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 “Here's to the crazy ones. The misfits. The rebels. The troublemakers. The round pegs in the square holes. The ones who see things differently. They're not fond of rules. And they have no respect for the status quo. You can quote them, disagree with them, glorify or vilify them. About the only thing you can't do is ignore them. Because they change things. They push the human race forward. And while some may see them as the crazy ones, we see genius. Because the people who are crazy enough to think they can change the world, are the ones who do.” 
 
      
 
    ― Rob Siltanen 
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    “By the way...have you looked at the sky today? 
 
    It’s about to get good.” -  Deb  
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    Dedication 
 
      
 
    ♥To Niki 
 
    For all the long talks about Aliens 
 
      
 
    ♥ Frank VanKamp 
 
    Thank you for encouraging the people around you to always keep trying & go after their own dreams 
 
      
 
    ♥ Paddie & Lois 
 
    Because you get me  
 
      
 
    ♥Molly & her beautiful Bloch family 
 
    My Biggest Fans  
 
    Noah ♥ Sydney(Baby Moon) ♥ Cory 
 
      
 
    To everyone else & Andy♥ 
 
    Thank you for reading this book 
 
    I am grateful  
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    To Bev 
 
    Thank you for sharing your message with the world♥ 
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    Deuteronomy 4:19 
 
     And when you look up to the sky and see the sun, the moon and the stars—all the heavenly array—do not be enticed into bowing down to them and worshiping things the LORD your God has apportioned to all the nations under heaven. 
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    EVERYONE WILL PRAY WHEN THEY FACE THEIR FINAL MOMENT
SOME WILL NEVER PRAY UNTIL THEN.... 
 
    What will you do? 
 
   


  
 

 Introduction 
 
      
 
      
 
         I wonder where the road ahead of me will go.  
 
            I have no fear because I have never  
 
                 known anything different. 
 
    I   am trying   to 
 
     be strong and Face 
 
     the darkness  
 
    overhead.  
 
      
 
         The ships are getting closer.  
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    ˙ɹǝsolɔ ɓuıʇʇǝɓ ǝɹɐ sdıɥs ǝɥ⊥      
 
      
 
     ˙pɐǝɥɹǝʌo 
 
     ssǝuʞɹɐp ǝɥʇ  
 
    ǝɔɐℲ puɐ ɓuoɹʇs ǝq  
 
    oʇ   ɓuıʎɹʇ ɯɐ   I 
 
    ˙ʇuǝɹǝɟɟıp ɓuıɥʇʎuɐ uʍouʞ              
 
     ɹǝʌǝu ǝʌɐɥ I ǝsnɐɔǝq ɹɐǝɟ ou ǝʌɐɥ I         
 
     ˙oɓ llıʍ ǝɯ ɟo pɐǝɥɐ pɐoɹ ǝɥʇ ǝɹǝɥʍ ɹǝpuoʍ I 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter One 
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         Right before my eyes, the world changed. The sunset spread out above me. It was the feeling that went with it that bothered me the most. The physical earth was not changing but my vision was. My view of the sky seemed different. The skies were sprayed to keep humans from seeing them at first. I knew they were there.  
 
      
 
         I spent a lot of time looking up. I was obsessed with it long before I knew the truth. The truth of them. They were always there. Watching.  
 
      
 
         Looking at them every day was tiring. I felt that I was ready for the big event. I became bored with the same clouds. The same ships. The same everything. Then suddenly what was normal changed. The sky was different. Strange clouds and colored skylines that had never been seen before started appearing. I remember the normal skies of summer. Just a big stretch of blue with either white puffy clouds or rain. It was not really that complicated. Now it’s different. There is no limit to the twisted sky formations that we see. The rays from the Sun often reflected pink and yellow hues. One sunset was always more amazing than the last. What caused this new display was still a bit of a mystery.  
 
    Some say it is from the chemicals they are spraying and some say it is related to the ships. I say it’s both. 
 
      
 
         My day had been filled with mowing the grass and fixing the fence. They watched me as I did my chores. Every day it was all about my routine. It was also about theirs. The constant pattern of ships flying over to observe neighbors and friends. It became normal to everyone after a few months.  
 
      
 
         They especially took to Mike. I could see them down the road above his pond. Almost at a standstill while he fished in his rowboat. He didn’t mind them much. He just kept enjoying his afternoons on the water.   
 
      
 
         Occasionally it caused some bad dreams. You know, about the day they actually land or take me up. Most of the humans I knew were serious in preparing for it. They spent an extremely large amount of time stocking up on food and securing their homes.  
 
      
 
         They were ensuring their own survival if the worst would happen. The worst meaning that they would come down and hurt people.  
 
      
 
         If the end times were near, those houses would not bring much safety. It would only put off the inevitable. Surviving in a small space to... well, just survive. Life would never be as they knew it again. Those above would become the enemies vs what they have always been, which were watchers.  
 
      
 
         Most of my thoughts had always strayed and wondered what their goal was. Why they were so fascinated by the people down here. The last few months they became obvious.  
 
      
 
         Before their visits began, I had no idea that they even existed. The days were good and fairly normal. Now normal was frightening. Humans were doing things they would not normally do. The crime rates were increasing daily and time was passing quickly, counting down to the day it would all change. Again. 
 
      
 
         As the afternoon came to a close chaos continued around me. I learned to shut it out and take myself back to a place when the past was comfortable and relaxing. I opened my window to let the breeze in. I laid on the bed reading my new book Urban Bigfoot. I had to laugh at myself for reading a book about Bigfoot when my world was in  dysfunctional. It was nice though to envision old camping days and hikes.  
 
      
 
         Some Bigfoot researchers believed that Bigfoot is linked to the paranormal or alien in nature. I had never realized that before. This book was the story of one woman lost and abducted while out in the woods. It was a wonderful story to escape to.  
 
      
 
         I let the curtains blow in and out in the evening air while the watchers hovered above.  
 
      
 
         Some neighbors called the neighborhood “The Zoo”. It didn’t feel that way when I escaped to my room. My bed was my haven. It was my place of peace and it brought old memories back of when I was young and craved the fresh air and nice evenings. My Mom would always open the house up on summer evenings for the breeze. I loved the smell of it. I loved the smell of people cutting grass before sunset.  
 
