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Preface
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Dear gentle reader, welcome to the finale of the Bellwether Bob trilogy. If you haven’t read the first two volumes, I highly recommend that you do so to understand the backstory of Bob and Ruby.  They are short, easy reads. But on to the finale!

The end of the preceding Bellwether volume left Bob on his way to a solo camping trip to Byers Lake north of Anchorage, Alaska. Prior to his arrival, an Air Force jet radioed to the tower about an unusual phenomenon she observed over the lake. Here is where this volume picks up.

This book is based strictly on fact, fiction, and fantasy. Any relation to any person, living or dead, maybe purely coincidental. Some names have been changed to protect some of the guilty. No attention has been paid to the chronological order in the ensuing facts, fiction, or fantasy.

Although this has been mentioned in Bellwether Volume 2, it bears repeating: It has been brought to the author’s attention that he is the inspiration for the character of Bellwether Bob. This is definitely not true. However, many of the escapades actually happened to the author, and his compadres and comadres.
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THE AUTHOR  

Anchorage, 2025
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Chapter 1 — Camping at Byers Lake
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Bob is driving his pickup truck—or the Blue Beast as Ruby liked to call it—north from Anchorage. Ruby calls his truck the Blue Beast because it is a little dented and beat up. While it could close, the tailgate looks like it had once borne a heavyweight and was slightly bowed. It also has a tendency to climb steep roads and trees, referring to Bob’s habit of running over small shrubs and bushes. 

His destination is Byers Lake, about 100 miles north in Denali State Park. Byers Lake is a deep mountain lake with a beautiful campground on one side.

Bob is going on a solo camping trip because Ruby couldn’t get the time off from work. He sees it as a scouting mission to check out the area before he and Ruby could make the trip together.

After arriving at Byers Lake, Bob found the campground deserted. He thought this would give him a pleasant, quiet, uneventful stay for a few days. He quickly found an agreeable campsite and set up his tent. Having brought his kayak with him, he carried it down to the lake. The lake’s surface was like glass and the surrounding mountains were reflected on it like a mirror.

He slowly paddled around the edge of the lake, stopping often to admire the scenic view and listen to the loons. At one of these stops, he noticed a family of loons swimming toward him. Sitting quietly, he watched. I wonder how close they would come, he thought.

His patience and quietness paid off and they swam within thirty feet of his kayak. He saw two parents and three chicks. The parents dove underwater and surfaced moments later with small fish in their beaks, which they fed to the chicks. To Bob’s amazement, he could see the parent loons swimming beneath his kayak.

By mid-afternoon — the loons having moved on—Bob headed back to the public dock. He left his kayak on shore near the dock and walked to his campsite and made some supper. He noticed that no other campers had arrived at the campground.

He built a small fire in the fire pit and warmed up some caribou stew. The sky was clear, and a full moon had just risen over the mountains. After finishing dinner and cleaning up, he made some coffee, added a nip of Irish whiskey, and strolled back to the dock with a folding chair.

Bob set his chair at the end of the dock and sipped his coffee. The lake surface was still as calm as glass, and as night deepened, the moon rose higher and shone brighter.

His mind wandered back to his and Ruby’s first Hawaiian trip. He shook his head a few times, still digesting all the past events. Ruby seemed to have taken it all in stride. Maybe, as she said, it was because she was an island girl, and there was a spiritual element in the old Hawaiian culture.

Bob sat with his usual absentminded look, gazing out onto the water and thinking about nothing in particular. Then, out of the corner of his eye, it seemed the full moon suddenly disappeared for a brief moment. When he looked back, it was still there, nothing unusual. Oh well, he thought, probably just my imagination.

Then he heard a noise, as if something significant had entered the lake off to his left—nothing loud, but definitely something big. He strained his eyes to see, but the water was calm and he saw nothing in the bright moonlight. Bob finished his coffee, sat for a bit longer, and headed back to camp.

Over the next couple of days, he repeated this routine and tried fishing for grayling. He caught a few and enjoyed fresh fish dinners. The loon family did not make another appearance near his kayak. No more unusual splashes or sounds came from the lake after dark as he sat in his chair sipping coffee. However, on his last evening there, he noticed a faint light coming from deep within the lake. He shrugged it off as some form of bioluminescence.

The next morning, Bob cooked himself some bacon and eggs, cleaned up camp, packed, and headed back to Anchorage.

***
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After he arrived back in Anchorage, Bob went directly to the little house he’d been renting from Jed since moving from Nome. He noticed the one fat, feral cat sitting on the low, shabby deck in the sun, watching a large dragonfly on one of the small trees in the yard.

Bob unpacked and made himself a sandwich for lunch. He joined the fat cat on the deck, and the two of them watched the dragonfly. He tossed his leftovers to the cat and went inside to take a nap in his easy chair.

After waking, he called Ruby to let her know he was back in town.

“Hey, I’m off work tomorrow. Let’s get together for a movie and a late lunch,” Ruby said.

“Sounds great!” Bob replied. So the date was set.

The next day, Bob picked up Ruby in his Blue Beast, and they drove to the movie theater. 

They saw the movie Indiana Jones and the Kingdom of the Crystal Skull. After the movie, they dined at one of their favorite restaurants—Table 6. They discussed the movie they just watched.

“Do you think there are other dimensions like the movie suggested?” Bob asked.

“You’re the Star Trek fan—what do you think?” Ruby replied.

“Ah. well, hmm...I guess there could be.”

“And,” Ruby continued, “exactly where did you think you were during the first part of your trip to Hawaii?”

“Ah...I try not to think about it too much,” mumbled Bob.

“Didn’t you once tell me your Star Trek crews weren’t supposed to interfere with other civilizations? In the movie we just watched, it seems that wasn’t the case in that ancient Earth civilization.”

At the mention of Star Trek, Bob perked up. “That’s definitely true. I remember one show where the Federation even had a holographic hidden observation building to watch a more primitive civilization. Although, I do remember a few times where Captain Kirk did interfere...”

“Bob, how would you feel if there was someone watching us?”

“Oh...I don’t know. If it was someone like Star Trek, I guess I wouldn’t mind. But if it was someone bad, that’s another thing. How about you, Ruby?”

“I guess I wouldn’t mind if they were good people—and didn’t get too personal. They might even help us out here and there without us even knowing.”

“So, tell me about your trip to Byers Lake.”

And Bob proceeded to tell Ruby about his trip, including the loon family, grayling fishing, the quiet calm of sitting on the dock in the evening, and the bioluminescence he saw on his last night.

“It sounds so relaxing,” Ruby sighed. “Hey, I’ll have a few days off in a couple of weeks. Are you up for another trip?”

Of course, Bob was up for any trip as long as Ruby was with him. So, plans were made.
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