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1. Revival 
 
After weeks of dating, my girlfriend sat me down.
“There’s something I need to tell you.”
“You’re not married are you?”
“No nothing like that. I’m from another planet.” 
“I know the saying about men are from Mars and woman from Venus.”
“Nothing like that. I am truly an alien and if you’re ready, I’ll show you my true form.”
“Well I’m seated so go ahead.” 
 
She then pealed off her human layer to reveal a blue body with no visible signs of gender. It was as if she was wearing skin tight leggings from head to toe. Her face was slightly elongated but not that different from humans. The big difference was a tail that was over 6 feet long.
 
“Wow” I said. 
“I would have expected a stranger reaction.”
“As I told you when we first met, I’m not a typical guy. But if I may, how do you tell genders on your planet?”
“We’re androgynous, both male and female in one body. And before you ask, we can get nutrition from any source and process all of it without waste. In human terms we don’t pee or poop.”
“I have so many more questions but why tell me now?”
“Simply because I’m to bring you to one of our spaceships in a distant galaxy. You’ve been selected as one of the few people to help humanity move forward.”
“So this dating thing was merely a test to see if I was suitable.”
“Yes but I did get to like you beyond the testing.”
“Hmm. Do I have a choice?” 
“Yes. You can simply say no and I’ll leave you alone. Tho like many before, no one would believe your story and may commit you for treatment.”
“Options are limited, but why not. I’m 60 years old and what few years I have left, might as well be different.”
 
With that, we were transported to the spaceship she spoke about. I was greeted by another individual also totally blue without gender. He or she offered to fix whatever needed fixing in a 60 year old body. You can imagine I jumped at the chance to fix years of damage I had inflicted on my body. As a bonus I asked if I could also have a full head of hair given that I was bald. In the back of my mind I wondered the price I would have to pay for the full body work over.
 
I was led to an adjacent room, placed on a table, put to sleep and the procedure began. When I awoke I was sore and groggy. I was told it would pass.
 
“I am very thankful for all you’ve done but I wonder what I will be asked in return.”
“It’s quite straightforward. You and a select few have been chosen to help humanity move forward. Simple tasks, nothing illegal. Just simply nudging people forward to their full potential. Correcting behaviour. Helping others.”
“How will I know who to help?”
“At first you’ll be instructed by the person you dated. Your phone will receive an upgrade. We’ll be in contact with you through that phone.”
“Is this an individual endeavour on your part or is there a bigger entity involved?” 
“That’s a good question. Yes. Earth and several planets are under the guidance of an interplanetary council. They determine what to do, where and when. We follow instructions much like you will do in the years that follow.” 
“In a sense it’s servitude on my part.”
“Not really. You can eventually stop though no one will believe you when you tell them the whole story.”
“Well since put it that way, let’s give it a try.”
“We knew that would be what you decided as you were picked for the very qualities we saw in you over the years.”
“I’m not surprised that I’ve been monitored.”
 
And with that I was transported back to earth. Not at my previous home but to a modernized log cabin set back from the road. As I looked around there was a loft with a bedroom, a main floor kitchen and seating area. I looked out to see a manicured lawn and an outbuilding. The woman I had dated just watched.
 
“So tell me, what should I call you, as Debra is surely not your real name.”
“It would be difficult to pronounce, so let’s stick with Debra regardless of the form I take.”
“Ok, next question, bit trivial perhaps, but where is my car, clothes, stuff?”
“It’s all here, neatly put away in drawers and cupboards. You’ll eventually find everything. As for your car, it’s been replaced by a truck, more suited for where you now live, in the countryside. Payments have been made, you have no debts, including your huge credit card bills. Simply put, you’re debt free, part of the incentive for your future work.”
“Somehow I can’t believe it all.”
“It’s all true. Not a dream. Even this home is paid for and in your name.”
“Still can’t believe it.”
“Well you’ll have to cause your first task has already been assigned.”
“What is it?”
“There’s a waitress in town that is having a hard life. She is overworked, customers are abusive and yet she has an amazing talent for painting. You’re to move her towards that new career in small steps. You’ll figure it out as you go along. You were chosen because of innate skill that you will put to good use. Keys are in the trunk, address has been programmed into the trucks GPS. Off you go.”
“You’re not coming?”
“Nope but you’ll be monitored.”
“I wouldn’t expect anything less than that.”
 
I drove to the sole diner in a nearby town. Parked and sat down in one of the booths. A waitress asked if I wanted coffee. She already had a pot in hand and there was also a cup on the table.
“Yes please.”
“And what will you have or do you want to see the menu,”
“I’ll have two eggs easy over, bacon, hash browns and rye bread.” 
“It will be right up.”
 
As she walked away to place the order, a man two booths away grabbed her from behind and said he would take her to his place. He made some other comments which caused his seat mates to laugh.
 
“You know,” I said looking at the man, “never mess with the person that brings you food. Who knows what extras she might add under the eggs.”
“Mind your own god damned business.”
“You know there’s a condition going around that causes men like you to loose their voice if abusive words keep coming out.”
 
And with that I lifted my right hand and pointed in his direction. No sooner had I done so, he tried to speak but nothing came out. 
“The only cure,” I added, “is to change your attitude. Your voice will, likely in a day or two, depending on your willingness to change your ways, come back.”
 
The waitress stood speechless as did the guys’ seat mates. I looked down and took a sip of coffee. The man left with his friends as quickly as he could muster. When the waitress brought my food she asked how I did what I did. I replied it was simply a mind over matter thing, no magic, just someone for the first time pushing back.
 