      
 
         That became less and less due to the gas restrictions and shortages. It existed but without the internet or news there was no way of finding out what was causing it all or if there was a remedy. 
 
      
 
          I lived more than an hour away from my parents and worried about them often. I wished they could be closer to me while this was happening. Every neighborhood was its own zoo and on their own. Resources were tapped out for extra protection from criminals and people that were not able to cope with the changes. 
 
      
 
         The Zoo. The definition of that word was completely accurate. An establishment that maintains a collection of a species, typically for observation. 
 
      
 
         Yup. That was it. All of them. A large collection of humans. A large world of humans. Over seven billion is more exact.  
 
      
 
         I was the go-to for most of the people in the neighborhood, having served for many years as a Police Officer. Serving and protecting was nothing new for me. It was natural to want to care for others. I was the first female officer in the area. 
 
      
 
         My morning run was always filled with neighbors calling me over to their fences to hear the latest news. It was the typical small town gossip. “Did you hear that so-and-so was drunk again?” “Did you hear that Justin is going to move away?” It was the same every single day.  
 
      
 
         I had analyzed the numbers often. If my town had two hundred people and there were two ships, the ratio was not that large of “them” to us per square mile. Unless there are many more that we cannot see. All of the ships were small. There were no reports of large motherships or battleships that people expected.  
 
      
 
         I watched them out of my window while I read. I was easily distracted and tried to focus on the book. The evening was welcoming them. It was an expected surprise just like fireflies. Once the sun began to set the show begins.  
 
      
 
         No one knew where they were from. I had my own thoughts about it and it wouldn’t matter if I did know. I couldn’t change it. I wanted to, but I was just a girl in a small Missouri town. I was not really the type of person that could save the world. I let the reality of life around me sink in.  
 
      
 
         The lyrics to Imagine played in my head. A brotherhood of man. Imagine all the people cheering all the world. You may say I’m a dreamer...but I’m not the only one…eh. Sometimes my positivity slipped out the window.  
 
      
 
         Some humans were immune from the watching and were not always a target. It was comparable to the trips to the “animal zoo” I had made when I was young. Some humans favored the primates and others penguins. It seems to be the same with them.  
 
      
 
         I preferred not to be a favorite. But I was. I made it several years alone. The courage I wore that was represented by my badge was a match for my faith. I was terrified at night. I locked and double locked doors and windows while I slept. The feeling in my soul made me believe that they would hurt us all eventually. 
 
      
 
         I tried very hard not to spread fear among my neighbors. I didn’t let others know my concerns about the ships.  
 
      
 
         There was something about that sunset though. It had a feeling that came with it. It brought a few tears to my eyes as I watched it completely come to an end.  
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  Chapter Two 
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        Three years ago a National Emergency was declared. I was on duty when the call came out. There were multiple sightings of flashing lights in the sky and mass panic across the state. 
 
      
 
         “Everyone please stay in your homes and wait for further instructions.” I said.  
 
      
 
         How I chose to use my patrol car speaker was bringing people outside instead of actually keeping them in. It was almost the same as severe weather watches. People would come out just to watch something happen.  
 
      
 
         It was the longest night of my life. Patrolling the neighborhoods in the dark after a mass power grid outage. I advised everyone to stay in. The situation had no hope for immediate improvement.  
 
      
 
         The watchers had been nearby for a few days before becoming transparent. It was like the fog had lifted and revealed a new world. Too often in that world of crime and fear, I had seen the dark. As with any public service employee my strong mind was easily swayed with flashbacks from the past. PTSD was unpredictible and annoying to me. I had memories burned into my memory that would never go away but were more gentle to my soul the more I thought of them.  
 
      
 
         I refused to give up and took to the streets on foot after the gas shortage began. Checking and helping everyone in the neighborhood. There were babies without diapers after a few weeks. The stores were empty. Milk was nonexistent. Days went by and schools were shut down. No one went to work and the streets stayed dark and filled with the glow of candles.  
 
      
 
         Some stayed inside so much that it looked like people were just disappearing. They weren’t. They just chose to stay inside and live off of the hope of a miracle. That life would be normal again. 
 
      
 
         The National Guard and Marines were deployed to the area. All towns were closed off from travel temporarily. I stood guard on my own. Without pay. Without sleep. Without concern for my own well-being I kept going.  
 
      
 
         A handful of families began boarding up their windows and painting them with black paint. It reminded me of a story my Grandfather had told about the wars. About the emergency drills and hiding. It was almost the same.  
 
      
 
         Without power and internet, it was hard to communicate. Other countries with the same type of occurrence were not able to give fully all the information. They did know that all areas around the globe were reporting hovering crafts and lights in the sky. The most observed ship was shaped like a triangle. It was clear and nothing was visible except the lights on each corner. It could be as large as a city block when it came down really close. A transparent ship made no sense to me. If I could look up and see through the ship, where were the passengers?  
 
      
 
         All airline traffic worldwide was halted. The week that the power grids in the United States shut down was the last of any air travel. The world became silent. 
 
      
 
         Months later, life was a little easier after people began to accept the new visitors. To my knowledge, there had never been an actual landing. It was just a constant flow of ships above. The watchers were always there. Hovering. Looking at the human activity. The power grids were mysteriously restored and people began living harmoniously. It was very similar to just functioning daily while being watched. Months and then a year passed by.  
 
      
 
         What did I care for? I just kept going. Mowing with my newly filled gas cans, working and living life the best I could. Everything could change in a matter of minutes. I still mourned the life I had lost. I missed the old crime-fighting days, when it was just me against the bad guys. Now people were different.  
 
      
 
         Race and religious differences no longer caused uproars. Social media was also gone. The internet was never recovered. People actually just started living again. Kids were riding their bikes. Laundry was hung out on the line again. The days past became a way of life. I was amused and concerned at the same time about it all. There was no future prediction for what would happen. We had no information on who was running the show up there. They had made no introduction or peace treaties. The watchers just watched. The Earth was their entertainment, and we were part of the show.  
 
      
 
         “Hey, Fynn! Welcome back to the night shift!” Frank said.  
 
