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Chapter One

This is my story. I am sitting in my living
room as I write this. It is quiet but my thoughts are jumping back
and forth. You can accept this account as fact or fiction but it
doesn’t matter to me. This is the way I’m putting it down because
this is the way I have to tell it. I don’t remember much about my
life before it happened except that it seems normal now. It was
probably something like yours. I didn’t believe just like many of
you don’t. Maybe that’s good in a way and maybe it’s not. If
nothing happens it’s great but if something bizarre happens—believe
me, you just aren’t going to be ready for it.

My advice to you, for what it’s worth, is to
not accept the world about you the way it seems. Always leave your
mind open to the possibility, however absurd it may seem to you,
that there are things we have not yet experienced, things that we
cannot yet see, hear or feel, that seem unexplainable and illogical
to us humans, yet they do exist.

Some say that we each have a
doppelganger--another being, an exact double of ourselves that
lives in a world just like ours in another dimension, and each
lives a similar but not exact life. Maybe I’m my own doppelganger
and the other me still lives and exists the way it was before it
happened. If that is so, I wish him a happy and fruitful life, even
without having experienced what I have.

As for me, whoever I am and whatever
dimension I live in, I cannot go back to the way it was, and I now
accept the concept that this is the direction my life was supposed
to go, at least in this dimension.

I will begin this account by saying that
everything seemed normal to me before. I had a great life and
thought I had a great job. Everything seemed normal--until that
night. I had gotten home late from my grandmother’s house after I
had helped her paint the spare bedroom. I had done most of the
paint work. She had done most of the supervising part of the
job.

I was pleased with the way the room had
turned out. Of course, I guess the supervisor had a lot to do with
it, always pointing out spots I had missed and just how to paint
the wood trim so the paint saturated the intricate crevices. My
breaks consisted of getting something to drink and some chips and
then heading for the living room for a few moments to stare at that
picture on my grandmother’s wall, as I had many times before.

I always seemed to gravitate there since she
had pulled it out of her attic and hung it up a while back. It was
that picture of a high school homecoming event in her school’s
gymnasium back in the 1950s that fascinated me so much. I was drawn
to it like a magnet to a steel door--not because it was a relic of
the nostalgic 1950s, but rather because of her…

Exhausted from the day’s work, I brushed my
teeth and went to bed. That picture was still on my mind when I hit
the bed and went to sleep. Yes I guess it was a typical night,
falling asleep in my bedroom after a long day, as I always did. The
trouble was—I didn’t wake up there.


Chapter Two

You know that feeling when you’re having a
dream, and you know you’re dreaming. You’re somewhere suddenly,
running, or falling, or just talking to someone you don’t even
know, but you know you’re dreaming and you’re going to wake up—well
that’s what it seemed like at first.

I just remember dreaming that I was
somewhere, a gray room of some sort without defined
characteristics, a blurry undefined representation, and I was
sitting on something, feeling confused, a feeling that I had to do
something or I had done something that had irritated me. I felt
prickly burning sensations all over my body and my mind was foggy,
unable to focus on any specific thought. Instead, other images
began flashing through my mind and I was bouncing from one to the
other.

Blurry lights pierced through the foggy gray
environment but they too were undefined. My mind drifted deeper
into those images dancing around my head until they slowly stopped
dancing and I was able to focus on one—an image of my bedroom
flooded with blue light and people or figures of some sort hovering
around me. The figures stepped closer and I saw what they were—they
were not people—they were slender beings or creatures walking
upright defined by their large dark shiny opaque eyes. I knew what
they were now and instinctively knew why they were there. They were
the grays people talk about and report seeing to unbelieving ears.
I was being abducted by these beings—the aliens.

And just as I saw them reach out for me, my
mind’s eye quickly shifted to another image. The same grays were
there once again and I was still lying down but not in my bed. I
was strapped down on an examination table surrounded by these gray
beings and I was struggling to free myself, but it was futile. I
could neither move nor speak.

