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Ash Nom DePlume is obviously a Pen Name.
Listing the real names of those I owe an Acknowledgement is
problematic. I hope they know who they are and don’t think I forgot
them. Considering some of the places this fiction went, they should
be happier. I did not thank them in a public forum.

Twenty years ago, in November and December of
2000, the galley copies went out. January 2001 the second round of
galleys and off to the publicist. Fifteen years later, my buddy
Jack Angry of the Angry Brothers hits me up with the get it back
out there. It was more like, “Get off of your my ass to get him
another copy to read. So it was off the hard drive where it was one
of the things I regret I had not taken all the way to the
finish.

Additional stories where his assistance in
creating the storylines featuring Jack and James Angry is evident,
as well as the daily cell phone calls with headsets to save on neck
pain

The eBook and co-printing industries need to
be thanked for making it affordable for an underpaid and
underappreciated school teacher to indulge himself in creating
stories for the reader's amusement. If you need to know how I got
the items from rotting on a hard drive and being lost to the ages,
contact me. It is only fair I share when I can how to get back in
action.

Interestingly, some people I know with Mufon
and lovers of good murder mysteries tell me that the story still
has it. Mainly as there are enough clues to solve the murder
mystery before the reveal.

Along the way, I wrote a few other books and
series. It has been an exciting journey, and as such. To the many
artists, actors, and actresses (I am sure I am being a sexist for still using the dated term of actresses, but I
still appreciate that women are built differently from men, not
inferior), writers, and everyone in the process of the many books
and shows that have provided me entertainment over the years. I
mention a few names that I think keep falling between the cracks,
Walter Koenig of Star Trek and Babylon 5 fame, which is often
overlooked, which is unfair to his talents. The Late Carrie Fisher,
who in the public forum, addressed the issues in her life, for
having the courage to do so. Hopefully, there will be another
champion to stand up for what medicine can now say is a curable
chemical issue, a failing of personality.

My friend interviewed Claudia Christensen for
his Angry Brothers show. In that process, I learned of her
Foundation and the Sinclair Method for treating Alcohol Addiction.
I have never been much of a drinker, but I have known many and have
relatives too. On hearing of this, my first thought was another
sales story, but my sense of fair play and scientific curiosity
required I look at the evidence. I wrote the Hospice Chaplain story
as an exploration and a bit of an apology for having bought into
the conspiracy that there is no cure or hope for Alcoholics to ever
be free of their addiction. I, therefore, need to offer a special
acknowledgment to Claudia Christensen, who is most recognizable by
Babylon 5 fans, though she has many credits to her name. Her
courage to come out about her alcohol use disorder (my apology for
the dated use of alcoholism in my other prior works), and her good
work with the C Three Foundation dot com. This is listed on
Amazon’s smile program, so when you buy something, something goes
to the foundation’s efforts to make the world aware that there is
now a CURE that works 78% of the time. The difference from 100% can
be attributed to other choices than the chemistry of the treatment.
Sadly this wonderous secret that needs to be exposed is still
largely unknown. I have never heard of someone who does not have a
degree of contact with someone with an Alcohol Use Disorder
problem.

Alcohol abuse takes on so many degrees of
severity that the counterproductive thinking associated with the
label Alcoholism also needs to be contemplated. If you do not know
about this pharmacological extinction of alcohol dependency, please
look into her good work and then lean on your government
representative to get the medicine both prescribed and, better yet,
a status change to Over The Counter (OTC) as it is in some other
countries. It is time we start doing something to save our economy,
the annual drain of hundreds of billions of dollars wasted and the
lives lost as a result of verifiable and documentable outdated
thinking. For the sake of those you know who need a medical cure
and not a guilt trip, check out the one little pill cure. I have
other book(s) dedicated to supporting this worthwhile cause. Like
everyone, I have friends and family that this would benefit, as it
is about one out of every ten people.

 


The forward-thinking of the creators and
people who have created (alphabetical order, and far from a
complete list) Babylon 5, Battle Star Galactica, Buck Rogers, Flash
Gordon, Star Trek, Star Wars, Dr. Who, though while having wars and
violence, shows that it is possible for hope to survive.

