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    Dedicated to the many inspiring humans and Galactic Federation hopefuls that humanity will reach L-1 and shift to New Earth peace, prosperity and abundance for all. 

      

    




A high vibration starburst exploded in the silence of the cosmos near planet Earth, signaling the Pleiadian Ambassador Ship’s emergence from its interdimensional jump through time and space. 

Switching to anti-gravity power, they entered Earth’s atmosphere. At 2600 km, the ship intercepted a secret, urgent transmission from one of Earth’s new encrypted quantum satellites.  

The three adept White Council advisors, sensing ill news, awaited briefing in the ship’s conference room, reading the Akashic field while filling the room with white light energy. Councilors Lapetus and Clymene huddled together. Councilor Chairman sat stoically at the head of the conference table. At last, the Pleiadian Ambassador appeared in the doorway, unnerved.  

“Earth’s cabal, the New World Order, self-appointed exclusive authority for non-terrestrial relations on behalf of humanity, is planning to ‘false flag’ a nuclear war in Korea unless we make our deal exclusively with them. This was a remote possibility. I need your help to review the plan.” 

“It is not our way to negotiate with terrorists.” Clymene admonished.

“We’ll disable their weapons like always.” Lapetus threw up his hands.

“This needn’t go on forever.” the Ambassador said. “A trade deal with one powerful democracy we can trust would discontinue nuclear and fossil fuels and the Zero Point Energy technology we give Earth to replace it will spark –“

“A golden age of prosperity and peace. It’s become a cliché.” Lapetus frowned. “The computer age we gave them was going to end nuclear weapons after WWII. Instead they turned nuclear power into an energy industry which proliferated over the planet.”

Clymene added, “It’s true. Wireless radio and TV were meant to encourage sharing of culture and generate empathy, satellites and cellular phones to inspire them to explore their developing telepathic abilities-” 

“And the internet was to make them aware of the Akashic field, how to seek answers.” Lapetus continued.

The Ambassador interjected. “To a degree it worked. Humanity is shifting-”

“It’s that hoarder Reptilian mentality.” Lapetus complained.

“Mind the bigotry, Councilor.” Chairman warned. “Our newest ally, this first female President of America, to what degree can we count on her influence on the rest?” 

“Transparency would fix some problems.” Clymene nodded maternally.

Councilor Chairman sighed. “And cause countless others. You’re an excellent multidimensional engineer, Ambassador, but it is not for us to judge their readiness for change. They must face their society’s inner conflict on their own. We can’t smother their potential with dependence-“

“... or risk them catapulting nuclear debris through the cosmos.” Lapetus complained. 

“Don’t we ultimately desire interdependence? Perhaps a little exhibition of our own culture could be key to their evolution, a vision of their own future.” Clymene suggested. 

“I know their history. They think they grow through conflict. This...” He slapped the paper printout of the encrypted message. “...will serve to focus them. Inspire them to develop their potential.”  

They were interrupted by an explosion which shook the room and knocked its occupants to their knees. The general alarm rang out.  

The Ambassador punched the intercom to the engineering deck. “What was that?” he demanded. Sounds of men shouting and running, fire extinguishers deploying, and glass exploding came over the intercom. 

“Struck by an unseen force,” a technician shouted back. “Lost starboard anti-gravity engine and the Earthbound ZPE technology. I’m sorry Ambassador.” 

“We lost Bessie?” The Ambassador gripped the conference table while he punched the intercom again. “Navigator, how far were we knocked off course?”

“Target time and space co-ordinates at point of impact: 60 Earth minutes to Convergence Point at surface antigravity speed – Washington, DC.  July 27, 2017, Earth.” 

“Then exactly where are we?”

The clicking of buttons echoed through the intercom. “Cactus City, Arizona.” 

“Recover the engine. Make the repairs.” The Chairman advised.  

The Ambassador suggested. “Someone must go to the surface for Bessie. Recruit neutral assets for the Earthbound ZPE technology.”

The Chairman frowned and nodded.