I realized that they had temporarily
paralyzed me and were conducting an examination of me. One gray
stood out from the others. He was nearby and appeared to be
observing and instructing the others, guiding them in their probing
and examination, They did not speak to each other but rather
communicated telepathically somehow. It is best not to describe the
procedures they were performing. Let me say that their instruments
were quite probing. I watched unable to stop them. I could only
watch astonished. They were intent on what they were doing, as if
the human anatomy and brain structure were unique, highly prized,
and to be studied carefully and precisely for what they would
reveal about the species to alien visitors who had penetrated
through the stars on a mission of discovery.

Other tables were in the examination area
but I was the only occupant of any of them. In my dream-like state,
straining to watch them probe meticulously and struggling to move,
I passed out from the effort. When I finally awoke, the leader was
gone and they had finished with me. Two of the grays unfastened the
metallic straps holding me down and released me. I groggily pulled
myself off the table and almost lost my balance but the same two
grays grabbed hold of me. I remember they then escorted me out of
the room but the image faded as I saw myself being escorted out and
I faded back into that foggy gray environment I had been staring
into with the blurry colored lights penetrating it. Slowly though,
everything came into focus and I knew where I was.


Chapter Three

It was all clear now. The revelation was
complete. All the pieces had been put together for me, the puzzle
had been solved and I was truly there in the midst of it. I would
not awaken—because I now knew that I was not dreaming. Still in my
pajamas, I sat in a recessed area of an otherwise circular shaped
dimly lit control room, amidst flashing colored lights on
futuristic instrumentation and visualization screens with a crew of
gray aliens operating them—I was inside a UFO.

I, Brad Anderson, the lead programmer at a
small software development firm, was unbelievably a victim of an
abduction. Reality had embraced me.

And to punctuate it all--the lead gray I had
seen in the examination room, sat across from me on what resembled
a silver futuristic mushroom-like pedestal as I sat on a similar
one--beings from different worlds now only separated by a few feet
as they observed each other.

I felt no emotional bonds of imprisonment as
I sat in front of him, his large shiny black eyes looking straight
at me. We confronted each other as if I were a guest and he the
host. But I suffered under no illusion—I was his prisoner.

He sat motionless for several moments before
he moved his right extremity, which I noticed was grasping some
sort of brightly polished small silver disc attached to a
metallic-like loop of ribbon. He placed the loop of ribbon over his
head and around his neck, and then positioned the disc at the end
of it, in front of him. The gray then majestically waved one of his
arm-like extremities over the disc and I heard several quick beeps
emanate from the disc and instinctively I knew he had activated it,
whatever it was.

Seconds later, a voice came from the disc,
albeit mechanical, it was intelligent. It was his mind speaking
through the disc, which was apparently some sort of translator. “I
trust you will find this device compatible with your species’
primitive method of communications,” he said.

I at first flinched at the mechanical sound
of the voice. “Yes, I can understand you,” I said, still trying to
grasp hold of the situation I was in.

Noticing my flinch, he waived his hand over
the disc and when he spoke again the voice sounded more human-like,
in fact, it was almost human. He continued speaking through the
disc although his facial expression did not change. He had those
two large black eyes, a tiny nose and an impression where a human’s
mouth would be–features which have appeared in many drawings of
these beings from descriptions of those who have seen them. “I
trust my adjustment meets your standards. I am Craton, the
commander of this ship,” he said.

I squirmed in my seat, a result of the
queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach at the thought that I was
actually talking to one of these creatures. For a moment, his
adjustments which had made him sound almost human quickly flickered
an emotion in my mind, a felling that I was actually speaking to
another human being, but it quickly faded. “I didn’t know you
communicated with humans,” I managed to say in a whisper-like voice
that managed to eke itself out of my still shaken body. “To tell
the truth, I didn’t even think you…….people……really existed.”

“Then it appears it will be necessary for
you to modify your initial analysis and conclusion then, will it
not?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered out again astonished at
the human-like logic. I cleared my throat. “Why have you brought me
here?” I asked in a stronger voice that was recovering from its
shocked state.

“You were transported here, for we seek
knowledge of your species. You will be returned unharmed.”

I looked around momentarily. “And exactly
where is here. Where are we?”