I should mention the “names” (No, I did not
make up these facebook or public performance pseudonyms. of people
who I can publicly thank, which doesn’t mean I don’t owe a few
(hundred) more shout outs of thanks. Egor Blasphemy, Kinky Kate,
Malovia the Queen of Screams, Niklaus Preymark
(who very kindly pointed out to this dyslexic writer that the
computerized grammar checker I had been using sucked at
finding what I don’t see. With his help and a newer and better
program, life is much more comfortable.) St. Carl, a good friend
who has never failed me in times of trouble, as well as my family
for their emotional and occasional financial support during moments
of financial embarrassment.

A repeat of the thanks to my wife and my
children, who will not be reading these stories until they are much
older, and my wife for not killing me in my sleep, no matter how
tempted she is from time to time.


Prologue to Shades of
Grey

 


Note From The Hacker Who Leaked This To
You

This is the borrowed,
purloined, leaked, or do I dare say the honest phrase, stolen
private Journal of Ian James Salvador Grey Dragonovich. For those
who have read his other Journals, he is a unique persona, and if
you look at the same source you obtained this Private Journal, you
should be able to obtain his other journals. As he goes by, James
has a 30-year gap in his life with no apparent aging or memory
during this time is a bit paranoid about losing more time. He is a
prolific journal writer. He has been either abducted by aliens,
slipped through a rift in time, or has been in suspended animation
for 30 years. Now he is hunted by religious nuts from both ends of
the spectrum and the governments, all looking for something from
him. Luckily for me and you, the reader of this and the other
series, I have purloined that I can beat the security of this
online storage service enjoy. Special thanks to whoever transcribed
the handwritten version into the electronic version that I am able
to provide to you. This is his first journal, and I am guessing
about 1995 to 1996 is the year. Other journals are newer, with
Angry Brothers 1, about January 2017, with Journals 2 and 3, taking
us through the first days after Trump’s term starting in 2017. The
dates were either not included or stripped out by Department
1793.

It's all good as long as I don't get caught,
so enjoy your voyeuristic view into his life.

Sincerely yours,

Your Secret Hacker


 Dear Journal:
Where to begin?

I was sitting as the co-pilot of a cargo
plane en route to the Philippines, fully loaded with pallets, along
with the cargo’s packaging materials, is one military prisoner.
There was a bright flash, and the plane rocked. As the port engine
lost all power, I grabbed the control yoke with the reflexes born
of experience in a bad situation. As co-pilot, I should have let
the pilot Tom Morris handle the controls and assisted him as he
needed. The hydraulics were gone, and the yoke felt like it weighed
a ton. Like when a car stalls and you need to press on the brakes a
couple of times to get any effect. The same as when the vacuum
assists on the brakes to a car are gone. It takes all your weight
to push on the brake pedal to come to a stop. It was like that,
only much worse. Tom and I were pulling on the controls for all we
were worth. I could feel the blood pounding in my temples, and my
hands bruise from the effort. Blood was leaking from under my nails
from the pressure. It almost felt like the control wheel was
bending under my fingers. The plane was slowly leveling out, and it
looked like we were pulling out of the dive. There was another
flash of light, and the starboard engine’s power dropped. The
chances of us staying in the air went to zero.

I pulled up harder, feeling my feet indent
into the floor plate of the plane, and my chair bend under the
strain of my efforts. My next impression is that of a metallic
flavor in my mouth, and all I could see were stars in front of my
eyes. Everything was moving in slow motion, and my mouth was
bleeding from the impact. I think I chipped one of the fillings in
my teeth.

Perhaps that is not the place to start my
relationship with you, Mr. Journal.

They say that a good story requires a
mystery, religion, some sex, and a royal type figure. Of course,
this makes for the shortest story: “Good God, the Queen is
pregnant, who's responsible?” as the shortest one that meets all
these conditions.

My story is not so concise, though I like to
think of myself as a royal type figure. Then again, this is my
life, so I am my most central character. After all, my life is, of
course, all about me. The mystery will be forthcoming, and as for
the rest, I am known as James Grey. My full name is Ian James
Salvador Grey Dragonovich. My Mother’s maiden name is Grey,
Lorraine Elizabeth Grey, in case you care or just in case I forget
that too. My father is Nicholas Ian (he pronounced it Ivan)
Dragonovich. Why do you care? Because you are my journal, and I can
write whatever I want or need into you.