“You don’t know how everyone here appreciates what you just did. He’s been abusing staff and customers for years.”
“Well I can’t tolerate rudeness let alone abusive behaviour. It’s the least I can do.”
“You from around here?”
“Actually just moved in to a place just on the outskirts. And speaking of moving I have many walls that need something to hang. I hear you paint and wonder if you have any to sell.”
“Who told you that?”
“I asked around for an art gallery or shop that sells artwork. Other than hanging a moose head they suggested I speak to you. Small town gossip and informal networking.”
“Well yes I paint but not sure anything is worth putting up.”
“Art in the eyes of the beholder. I’ll like to see it. Give me your notepad for orders. I’ll write my name and phone number. Up to you to decide when and if you’re willing.”
 
I finished my food, paid and drove home. Debra greeted me and said I had done well.
“And what’s with this thing I do with my hand that caused the guy to loose his voice.”
“Ya when you think of something, it will move from thought to action. Short lived cause the guy will have his voice back. Yet the effect is instantaneous.” 
“So can I move objects like I’ve seen on TV?”
“No.”
“You’re no fun.”
 
Days passed and we fell into a routine. She kept her blue skin as the human overlay made her itch. If anyone should come to the door, I would simply explain that my sister was into cosplay. Then the phone rang. It wasn’t another assignment but the waitress that invited me to her place to view her paintings. It wasn’t a euphemism. Debra in her human form and I showed up. The waitress was surprised that I brought someone along. I explained it was my sister and she too was looking for art. That eased what I perceived was disappointment in her expression.
 
There was one canvas about 12 foot long. It was amazing. I suggested it could sell for big bucks. The waitress said that couldn’t be. I then took a picture with my phone and sent it to an art critic I knew. The response was, the painting as is, likely one or two thousand. From someone better known, likely six or more thousand. I told this to the waitress who said that wasn’t possible as the money would represent more than two month’s salary. I showed her the text. She sat down abruptly and began to cry. It had been a dream of hers to do nothing but paint and this was possibly the first step. I picked out a smaller canvas and offered her $200. Debra picked another and also paid $200. 
 
The waitress said that this was the best day she had had in months. I then suggested that one weekend when she wasn’t working that she book a table at a craft fair. She would then see if she could sell more than just one or two paintings. The large canvass would be the backdrop to her display. As it happened she did just that and sold the large canvas for $3,000 dollars. That was enough to cause her to quit her waitressing job and devote her time to painting. This was exactly the type of work I was meant to do. Help people find their true calling.
 
The next assignment involved a local lumberyard where the owner was being squeezed by a supplier. This reduced his margins to the point that he could barely keep the doors open. I visited the supplier, did some ‘magic’ in the form of pulling the lumberyard file from a nearby cabinet. The drawer opened without my being close to it and the file landed on the suppliers’ desk. I pointed to the first page and suggested he write ‘cancelled’ on the contract. He dared not argue. I then went to the lumberyard and gave to owner the cancelled contract. He was now free to use another more reasonable supplier and keep the business afloat.
 
 
It was now time for Debra to leave. She said that my two tasks were exactly what I was meant to do, that I did them to perfection. We hugged yet she assured me that she would keep in touch and help as needed.
 
As for the waitress, well, let’s just say we developed a relationship and she never questioned what I did when not at home. After all, had I told her that I was an agent for an alien race, she would likely have me committed.
 
 
 
 
2. Inside 
 
In a nondescript office building:
 
“Who do we have on the inside? And before you answer, I don’t want names for plausible deniability.” Asked the deputy head of intelligence.
“We have, let’s call him X1, in close proximity to the leader.”
“Anyone else, say with military connections?”
“Yes, again I’ll use X2.”
“What have you heard?”
“The nuclear option was raised and dismissed. Standard missiles with extra capabilities have been loaded and ready to deploy.”
“Can we withstand that and do we have countermeasures?”
“Yes and yes.”
 
 
In a submarine somewhere in the Mariana Trench:
 
“What’s the latest?” Asked the Captain.
“Nothing from HQ, but we’ve been monitoring the news networks. They all say that negotiations are ongoing and not to be concerned.”
“If they only knew that nukes were at some point being discussed.”
 
 
On a destroyer docked near Patagonia:
 
The Captain went on internal ships communications to announce that all shore leaves were cancelled and that they were headed out to sea. There was disappointment as they had docked two days before and had the ship ready for future deployment. The sailors were looking forward to getting to know the local bars and all that they had to offer.
 
“What do you think is going on?” Asked one of the sailors to a group of his shipmates.
“Something is going on as my wife told me that she was being relocated off base to some other secure facility. That’s gotta mean something.”
 
 
The year was 2137. There were no independent countries. They were replaced by zones. North and South America was Zone 1. Europe and the former Soviet Union was Zone 2. All of Asia including Australia was Zone 3. There was one governing body for all three zones. Delegates from what were former countries were represented with the head of the governing body chosen from amongst the delegates on a rotational basis with the head or so called Chairperson holding office for two years. 
 
The threat being discussed came from the Andromeda Galaxy. Contact was made years before but disagreements occurred on the future of humanity. Issues came down to implants and computer based decision making well beyond what was originally called AI. The result of this was the idea that one of the other civilizations had to be destroyed. Earth knew very well that they could withstand a short term attack but not anything lasting much longer. Who would strike first
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