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Dedication

To Marilyn, Hollywood’s iconic blonde. 

She deserved better than what she got.
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“Reality is merely an illusion, 

albeit a very persistent one.”
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Albert Einstein
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Many people were indirect contributors to this story. If I fail to mention someone, it was unintentional; but to name a few; Carl Sagan, Arthur C. Clarke, Robert Heinlein, Isaac Asimov, Richard Bach, Ron Hubbard and of course, Albert Einstein. 

Each played a role in poking holes in the fabric of my mind and thereby stirring the pot on those annoying and troubling questions about the world we live in.

Sadly, I am a resolute loser when it comes to being a loyal patriot of Mediocrity. 

I do not accept statements and utterances as facts unless I can see for myself that they hold water.

I do not care who says it or how much of an acknowledged “authority” they are. 

If I see it is true, then it is true. Otherwise, it is a toss of the dice because historically speaking, we have been fed a constant stream of lies and fabrications by “authorities.”

Dead but not Gone is a book weaved with that very thread. 

When I saw a documentary by Morgan Freeman about the universe and quantum mechanics and theories put forth by very creditable people, and then happened upon a book about the life of Marilyn (she-who-shall-not-be-named herein for fear that copyright sharks who own her name post-mortem would promptly descend upon me) and a comment by Marlon Brando, who knew her, suggesting that her “suicide” was just fabrication – my recalcitrant juices were stirred.

This book may seem like sci-fi at first, but it is not, because Quantum Physics, and the ideas suggested therein, are the result of the same brilliant minds that have brought us all the advances we have seen in the last century, including; nuclear energy, the field of electronics, quantum mechanics, and all its attendant technology which makes it possible for our smart phones and GPS devices to work, and so much more. It is because of our understanding of the subject of quantum mechanics that any of this is happening in our day and age. And yet, there is much we still do not know about this domain.

Quantum Physics, as you may know, deals with those exceedingly small and imperceptible sub-atomic quantities called Quanta - energy particulates which our senses cannot detect, and yet which form the very world around us. It is postulated by quantum physicists that these very particulates of energy might be capable of coexistence in other universes which parallel our own, but which are “invisible” to our level of perception. 

Stretch the imagination for a moment.

If you take two identical measuring sticks and place them side by side, that would be a picture of the world as we see it with our eyes. Now, slide one of those rulers up or down by increments, keeping it parallel to the other, and suddenly you have two identical rulers on slightly different tangents or planes. Imagine now, if one of those rulers was formed of sub-atomic particulates which we cannot perceive, and yet, which coexisted in polarity with the perceptible world, the ruler which we could see?

In other words, two more or less, identical singularities (the rulers), polarized by sub-atomic Quanta to one another. 

Today there are TRILLIONS of electro-magnetic frequencies tearing through the space around our heads, in fact, through our bodies. We are besieged every nanosecond of the day by a literal storm of electronic vibrations and signals which we never sense nor feel because their wavelengths are so tiny. And yet our mobile phones, our car keys, our computers, GPS devices, ad infinitum, can detect these infinitesimally small wavelengths. Science knows that these dynamics exist, and we leverage them to our advantage, but do we see or feel them except through the devices we use – no!

That is the very argument which makes it possible for other parallels of energy, operating on planes (or dimensions) undetectable to our human senses, to exist.

The question is, if there are parallel universes to our own, are they polar-opposites or just replicas?

Moreover, is it possible that parallel time-streams exist? In other words, as you sit there reading this book in the comfort of your home, is there a quantum duplicate of you in the past, or the future, somehow connected to the time stream in which you exist at this time? And is it conceivable that there might be a way to open a window to those parallel universes or time-streams?

Quantum mechanics suggest it is possible.

Whether it is feasible – that is another entirely different question.

Dead but Not Gone is a story about a famous and much-loved blond-haired woman who rose to stardom in Hollywood back in the 1950s and the early sixties. 

