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Prologue
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My husband, Frank Carey, wrote a flash fiction piece, Gate 47, about a security officer working at an airport manned by space aliens. This story is the basis for Balancing the Scales.
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Gate 47 by Frank Carey

[image: ]


Forty-seven angry travelers, stranded at snowed-in Gate 47 at an airport somewhere in New Mexico, can make for an ugly scene. All they need is a catalyst, and he just walked up to the desk with frustration on his face and fire in his eyes.

“What do you mean we have another hour delay? This is intolerable! I want to speak to your manager...Natalie,” he growled as he peered at the gate agent’s nametag. “I want to speak to your supervisor! I want answers!” the disgruntled passenger said as he loomed over the gate attendant. She looked at him calmly with not a speck of fear in her eyes. Her two fellow agents were seemingly nonplussed as well.

“Mr. Brenan, please take a seat. At last check, the storm is subsiding. We should be able to start boarding in another hour or so. Yelling at my associates or me will not improve the weather that is causing the delays. Please, sit down and calm yourself,” Natalie said with a soft but firm voice.

Mr. Brenan, Bob according to his luggage tag, seemed unsatisfied. He looked like he was going to start yelling again, so I decided to step in and calm him down with my wit and wisdom.

“Mr. Brenan. Bob, may I call you Bob?” I asked with a smile. “My name is Skip Hoskins, and I’m with airport security,” I said, flashing my badge and ID. “Please, do as Natalie requests. Things could get unpleasant if you don’t comply.”

“What do you mean by unpleasant?’” he asked with a small quiver in his voice.

“Um, well, I’m not supposed to tell you this,” I said, pulling him aside, “but Natalie, there, can get a might bit out of control.” I turned and smiled at her. She smiled back, which seemed to scare Bob a little.

“How so?” Bob asked.

“Well, you have heard about the reptoids living in Dulce, haven’t you? You know the reptilian aliens that took over the secret military base there?”

Bob nodded as he became visibly calmer. I glanced up and saw several other passengers hanging around eavesdropping on our conversation.

“Well, I have it on good authority that all of the employees here at this airport are reptoids. Present company excluded, of course.”

At this point, all of the passengers are standing near Bob and listening while keeping me between them and the gate agents.

“Bob, between you and me, I heard those reptoids can get mean if you yell at them. You do know that this airport has not had one security breach since the 1960’s? There are stories about a few malcontents disappearing, but those are just stories, right?” I said as I turned again and smiled at Natalie, who, again smiled back.

Bob was now turning a few shades whiter as were a number of passengers. I could see I had diffused the situation, so I finished with the standard disclaimer.

“Bob, now those are just stories, but one never knows. Personally, I have never seen a reptoid, I have known Natalie for several months, and she seems nice. I suggest that you and your fellow travelers sit down and enjoy the downtime until boarding, ok?”

Bob nodded and headed for a seat as did the rest of the passengers. Soon, the snowstorm abated, and the delayed flight arrived.  All of the waiting passengers calmly boarded through the Jetway, leaving me and the gate agents in an empty concourse.

As I watched the plane depart the gate and taxi out to the runway, I heard Natalie’s voice.

“Skip, what did you tell them to calm them down so quickly? One minute they were ready to storm the castle, and the next, they were sitting in their seats as calm as you please.”

“I just hinted that you and the rest of the airport employees were reptoids living in Dulce. They sort of bought it which made them think twice about causing you guys grief,” I said as I turned away from the windows to face Natalie and the other two agents. As I looked at the three, their outlines shimmered as they became three smiling reptilian figures wearing airport uniforms. Natalie walked up to me, gave me a peck on the cheek followed by a fist bump while I stared at her reptoid visage.

“Thanks, buddy, we owe you one,” she said as she shimmered back into human form and joined the other agents as they walked out of the airport.

I had learned an important lesson that day. As is true in so many science fiction movies, when all else fails, blame the aliens.

And Now the Story Continues...
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Road Trip
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I’m Bob Brenan, and I used to think I was a reasonably intelligent, boringly sane individual. These days I’m not so sure. These days I’m not sure intelligent or sane are words most people would use to describe me. My life has been turned upside down, and I’m trying to stop it from spiraling out of control. That’s why I’m traveling today. I’m driving back to New Mexico in an effort to regain control of my life. Let me explain.
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How It All Started
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Several months ago, I was flying home from a business trip when my flight was delayed due to snow. I found myself stranded in a small airport in northern New Mexico. It had been a long day, and I lost my patience with the airline staff when they announced another delay. I was agitated and asked to speak with a manger or someone who could give me some answers. The gate attendant politely asked me to take my seat and calm down. I was having none of it. 

As I continued, my tirade I was approached by an airport security guard named Skip Hoskins. Skip advised me to calm down and not annoy the airline staff. He told me the airline staff members were reptoids, and I shouldn’t annoy them. Many of my fellow passengers overheard our conversation and seemed to believe what Skip said.  I wasn’t sure what reptoids were, but I vaguely remembered hearing a story about an alien base in northern New Mexico and that seemed to be what my fellow passengers were hinting at. I took my seat and waited for the plane to arrive. On the flight home, the guy sitting next to me asked if I believed that the airline employees were reptoids as the security guard had said. I admitted I was skeptical, but he went on to tell me stories he had heard about a reptoid base in a small town called Dulce, NM.  

I didn’t believe it, but
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