      
 
         I looked at him with the look I was famous for. I was always kind but in a serious way. I never used to be. Life just changed me.  
 
      
 
         “I have never understood why you have so much excitement for being out in the darkness all night.” I said. 
 
      
 
         “Well you know what they say about night shifters. I’ve something to show you tonight. I think I found some evidence of landings in the woods behind Pete’s.” Frank said.  
 
      
 
         I was super excited to hear that. It would make the night go by a little quicker. There had been no proof of any landings up until now but I welcomed the investigation.  
 
      
 
         The night shift we organized typically began at six o’clock, which was still daylight. The ten-hour shifts ruined my evening time at home but were well worth it when the surrounding families slept better and without worry.  
 
      
 
         Fynn was the name my father chose when my Mother wanted Lynn, and he wanted Fred. It was odd to some but I liked it. Odd names were my favorite. Names like Rumor or Stormi were fascinating to me. We had few names like this in our area. With a strong German heritage there were mostly Franks, Bobs, Tims and Jims. Those names did not really seem very German to me but that’s what we have so I went with it.  
 
      
 
         The summer air was perfect at night for us to take a lunch break at the outdoor picnic table. It was hard not to look up at the shiny objects hovering above. Sometimes, I thought, I had a stalker. A stalker watcher. It almost seemed obsessed with me. Maybe I would find the love of my life in that ship. Maybe he would laugh when I call it a ship and it’s really a saucer. Why would anyone ever think to call a UFO a saucer? I wondered what they would look like. Does romance exist across celestial boundaries? Frank could tell I was thinking deeply. I just laughed at myself and thought about my future love affair.  
 
      
 
         The shiny ships were much different from the transparent ones. I could almost see that there was something in there. At least it made sense. A solid ship could carry them but a see through ship was just mind-blowing. It could just appear to be that way and there could actually be riders in there. Maybe they were drones of some sort. I really did not know. I knew nothing. I wished that I did.  
 
      
 
         As the lunch break ended, the ships slowly glided away. Looking for their next subject to observe. 
 
      
 
         “Fynn just quit lookin’ at them. I just don’t get you girl!” Frank said while he kept eating his sandwich.  
 
      
 
         The church in town made bread for everyone so we could use their jams. Bread was also not something we had available in large quantities. The stores were still mostly empty but some smaller ones kept trying to stay open. The best thing about living in a small town and in a farming community was the amazing cooking abilities of the residents. Canning and bread making were on the list of things to do before this ever happened and so it was still happening based on supplies available.  
 
         The banks were still closed until the internet was revived and without banks the money was just limited to peoples coin jars and stashed away rainy day funds.  
 
      
 
         “I can’t help but wonder what they are doing. I want to know where they come from and where they go.” I continued, “I remember when I was young. We always talked about spaceships and aliens. It was something that only came to life in movies. I just want to know how this became normal after a few years.” I finished.  
 
      
 
         It was eerie above. The sunset was almost complete and it made a curtain of light that created the most breathtaking scenery. I took my time finishing my lunch. I had just an hour or so of planning left before hitting the streets. We would be patrolling the neighborhoods for the most of the shift after Frank showed me his new evidence in the woods. I was hoping it was a crop circle secretly.  
 
      
 
         “I think you’re right Frank.” I said and stood up and walked towards the building. 
 
      
 
          I had a nervous habit of feeling for my weapon after every break. My eyes looked up and past the sunset. “I think it’s all good.” I smirked a little and kept walking.  
 
      
 
         Maybe the watchers could see us well at night and maybe they could not. They moved faster at a lower level the darker it got. It was almost like a game to them.  
 
      
 
         “Fynn!” A very loud voice shouted from his radio. It was not the official coded voice I was used to. It was Frank. He was calling out from the bathroom to add some excitement to the shift on the streets. I didn’t even answer him. I just wanted to mace him or lock him in his back seat for awhile.  
 
      
 
         Frank insisted that I ride with him to check out this evidence he discovered in the woods. I stopped and parked my car at my house and hopped in. His face lit up like a ten-year-old with a new BB gun. He drove slowly at first looking around and then flew down the gravel road near the quarry. It was no longer being excavated and still reminded me of the Flintstones every time I saw it. I was hoping that Frank would not be disappointed from this adventure.  
 
      
 
         We drove down the gravel and weed filled road. I could tell no-one had been out in the area for awhile. I had to admit to him that I was getting a creepy feeling. It was not really the kind that meant impending doom would arrive but something that would spook us for a good long while later.  
 
      
 
         I had the feeling that this was the beginning of one of the greatest stories ever told. Maybe we would go down in history. Maybe not.  
 
      
 
         Frank pulled in slowly to the weeded parking lot. It was next to the abandoned office for the quarry. He chose his position carefully and sat there for just a moment. I could hear my heart beating in my ears. It was the strangest feeling. Almost the same as driving to the haunted house on Halloween. After ten minutes or so he decided to open his door and said, “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
         I opened my door and closed it very quietly. I stood very still until he motioned for me to follow him down a path to the right of the office. We walked for about ten minutes and came to a slope that slid down into the rock bottoms. There was a longer wait while he stopped and looked around. This was going to be second on my list of weirdest days in the past few months. The first was the day my cat ran away but that’s a whole story in itself.  
 
      
 
         Frank started walking again and walked even further down to the river. We stood there and I had to ask. 
 
      
 
         “What were you thinking to make you come out this far and look around?” I said. 
 
      
 
         “This is what I know Fynn. Those watchers are coming down and I think they have been here. I will show you why in just a minute.” he said  
 
      
 
         We climbed up on a few oversized rocks and boulders to the top. As soon as we did the night sky lit it up. The moon gleamed down on the quarry and I seen it. It was junk but it was not normal human junk. It was metal pieces and long metal rods. And there was an odor in the air. It was odd. I couldn’t explain it if I tried.  
 
      
 
         I had a feeling we would be coming out this way again and that bothered me a little. I was worried that they would see us or could sense us here. We had come a long way from the car and I was actually too scared to even want to go back.  
 
