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Rejection
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William couldn’t believe that it was finally over with Diana. Sure, she had told him it was over several times during the last two weeks. But he couldn’t believe this was actually it. Nor could he bring himself to believe that he would never see her again. But here she was packing up her few belongings and getting ready to move. 

Diana had just finished placing the last box on the carrying pallet. When she turned back to make sure she wasn’t forgetting anything, William reached down and attached a tiny magnetic wrench to the bottom of the pallet. 

“There”, he thought, “that should make it too heavy for her to carry, and I’ll get to carry it for her and I won’t have to say goodbye just yet”. 

Just as William was straightening up, another man walked into the room. William heard the magnetic wrench click off and saw the carrying pallet levitate. William understood about levitation. He understood that it was just the scientific ability of one to use their psi ability to switch magnetic and gravitational forces on and off. That caused objects to raise and lower. Even though William understood psi ability better than most, watching objects levitate still made him queasy. 

William knew neither he nor Diana had any psi ability, so it must be this newcomer who had levitated the carrying pallet. “William, I’d like you to meet Charles”, Diana said. 

William noticed she’d used the soft ch of affection rather than the hard ch of formality when she’d mentioned Charles’ name. “So, this was her Bonnie Prince Charlie”, William thought. 

She’d mentioned Charles before, but William had always thought it was just somebody Diana had made up, so that it would be easier for her to break up with William. 

Diana had said that she liked Charles for his brain. She’d just forgotten to mention that by brain, she’d meant psi.

Diana and Charles headed for the door, the carrying pallet floating between them. As Diana reached the door, she looked back over her shoulder and said, “Goodbye William”. 

“So, this is it”, William thought. He had noticed the finality in the goodbye. He had also noticed the hardness (almost harshness) of the w in William.  Sometimes it didn’t pay to be fluent in Rally-Girl. 

William stood there in a daze. He wished things could have been different between Diana and himself. He wished he could have told her just how smart he was. William was fluent in several languages, including Rally-Girl – 27 languages in all. 

William was so smart he was a top-level employee at the WIA. Of course, Diana didn’t even know the WIA existed. Nobody outside the WIA did. Everybody, including the conspiracy theorists, still thought the CIA, KGB, and other spy organizations existed. 

Only those in the WIA knew that these organizations had all joined together to become the World Intelligence Agency. 
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The Alien Space Ship
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Back at work, William once again tried to come up with some way to defeat the Alien space ship. He only had six days left to figure it out. 

The Alien space ship had come yesterday. They had destroyed a few cornfields, and a few forests, and a few unpopulated islands. The farmers and the environmentalists were outraged, but that wasn’t William’s concern. The U.N. President was handling that. 

The U.N. President was also busy trying to convince the public that this was an Alien space ship that had rained devastation and not a secret spy airplane from one of the world’s own countries.

The Aliens had given the earth’s population seven days to evacuate or the Aliens would destroy the world. That was nice of the Aliens, but as William listened to the broadcast once more, it didn’t sound to him like the Aliens were being nice. It sounded to him like if the Aliens could have wiped out the humans they would have. 

In seven more days it wouldn’t matter. There was a small colony on the moon, and another on Mars. A couple hundred people could be evacuated to those colonies, but without the constant supply of goods from the earth, everybody on those colonies would die. 

And there were more than just 200 people on the earth. Space travel beyond the moon and Mars hadn’t yet been achieved. So where were they all to go? Another problem for the U.N. President.

Why haven’t the Aliens already wiped us out? How can we destroy them before they destroy us? These were the questions William and his co-workers had to figure out. 

Nobody had any ideas, and time was running out. It still seemed odd to William that the fate of so many rested on the minds of so few. 

It wasn’t the first time William had been put in this scenario, but it still seemed odd to him. It was the first time William had been put in this scenario by Aliens.

Now it was quitting time. William would go home and get a good night’s sleep. Staying at work and over-tiring his brain wasn’t going to help anyone. The WIA knew that from previous experience. When somebody’s shift was over, they went home and got some rest. Nobody worked overtime. It didn’t help, it just made things worse.
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Pecos Bill
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Matt rushed into the saloon. He dumped the water off his hat and trench coat. It was raining cats and dogs outside. 

“What were ye doin’ out in this storm?” his friends called out. 

“Trying to get a drink! Bartender, pour me one.” 

They all laughed at the old joke. 

“You’ll never guess who I seen riding across the range in this storm.” 

Nobody ventured a guess. They just looked around to assure themselves that they were all there, safe in the saloon. 

“Pecos Bill, that’s who it was. He was just riding, and riding, and riding.” 

“I reckon he was chasin’ down another tornado”, somebody else piped up. 

Kitty said, “I hear he gets paid big bucks to catch those tornadoes”. 

They all laughed again. None of them believed the stories about Pecos Bill catching tornadoes. But they did believe that Pecos Bill got some money by selling those stories to the people back east. 

“Maybe Bill was having his picture took to be put in his book. That would make it more believable.” 

“Bartender, another round on Bill.” 

The bartender hesitated, then said, “This one’s on the house boys. But I wouldn’t be making too much fun of old Pecos, if’n I were ye. I’ll bet he’s richer than the lot of ye put together. For certain he don’t waste his money on drinks.” 

“Not in this saloon, anyway”, someone else added.

Pecos Bill was out in the storm. Riding, and riding, and riding, ...
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Sooo Tired!
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William was ready to shoot his alarm clock the next morning. He had barely gotten any sleep. How early had he set the alarm clock for anyway? Same time as usual. William couldn’t believe how tired he was. He’d had some very tiring dreams, but that was all that he could remember.

William dragged himself to work. His boss saw how tired William looked. William had tried to hide it, but his boss saw through everything. Nobody else would notice though. 

“Are you ok, William? It looks like you got run over by an express train.” 

“I’ll be fine”, William lied. 

“I know it’s a change of policy”, his boss continued, “but I can’t give you the day off. In fact, our whole group has to work almost straight through until we get this Alien problem whipped. We’ll each get four hours off each day to get some sleep, but that’s it!” 

He paused, and then, “This wasn’t my idea.” 

William tried to console his boss. “It’s ok, boss. Just so long as that’s not the policy every time a crisis happens. For one time, we can all deal with it.” 

William got to work, going over and over everything they knew about the Aliens. Ten minutes later, William had gone over it three times. Everything turned out to be about nothing. 

William went about setting up a website. Aliencam.com he called it. Somebody else (a conspiracist) already had
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