“Our craft is maintaining a position high
above your earth’s atmosphere but our shields cloak our craft from
all means your species have to detect our position.”

“You mean for all intents and purposes you’re
invisible.” I was beginning to feel inquisitive now, no doubt from
a slight feeling of comfort brought on by this being’s logic and
manner. “Is that why our Air Force cannot find you when they chase
you? They of course don’t admit you officially exist but
unofficially, they chase you when you’re sighted.”

“That is correct. Your people are persistent
in their desire to pursue us but the technology in your vehicles is
primitive and these attempts are unreasonable and cannot be
successful. We do not feel any confrontation would be in our
interests, and so are craft remain evasive in all such
encounters.”

“But you do approach us when you want to. I’ve heard
of abductions but never thought these things really happened to
people. Why do you interfere with our lives? You’re taking people
from their homes just to poke at them with needles and strange
instruments. Where do you come from?…….When will you take me
back?”

“I cannot answer your first two inquires as
you would like. Let us just say we are curious about your world” he
emphasized the word curious, “ and we have journeyed from
far away. Regarding your final inquiry, there will be a slight
delay in your return.” He hesitated for a moment before continuing.
“During our examination of you we discovered a most interesting
anomaly in your thought sectors.”

I was still feeling a bit apprehensive but
also annoyed at the thought that I had been probed and analyzed.
“Thought sectors? I don’t understand what that means.”

“Then let me be clearer. We are able to
analyze your total life force during our examinations. Our methods
are beyond your comprehension. We view every being as a life force.
In your terms—body and mind. The mind of your species is of
particular interest to us.”

I interrupted. “You analyze how I think
don’t you? And what I think about. And my emotions. We’re just one
big experiment to you aren’t we?”

“Your analysis is primitive. We investigate
other planets. To accomplish that we must understand their
inhabitants thoroughly.”

“It’s that simple is it?”

“That term implies a lack of discipline and
application of knowledge. Simple as you term it, it is not. However
it is necessary.”

“But why?”

“Survival. All species seek to survive but
no species survives without discipline and perseverance. We have
survived and advanced far beyond other civilizations through
discipline, perseverance and the search for knowledge.”

“Obviously, you have survived and are quite
advanced. And in your search for knowledge and your analysis, what
have you discovered about me?”

“You, Mr. Anderson are quite typical of your
species.”

“Really, how interesting.”

“Yes. Your patterns of assembling thoughts
and acting upon them are typical for your species, however, we have
discovered you have a certain unusual fascination with what you
humans perceive as a prior period in what you believe is a timeline
sequence.”

“I still don’t understand what that means.
What timeline sequence?”

“In your terms, you have a fascination with
a prior period of your earth years.”

I raised an eyebrow as I thought that maybe
I was beginning to understand what he was talking about. “You mean
I like history? So, what about it?”

“Ah yes history–your term for the study of
previous periods. No, that is not exactly to which I refer.”

“Then what do you mean?”

“You have an unnatural desire for
yourself to be transported back to this previous
period. We found that quite fascinating.”

Now I knew what he was getting at, but I didn’t let
on. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Craton tilted his head slightly downward as
if he were concentrating on something he was hearing. Then he
looked back up at me. “I detect you are attempting to block your
thoughts. Your response is not unexpected. Despite your concealment
methods, I detect that you are aware of what has fascinated
us.”

My jaw twitched slightly, knowing I hadn’t
concealed my thoughts. I decided to confront him directly.
“Apparently you mean I want to go back to the 1950’s don’t
you?”

“Yes that is what interests us––your
fascination for that particular designation you use for a prior
sequence in your earth’s activities. We have never encountered a
human with such a desire to be transported to another sector such
as you.”

My annoyance was overtaking my apprehension.
“Excuse me….ah……

“I am Craton.” He said affirmatively.

My voice had completely regained itself, as
I felt more comfortable in confronting him. After all, he could
have disintegrated me or something by now if he had wanted to.
“Yes, I understand who you are. Excuse me…..Craton….. but I can’t
be the only one who’s wanted to go back in time.”