Authoring a fictional story about her, without ever using her full name would seem rather futile – but I trust that her image has been so well imprinted upon the cultural mindset that the reader will know within seconds to whom this story alludes.

Is it possible that the Hollywood studios whom she challenged at the time, executed a form of character assassination against one of the most popular and powerful women of that era – making her appear mentally dysfunctional to cover up their own shortcomings, or greed? 

Is it possible that her friendship to John F. Kennedy was turned into allegations of clandestine sexual affairs to discredit her, all because she knew things about J. Edgar Hoover (then head of the FBI and an avowed enemy of the Kennedy’s) which he was terrified would be revealed because of her connection to the White House? 

And her strange death – allegedly suicide – could that have been arranged to remove her as a threat?

Marilyn was and still is considered one of the most iconic figures of her time – and no doubt she had issues, like most of us do, but was she suicidal? 

Was this woman who fought her way up from being a factory worker to a world-famous actor and sex symbol within a matter of years, someone who would just give up the ghost by suddenly overdosing herself at the age of thirty-six?

To accept such a conclusion outright, one must assume that highly driven and successful people have a self-destruct button just waiting to be pressed. It may be true in some cases, but was it the case with Marilyn?

Dead but Not Gone is a sassy quasi thriller, intended to capture and portray another perspective about the beloved blond who mesmerized the world.

With an open mind and with respect to the scientific rendering I mentioned above, take a spin through the life of this charismatic and amazing woman – and what she encounters when she tries to tell her story fifty years after her death.

Réal Laplaine

September 2015 - Sweden
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For generations, scientists have been studying the sun – starting with small handheld optical devices, eventually leading to massive telescopes, as well as through satellites which have been sent to a closer proximity, undisturbed by the Earth’s atmosphere, where man could study the behemoth. 

Solar flares and solar eruptions have been a critical part of this study – and for good reason.

In 1859, the United States experienced the “perfect solar storm”; a solar flare which had projected outwards at such speed and with such intensity that it melted telegraph wires and caused other significant damages too. As a result of that and other incidents which followed over the years, scientists had set themselves on a course to study the glowing giant. 

Man needed to understand the source of life on earth because in other ways it also posed the greatest threat to that life.

It was anticipated that another “perfect solar storm” could bring about untold damage, far worse than anything experienced back in 1859; in fact, crippling our society for weeks, even months, by frying sensitive equipment and computers which keep our satellites in orbit; or even destroying other communication systems which are based on sub-atomic wavelengths which could be disrupted or eviscerated by a strong enough solar eruption. 

Fortunately, the solar flare which erupted from the sun’s surface on this day was not the “perfect solar storm,” but it would certainly prove to be something unlike anything ever seen before. 

The intensely powerful burst of radioactive energy, easily the width of Earth itself, plummeted outward from the surface of the sun at a speed of millions of miles per hour. Comparatively speaking, it would take an earth satellite over a year to traverse the distance from the Earth to the sun, whereas this flare would cover the same distance in less than sixteen hours.

In its path, just barely a discernible speck, like a grain of sand in an immense ocean – stood Earth; a mere satellite and one million times smaller than the sun which nurtured it. 

The solar surge passed through the Earth’s atmosphere at precisely 3:55 a.m. on a Friday morning, cutting an invisible path across Baja, Mexico and up through the west coast of California, in fact, right across Los Angeles and San Bernardino County. 

Like a huge pane of glass, it sliced a definitive track across the land and then disappeared out into the vast Pacific Ocean.

Its arrival and disappearance were marked by a massive power-outage and the loss of radio, television, and electronic transmissions. 

It was a phenomenon which would spark months, even years of investigation, to establish what had occurred.

In total, the noticeable effect did not last more than twenty-six seconds, but one would have thought that Los Angeles had been struck by the “Big One,” an apocalyptic earthquake, at least judging by the thousands of phone calls received by emergency services.

