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The Crystal Eye is a personal quest for anyone seeking truth...the unvarnished truth.  The Crystal Eye are rumored to be a pathway to clarity by clearing the fog of life.  Crystal Eye can be a window to the future, or as many have discovered...an understanding of the past not taught in text books or passed down by generational teaching.  The quest can be realized or discovered in many ways, including a personal trauma on one end of the spectrum to, on the other end, an episode of intense joy.  Follow along as more of the Jansen clan go on a search for the wonderfully mysterious...Crystal Eye.  This adventure finds the Jansen’s seeking after a coveted prize as well as the location and eradication of an evil previously unknown to humans.

Cherry-1 A Combat Controllers Tale; Brings young Roy Jansen, (RJ) and Cherry Wilson together during their time of military service.

Mystery of the Mist at Cyan Mountain; pits them against an abandoned World War I chemical manufacturing facility.  Overgrown and only curious to youngsters out looking for adventure it turns out to be deadly.  Their exploits eventually take them on a clandestine OP working with West German patriots to liberate Berlin.

Outbreak on the Plains; catches the family quite by surprise as a tornado ripped across the county fairground.  RJ is swept away into the atmosphere.  He’s deposited into a trailer full of sheep, severely injured and suffering from amnesia.  When he awakens, his new quest is to find his way home.  

Rendezvous at Dawn on Rustlers’ Creek Bridge; the Jansen family and the remainders of the town of Pine Creek must save their town from extinction after the financial disaster of the 2000’s.  The process is difficult but rewarding.  In the meantime, one of the twins finds the love of his life and discovers that love is not enough to keep the relationship alive.

Jagged Fences; the lure of temptation draws young people into a web of deceit and potential destruction.  The Jansens’ must navigate and neutralize a clever plot to steal away the very heart and soul of the youth of the world. 

Silent Swing; RJ and Cherry’s nephew, Marsha and Tom’s youngest son.  Has no idea about his future.  The story goes that if you sit in the swing in the park and mediate or pray.  You might get a glimpse of your future self.  Trying many times yielding nothing.  So, he strikes out on a growth adventure to see if his future would reveal itself. 
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Chapter One 
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“The Adventure of a Lifetime”

Hello, my name is Max Brightwell.  I’m a thirty-year-old Private Investigator from the Kansas City area.  As I said my name is Max Brightwell, at least that’s what I have been told all my life, I will find out that’s not the case while on this new adventure.  I will find out all sorts of things about me that I previously didn’t know.  Stick around, we will discover life changing information buried deep in this seemingly routine job.  

I’ve been hired by the Jansen family of Pine Creek to monitor and report on the travels of the Newman twins, Kit and Rose, while they are off on a grand adventure finding Crystals for the local museum, all this is happening before they continue with their normal every day routine jobs at the Veterinary clinic.  They recently graduated Veterinary College and want to celebrate that mile stone with a travel trip across country.

They are RJ and Cherry’s granddaughters, Molly and Chips daughters.  They, the twins are setting off on an expedition to find any Crystals that might be suitable for the display at the local museum.  A very rare one has been dubbed the Crystal Eye.  They have their sights set on finding one if at all possible.  It would be quite a feather in their cap if they can bring home a specimen.  

The local museum set up a social media challenge for the local kids to bring in specimens of the many types of Crystals.  Something for the local kids to do.  Go out hunting for rocks on their break.  The twins discovered that there are Crystal mines all over the West Northwest of the United States and decided to make and expedition out of it.  Something for them to do as a post graduate project and a way to spread their wings.  

At the same time somewhere out there is supposedly a network of bad guys that also match the description of the mysterious ‘Crystal Eye’ it’s supposed to be some sort of object reportedly to be in the possession of a person or persons that have been using it to create chaos around the world.  The chaos is done by revealing the plans of government and industry in advance, thus causing harm and destruction, as well as stealing the bank codes for high value accounts across the globe.

This wasn’t my first choice of assignment.  But as it turns out all the other people in the Jansen network and the Strong Eye teams were all out chasing leads for the bad guy Crystal Eye.  Oh well, what’s the worst that could happen trying to keep up with a couple of head strong twenty somethings.  My job is to keep them on track and just in case they come across the bad guy Crystal Eye steer them away pronto, for their own and mine, safety.  Not messing with bad guys this job. 

Supposedly the bad guys have objects that have the power to see the future and in the wrong hands have allowed criminals and others to profit from advance information.  Including markets for commodities and finance.  

The Jansen group, Nancy and Marsha Jansen stumbled upon an anonymous entity having issued a social media challenge of a different kind for anyone willing to pursue finding a particular object probably the mysterious Crystal Eye, and return it to a safe secure place out of reach of unsavory characters, there would be a substantial reward if the mission was successful.  The Jansen Group has surmised that the anonymous entity could be consortium of billionaires that have been getting ripped off by the bad guys.  My job is to make sure the two challenges don’t crossover.  The professionals are handling the search for the very high tech and diabolical bad guy network. 