I have a gap in my memory. The gap is close
to 30 years in duration. This gap is longer than my conscious
memory. In short, I have more years missing than remembered. You,
my journal, are my insurance and my one true confessor. If I
develop another gap, I hope you will preserve my story. This is if
I remember that I have confided in you and where I have hidden
you.

Besides, you are also a good way for me to
keep track of events. These events are the stuff from which I shall
write my stories. Since the magazine, known as Bizarre Strange & Magical (BS&M), both pays me and provides me with my cover
story, I need to provide them with copy now and then. Yes, I am the
most troubled of people; I am an underpaid writer on the fringes of
The Norm. Not that there is such a thing as an overpaid
writer. You may find my story stranger than what I write about.
Almost as strange as my “real” job, which requires me to be writing
for BS&M. This will make more sense
shortly.

I should probably tell you a little about
myself, Mister Journal. Or shall I call you Mr. J, for short? Not
that it matters since this is a one-way conversation. Because, Mr.
Journal, if you start talking to me, I really am in deep
Kimchi.

First, I am ill-suited to be a writer. I
always hated English classes, with all the rules. Second, I did get
my degree in the Field of Natural Sciences, and then I discovered
that the universe has a strange sense of humor. Most of my training
as a Military Officer was in the art of Bureaucracy. I somehow
thought that tactics and how to command were to be the emphasis and
not paperwork. Needless to say, but I will say it anyway, I was
wrong (that hurt) though I did learn how to fly a helicopter. I
already knew how to fly fixed-wing aircraft.

Before finding myself in my current position,
I was an Air Force Officer serving my country in Vietnam. I flew a
Rescue helicopter until I was diagnosed as having some sort of
unknown illness. It created lots of fevers, chills, and weight
loss, with severe cravings for protein, especially meat. I love my
meat rare; the rarer, the better. Having six to ten steaks in one
sitting is just a good meal, and I can eat a one-pound jar of
peanut butter as a light snack.

The really strange thing is I do not put on
any weight with all the food intake, though I am a little more
aggressive than I used to be. With effort, I can keep myself under
control, but it can be challenging at times.

I also found myself spending as much time as
my money would allow in my pursuit of the ladies. The oddest thing
is that after spending a few minutes in my presence, even when I
was not talking to them, the ladies would become friendlier. I can
just be sitting next to someone, and they act almost as if under a
spell or under the influence of a drug.

With my cravings and strange intermittent
fever, I was put on a temporary assignment flying cargo from
Vietnam to the Philippines. It seems I was driving the hospital
nuts. Let’s face it; I had no injuries and just a low-grade fever.
True, I was eating all the time, but otherwise, I was healthy, so I
made some phone calls and arranged for light duty. I sold them on
the idea that with two pilots on a plane, if I got sick again,
there would be little danger to the aircraft and cargo. I usually
fly a rescue helicopter, not an airplane. A “Jolly Green”
that we call “The Beater.” If you spend a lot of time in a
big helicopter, the name would be obvious. Your backside is beaten
to fit the chair. I managed to get an inner tube from a wheelbarrow
that matches up to my posterior relatively comfortably. Since I had
the correct certifications to run cargo, and we would only be an
hour from a major medical center, the cargo runs were then
authorized. I am a bit of a workaholic, as the term is called
today, so it kept me out of the medical center and freed up a pilot
for other duties while I recovered.

Now that we are back where we started. On my
third trip to the Philippines from Vietnam, my plane suffered a
complete power loss, and we plunged into the ocean. My last
memories are of seeing a blinding flash of light as something went
seriously wrong with one engine and then the next on my aircraft.
Tom Morris, the first seat pilot, was inflating the survival raft,
with the help of the crew chief, Tech-Sergeant Hicks. I went back
and unshackled the prisoner, a Private Sarocopolis, from his
seat.