When it was over, life in Los Angeles resumed, as usual - that is, in all areas except for one.
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The crypt, located at Westwood Memorial Park Cemetery, in west Los Angeles, appeared normal as ever.

It was a serene night with a full moon and vagrant stars managing to sparkle through the layer of smog which perennially afflicted the town.

However, had someone been standing there at that time, they would have been utterly and completely consumed with overwhelming consternation, if not experiencing a minor heart attack, at the sound of pounding which suddenly erupted from within the crypt. 

The noise escalated and intensified with a ghoulish and morbid dissonance which filled the air.

The banging pitched higher and higher as if something, or someone, were kicking frantically from within. 

This was followed by a rocking sound, as if the coffin itself were moving within the sealed tomb.

Suddenly the door to the crypt snapped from its hinges and dropped to the ground with a heavy thud.

Propelled by a thumping sound within, the brass paneled coffin creeped forward, inch by inch.

Finally, the lid to the casket creaked open and two small, delicate white hands clasped their edges. 

That of course would have been the coup d’état which would have undoubtedly sent any normal person screaming away in stark terror.

The figure which emerged gasped as fresh air rushed into her lungs.

Slowly, she crawled from the box and dropped to the ground with an ungainly thud. 

Naturally, one would have been justified in conjuring up a grotesque image of skeletal remains, with rotting flesh, gaping cavities where the wind and air traversed without the hindrance of skin or bodily organs. But on that count, one would have been entirely wrong, because the form which materialized was as whole and complete as any human being walking the Earth. 

She sat there, confused, bewildered, and utterly beyond any sense of comprehension about where she was, or why. 

Her mind had not yet caught up with her current state; in fact, the emptiness in her head confirmed it.

The warm California night air was soothing, and it comforted her that she was no longer confined to that terrifyingly small coffin; the thought of which caused her body to shudder uncontrollably.

As she calmed herself, the questions began to roil through her head. 

What just happened to me? 

Where am I?

Why am I here?

Am I alive, or dead?

Her mind groped for answers to something which simply had no sequential beginning; like plucking at dust-motes in a sea of darkness. 

She stared at her feet and her scarlet red toenails. 

She held her hands up in front of her, touching a finger to her palm and relishing the sensation.

All around her were the subtle sounds of life.

Everything seemed so poignant, so vibrant - so alive! 

When finally, she had taken stock of the fact that she was not dead and that she was sitting at the base of a crypt – more images began to seep into her mind. 

Like surreal ghosts, they permeated the black emptiness of her head and with it came the sudden sense of tragedy - of something very terrible which had happened to her – but what?
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Stephanie Moore sat at her station at the Griffith Observatory, watching a bank of computers which provided a view of the cosmos high above Los Angeles. 

She had been toying with the same cup of coffee now for almost two hours; in fact, to even call it coffee was a charitable term considering that the cream had long since coagulated and had formed a discernible layer of repulsive scum. She pushed it away in disgust.

She had volunteered for the graveyard shift earlier in the day, lured by the prospect of another solar flare which had been detected, and which was fast approaching her corner of the world. And because the cosmos did not punch the clock nor schedule its phenomena to suit her usual working hours, she had been forced to forfeit a night of sleep to observe the approaching visitor.

It was not as if solar flares were anything unique to people in her field as an astrophysicist; they were not. But this flare was quite sizeable, and she wanted to study its effects when it lashed into the Earth’s atmosphere.

On the more mundane side, but a necessary one and one which kept funding coming to the observatory, and a paycheck into her account every week, she also provided analyses to such institutions as the JPL, the Jet Propulsion Laboratory, which executed deep-space reconnaissance probes to Mars and other solar bodies; as well as NASA and the US military bases operating out of southern California, and even some private telecom corporations. All of them relied on the information which the Griffith Observatory regularly provided to keep track of “cosmic weather” as they called it; energy bursts and unusual radioactive fluctuations which could influence or even hamper their operations. 