The Newman twins just recently graduated from college, Veterinary school to be exact and had never been out of the country or the region for that matter.  They discussed it and argued that they needed an adventure before starting their long-term careers.  Their parents and grandparents were horrified of course, but were powerless to stop them.  

They had saved money from working at their local clinic most of their teen years and later with their mother Molly and uncle Kyle as the preferred Veterinarians for local and regional animal shows and auctions.  

They were eager to chase the idea of finding the illusive, but likely fictional, ‘Crystal Eye’ where ever it might be held.  They would follow clues distributed occasionally on social media set up by the museum to make the chase more fun.  The fascination of actually finding objects, rocks to be exact, that held the power to see into the future was intoxicating.  

I, Max Brightwell work as an operative for the Jansen group a group of operatives that recuses and recovers lost and taken individuals.  Nancy Jansen and Marsha Jansen are principals and have facilitated the return of many trafficked and lost people over the years.  Nancy is Douglas Jansens wife and is a renowned lawyer.  Marsha is Tom Jansens wife and is a former special agent with the FBI.  

They have built a vast network of operatives that do the field work for the company.  The Jansen family has lived in the Pine Creek area for decades starting with RJ’s grandparents.  They moved there after WW II where they had served together in the European Theater of operations.  They built and operated the now famous regional restaurant, the Lazy J, for years, before retiring.  They had a son Dan who worked with one of the agencies during the Cold war and married Martha, RJ, Tom, and Lanora’s mother.  

Dan and Martha took over the operation of the Lazy J and ran it for several decades themselves until they reached retirement age.  The Lazy J is now owned by Sid who runs it quite effectively serving the community with top tier quality food.

RJ is primary owner of the local electronics factory and supplies the military and other government agencies with high tech gadgets for specialized surveillance work.  Cherry is a medical doctor; she and Douglas their eldest son owns and operate the local hospital.  They also have twins, Kyle and Molly.  They are small animal and large animal veterinarians and run a successful clinic in Pine Creek.  Kyle also travels nationwide working with remote herd animals.

Tom and Marsha have two children also, Robby and Luke.  Luke owns and operates the local ground transportation service and is married to Melanie who is a Physician’s Assistant in the Orthopedic department of the hospital.  Robby is a part of a special work group called the Strong Eye team.  They surveil college campuses to reveal bad actors working to drug and then take young people against their will from parties.  

Once bad actors are identified and evidence is established the DEA and or FBI teams are called in to relocate the bad guys to a number of cell locations.  Robby is lately been found to be quite taken with one of his fellow coworkers, a young lady named Mysterious Misty Lane.  She is the lead of the teams and has several PhD’s in engineering, both hardware and software.  She also loves to do field work and occasionally gets caught up in it.

Nancy and Douglas also have two children, Stacy and Jane.  Stacy is also a part of the Strong Eye teams running high performance software programming.  Jane is a part of the New York City entertainment community and is a gifted entertainer.  

My role is not to capture the Newman twins but to monitor them.  They think they’re off on the adventure of a lifetime.  Who knows?  Maybe they’re right?  Maybe they are just going to chase off into the wild and find safe and healthy adventures which will satisfy the inherent Jansen/Newman family urge to do crazy dangerous stuff, and get away with it.  

I will keep my distance and report any changes in activity or health status.  I’ve already figured out that they might be on to me.  Those two are tricky and could give me the slip if I get too close.  

Right now, they are holed up in a cheap motel in a Kansas City suburb.  It’s not a great neighborhood, but they seem to be handling themselves fairly well.  They leave every day and go in search of ‘Mediums,’ you know, fortune tellers.  There’s a few in town.  Most people who use their services are wanting to know if their gambling transactions are going to pay off.  I suspect the only person making money in those scenarios is the fortune teller.  

Anyway, the girls came and went for a few days seeking what it seems, is information regarding an entity or person or object with the moniker of ‘Crystal Eye.’  I asked one of them, for a fee of course, what they were after.  After paying the fee they told me what they were looking for.  I asked, “What did you tell them?”

“I told them that was the stuff of story books and cheap B movies,” said the Fortune teller.

“What did you really tell them?” asked Max.

After a long pause and more money changing hands.

“I told them there is a small town in Northwest Nebraska where a person lives that could either explain the situation to them further, or kill and eat them.  You know sort of like in the fairy tales,” replied the fortune teller.

“You’re full of it.  Give me my money back,” said a stern Max.