The next thing I know I am floating on the
life raft alone, too weak to move, and I was damn near a skeleton.
I was barely able to activate the rescue beacon. It is a small box
with a wind-up hand-powered crank that produced enough electrical
power to send an automatic SOS when cranked. My next memory is of
waking up on a U.S. Navy ship, sunburned and bruised, with a
tortuous hunger, and thirst, and too weak to move. During my
treatment at the military hospitals, I learned that close to 30
years had passed. I had been listed as an MIA
presumed dead, a casualty of war. Let’s just say the
“debriefing,” as it was politely called, was centered on the
fact that I cannot remember what happened. There was no sympathy
for the issue that I had missed most of my life, as I was 25 when
the plane crashed.

I still am not sure what was worse, the
emotional strain or the fact I could not eat enough and was
perpetually starved for protein. I was eating eight meals a day,
each big enough to feed a family of four. I had weighed in at 195
pounds at the time of my crash and was only 90 pounds at the time
of my rescue. I was in physical therapy when I was not eating or
being “debriefed.” One thing I did learn during this time was that
both my parents were dead. My dad had died of some strange cancer
back in the 60s, and my mother had died a few years ago in a car
wreck. A strange side effect of my physical therapy, which the
therapist cannot adequately explain, is that my muscles twitch when
I am asleep.

During the early part of my “rebuild,”
electrical stimulation for muscular contractions quickly and evenly
built up the tissue. I was so debilitated that I lacked the
endurance to lift my leg more than two times in a row. Therefore,
the therapist used stimulators on all the muscle groups to work
them back into shape. This would allow me to sleep or rest while my
body did what it needed to rebuild itself. Now when I am in REM
sleep (not that I get that much), the muscles remember and go
through the full-body workout as needed when hospitalized. My
dreams are filled with physical activity images, but I am in shape,
which makes me stronger than I ever thought anyone could be. One
should not look a gift horse in the mouth, but I find that when I
do sleep, I do so like the dead for longer than I ever used to.

As for the emotional strain, let’s just say
the “educational” channels on the cable in the hospital were
helpful distractions. I heard the term Vietnam Veterans Syndrome
until someone corrected the person and said it is now called PTSD,
which I must look up when I can get to a library. When I tried to
ask at the VA, it was, “we don’t talk about that,” and you
have amnesia, not PTSD is the all too fast response. My parents had
died years ago, I do not have a clue about what “Politically
Correct” is, and my close friends must think me long dead. This
means nobody knows that I have returned because there is no one out
there looking anymore. The social debate on the TV is about things
that would have been non-issues in my time. The thing is, since I
am here now, this is also my time and I need to find a way to fit
into it.

I tried some cursory attempts to find my
“family” without success. Directory assistance did not have a
listing for Salvador Gambioletti, my Dad’s best friend and my Uncle
of sorts. He was probably dead after all these years too. When I
get a chance, I will have to go back home and see if I can find
him, or his son Frank. I tried writing, but while I can remember
how to drive there, the actual address is a bit fuzzy. Trying to
get help from an overworked VA medical tech or nurse is not
happening concerning locating people. Frank was my best friend for
as long as I can remember, and he was not listed in the phone book
either. He was drafted before he could get into college because his
birth-date always had him in the grade right behind everyone else
of his age. I got into college and luckily into the Air Force ROTC
to avoid being drafted, which allowed me to fly instead of being a
ground pounder. I assume that someone that I remember from my
childhood will also still be alive for me to find. Because without
any hope, why bother. Though this place will drain that out of you
in a hurry. Watching the Vietnam war movies about the mistreatment
of prisoners and such has me wondering if they were better off than
the VA patients. The bureaucratic and mechanical “vibe” of the
place sucks all the joy out of your soul.

The popular theory was that I had been taken
prisoner by the North Vietnamese and held under such conditions
that I blocked it all out. Naturally, the Vietnamese government
denies this, and I have this feeling in the pit of my stomach that
they are telling the truth.

After a dozen or so lovely meetings that
strongly resemble the “How to resist torture when captured”
training sessions, except the training was far more pleasant, the
Air Force concluded that I had completed my contract years ago.
They are not going to prosecute me for desertion and cannot confirm
I was a prisoner. Legally, this leaves me being a homeless beggar
looking to play a game on the US government. They charged my back
pay for the ride back home after being found squatting in the raft
of the US Property I crashed in. This is not the Air Force I
remember joining, and the rest of the country has an alien feel. I
am not talking about that strange feeling you get going back to
visit an old playground from your childhood, where everything is
smaller and nostalgic. More like trying to be understanding of the
needs of primary school children screaming and shouting when they
play when you have a hangover, things just are not right, and it’s
not the kids' fault.