      
 
         I did though. I put my legs into fast mode and walked out of the quarry like I had never walked before. We arrived back at the car and I threw my head back on the headrest. I was completely empty of thoughts. I had nothing to say. I wanted to know more but knew it would lead to more stress. It was too close to our homes. Something bad was brewing and I could feel it in every inch of my body. 
 
      
 
         “You got this Fynn.” I said to myself. “Remember why you do what you do.” More self thoughts.  
 
      
 
         Our shifts were long but voluntary. After the power came back and everyone adjusted a little, we worked for free but it carried with it a lot of thanks. People were very grateful that Frank and I continued with our jobs.  
 
      
 
         The shift would end in the early morning hours. It was early enough for me to get home and take a break before the sunrise.  
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 Chapter Three 
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         I woke up once again to another beautiful sunrise. The skies remained quiet and since the beginning of their visits, the weather would stay peaceful for a few days and then turn into a wild creation of thunder and lightning.  
 
      
 
         They were creating the weather just the same as the way the humans created it for the animals in the local animal sanctuaries. Sprinklers would come on at night and weather had to be mimicked to help them survive. The penguin houses had ice and cold frosty air. The monkey house had jungle plants and humidity.  
 
      
 
         It was going to be a day without too much excitement. I was sure of that. I was off for the next two days and looked forward to the rest.  
 
      
 
         Soon after my late day nap, the radio went off.  
 
      
 
         “Fynn, do you read me?” the volunteer dispatcher said.  
 
      
 
         Our local corner houses were all dispatchers. It was better to have a group of women reporting the news to me than strangers out of a county dispatch unit.  
 
      
 
    She was worried and her voice trembled.  
 
      
 
         “Fynn here, what’s going on?” I said quickly.  
 
      
 
    “I… I... need to announce an alert. No tones at this time. I have a reporting party stating that their two-year-old daughter is missing.” She is very concerned and upset.  
 
      
 
         “Go ahead with info when you’re ready.” I said. 
 
      
 
         “Attention Frank and Fynn... I have a report of a missing two-year-old white female. Last seen about one hour ago at approximately Three P.M. This is Mary’s house. Description is as follows: 30 to 36 inches tall, weighing about 30 pounds. She was wearing a purple shirt and flowered leggings. Pink shoes. Mother stated that she was out in the yard playing by the tree and disappeared in less than five minutes as she was watering the garden.” 
 
      
 
         I felt ill. There would need to be alerts sent out to several locals and a search team would need to be organized right away.  
 
      
 
         “Copy that. Do we know any other details? Witnesses? What she was wearing?” I responded. 
 
      
 
         “Reporting party is at 4148 Mills Avenue. The mother will be out front waiting to talk with all responding searchers and officers.” 
 
      
 
         “10-4, in route.” I mumbled. We tried to continue to be official unofficially. In a small town we all know who Mary is and Mary knows everyone else. Before things changed our dispatch calls were recorded and there was a legal protocol to follow. Now we just do it to keep some type of order.  
 
      
 
         I was worried and felt the tears start for the first time in a very long time. It took a lot to shake me up and get panicked.  
 
      
 
         As I pulled up to the address, I noticed people coming from all around. The mother was crying and normally I would never cry in front of anyone but could not stop them. I knew what was happening.  
 
      
 
         She cried and grabbed me. “I didn’t go far. I was just a yard length away from her! She was running and singing. She always plays by the tree. The wind started blowing and soon after, I called her name. I looked everywhere.” Mary said.  
 
      
 
         I touched her shoulder and walked the yard looking at the area while the other neighbors talked to her. I was looking for anything that would be a clue to her disappearance.  
 
      
 
         “Mary! Have you searched your home again?” I yelled.  
 
      
 
         She ran towards me and grabbed my arm.  
 
      
 
         “I have searched the house and yard multiple times. It has been more than an hour, If she was hiding she would have been found by now. I am so scared.” she sobbed.  
 
      
 
         We discussed a few more details before I walked off. This was beyond bad luck. As a matter of fact, if anyone truly believed in luck any longer it would have surprised me. Predicting what was next would have been easier with a magic 8 ball.  
 
      
 
        But I knew. Deep in my heart. I knew that the watchers had something to do with her disappearance. Baby Bella was somewhere but not where we would be able to find her. If this was true, it would be the fifth documented case of a missing human that I had heard of since they had started visiting.  
 
      
 
         I searched the tree and its surrounding area. The idea of watchers who may have become abductors did not excite me. Sometimes I enjoyed the thrill from it. The thrill was from still being able to do my job to some extent and enjoy,ment from solving a case. This was not one of the events that I looked forward to when it involved a child or anyone else we all knew.  
 
      
 
         Frank arrived at the scene and walked back to the yard towards where I was standing. He could tell by the look on my face what was happening.  
 
      
 
         “The watchers?”  
 
      
 
         “Frank, you know it has to be. There is not one sign of Bella here. She is nowhere to be found.” I said.  
 
      
 
          A farmer pulled up a few minutes earlier with his hunting dogs and was walking the perimeter. Neighbors and additional locals were calling out her name and looking in all directions. There was no damage to the ground or areas near the tree. I was busy looking for a sign of a landing.  
 
      
 
         I sat at the base of the tree and looked up. The sky was silent. There were no watchers above. That seemed unusual. I became annoyed with my own misjudgment of how dangerous they could be.  
 
      
 
         Mary walked back to me and could see it in my eyes. She knew that I had information or something that could help find Bella.  
 
      
 
         “You’re not afraid of them, are you?” she said.  
 
      
 
         “Mary, I have never been afraid of much in my lifetime but this is really worrying me. I am afraid that they have taken your daughter. Where, I don’t know. How I don’t know. For what, I just don’t know.” I said. 
 
      
 
         I walked a few steps and looked up. The breeze swept through my hair and I just stood there and breathed it all in. It felt good and I needed that moment to clear my thoughts and get refocused. I had no idea what to do next. She looked heartbroken. I would have to decide what to do next. We would have to get the word out to other areas about another possible abduction. The previous missing cases we had were a farmer/hunter and husband/father from out in the county. This was the first missing person from our neighborhood. 
 
      
 
         Communication was so slow paced now. Without the internet and being able to link with other communities we only had our radios. I would give anything to sit and scroll through my phone looking at my apps again. I missed my favorite pages that I followed and looking at new posts and stories. It was hard to forget how advanced we had become for just a few years before it was taken from us.  
 