“Perhaps not, but you are the first we have
encountered with such a strong and shall we say, unusually strong
desire, and we found this quite interesting.”

Craton rose and stared at me for a moment.
He was slender, grayish/green in color, about 5 feet 7 inches tall.
He turned to walk toward a large visualization screen about 15 feet
in front of us, with a graceful fluid motion. Thin extremities like
human arms and legs were attached to his slender figure. Hands
which had long appendages for fingers and feet with similar long
appendages for toes completed the gray’s alien appearance.

Craton stopped just in front of the screen,
which showed a view of outer space and stars but there was no
reference point for me to determine where I was. I could not see
earth but I could tell that we did not appear to be moving just as
he had stated. Craton studied the view for several moments before
turning back to me. “Your particular desire is quite specific, and
we have noted an unusual element to it, and we feel we need to
investigate it further. It is unusual, however……”

He seemed to be getting at something.
“However what?”

He turned back toward me slowly. “However,
not beyond realization.”

“What’s that mean?”

“We are in a position, to put it in your
terms, transport you back to that period.”

A half smile came across my face. “Are you
telling me you can grant this unusual, as you put it, wish
of mine?”

“Another earthly term–wish. The term seems
so fragile and weak, a term without firm conviction dependant upon
unknown forces for accomplishment. We do not engage in wishes. We
achieve our purposes with methods similar to your concepts of
mathematics and logic, except they are much more advanced.

“All right then, are you saying you have a
time machine?”

“You use another earthly term Mr. Anderson.
Your definitions of time have no meaning to us.”

“Why not?”

“Time as you refer to it is one. There are
separations of dimensions and sectors but time is one. Your linear
concept of time does not exist.”

“I don’t understand.”

“No you would not. That period you desire to
visit exists as we communicate to each other now. All time is
one.”

“Are you saying there’s a parallel period
somewhere that exists now?”

“It is more complex than that, but that is
an approximate definition in your terms.”

“And I can go there?”

“He gracefully lifted his right extremity
and swept it across his body. This craft has capabilities beyond
your comprehension Mr. Anderson. It will transport you there if you
and I agree upon it--and the terms.”

“Where exactly will you transport me?”

“You have a certain image which resides in
your brain sectors. It is to that image where you will be
taken.”

“Do you mean a picture of something I have
in my mind?”

“Yes, you will reach that destination.”

“Well I’m quite impressed. But may I ask why
you want to do that for a human?”

“He walked back to his pedestal seat and
again sat down across from me “Let us say that we wish to observe
what transpires. As I have stated, we seek knowledge and have an
interest in the matter. You wish to visit what you call a prior
time sequence for you’re a specific purpose, do you not? Should
that not be all that is of importance to you?”

“Yes I do want to go back there. The thought
is fascinating but I don’t belong there. Aren’t you afraid I will
change something there and disrupt the period somehow?”

“That will not happen.”

“How do you know?”

“Because we will not allow it. We will
monitor all your actions. Minute changes that will not alter the
evolution of your species will not bother us, but of course
anything extreme….”

“And?”

“We would immediately……terminate the
project.”

“You mean you would kill me.”

“You may apply your own interpretation as
you wish. We are a peaceful species but we do what must be
done.”

I rubbed my chin as I considered whatever
termination meant to him, but I was also curious to know how
advanced his knowledge really was. “I see. Tell me, do you also
know why I want to go back there?”

“Our examination was thorough. We are aware
of what attracts you back to that sequence sector. We were able to
extract that image I referred to, and identify it.”

“And what is it?”

“A large space filled with other members of
your species exists there.”

For a moment I thought it had gotten passed
him and he wasn’t quite as advanced as he was trying to convey.
“Members of my species in a large space—and that’s it?”

“As I have stated, it is a large space
filled with other members of your species—but there is one that you
seek in particular, Mr. Anderson. A female of your species.”

I almost flipped off my pedestal but kept my
cool. “Really?”

“Yes. A female you have never met because
her existence precedes your own. You wish to be transported to a
point where the female exists--58 of your earth years prior to your
own existence, to encounter her. That desire fascinates us.”