The JPL and NASA paid close attention to cosmic storms which could have dramatic effects on the electronics of a space flight. Telecom companies were constantly on the alert for solar flares which could disrupt telephony and internet service to millions of customers; and in the worst-case scenario even frying the sensitive circuitry of their satellites. And naturally, the US military and American intelligence agencies had similar concerns about anything which might interrupt their constant vigil and their beloved mantra of “national security.” 

She stared, sleepily, at the multiple screens which reflected incoming surges of radioactive fuzz streaming into the earth’s atmosphere over southern California. 

Ground sensors, located from LA to San Diego, provided a constant stream of data input to their main computers; information which was analyzed and then translated into two dimensional charts which she, and others, used to study the nature of said emissions. 

Unfortunately, the solar flare seemed to have impacted the Earth’s invisible crust, the atmosphere, without notable incident.

She sighed.

I lost sleep for nothing; she declared with an audible groan.

Stephanie meandered off to get another cup of gut-wrenching coffee. The prospect of now having to summarize the details of the energy readings from that flare, and then providing it to her waiting customers, was exacerbating her already tired mind.

When she returned to her station the computer was flashing a red alert across the top – a silent but definitive warning that something out of the ordinary had been detected by the ground sensors. 

She dropped into the chair and looked at the readings. They had spiked – unlike anything she had ever seen before. The bar graph looked like the Burj Khalifa, the skyscraper which spears half a mile into the sky from the otherwise flat desert floor in Dubai. It was bizarre! 

She took note of the time and the intensity and then waited anxiously to see if it would repeat itself – since incoming waves of this nature usually come in pulses. But there was nothing. The spike remained and the computer reflected a perfectly flat line thereafter. 

That is impossible, she thought.

How could such a powerful pulse come in just one wave? That would be like a tsunami hitting a beach with just one wave and then disappearing completely with calm waters. No way! She quietly exclaimed.

She did not have to wait long before the first call came through from her counterpart at Camp Pendleton, the Marine Corps base located near Oceanside, California, to the south.

“What the hell is going on?” the military meteorologist asked with panic in his voice.

“What happened?” she asked.

“We lost our eyes in the sky for about twenty seconds - we were blind. I have never seen anything like that before – we lost our connection to every satellite, station, ship, and airplane covering our entire tracking sector.”

“Is everything back to normal now?”

“As far as I can tell, but I have brass crawling up my ass right now - they want answers.”

“Well, I do not have any answers for you. All I can tell you right now is that we just got hit by what appears to have been an unprecedented energy flux associated with a solar flare.” 

“Whatever! Get me something.” 

“Ok – I will get back to you as soon as I have something more conclusive.”

She stared at the anomalous spike on the computer.

What are you? She muttered aloud.
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She cautiously eased herself to her feet, wavering like a baby taking its first steps.

Her legs felt weak, as if she had not used them for a long time – and in fact, it had been over fifty years.

Slowly she advanced, stumbling, and catching herself on tombstones as she progressed, following a grassy patch leading to a nearby street.

The sensation of the cool night air against her skin felt wonderful.

A brilliant moon hung in the pitch-black sky above, like a singular light bulb illuminating an otherwise dark room.

Sounds were acute to her ear, like the occasional fluttering of a bird in the nearby trees and the distant hum of vehicles.

The fact that she was alone in a graveyard, although weird, did not dampen her sense of curiosity or wonder. 

She was alive – and for reasons she could not yet know or understand.

She managed her way to the edge of the cemetery where she successfully negotiated a chain link fence and then slid, ungainly, onto the sidewalk, once again landing quite ungraciously onto her butt. 

Ouch! She exclaimed.

At least she felt pain – that was a good sign, she thought.

Continuing her journey along the quiet and sleepy residential street, she eventually emerged onto Wilshire Boulevard where the utter silence of the residential zone behind her was broken by the coming and going of cars.

She had a sense
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