      
 
         I still had my phone and charger. I used it a few times to see what would happen. I even played my game for an evening. I enjoyed Candy Crush for a few years then moved on to Farm town and Zombie Games. Little did I know that they were preparing me for real life survival.  
 
      
 
         There would have to be a discussion about the watchers and what their intentions were. I was hoping that this was not a sign that many more individuals would turn up missing. I felt helpless. There was not a good way to protect the public without ordering a curfew and mandatory lock-in.  
 
      
 
         “Try to do your best this evening and stay inside. We will all work throughout the night and search again in the morning.” I said. 
 
      
 
         “Thank you, Fynn, you’re a true blessing to us all. I just don’t think I can do this. I am not sure I can.” Mary said. 
 
      
 
         I really didn’t feel like a hero or a blessing. I felt like a failure. I knew I had done my best with most of the situations we had been dealt but it was never enough. I continued looking and listening. I saw the looks on the faces of everyone that was searching.  
 
      
 
         I watched her walk to the house. She went in the backdoor and turned on the lights. People were still coming in large numbers to talk to each other. 
 
      
 
         The rumors would be hard to keep contained. I was not trying to be heartless but was so looking forward to having the night off. I wanted to read my book and just relax. I put the thoughts out of my mind and started the ideas flowing for a search party.  
 
         Life was about to change again. Just when it seemed normal.  
 
      
 
         The sun was set fully and the sky was still silent. The moon was full and overhead. Not one watcher was in sight. I wondered where they had all disappeared to.  [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

   
 
             Chapter Four  
 
    [image: ] 
 
        The sun did set and come up again several times while looking for little Bella. We were searching throughout the area and two others were still reported missing. One was the Father of four and lived just outside of town. He was fixing his well pump when he vanished. The second was a retired truck driver/farmer that also lived just on the outside of town limits.  
 
      
 
         There was no connection between the two men and Bella. It was hard to make a theory as to why they were chosen or taken. We were all outside searching and could have all been taken at any given moment if they wanted to start collecting us. My curiosity was at its highest level and I wanted to see it happen. I wanted to be looking in the direction of someone that was chosen and lifted up. It made no sense at all to me how it all went down. I compared everthing to old movies. Big beams coming down transporting people up was one. Maybe it was a big claw. Heck I don’t know. What other possible ways could there be? Some of our beloved Church goers were following the signs and weather changes. I wanted to know more. I was thirsty for information and if that was the answer then I wanted it in full detail.  
 
      
 
         I was finding it hard to continue foot searches while wanting to investigate the watchers. They were limiting the visits and the sky was almost silent. It seemed like a lifetime since I had seen a jet flyover. When the airports were closed it was similar to watching the era of closed shopping malls. Grass began covering the runways and large airlines had no way to turn their businesses into something else. No air traffic meant no air traffic.  
 
      
 
         So many lost their jobs and were no longer able to see their families. Ground travel has become the number one way to get anywhere, second to the railroad. The only people able to accomplish ground travel were mostly farmers. Gas was still becoming an issue fast. We had enough to last for our emergency vehicles for several more months but that was due to donations from the farms.  
 
      
 
         As the evening continued my head started getting full of stress and worry. I felt almost done. I was at the point that I just wanted it all to end. It was exciting most days, but physically and mentally draining. My emotions were going up and down quickly and when my motivation leaves it’s gone. For the day gone or until I get a nap and food.  
 
      
 
         I sketched out the area and marked the missing reports on my map. There did not seem to be a pattern. I was looking for anything familiar. All missing persons the past week were from all age groups.  
 
      
 
         The town’s local Doctor added his take on it. He believed that most at risk for abduction and that included Bella, all had Negative blood. I remembered my blood donor card with a big O-. That never really interested me before until he researched it. Negative Rhesus blood is copper-rich and had been listed as an Alien blood type for the past few years. It had also been described as self-healing and was the blood of the elite or Blue Bloods.  
 
      
 
         So if Dr. Mitch was right then only negative blood types were missing. If history was correct then the negative blood appeared thousands of years ago and some really believe it was due to an Alien visit. 
 
      
 
         I found some info in my old childhood encyclopedia and wrote down what Dr. Mitch told me.  
 
    ~There are 35 blood group systems organized by our genetic structure to carry the information that produces antigens. Antigens are molecules that produce an immune response, so when a foreign substance or toxin enters our system, antigens tell our bodies to attack them. Within the Rh system there are 61 antigens, with the D antigen determining whether one is Rh-positive of Rh-negative. This antigen is a sensitive protein that exists on the surface of red blood cells and can react negatively if it comes in contact with Rh-positive blood. 
 
    If a woman with Rh-negative blood becomes pregnant with an Rh-positive baby, her body will produce antigens signaling to her immune system that her fetus is essentially toxic. Oddly, the woman’s body will kill its own fetus, unless given a rare antibody known as Rh-D immunoglobulin. This complication is known as hemolytic disease. Some believe Rh-negative blood is simply a mutation that came about at some unknown time in our evolution. But, as strange as it sounds, others have speculated with the possibility that it may have come from an alien species that interbred with humans or engineered us in some way, producing a hybrid bloodline. When we look at hybrid animals in other species, there are similar incompatibilities and sometimes even complete infertility. When a horse and donkey mate, the genetic differences result in a sterile mule. The same goes for a liger – the progeny of a lion and a tiger – the two species chromosomes don’t match, so they produce infertile offspring. Could there be a similar incompatibility between Rh-negative mothers and Rh-positive babies?~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
        And that is how I know that I am completely insane. I honestly felt that this was the largest case I would ever be forced to crack. It had a million clues and deadends.  
 
      
 
         I went home and decided to go out for a run. I ran past ten-year-old Hannah and her little brother. They were playing with toy cars on their porch. I ran past people whispering in their driveways. I couldn’t shut my brain off. I ran even harder and further than most days until I found an old barn. I sat down next to the fence and looked up.  
 
