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My Theory

“I am just saying, ‘aliens living among us is not out of the question.’” He sucked a time on his straw to get the last from his milkshake. He made that angry sound, looked up with a smile. 

“You believe that?” George asked.

“Why should or should not believe is not the question. It’s does the possibility exist?”

“So, where are they?” Sally asked? Somebody said, “Trump and Putin are aliens. How do you tell?”

“Tell, I said nothing about telling who is or what is. I mentioned the possibility they might exist.” 

‘Caden was hooked. The conversation was going to escape reality. Or was it? Maybe he made the mistake of posing a question. Or was he testing “his” conspiracy theory.’

“At sixteen, the Midwest became home to mega missiles for our protection from a Russian attack. Three years prior, ballistic missiles in the U.S.A. lay behind closed doors. No one suspected nukes were headed for the heartland on missiles.” ‘Caden was not admitting he missed the missile memo in school.’ “At the university I heard Wernher Von Braun speak of the importance of space. When I arrived in the military, the idea of a spy satellite spotting the name on a golf ball on a green seemed out there. A few years later, I heard a broadcast of a Russian Cosmonaut circling the globe. One summer night on the sofa with a beautiful blonde, our astronaut walked on the moon. I am not sure which was more satisfying. I can say my attention might not have been fully focused when John took that step for us.”

The two exchanged looks, then back at Caden.

George moved his jaw from side to side, a habit Caden doubted he knew existed. Sally’s eyes assured me she knew.

He blurted it out. “Then you believe that Trump’s an alien?” 

He wanted confirmation of his belief in the conspiracy. 

“If you think he’s an alien, why did you vote for him?”

The face of a person who’d just smashed their head into the door of their car when trying to exit with both hands full. That’s George, all two-hundred-eighty-five pounds of him, and as lovable as a Teddy Bear. More grizzly like than a stuffed one when angered. Caden’s seen George twist the head of a one-inch bolt, which refused to yield to his strength. The wrench flew against the back of the garage, hitting a gallon of paint with a loose lid. The purple for a Sally’s latest project ran down on George’s largest Snap On tool chest to cap off the entire fit. All Caden saw was the back of him as he unleashed his Harley twin chopper and headed for the highway. Knowing him as a neighbor for five years, Caden did not insult his intellect.

“Best man for the job.” He looked to Sally for confirmation and received a nod from her.

“We are not debating who. I am suggesting the possibility.”

George shook his head. 

“Old man, I know you know. You’ve been and done things I cannot imagine. If I believe it’s possible, then I think it’s possible. That’s enough for me.”

‘Where do we go from here?’ Caden asked himself?’

Sally had that terrier personality. That which won’t let go of your granddaughter’s favorite stuffed toy when she comes to visit. Caden’s avoidance would not work. So, he continued.

“The balloon has me spooked. It’s been a year or two since I’ve worked on a premise, a flimsy one. Call it a starting point. If there are aliens, they’ve been here awhile. Because of their superior technology, the government has no option. They cloned humans might be another possibility. Call them humanoids. Using our DNA, they might be able to produce mature humans. At that point, they might want to replace the individuals in power. One day or night, they disposed of the old and their alien clone person takes over. An implant allows them to download the individual’s entire history. A segment of the device initiates voice patterns, movements and emotions to mimic the original. If one malfunctions, they have a standby. It’s like magic ‘presto, chango’, a new person in the mix.” Caden watched George’s face.

George’s fist hit the table. Caden’s coffee sloshed out the side. Didn’t matter it was cold. Sally jumped up for a towel to wipe up the mess.

“Sorry.” His eyes softened. “Damn I knew it. I knew these friggen people are fookin us. They’re F-n aliens. I knew it.” His hand stopped about three inches from the table this time. It flattened out and his palm made a slap. “F-n aliens.” 

“What the f##k?” Sally said as she carried fresh cups toward us. “George, he didn’t say they were aliens. He said he had a theory about how there could be aliens.”

Without asking, a fresh cup filled with freshly brewed coffee arrived in front of me.

“Thank you, Sally.”

“Welcome. Glad you shared that. George and I have been on the internet nonstop since he got home last night. That balloon is too freaky.”

“That’s a concern for me also, Sally.”

“Here honey, you need a beer.” She turned back to the refrigerator, a shiny new stainless with Wi-Fi and all. 

‘She was worried about a balloon but had no concern with the nation on earth storing data from information she input on the door.’

When she returned. “Thanks, honey,” George flipped the top up on the can, took a long drink. “F-n aliens. What do we do?” 

“Nothing to do right now. It’s a halfcocked conspiracy until we get confirmation. Concrete proof they are truly here.” He leaned back in the chair. 

Sally arrived at the table with a can of seltzer fruity alcohol drink of some variety. 

