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Alfa: Truth or Fiction
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This science fiction story is based in part on real events and technology. The rest of this story is pure bunk.

The Real Events and Technology can be found in the notes at the end of this book. You have your choice of looking at the end notes as you come across them, or you can just read this story and enjoy it. You can then read the end notes at the end of this story, should you so desire.

The story itself will give you partial glimpses into reality. Read the end notes if you want to be kept even less in the dark. Search the Internet for even more illumination and truth.
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BY NOW, YOU MIGHT BE thinking, Hey, this is a science fiction story. So, there’s probably a spaceship. And you’d be right. But, it ain’t one of ours.

Are they friend or foe? The same could be asked of us. 

They are in trouble. Will we be the hero or the villain?

I’d tell you more now. But, I don’t want to spoil the story. 

So, let’s get on with it. Shall we?
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Bravo: Transmission Received
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Harowolski (thinking): OK, Janowitz. Time to wake up in 5-4-3-2-1! 

Harowolski (speaking): Good morning Janowitz. If you can call it that. It’s day. So, it’s your turn at the controls. 

Things have been your typical dull and boring, as usual. But now, we’re approaching this Solar System’s first planet, or its 12th planet from their Star’s point of view.​[i] And, that may change things up a bit. Still no word from Point Nemo​[ii].

Janowitz: Yep. OK, I’m awake now. Get some sleep Harowolski. I’ll see you in 18 hours. 

Harowolski: Great Alabaster! I wish we didn’t have to use these crude instruments. Hours are so inexact! I know, I know, it was the only spaceship available – like I believe that load of crap! 

This was the only spaceship which originated from pieces of our ships that left Earth eons ago. And, that’s why we’re stuck with it. The muckity-mups thought that since this spaceship had those original parts, it had the best chance of making the flight there.

How many millennia has it been since our people left Earth? And all that time, there was no signal. Now, Point Nemo has gone and sent out that signal. But then, it mysteriously stopped. Nobody knows why. 

So, you and I have been sent to find out. Just between you and me, that signal was probably a fluke. 

Remind me Janowitz why I volunteered for this assignment. Oh that’s right! I didn’t volunteer. I was volunteered!

Janowitz: Well, like I said, we’re approaching the first planet. I expect that will give you something else to grumble about. I’ve heard that particular rant before.

Harowolski: And, it won’t be the last time!

Janowitz just smiled. 
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OF COURSE HAROWOLSKI and Janowitz weren’t their real names. I don’t speak their language. And I couldn’t pronounce their names even if I did. 

You might call me the fly on their wall. I just happened to intercept their transmission. 

I checked around very discreetly. Either nobody else had intercepted that signal. Or if they had, they were keeping their mouths shut. And, nobody in the monitoring community or the Governments does that latter thing very well.
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LIKE I SAID, I DON’T speak their language. Nevertheless, I could pick up enough information from their video feed to tell their story. Not that I ever would.

Everybody said that they believed in Extra-Terrestrial life. But, nobody really expected them to make contact. And, they especially didn’t expect them come here. If I reported this, the Governments would make certain that spaceship was destroyed. And, I would probably be next.
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Charlie: Where-Anon
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I was locked away in a prison cell, a top-secret Military prison cell. Even so, I had access to a computer. And, that gave me access to the monitoring community and to these transmissions. 

However, the guards didn’t know I had that computer access or they would have taken it away. They kept all computers out of my cell and some distance away, just so that I wouldn’t have computer access. But, that didn’t stop me.

Even so, I was never going to get out of this prison. And, this story was likewise never going to get out. 

I knew that without that computer access I would have gone insane. It was the only diversion I had. 

Well, it was the only diversion I had other than the guards. They didn’t ever speak to me. If I spoke to them, they acted as if they didn’t hear me. 

Still, I could use the guards as a diversion. And, with my computer access, I could help them to be even better at that.

The prison guards didn’t know my name. The plate on my door read Prisoner NA88IDA20P. The guards referred to me as Nate or sometimes as Innate. I had created a computer User ID for myself that I preferred, which was Where-Anon.

[image: A picture containing text
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NOW, THAT I HAD CONTACT with this spaceship from outer space. Perhaps, I could talk with them. I didn’t speak their language, Yet maybe, they would understand mine. 