      
 
         Nothing stood out as a certain fact. I had nothing to entertain my thoughts with but rumors and conspiracy theories. My strong attitude was slipping and it was taking a lot of work to keep myself together. I was starting to feel anxious and a little off. I needed a break from this soon and it was time to call it a day. I would talk to Frank and take a day off. I just could not do it anymore. At least right now. At least not today. I was completely done.  
 
      
 
         No ships were in sight and I walked home instead of running before the sunset. Sometimes it felt like it would be my last time looking at the world I was in.  
 
      
 
         On this day the sun began to sink, and the crickets started to chirp. Another chapter of my existence soon came to a close.  
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    Chapter Five[image: ] 
 
         I picked up the coffee pot and the steaming brew filled my cup. Something about the sunlight coming through the window caught my eye.  
 
      
 
         The wind was gusting through the cracks making the curtains blow. I wanted to just stand still and breathe it all in. My mind became clearer and I knew that I had to pull myself together to help with the missing cases and the fears that everyone close to me had. I just felt so done.  
 
      
 
         I was still anxious but ready to give what energy I had left to others. I lunged with my invisible sword to get my energy flowing. “AHA! Take that!” I yelled. I ran to the window and looked for a ship and walked back to get more coffee. The morning turned out pretty good after all.  
 
      
 
         My coffee was good and I would have given anything to add some fresh milk to it. My kitchen was bare. I lived off of peanut butter and crackers most days. There were canned goods available from the church. I wanted to pick some up but left it for the families that had children. So the creamy peanut butter became my staple. Once I had a random jar of crunchy and it wrecked my entire week.  
 
      
 
        I kept watching the curtain blow in and out while I sipped it. I began breathing with the movement of the fabric. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to figure them out. And so there it was. The desire came back and the worry left. My blood began pumping through my veins like never before. I was ready to take this on and make the day better for someone.  
 
      
 
         I grabbed my notebook. I wrote down everything I could think of that needed to be done. I tried to create a timeline and made notes about them. I had so many unanswered questions.  
 
      
 
         I did know that they never landed, that I knew of. I looked for evidence of this multiple times. Even Frank’s findings were not proof enough for me. I think they never landed long enough for us to see them but they must at one time or another. They never desired to interfere with our routines. The one time this was an exception was when the power went out. We still do not know that they caused it but it was a strange coincidence that it occurred at the exact time of their arrival.  
 
      
 
         My conclusion was narrowing down. The abductions were linked to them. The goal was unknown. What would they have to gain from taking humans to their world? Where was their world? Why didn’t they land? Maybe they did. My head hurt from thinking about it so much.  
 
      
 
         What I did know was this. We had to learn to protect ourselves from them. They were not wanted on Earth and a solid plan would need to be in place to survive.  
 
      
 
         I talked with Frank, and we decided to take advantage of the old storage units in town. We would start working immediately to secure them and make them livable without the watchers actually knowing what we were doing. That is… assuming they did not know what we were actually thinking or discussing.  
 
      
 
         I spent the rest of my week working nearly twenty hours a day on this project and patrolling the area. There was still no sign of Bella or any of the others that were missing. The good news was that there were no new reports. It was like it all just stopped quickly.  
 
      
 
         At the end of the week, I sat in bed waiting for some sort of sign that what I was doing was right. There were over one hundred storage units and if they were modified correctly could house quite a few people quickly. We had no other empty buildings that were close enough together to accomplish what we were trying to do.  
 
      
 
         Frank had some portable outdoor toilets delivered and fencing. We would manufacture bunk beds in each unit. Some would hold three sets and others held up to seven. Local women began working on the delivery of blankets and pillows. We had a common area to store food and cook. There was so much work to be done. It did seem like there was plenty of time to accomplish most of it but the not knowing was hard. We had no idea how long we actually had. Their actions above us had always been quiet and indicated they were not hostile. The abductions told a different story.  
 
      
 
         Frank’s brother Cory had an idea to connect the units and build a wood-based awning system over the units. This would allow everyone that gathered to be outside and unseen. They would be able to go in and out of the other buildings more freely without being visible. A donation came in for tin and after that we made a plan to connect them the roof could be screwed down quickly. We had access to extra tin from local farms if needed.  
 
      
 
         Cory was very tall. His construction skills were amazing, and he rarely needed help with his work. His jobs were finished quickly, and he was just the right person to do the job. One great thing about Cory was the fact that he was completely all in. He was hyped about anything involving space or the Star Wars movies. This type of real life action was more like living his dream. I would have never imagined in all of my years that we would be living this idea that Hollywood portrayed for so long. But I did hear once that movies predict the future. If that was true then an ending always comes. What our ending would be was still undetermined. What we were waiting for was nothing short of a horror film in my opinion. 
 
      
 
         In the last two weeks we had grown together as a large family. The plan was growing and changing daily. 
 
      
 
         There were multiple farms and isolated houses surrounding our area. This was my first choice for new residents at the units. Help would be limited if an emergency occurred. It was best that they move closer to strengthen the community.  
 
      
 
         Everyone started to come together with one common goal and that was to survive.  
 
      
 
         I had to get out of bed and find the energy to continue. I had slept dreamless and without waking. I made it to the kitchen to start the coffee and drew some lines in my notebook to make a new list while making my list I realized that there were things that I started missing. Bananas were one of those things. Exported food no longer existed and if we could not grow it locally then it was not available.  
 
      
 
          My pen was out of ink of course so I called it quits. I could hear that a storm was coming in. The severe weather would bring a quiet sky and help ease the minds that were concerned about the abductions.  
 
      
 
         On my list was a recommendation for the condensing of homes and available population for the watchers to observe. Any homes surrounding the neighborhood and town needed to come into the center for protection. The storage units would serve as the main area for this. The roof would be completed quickly to connect them and the main area for cooking and food storage was soon ready as each building has a common area to share. 
 
      
 
         I had a group of men in the construction field preparing to bring in any wood they could find to build the new beds and bunk beds. We would also need areas for children to play and sleep. The portable toilets were also scheduled to be moved as close to the buildings as possible to keep them out of view. Construction of the awnings was also in the works. Cory measured the portable toilets to be sure that they would fit. 
 
      
 
         It would be just a few days until we could start moving families in.  
 