I was both surprised at excited by his
knowledge. “Your powers are impressive. Do you know why I want to
meet her?”

“Her image vividly occupies your brain
sectors. We don’t quite understand why, however. The human brain
works in uncertain and unpredictable patterns we have discovered
during our examinations. We can only probe so far into its
functioning.”

“But you said you were so advanced,” I
quipped.

“There is always more knowledge to be
gained. Perhaps you can enlighten our investigation in some
manner.”

“You want to know why I want to meet
her?”

“Precisely. Perhaps you can tell me why this
female–I believe she is called Amanda–has this attraction for
you.”

I was suddenly pleasantly shaken upon
hearing the name. “Amanda? Is that her name?”

“Yes, that is the correct identification of
the female. Amanda Johnson to be more precise in human
identification terms.”

I liked it and repeated it. “Amanda Johnson.
Now she had a name.”

“You humans can act in peculiar ways. You do
not even know the female’s name identification but yet she appears
in all your brain sector patterns so consistently. Why?”

I looked down for several moments trying to
gather my thoughts before I looked back up into those emotionless
black eyes. “I don’t know actually. That’s just the way us humans
are I guess.”

“You do not know. That does not seem
logical, even for your species.”

“No it’s not. But I don’t know. And you are
right, she occupies my brain sectors—or to put as we humans do, she
haunts me.”

“But, of course, you were not originated
with this element in your brain sectors.”

I sighed. “Hardly. I guess you can say it
all started about a year ago or however you gauge time or whatever
you call it in your world. But you probably know that too.”

“Yes we are aware of how you identify your
time separations. Please continue Mr. Anderson.”

“Right. I kind of thought you were. Anyway,
about a year ago I went over to my grandmother’s house to fix a
faucet for her. I remember after I was finished I went into the
living room—that’s a room where us humans spend a lot our time--and
I saw a new picture on the wall. Turns out she had recently gone
into the attic and found some things from her high school days and
one of them was this framed old color photo from a high school
homecoming dance.”

“This homecoming dance is some sort of
ceremony I assume.”

“Yeah, I guess you could put it that
way.”

“And this artifact on the wall is an image
of the ceremony.”

“Right, it was a picture of my grandmother
and her date and some of the other students and teachers.”

“But these artifacts of ceremonies are not
unusual for your species.” The gray added.

“No, they’re not unusual, and some of them
can be boring. I mean they’re not very interesting.”

“But you found this artifact interesting to
you.”

“Yes it was. In fact every time I went over
to my grandmother’s house I would almost spend more time looking at
the picture than I would with my grandmother. It got to the point
that I would go over to her house just to look at the picture and
not much else.”

“Because this female Amanda was in this
image.”

“That’s right.”

The gray nodded slowly just like a human
would do. “Interesting. Continue.”

“There were some other students around my
grandmother, laughing and dancing but this one girl stood out. She
had dark hair, a slender figure and she was wearing a blue chiffon
dress. I asked my grandmother who she was but she said she didn’t
remember. She said it was so long ago her memory had faded. Said it
must have been a teacher or some visitor.”

“And what was it you found fascinating about
this female–perhaps her attire fascinated you?”

I smiled at the comment. “Nice dress, but
hardly. There was just something about her that drew me to her.
Some sort of attraction, but it felt peculiar because the picture
was over fifty years old. I didn’t know how I could be attracted to
someone in a picture that was fifty years old. I could not accept
the fact that it was from the 50s. Somehow in my mind I made the
picture current, as if it were taken a few days ago, so it wouldn’t
feel so bizarre.”

“But even reality does have its place in
your species’ society.”

“That’s true. I had to face the fact that it
was taken back in time. Some days I just wanted to be able to jump
into the picture and be there with her. I wished so hard that I had
the power to do that but I knew I didn’t.”

“No you do not have that ability--but we
do.”

“I still don’t get it. This isn’t some sort
of phony hologram you’re going to project me into is it?”

“Hologram? No, Mr. Anderson, I can assure
you that the female Amanda and all around her will be real.”

“That’s amazing. I still don’t understand
why you want to do this.”