“Wait a minute.  There really is a person that works the forest ranger station up there that could give them more directions to what their after.  That person posts strange spiritual type messages on their webpage; I follow them just to see what they are up too.  You might want to get a move on, they’re headed that way soon,” said the fortune teller.

I slammed the door behind me as I left the fortune tellers office or mobile home, whichever you want to call it.  I made it back to my motel room in time to see the girls packing up.  I loaded my own stuff in the car and followed them to a car rental agency where they switched cars.  Clever they are.  If someone was tracking the car they would be out of luck.

I waited and watched while they switched the vehicles and headed out of town.  They headed west for a bit and then straight north.  Maybe they are going to a place in Nebraska?  Maybe they are just going north. 

The drive was long and lonely.  They stopped for gas and food several times.  I had to stay way back, I’m pretty sure they knew I was following them but I didn’t want to confirm that notion too easily.  

Finally, they turned westward again and headed for the Northwest corner of Nebraska.  Stopping at a small town named Chadron.  Their first stop was at a tavern called Half Moon Charlie’s.  The food was edible, actually, for road side café food, it was the town’s main attraction.  I didn’t know if they were there for food and a rest, information, or what.  After they left, I went in and talked to a guy whose name turned out to be...Half Moon Charlie.  Who’d a figured that.  

He was a big fella, a native American who was steeped in his heritage, and played it up for the tourists.  Underneath a pretty nice fella and a polished business man.  He and his wife and two boys ran the place and put on some Indian style entertainment now and then.  He also was sort of a local historian and did some trail guide work occasionally.  

After a short introduction and a purpose driven exchange of information and a small fee.  He reluctantly volunteered that, yes, the girls had come there, had a nice meal and eventually questioned him about a place and a person that they had heard about regarding a thing called ‘Crystal Eye.’  He said they were on a challenge hunt to find this...thing.  It was a social media driven pursuit and the competition was stiff and the ‘LIKES’ were important to their quest.  So far in their journey and from their reporting of it, they had accumulated a couple hundred thousand...likes, he said.  

I asked, “So what did they want from you?”

“By the way, is there something I can call you besides, ‘Half Moon Charlie?’” 

“Sure, my actual name is Charles Lightfoot.  You can call me Charles, Charlie, Chuck or Nelson, that’s my middle name,” he said.

“Ok, after all that, Mr. Lightfoot.  What did the girls want from you?  I work for their parents.  I’m a private investigator.  I’m only making sure they don’t fall of the ends of the earth or worse.  They are supposed to travel where their leads take them and have fun doing it.  I’m not to interfere...unless they are heading into danger.  So again, all I need from you is where are they headed next?” questioned Max.

“Hmm, this Crystal Eye business is quite the deal.  There’s a Fed, a park Ranger up in the hills of the Nebraska National Forest.  Take route 385 down past the Sheepwagon Hideouts and on down to the Red Cloud Camp ground.  There’s a little touristy kind of shack with a bison head over the door.  The lady that runs the place, goes by the name of Kickenbird Sal.  She’s part time Ranger, part time shop keeper, and a bit of a fortune teller.  Just beware, she’s the one after yer fortune and she will tell you whatever it takes to get some of it. 

She sells all sorts of trinkets and bobbles.  She sells some rocks that are cut in half and looks like pure crystal and round with a spot in the middle that looks like an eye.  Kinda pretty they are.  She says they have magical properties and will kick out some sort of a prophetic vision if you hit them with the right sound frequency.   I’ve got a pair of them over there in the glass case; the case the register sits on.  Can’t say I’ve ever tried to focus any particular sound on them, but they are definitely a conversation piece,” said Lighfoot.

“Interesting.  So, you sent the girls in that direction?” asked Max.

“NO...why would I do that?  I sent them to the local Hotel to get some rest.  They looked beat.  I gave them a map to the Traders Shack.  They can go there if they get a hankering later on if they want too,” said Lightfoot.

“What HOTEL did you send them too?  Please,” continued Max.

“The one down the street on the north side by the water tower and across from the railroad tracks.  It’s a bit noisy there at the crossroads.  You get a pair of ear plugs when you check in,” said Lightfoot.

Max ordered some fried chicken and opened up a map of the local area and took some pictures on his phone and sent them to the Newmans as an update along with the report that the girls were still energized and planned to visit the Trading Post at the Red Cloud campground in the next day or so.  More to follow as the situation changes.     

The fried chicken was fabulous; he ordered a second meal for later.  Mrs. Lightfoot delivered the second meal in an insulated to go bag.  She smiled and asked, “How did he like the food?”  

“It’s probably the best I’ve ever had, and that’s saying something since I come from a place that specializes in cooking chicken a hundred different ways.  Thank you, it’s quite good,
replied Max.  
“Then you wouldn’t mind giving us a five-star review, would you?” she continued.