Eventually, John Grey (no idea if a long-lost
relation at this point), the publisher of Bizarre
Strange & Magical, came to me with a job offer. Strangely,
I had just watched “The Godfather” when he made me an offer
I could not refuse. It was either spend the rest of my days in a VA
mental ward or come to work for him. What a choice.


Dear Journal: I have a JOB, or is it
an adventure?

 At first,
working for Bizarre Strange & Magical
Magazine felt like being in a mental ward. First, you need to
understand that my job is working for a secret U. S. Government
intelligence organization charged with discrediting UFOs and
paranormal phenomena, etc. Recall that I could qualify as a story
for this magazine. My appearance is that of a 25-year-old man, not
the fifty-something-year-old man that my birth age indicates. Then
again, everyone in my family has always looked young for their age.
When I was first in the Air Force, I was always accused of being
someone’s kid brother playing dress-up. My height and mature voice
helped, but it was a royal pain. Someone being sociable would label
it inconvenient.

However, to get back on track, as John told
me, what we do is we publicly investigate everything under the
guise of reporting for BS&M. Then we, by
publishing BS&M, tell the whole truth about
all this weird stuff, but in such a way as to make the unbelievable
even more so. John has been doing exactly this for 35 years, with
the use of sensationalism and cheap rag type paper for the
publication.

In fact, our government security clearance is
so high that the rest of the government does not know about us.
Yet, John has access to the latest spy photos and all the most
classified reports for use in publishing the stories. He got me
from a homeless con artist (who just happened to have squatted in a
crashed airplane for 30 years, I don’t buy that one either) to
honorable retirement from the Air Force with a full retirement
pension in place. Yes, I had Deja vu to the day I signed my
contract with ROTC.

John is a man that if you like to keep your
money, you do not want to play poker against. John has everyone
convinced that I was abducted to explain my missing time.
Therefore, everyone wants to tell me his or her strangest stories
and theories. I guess they all figure since my account with John’s
addition of UFO abduction is so weird, everyone assumes that I
automatically believe in all the UFO and paranormal mumbo jumbo.
Once again, let’s say my first days were of an interesting nature,
some of which I am about to tell you.

First, John has a twisted sense of humor.
This means one day we will be friends, or I will have to kill him.
He claims to be family, some distant relation to my mother, that he
doesn’t exactly remember, except that it exists. He insists that I
tell people he is my long lost distant uncle once removed or some
such thing. The only thing I can see we have in common physically
is gray-colored eyes and an appetite for lots of food.

Nevertheless, since he did get me off the
express train to the psycho ward, who am I to complain? I am pretty
sure if I spent too much time in that soul-draining bureaucratic
building for much longer, I would have “accidentally”
overdosed my medications as too many other victims of that place
have. The institutional soothing lime green paint job is a crime
against humanity, nature, and art.

That is until he introduced me to Roberta.
John had the head of the Advertising department “adopt” me
and show me the ropes in San Francisco. Now, you need to understand
my experiences and understanding of how life is from 1965 and not
in California. I am sure that Roberta is an outstanding
salesperson. Amazingly, the magazine is solvent, which is dependent
on advertising sales. The cost of a subscription that is charged
barely covers postage and handling. Apparently, the secret budget
doesn’t cover the cover story. Bureaucrats lose interest if there
isn’t any money involved. The Freedom of Information Act cannot
reveal what isn’t there.

You need to picture this scene. John has just
finished explaining how Bizarre Strange &
Magical operates in its government front organization role. How
we are the only two (I suspect there is more) at BS&M, who know the complete story. Why am I so
trusted so fast is an unsettling mystery to me, except I have seen
the classified materials. I have a good idea of their source and am
very sure none of the others in this nuthouse that calls itself a
publication is going to be trusted with the address to a government
building much less a real government secret. That as soon as it can
be arranged, I am to be set up with a place to live, and a quick
tour of what the home office does, and then out to the field to do
my job, whatever that really is.