“Let us say we have a certain interest in
the matter. Your only concern is with your mental preparation for
the journey into that sector interval and your encounter with the
female Amanda.”

I shook my head. “Guess you’re just a space
traveler that likes granting wishes then. But how do you do it?
It’s bizarre. I’m thinking that I’m dreaming. This whole thing is
like a dream and I need to wake up.”

“I can assure you that reality has not
abandoned you. Tell me, Mr. Anderson, what is your objective in
this journey into the female’s sector interval.

I scratched my head. “You know Craton, I’d
wish you’d just refer to it like us humans do, as going back in
time, because I just don’t understand all this time is one and
interval sector stuff?’

“Very well Mr. Anderson, “What is your
objective in going back in time to meet the Amanda female?’

“I don’t know. I just want to meet her. I
want to see her move and talk and all the other things that a
pretty girl does.”

“And then?”

“I don’t know the answer to that.”

“Perhaps you will WISH for an answer once
you arrive in that time period.”

“Perhaps. There’s nothing wrong with wishing. It’s
what keeps a lot of us humans going.”

He rose slowly from his pedestal. “Your
desire will be fulfilled but there will be restrictions.”

“What kind of restrictions?”

“I will convey them to you before you begin
the approach to your destination point with the female. Come, it is
time for you to begin your journey.”

I rose also. “Just like that?”

“Yes.”

“But I’m dressed in my pajamas.”

“Be patient Mr. Anderson. You will be
provided with proper human attire for the encounter. We must go
now. Our society does not hesitate in conducting matters. Your
journey will commence immediately.”

“Well there’s no use in wasting time,” I
said sarcastically. “Tell me, are you coming with me or am I to be
trusted alone?”

“You will not be alone. I will be observing
and I will be with you to provide direction when necessary. I will
assist you and provide instructions after you penetrate the
interval sector.”

“Damn, there you go again.”

“As you wish, Mr. Anderson. I will assist
you and provide instructions, after you travel back in time.”

“Okay. How do we go back there?”

“Your species is delicate and you will be
required to enter our transportation chamber which will protect
your life force’s molecular penetration into that sector interval,
or time period, as you prefer. I will be able to transport myself
by other means. Now you will accompany me to the transportation
chamber.”

Craton led the way. With the wave of his
right hand, a door in the wall slid open and we walked through the
opening down a tunnel-like corridor into a small room with metallic
walls. At the center of the room was a red glowing panel on the
floor approximately four feet square. Another gray stood motionless
by a gold colored oval shaped control pod on one wall. Craton
instructed me to stand in the middle of a purple rectangular mark
embedded in the glowing panel.

As I took my place on the mark, a thought
came to my mind. “Wait,” I said. “What’s the date? What’s the day
I’m going back to?”

“Craton stood just outside the mark as he
addressed me. “In your terms, it will be September 14, 1956. It
will be 7 p.m. earth time. I will join you there. Are you prepared
now?”

“I don’t know if I’m prepared, but I’m
ready.”

With my response, Craton took a few steps
back and then looked toward the other alien, apparently
communicating telepathically. The other alien immediately pushed a
control on the pod and as soon as he did, what appeared to be a
bluish transparent rectangular chamber descended from above and
dropped directly over me and the glowing panel. As it came to rest
on the glowing panel a white mist filled the chamber and Craton and
the room gradually disappeared from view.

For a few moments it felt as if I had been
drinking—a giddy happy feeling. My body felt weak and my head was
spinning. A dream-like state overtook me, a feeling that I was
flying inside a white cloud. After a few moments I had no sensation
of my body, only one of flight through a white cloud.”

I was in a euphoric state. Several minutes
of pure bliss seemed to pass when I heard Craton’s voice in the
distance pierce through that cloud. “Your request for a journey to
your earth year of 1956 is in progress. You are now penetrating
that sector interval.”

My euphoric state melted into one of a
strange awareness that I had moved a great distance like a bullet
fired from a gun, in such a short period of time. I felt all the
sensations returning to my body. The white cloud turned into the
white mist again and it slowly dissolved until I could see through
the remaining white haze that I was standing freely in some sort of
large dimly lit glass room filled with large objects. As the mist
completely disappeared I could see the objects were cars. There was
no one there except me.

