hemostat patent for a patent examiner who said he actually could not understand it.*

“Yeh, it’s me, CR.” (“CR” was Charlie’s handle on network comm lines, although his flight helmets were emblazed with ‘Hot Dog’.)

Charlie leaned over and, squinting, adjusted the volume on the iPhone that was recharging on his nightstand.  He walked out of the bedroom; had he awakened Ginger; I hope not...

“In the middle of the night?”

“Yep. I’m calling from an ‘outside’ terminal. Are you awake?”

In fact, J was standing outdoors under an umbrella held by his loose hand, which was not adequately protecting him from a windy rain falling
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