      
 
         There were two hundred and thirty-seven homes in town, our zoo. There were about 25 homes outside city limits that would need to move in. I mapped out much more than that but some people were insistent on staying to themselves. Some already had bunkers in place and some just liked the idea of taking on whatever it was that was out there in the skies and coming for us.  
 
      
 
         We had four buildings with twenty-seven units in each one. I had on the list to check the temperature controls. If we were able to bring in generators, the air conditioning and heat would work throughout all seasons. The main building with the apartment at the front for a live-in manager would serve as the main kitchen area and gathering place. Not all storage units had this type of luxury. Other units had outer doors and no living quarters. We were lucky to have an owner that stored temperature controlled goods instead of offering dry, hot units.  
 
      
 
         The main building had a basement underneath and also a loft area for storage. Years ago, when Shannon had the idea to build those fancy units I gave him a hard time and I thanked him for thinking big. The basement was perfect for staying cool or warm without utilities. We would need to discuss the building of beds or bring in sleeping supplies for that area as well.  
 
      
 
         I was fortunate to have been offered the front sleeping apartment to monitor the safety of others. There we two separate bedrooms and I would share it with Frank. People always asked about Frank and I. I had no interest in dating someone like him. Not that he was a bad person, but he lied to me once. He told me he liked me and forgot to mention that he was living with another girl.  
 
      
 
         That is unforgivable in my world. We were only work partners and there was no reason at all not to mention that when asking me out. So it is what it is. I kept my life simple and stayed single. My best friend and neighbor was Angel. When you have a good friend that’s just about all you need. Her home is not too far from mine, and she would be one of the first to move in the storage units from my street.  
 
      
 
         Angel had a family of five, so they would get a larger unit. She has the most crafty mind so moving is a major decorating event for her. The unit will be the most amazing out of all of them I am sure.  
 
      
 
         I had the same ideas. I packed a few books and my favorite little trinkets. I needed something to feel like home.  
 
      
 
         [image: ] 
 
      
 
         Each dot represented a bunk bed. The S represented the sick-bay. A necessary place to keep anyone ill that would be at risk for spreading it around quickly. The X areas would be for police officers and anyone protecting the buildings.  
 
      
 
         The plan was coming into place very well. Building A would easily sleep over one hundred people. We would meet to discuss this and put a hold on the other buildings for others that could potentially travel this way to stay with us.  
 
      
 
         Welcome to the Zoo, the sign would say. Mid-Missouri’s finest storage unit accommodations. It was almost like an Amish Prison.  
 
      
 
         As my list got longer, I figured I had better head over to check on the progress and get things moving. It was only ten in the morning and my mind was already exhausted.  
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             Chapter Six[image: ] 
 
         I arrived to find Frank talking with Shannon. Many others were around dropping off goods and such. It looked like an entire city was being built. I still felt that this was the best idea we could have followed through on. The storm was looming off in the east. I could smell the rain. I hoped it would stay away just a bit longer.  
 
      
 
         “Hey Fynn, you think they are up there knowing what we are doin’?” Frank said.  
 
      
 
         I laughed a little and said, “Probably.”  
 
      
 
         I knew that if they were able to find us or place us on earth, watch us and take us then they may have some idea that we were doing something new.  
 
      
 
        “You better watch it. You might be sittin’ there in your pajamas when the laser beams come down.” Frank continued on with his Alien sarcasm. 
 
      
 
        That was OK. I knew that he was joking but was burnt out on the Alien jokes. I had a burning desire to point my rifle at the sky and shoot every single one of them down. I wanted to talk to them and ask them what the heck they were doing. I wanted to know why they thought they had the right to come down and frighten good people. Then I realized how dumb that sounded to even think that. Of course they did not care about us. We were just ants in their ant farm.  
 
      
 
         It was all just part of an angry phase I was going through. I finally learned to trust humans again after many years of lies and cheating, as soon I pulled myself together this had to start happening. There must be a reason for it all though. There is a reason for everything, right?  
 
      
 
         The skies were still quiet above us. It was hard sometimes to have a conversation or get anything done without stopping every few minutes to observe it. The waiting was exciting and frightening at the same time. It was similar to a tornado warning. I always wanted something to happen but then, on the other hand, I didn’t.  So I stood there. The storm was close and even though we had a million things to do I secretly wished for a storm that would blow in a big ship. Maybe this was a coverup for them. Back to my plan.  
 
      
 
         Summer would be coming to an end soon and with that brings the school season. The units would be filled with the outer houses, single residents first and then families on a volunteer basis until we were ready to go into full protection mode.  
 
      
 
         We agreed to keep the closest units in the middle for families with young children. It would be easier with the bathroom situation. The bathrooms were located in the apartment area in the front. Any senior citizens would be up front as well, and they would not be able to use bunk beds so the units were going to be adjusted to meet their needs.  
 
      
 
         Some units still had belongings in them from renters and if we were unable to make contact we labeled the boxes as we went and placed them downstairs if they wanted the items they would have to come to pick them up. The odds were that they would be living there and the items could have some use to them at a later time.  
 
      
 
         The most difficult decisions coming in were regarding pets. So many people had dogs and cats. The birds and hamsters were easy but dogs not so much. They would need to be let outside and that could put everyone at risk.  
 
      
 
         So as the old saying goes, “Be brave enough to start a conversation that matters”, I brought it up. If dog owners were insisting on having their pets they would have to come up with a solution to the outside area. It could be kennels or a covered area for going out to do their jobs. I decided to bring it up and then leave it alone until the rest of the moving in was ironed out.  
 
      
 
         I had an idea and raced to the patrol car to drive out to the farm families.  
 
      
 
         “I will catch up with you all in a bit. I am running out to Ruby’s.” I said quickly. Standing around talking about all of the dogs and Aliens was pointless at the moment. I wanted to keep moving forward. That meant getting the farmers that were leaving their homes to get ready.  
 
      
 
         They would need to start packing and provide a list of any special needs they had. Even though we were blessed enough to have our power grids running and some normality, stores were at bare minimums with most high demand goods. Store owners were working for free and money was not a goal any longer. It was useless. Medicine was one of the most popular items.  
 
      
 
         It was all so complicated. Local radio was broadcasting some information. The radio information was limited and only available when the owners were at the towers.  
 