Just as I was starting to focus, what seemed
like a shimmering sheet of colorful plasma appeared next to me and
a moment later it turned into Craton. “You have arrived,” he said.
“It appears that our transporter has protected you well during your
journey.”

“We’re back in 1956?” I blurted out.

“September 14, 1956 at 7 p.m. earth time to
be precise.”


Chapter Four

I looked around me and suddenly realized
where we could be. “If I didn’t know better I’d say we’re standing
in a car showroom.” I said. I scanned the room quickly again. “We
are. Look at these old cars--I mean new cars.” There was a neon
sign on one of the walls that read ‘Simpson Chevrolet.’

“Your analysis is correct. You will need
human vehicular conveyance for your approach to your destination so
your arrival will be unnoticed by the other humans. Our research
indicates that a vehicle from this establishment’s inventory will
suffice,” Craton said matter-of-factly.

“Are you telling me we’re going to take one
of these cars?” I asked surprised.

“Your plural reference is incorrect. I will
not need one of these machines for conveyance but you will. You may
select one and only one. The records of this vehicular commissary
will be adjusted and proper monetary compensation will be made to
Mr. Simpson. Shall I select one for you?”

“Oh my God. Hell no. Let me select one.”

“As you wish.”

The showroom was filled with 1956 models and
the new 1957 models, which had just been delivered. A brand new
1957 Chevrolet Bel Air yellow convertible with white top
immediately caught my attention. “How about that one?” I barked
out.

Craton looked the car over as if inspecting
a new human specimen, then put his hands up to the side of his head
as if in deep thought. “Our knowledge repositories indicate this
vehicle will be desired by many humans and may be noticed as you
arrive. Is it still your desire to acquire this machine?”

“I think you mean it’s a head turner and the
answer is yes, you bet.”

“Very well, it is done.” Craton pointed one
of the long thin appendages of his right hand at a door to an
office off the showroom floor. The door immediately swung open and
an envelope floated out the door and across the room into his hand.
I had seen this done on science fiction stories on TV but it was a
shocker watching it done in real life. “I believe you will need
these to operate this machine.” He handed me the envelope. I just
didn’t believe what I had just seen. I looked back at the open
office door where the envelope had floated from and then at the
envelope.

“Open the rectangular container please,” he
said.

I opened the envelope. Inside were keys,
tags and registration.”

“That’s incredible,” I said. How did you do
that?”

“Your interest is admirable however our time
for preparation is not infinite so I will offer only a brief
enlightenment of the subject. I have been linked to my craft’s
intelligence modules since I arrived. My craft had previously
placed a force field around the perimeter of this vehicular
commissary which I now control. The perimeter and its contents are
now linked to and under control of my craft under my direction. We
exercise mind control over all life forces around the perimeter. No
other life force will pass into the perimeter while we occupy and
control it.

“The event you witnessed had previously been
processed through our intelligence modules and awaited only your
final selection of the vehicle for completion. “I will demonstrate
further.” He put his hands up and out in front of him and almost
immediately another shimmering plasma sheet appeared. When it
dissolved, the floor over which it had appeared was covered with a
tuxedo, undergarments, shoes and socks. “This will be your attire
for the evening,” he continued. “I believe our knowledge
repositories have replicated the appropriate attire.”

His demonstration was impressive. I was
almost speechless. “Yes I think these will do quite well and I
definitely won’t ask you again about how you do things. And I
definitely won’t ask you how you did the levitation trick.
Obviously you can do almost anything you want.”

“Our society is advanced but it never ceases
to acquire further knowledge.”

“I get it.”

“Now prepare the vehicle and yourself. You
must reach your destination by 8 p.m. earth time.”

“You sound like my mother.”

“I do not understand. I have adjusted the
translator frequencies to emulate a male of your species. Shall I
make further adjustments?”

“No! Don’t do that. I’m getting used to that
voice. It reminds me of my uncle Lou. I meant you said something
that my mother would say.”
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