This is a lot to swallow, especially since I
have only been out of a hospital for about twelve hours or so, most
of which have been spent traveling to San Francisco from the
military hospital. John is going to have Roberta organize my living
situation. Roberta is an organizational genius whose special
talents at selling gives us a totally free hand since BS&M does not come out of any governmental budgets.
As I have said before, BS&M exists for the
real purpose of discrediting UFO and Psychic phenomenon by telling
the exact truth in such a way that nobody takes it seriously.

Now enter Roberta onto the scene. The office
door opens, and in “walks” Roberta, a six-foot-two-inch
tall, black transvestite, who used to be a male drug whore. I
almost jumped out of John’s ninth-story office window when Roberta
entered the room. Flew into the room, like a fairy on speed, would
be more like it. He/She/It, whatever, is dressed in a, “I am out
for a night of partying dress”, stiletto heels, and a push-up
bra. Roberta weighs in with a set of double-D's or better for cup
size. Okay, I was friendly with the colored soldiers in Vietnam.
Growing up in Vegas, I did not know many, much less have any
problem with those of color. Being different from me made me
nervous about them, but I could say the same for the Orientals.
This over the top faggot thing is going to put my poker face to the
test.

Here I am sworn to secrecy, and I come from
an age and time when that means something. There is a huge gap in
my life, and my only tie to this strange New World is John. Who
just placed me in the care of this person, Roberta, who the last
time I walked around free in my neck of the woods in 1965, would
have had a net thrown over him and put into a mental hospital. In
some parts of the country, the good ol’ boys would have
beaten him half to death and called it thump therapy, and
the audience would have graded the beating or hung him as a strange
fruit from a tree. While this would not have been right, it is what
would have happened. My read on things is that modern San Francisco
is somewhat more liberal and accepting of unusual people.

As I heard the words, “Oh, Honey, John has
told me what happened to you in the War, and am I going to take
care of your every need and desire.” Thinking that this is a test,
I managed not to jump out the window from sheer fright.

I manage to croak out, “Great; that will be
wonderful.”

Roberta said with a seductive tone, “Don’t
worry, Honey child, I know exactly what you need, and we will find
someone for that little problem too. First, we need to get you your
own place.” Seeing the fire in her eyes, I witnessed the hidden
power that bubbled inside her and understood the reason why John
pulled Roberta off the street as a male prostitute supporting a
drug habit. Beneath all that fluff, makeup, and come get me
dress was a formidable presence. I am sure that Roberta never
left an extra penny on the business table at the conclusion of a
deal. I am also sure Roberta knows all the secrets in everyone’s
closet. I then watched this organizational genius pull out maps to
the city showing me where everything is in relation to the place
that “she” and John have picked out. I am getting the apartment
next door to Roberta. From my point of view, it is a less than
perfect arrangement. However, since I have no idea how to use a
credit card, a microwave, or program a VCR my options are limited
in this new lifestyle or to the window. The window and its
nine-story drop is starting to look really good.

P.S. When I saw BS&M’s
announcement in the next issue, complete with my MIA status and how
the Government denies that aliens were involved in my missing time,
I then realized that I should have jumped.

Dear Journal: I have
an apartment.

Journal you need to understand, six weeks
ago, or so in my mind, I was flying a cargo plane in and out of
Vietnam. Then I woke up to find myself enjoying the tender mercies
of the military medical system, and now I am thrust into the heart
of the Gay Quarter of San Francisco 30 years in my future I find
myself traveling with a six-foot-plus tall MAN in a dress,
who is telling me how if Indiana had royalty, he would be The
Queen. John had assured me that he was getting me a private
place, where nobody would ever suspect that a government agent
lives. It seems this whole area of town is very good at keeping
secrets.

As I watch Roberta work the street, I began
to see the subtle genius that John worked with my cover story and
my life. Roberta told everyone the truth that I was a Vet who was
MIA for a long time, and I cannot talk about it. That I now work
for BS&M, whom the government officially
denies reports anything like truth and publicly ridicules whenever
they can. Therefore, everyone needs to watch out for me. Because we
all know what it is like to be on the Government’s unofficial list
of things best forgotten, and we all need to look out for each
other. Roberta must carry a great deal of referent authority
because, in an
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