“OH.  Of course I will,” replied Max.

I paid my bill at the register.  One of the Lightfoot boys was manning the register at the moment.  I looked down at the objects in the case and kind of went into a trance, that’s the best way to describe it, and started humming a tune.  Next thing I know a little man popped up beside them, he opened a big box and out came cloud of pink smoke, he chuckled and just as suddenly it all disappeared.  I snapped back to reality.  Looked up at the cashier and took my change.

The kid looked at me with a very strange look on his face.

“Say mister, you look like you’ve seen a ghost or something?  Are you ok?” he asked.

I took my change and my food and walked to my car and slapped my face a couple of times and looked in the mirror to see if I was still me.  I just sat there and tried to process what I’d just experienced.  Maybe they drugged me or something.  Whatever it only lasted five or ten seconds, at the most.  I’m not sure I’ll ever be the same after that.

I collected myself and drove over to the hotel.  Sure, enough it was pretty noisy.  I checked in, got my ear plugs, gathered my stuff and found my room.  Lucky for me the place wasn’t too crowded.  Seems to be a sort of off season right now.  I was able to get the room next to the girl’s room.  With my surveillance equipment I could do a little eavesdropping to see if they were ok.  

From what I could tell they were happy as little larks and eager to continue their journey.  The next day they planned to visit the Traders shack and quiz Kickenbird Sal on the ‘Crystal Eye’ and even procure a set if she had any, and would let them go for a reasonable price.  In the meantime, they needed to get some rest.  They pounded on their social media accounts for a while and crashed out.

It got really quiet in their room, the noise from the rail yard, the stock yard and the crossroads was a steady din.  I finally relented and actually put on some noise cancelling head phones and went to sleep myself.  I woke up in a start about 3:00 AM after dreaming about that little man popping up in the case besides the register where the ‘Crystal Eye’ stones were held.   His opening the big box and the pink cloud that followed and his gleaming smile and chuckle as he vanished into thin air was spooking me...I mean really spooking me bad.  What one earth was that all about?  Big box, pink cloud, laughing little man...I have so many questions.  Maybe I can get a bead on it from that Kickenbird Sal this afternoon.  I’ve got to get some sleep.  I hope the girls move on from here as soon as possible.  

Just then there was a gun shot and people were screaming.  I jumped up and ran to the window to see what was happening.  After my eyes cleared, I saw two dudes that appeared to be quite inebriated in the bar parking lot across the street shooting at what appeared to be some varmint or other.  

The local constabulary collected them quickly and the small crowd faded away.  I could hear the girls stirring for a moment.  They went back to sleep pretty quickly.  I found it hard to drift for a time.  Next thing I know my alarm was blaring and I needed to grab a shower and find a place for breakfast.

After my brief shower with tepid temperature water which was straining to come out of the pipes, I scanned the local tourist guide for breakfast fare.  Humm, it seems that the Half Moon Charlie’s place is the most likely location for a good ole homestyle breakfast.  Curiosity is beginning to eat at me.  I’m going to have to ask about the origin of the name.

I waited for the Newman twins to make their next move.  They updated their social media first and then gathered their belongings and went down to a fast-food establishment for a quick bite.  I had an inkling as to where they were headed next so I gave them some time to develop a plan and move on.  Anyway.  The Traders shack didn’t open up till after 10:00 AM.  I went back to the Half Moon Charlie’s diner, parked my car and went inside where I was met with one of the boys who greeted me with a big, “Hello, and welcome back.”

He seated me quickly and went through the usual, drink order, meal order scenario.  The place was busy but not overwhelmed.  I saw Charlie in the kitchen working to get the orders out.  I watched him work; he was a one-man well-oiled machine.  I did notice he had a bit of a limp though.  Made me wonder if it had anything to do with the name of the diner.  

Charlie brought my breakfast order over to me and sat down and started sipping on a large mug of coffee.  

“I can see it in your eyes there, Max.  You’re curious about my limp and the name of the diner.  You’re not the first.  The limp is from a wound suffered in a hunting accident.  While trying to climb a fence I’d placed my gun in a, as it turned out, risky position.  When I bobbled the fence, the gun fell over, hit the ground, went off with a loud, KABANG, and shot me straight in the left buttocks.  After a while it became a running joke.  When we decided to open this restaurant, we needed something unique to get attention.  That’s how Half Moon Charlie’s was inaugurated,” said Charlie.

“Weird, I’d a thought it would have something to do with being Native American,” said Max.

“I have an actual Native name, but it wouldn’t have married up with a restaurant.  Out of respect for my ancestors and my tribe, that stays private.

“How’s the breakfast, Max?” Charlie quizzed.

“Spectacular, five stars.  Not sure what you
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