“F-n aliens, George, what are we gonna do? We could move back down to Arkansas. Probably too hot down they’re for their skinny asses.”

“I’ll bet them little suckers have skinny butts. Skinny butt, f##kers.” George laughed. 

‘Caden couldn’t help it. His face said it all, as the big head turned from side to side, the smile confirming he believed every word.’ 

“Skinny little butts.” Sally’s voice was sweet like she described something childlike.

‘Caden doubted that. An advanced species with technology to create living, breathing replicas while disposing of the original did not sound benevolent.’

‘As he listened to them talk, Caden wondered how long it would be before Sally was on-line with the new revelation. That her neighbor, ex-military guy had implied he’d seen them. Then a few days later a squinty-eyed guy in a Montgomery Ward’s suit with a person in it. “he used to call them pencil neck geeks.”’ 

Caden smiled. They did not notice; they were wrapping the conspiracy up with a bow. 

‘Caden, well he would be looking at Mr. Pencil Neck and a no neck sidekick, who looked like he should be in pads, asking him why Caden said what he said and how did he know it.’
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Policy

‘Caden’d created enough havoc in the world it was time for a nap.’

He stood. 

“Thanks for the coffee, Sally. Stay safe, George.” 

He started for the door.

“Who was over at your house last night, Caden?” Sally asked.

‘Shit’

“Insurance salesman, nothing special.”

“George said the car was there this morning when he went out on the bike for smokes.”

“Yes, her car wouldn’t start. So, her brother came over this morning and towed it off.”

“What’s her name?” The terrier was on Caden. 

“June.”

“She have a last name?”

“Spencer, maybe Taylor I’m not sure. Said she was from over by Horton Springs.” He turned, but there was no escape.

“You buy her policy?” George asked.

“No, George I did not. I told her at the door I paid my life insurance upfront. But, she insisted, then said she had the best policy in town. She asked me to please let her show me her policy.”

“And did you?” George’s stretched wide, big white teeth smiling at Caden.

Sally watched George, then switched toward Caden. A small little grin crept into the corner of her mouth.

“So, why was she there all night?” She asked.

“You know insurance people they’re persistent.”

George laughed. “How many times did ‘what’s her name’ show you her policy?” He could not contain the giggle. A two-hundred-eighty-five-pound man should not giggle. It’s undignified. Sally laughed at George. Caden tried to be serious, but control escaped him.

“She had a pretty good policy, George.”

That did it. Both were head down on the table, full body laughs. Caden turned back toward the door.

“You all have a good day.”

As with many middle-aged-men, the nap took Caden past dinner time. The doorbell rang. It was June. She wanted an encore to find the best use of her policy. Being just up from a nap with no food since lunch, Caden had to think quick. A shower would not work. That left him naked and vulnerable to the policy hound. He suggested a BBQ joint. No need for fancy clothing. But six-inch heels did not fit with the decor. She suggested a small restaurant on the edge of town. ‘Of course, she did.’ 

He pulled on a sport coat and a nice pair of loafers. They exited. The rest of the night played exactly as she planned. What else could he say? Caden’s goal to watch re-runs of the X-Files never lifted off. 

Sunny morning meant coffee with the neighbors. Caden’d started doing it shortly after he moved it. June suggested church, he suggested coffee. She left. Caden showered, shaved, dressed in clean khakis, a white polo shirt, and his usual blue deck shoes. No socks. The clean-shaven appearance would suggest that he spent the night alone and his morning prepping for their Sunday trip to the buffet. The perfect foil for his new best friend June. Caden’d suggested they hit the lake with a few six packs and maybe catch a fish or two. The whole day scheduled away from home to evade June while at George's favorite spot. The lake lacked good cell service. Part had none. Bingo - Caden could continue the conversation about the possibility of aliens in Congress. That sounded so cool to some, not Caden. As he locked the front door, he wondered if aliens were republicans or democrats. Caden assumed they were agnostic. If there are aliens flying those objects did it matter? 

“Here’s the scoop: they are probably bigger, faster, meaner, and better looking. So, just chill about getting into a war with them.”

“Or they could be skinny little green butts.” George said.

“With anger issues. Just like all men,” Sally said. 

George and Caden laughed, then Sally cast her lure into the edge of the lake.

“You think they’re here. It’s a long way to the nearest planet. How do they get here?” George asked.

Sally reeled very slowly. “They twitch their nose, George.”

They all laughed. Caden sat in the chair brought for fishing by George in his big honking pickup. Being big, George needed everything oversized to feel comfortable. 

“Have you heard of worm holes? Portals?” Caden asked.

“Yeah, you put a big pole in the ground. You beat like a drum. And the worms come out of their holes.” George said.

Sally laughed. Caden shook his head. 

“Not quite George.” Caden said. “George, you keep fishing.” 