*
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The internet showed a fireball blasting through the night sky, disappearing behind a stone embankment. UFOlogist Dr. Joy Loveluck sped towards the crash in an old Mustang convertible that she converted to electric with a kit she bought on E-bay. Her blonde hair tangled in the wind, whipping her sunburned skin and blowing a chill though her muslin blouse. A bevy of hysterical MUFON Club graduate students hollered encouragement over her iPhone.

Joy reached into the back and switched on the outdated GPS heat signature locator, radiation detector, and infrared digital recorder she borrowed from her mentor. Suddenly her iPhone lost its signal. To the music of beeping electronics, and rubber spitting gravel, she bounced directionless through the darkness. 

She sighed. 

Concrete evidence of the otherworldly out there in the dark might save her financially strapped department. Maybe even win her mentor, Dr. Schuzler, the Nobel Prize he yearned for. She hadn’t the room to haul away much, but she was going to get what she could, even if she had to risk life, limb and undercarriage to bring that rare knowledge to the world.

A herd of Criolla desert cattle had charged a fence and wandered into the road, blocking her progress. Joy drove off road slowly, feeling the wheels sink treacherously into sand and gravel until she thought she saw a thin column of smoke.

She positioned her equipment and approached. Peering over a rocky crevice, she felt her heart sink.  There was nothing to study, calibrate or film except an intensely hot, empty crater.

How do they do that?  

Joy crept closer and spotted a tall Nordic-looking man, on one knee, nurturing a cow evidently made lame in the malaise.    

Did the equipment send me to the wrong place? Damned budget cuts.

The man was strangely dressed for a rancher. She could hear him talking as she approached, but she couldn’t understand what he was saying. 

Is some kind of radiation getting to me already?

Well if you’re going to risk life and limb, what is worth risking it for?

His lips aren’t moving.  Is he talking in my head?

It is without a doubt the most efficient means of communication. 

“Uh ... you’re telepathic?”  

“No wonder you were staring at me.”

“How about let’s try it this way?”

“Very well.” He smiled a beautiful broad smile and stepped towards her. He had unusually smooth pale skin, large electric blue eyes, and rosy cheeks from the cool desert night.

“Heh. You must be one of those Government psychic projects. Explains the shiny hazmat suit...skin...whatever. Great help in finding the wreck I’ll bet. That’s how you got here before me?”

“Actually, I am not with them, and since I have dealt with matters here, I’m going to be leaving.  They are coming fast, and they won’t be pleased when they find no wreckage. And they’re going to blame you. Can you leave now?”

“What about you?”

“I can take care of myself.”

“Or I can help you.”

“Yes. I believe you could. That would be quite intriguing indeed. I intuit that your vehicle is up the hill near the road?”

“You saw me drive up?”

“They are almost here, helicopters and several vehicles. Your car?”

They raced across the sand to the car.  The man laughed softly when he saw it. It sounded like a sigh. They loaded the equipment and took off, backtracking towards Sedona. 

“My name is Dr. Joy Loveluck, but you can call me Lucky, everyone does. And you are?”

“You may call me -” He hesitated, but his lips continued to move, as if he was translating. “Sonny Cruseau.”

“Glad to meet you. You’re a UFOlogist, too? From the city? I’m going back that way. Where did you hide it - your vehicle - and the wreckage?”

He looked straight ahead. 

“I see. Sorry. I’m a scientist, I was hoping to document the UFO. But, hey, you got there first. If you want to collaborate though, I’m willing to share my expertise.”

“Fascinating. You are quite a seeker. Collaboration might benefit my work, too. We should talk more.” He smiled broadly at her.  

Joy looked at him askance. “I work with Dr. Johann Schuzler University of Arizona.  He was President of MUFON at one time. You know, I don’t remember meeting you at any convention.  Are you local?”

“Just arrived, but I’ve been around, in situations similar to this in fact.”

“Well we might have to let the situation here cool off, the Feds never give up. If you’ve never had to confront them before take it from me, they’ll do whatever it takes to get your cooperation. I’ve been lucky, so far, but I’ve heard others, even Dr. Schuzler, have been burned by them plenty.”  

She waited for a response. He gazed at the desert sunrise receding behind them. 

“If you’re up for breakfast we can stop at the Desert Ridge Cafe for something to eat before I drop
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