I was a little doubtful of that. After all, they might not be quite Human. I found out somewhat later that they were definitely not Human even though they shared many similarities with us. 

Were they Humanoid? Probably. That depends on how you define humanoid. Chimpanzees and seals are both Humanoid according to my way of thinking.
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WHAT WAS I IN PRISON for? It’s been so long that I don’t quite remember. Whatever I was charged with, that was a lie. I was innocent. 

Nevertheless, from the Military’s viewpoint I presented a threat. There are things which I can do that they can’t control, things which others can’t do. For instance, I can access a computer which is meters away, just using my mind. 

The guards think that I can only access computers which are close to me, like within a meter. That’s why they aren’t aware that I have access to a computer which is much further away.

So perhaps, I’m not quite Human either. Who knows? 

These Extra-Terrestrials and I might make a great Team after all! Be that as it may, we will need other Team Members. 

Now, let’s see. Who’s a great linguist? One whom I can trust. 

Telling this story is one thing. Communicating with a Non-Human race is another.

We might also need an Engineer. One who’s familiar with spaceships. Preferably one from the private sector. They’re sometimes not so loyal to the Government.
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Delta: The Translation Matrix
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The first thing I asked Ling Su to translate was that transmission. It took her a couple of days to start to decipher their language. It would have been simpler if it had followed the constructs one of our universal languages.

Finally, Ling Su realized that their language bore a resemblance to an Aboriginal Language from New Zealand​[iii]. Once she realized this, she contacted some of her Maori friends. 

Yes, she had friends who were Maori. Nice coincidence that.

Anyway, together they were able to  develop a Translation Matrix. Even with this Matrix, there are some technical terms which nobody is able to understand yet. Well nobody other than Janowitz and Harowolski. 

We still can’t communicate with them. We can only watch, observe, and listen. If they run into problems, we will only be able to hold our breath until they are out of danger.
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THAT JANTZ AND HAROLD’S language was similar to a people of New Zealand made total sense to me. New Zealand is one of the closest land masses to Point Nemo. And, that’s where they were sending their transmission.

Point Nemo is a place in the middle of the South Pacific Ocean. It’s where old Earth spaceships go to rest.

Point Nemo is also called the South Pacific Oceanic Uninhabited Area, at least by one Government Agency. I guess that acronym would be SPOUA. 

It is interesting that this area is called uninhabited when there are at least 500 spaceships and spacecrafts there. That includes the once famous International Space Station. It was purposefully crashed there in 2031.

Yet, perhaps this place is uninhabited since those spaceships et al are buried there. They’re not alive. Or are they?​[iv]
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LING SU REPORTED THAT the language which these aliens spoke was closest to older Aboriginal languages, ones which hadn’t been spoken for ages. 

Yes, now with her Translation Matrix, we could understand their language a great deal. Yet, we had a puzzle on our hands. 

If their language was an ancient Aboriginal language, it was highly likely that their ancestors had originally lived on Earth. They had probably left and gone elsewhere for some reason. 

Gypsum knows, I’d like to go somewhere else. Anywhere other than this prison cell. 

If they had left Earth so long ago, why were they returning here after all of these years? What had compelled or prompted them to make this trip? I’m sure that they didn’t just suddenly get homesick for this Planet after being gone that long.
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OH, YES. NOW WE KNEW that they had said something about receiving a signal from Point Nemo. However, no Earth Government had ever sent a signal from there. It was in the middle of the ocean with no way to set up a signal tower. 

Well, someone could set one up. It would take a lot of time and many machines. However, that signal tower would be destroyed by the waves in a matter of days, if not sooner. 

Point Nemo is very deep – 4 km to be exact. And that doesn’t exactly make for smooth sailing.
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I NEEDED TO KNOW MORE about this place. I could do that research with my computer access. However, I needed to know more about its history than my research would reveal. 

And for that, I needed a Historian. Yet, written history would be vague on these scores. I really needed someone who specialized in legends and myths. 

A Maori might help. Still, I wanted someone who could tell me more than just the Maori viewpoint. I had a hunch that there might be more to this than what was in the Maori oral tales or waiata [pronounced wye-ahta]. And, there might be more to this than what they were willing to reveal to an outsider like myself.
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