“Sally, raise your head up slowly and look down the right edge of the lake. That tall, handsome man has been watching us for a while.”

“How do you know he’s one of them?” Sally asked.

“I don’t,”

“Can I look?” George stepped on Caden’s sentence.

“Okay, look down, Sally, cast again.”

“George, same thing, turn your head slowly right, then you look for a few seconds. Turn back to fishing.”

“He’s a handsome devil. Are they all like that?”, Sally asked.

George interrupted her. “So they are all like movie stars and stuff?”

He stepped in front of her. “Don’t get any ideas there, Sally.”

She laughed. “George, you big dummy. You're the man of my dreams.”

“What kind of dreams?” He stood beside her now.

“Big, tall, strong, handsome, and makes me happy.”

George’s chest filled up. He walked past me with a smile.

“Another thing about cloned humanoids they create them to look like people we trust. As an example, Doris Day, Jimmy Stewart, Cary Grant look alikes could walk the street without notice. Everyone would recognize them as friendly. Humanoids would register the same emotional response. Mr. Nice Guy, a Swell Lady would be their reaction. I imagine if the President announced he was alien and we should not fear them. No one, except other humanoids would know before he dropped the bomb on us. And how many would say, he looks like a great guy?”

The man turned toward them and walked up the shore. He was not fishing.

“Let’s drop this for later. Some have strong telepathic sensing.” Caden said.

George slung his lure twenty feet farther than he’d ever seen. Must have been the ‘Man of my Dreams’ comment.

They fished for a while. No one looked up. Caden had on his heavy tint sunglass from his angle he could watch him each time he cast.

Sally caught four nice bass, George three, and Caden stopped after two and feigned tiredness. Best to keep his host on the winning side. About ten miles from the lake, from the backseat, Caden restarted the conversation. He was bored.

“Some aliens are actually tourists. They come to see all the sights on earth. We are like a theme park for alien visitors.” 

“Wow,” Sally said then flipped “the tab up on another can of fruit alcohol drink. She bought different flavors. She said she got bored with just one taste.

“Cool.” The long drink seemed to stop her up. She coughed. 

“Wonder what they call us, George?”

“Humans.” 

‘George was serious. He’d been on the defensive since Caden spotted the “Terminator” on the rocks. He thought that would make a great reprise. Caden’s next thought, a movie titled “Next Terminator” lost in a transfer, gets stun gunned by a competitor and ends up addicted to the “cow drink” women seem to like. Nope, wouldn’t fly. Not macho.’

“No, silly. You and me. George and Sally. We have to be a treat for the ‘skinny butts’.” Sally said.

He tried not to, but Caden laughed. ‘She was dead serious.’

George smiled at her. “You’re a peach, babe.”

That loosened George up. That and his ninth beer out of his twelve pack. Caden had three. He’d had his limit. George hit Sally’s limit, a twelve pack a day on weekends and four on weekdays. 

They talked about ‘worm holes. Caden introduced his next theory. “That’s how they transfer around the universe so quickly. I’ve read about places where people believe they port on and off the planet. They set up portals in isolated places. Utah and Alaska might be two of them.”

“Alaska and Utah, they can have ‘em. One’s too cold the other too hot. Let’s hope it’s not the ‘three bears’ story and we’re the just right place.” Sally said.

George laughed, sloshed beer on the steering wheel. His curse words continued until he pulled off the highway and down a side street. His 4x4 may have been ten years old, but you could eat off the floor mats on most days.

“This alien thing has me shook up. I can’t even focus on driving.”

“That’s serious, George. You used to hold a beer and race a hobby stock.”

They both laughed.

“That I could. That I could.” He said.

The pickup came to a stop, George jumped out, grabbed a spray bottle from his tool chest. Then when he slid back in, he pulled soft shop rag from the console.

They watched while George cleaned. The break gave Caden a chance to check his surveillance camera mounted on the side by the garage door. ‘As he suspected, June’s car sat square in the middle of the double doors. Caden thought about having them drop him off on the next block and sneaking around the back and into the house. The idea seemed too cruel, even for him. June was nice. His problem remained as they talked about being “just” friends”. Caden was a loner. An only child, he’d been a loner all his life. His one true love stayed with him through tours around the globe. Some remote. She kept the home fires burning. Without her, Caden was rudderless. To replace her would be a sin against their love.’

“Need to get home, get ‘er cleaned up.” George said.

“You can just drop me off at the Fill Er’ Up, I’ll walk home from there.  I need some fresh air.” Caden said. ‘He needed to sort out how to approach June without hurting her feelings.’

“You worried about the policy waiting at the door?” Sally asked.

“Stunned?” Caden said as if he did not hear Sally. The windows were down, so he might escape another salvo.

Sally’s head appeared round the seat. Her broad smile came in for the kill. “You afraid your lady friend might be back?”

“No, I
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