      
 
         Satellite TV was non-existent so we relied on local broadcasts. It was like the 1970s all over again. Our troops stayed on our ground. The White House was no longer conducting official business that we knew of. The complications of the closures were growing. Federal and State prison systems were closed.  
 
      
 
         Correction officers and employees were once considered essential employees. That meant they worked whether there was pay or not. Once the gas became a real shortage they quit going to work. The Governor started a release program. One of our citizens filled us in on the details. Drug offenders were let out first. Every hour there were more. After the non-violent offenders were released the violent offenders were released back into what was left of our society. That contributed to the high crime rates.  
 
      
 
         In our town we were lucky to not really be impacted by this. We had some come and go in town but most locals were just locals. Outsiders were easily recognized.  
 
      
 
         The day that the internet went into remission the banks were no longer able to issue debit cards. Credit cards were gone. Money was becoming obsolete and bartering was taking over.  
 
      
 
         Schools were operating just to provide a small amount of activity for the children. The classes were becoming smaller as families chose to keep their children home to keep them safe. Safe from what we did not know. If I had been a parent and had to make that choice, I certainly would have chosen to keep my children home. We no longer had a way to keep the school buses running and that led to the cancellation of most activities and teachers leaving.  
 
      
 
         Every possible security measure was taken in our town to comply with what the government recommended. Martial law was never enforced and was predicted early in the year if there was a criminal issue it was handled at the local level the best we could.  
 
      
 
         It was so complicated that it became simple. I added a cell to my list. We would need a place to house anyone that became unstable. I gave Cory a list of items needed for it to work properly. Locks, benches that handcuffs could attach to, things that were a must-have.  
 
      
 
         I moved from house to house with information. I noted who was coming and when. I drove back to the units to update Frank and the storm had just blown off to the North. That was the one and only good thing about living near the Missouri River. Storms would easily separate or move in another direction even when they appeared to be a direct hit. The river did provide another favor to us. It was a source of fresh fish. I was not a fan of the water or the fish that came from it. I would be reconsidering that when my peanut butter runs out. 
 
      
 
         One additional concern we had in our location was the Nuclear power plant in Mid-Missouri. It was located about twenty-eight miles away. The United States had 104 nuclear reactors listed and the emergency plans were developed for a much shorter blackout period and with the assumption that power would be restored quickly.  
 
      
 
         In any given scenario, the plants could give off radiation after one day following an earthquake, flood or fire. Shutdowns were only effective with advance notice and there was no way to keep the reactors cool following a power failure. The backup battery power could run out.  
 
      
 
         An emergency shutdown takes between 1 and 5 seconds. A controlled shutdown takes 6 to 10 hours. The nuclear plants always made me nervous. Even way before our lives changed due to the watchers. I was never a big fan of them. I remembered a few years earlier when they scheduled maintenance and shut down for a couple of weeks. I worried when they shut it down and worried even more when they started it back up.  
 
      
 
         The way I thought about it changed after the Fukushima plant in Japan had an emergency. I missed the internet for things like that. I liked to research and study the after effects.  
 
      
 
         Security around the plant had changed after 9/11. Plant employees were essential and without the volunteers that stayed to help manage it we would have all been gone long before this day. The decision was made to keep it shutdown due to the fact that only 13% of the state’s electricity came from it. It was not worth the risk to citizens by keeping it running.  
 
      
 
         We hustled all day and by the time the sun began to set I was exhausted. I arrived back at home to inventory my things to take with me. It was game on. Time to get the plan into effect. I was terrified and excited at the same time. That sun though. It was casting a purple and lavender shadows throughout the Zoo. It was breathtaking. 
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        Chapter Seven[image: ] 
 
         The first farm families started moving into the units before the watchers were on the move again. It had been days and still nothing. Mary was still grieving over Bella. It was so very sad to watch. We felt helpless.  
 
      
 
         I helped Mary move the rest of her belongings to one of the back units. They were reserved for individuals without children or families. She got set up quickly and helped get the kitchen pantry organized. Truckloads of canned goods were coming in. We cleaned out every cabinet from every farm and household kitchen. It was the only food that we knew would last a very long time. We also packed it full of canning jars and cooking pots. I was excited to see the end of peanut butter crackers near. I was happy to get a fresh tomato and cucumber. There were enough fresh vegetables this time of year to start processing. It would carry us through the winter. I was mad at myself for denying the offers for so long. I had good intentions but will never turn down a fresh vegetable ever again.  
 
      
 
         I had everything I needed from my home and drove away to begin my new life at the units that morning.  I had locked up and left the porch lights on. We needed the area lit up at night as much as we could.  
 
      
 
         My vehicle was needed the most and I parked it at the car wash next to the units. Too many cars there would alert the watchers if they were to show up or give a sign that they were watching us from a distance.  
 
      
 
         Days later, four families moved in. We had also moved one at a time, every senior citizen that lived within city limits. Our town had a small retirement home, and they were also moved to the units.  
 
      
 
         We had an abundance of blankets and quilts. All beds were ready and the volunteers began working on beds in the basement. The air conditioning was working well and all house fans were requested from anyone moving in. Air circulation would be very important. The noise from them would also block out the outside noises that upset people if the ships returned.  
 
      
 
         It all started to come together very well, after four weeks there were over seventy people living in sync with each other. They took turns cooking and cleaning. We decided to close the school and used the main dining room for a classroom, once they arrived at the units leaving was not an option.  
 
      
 
         Young children were becoming scarce. After the first round of visits, most people decided against having more children in our area for a while. We had one Doctor on staff in a unit and several nurses. The contribution was great on their part. Dr. Mitch was a local and would never leave. He was the third generation in Doctors in our town.  
 
      
 
         The ambulance building donated cots and equipment for the sick room. We did not have a supply of flu shots or immunizations but had what we needed when it came to antibiotics and insulin.  
 
      
 
         The funeral home was nearby and the owners decided to stay in their quarters until all residents of our town moved in. It would be a much-needed building if we were to lose anyone.  
 
      
 
         I was still overwhelmed and exhausted. The feeling was continuous and I was looking forward to a long rest now that our plan was executed and going well.  
 
      
 
         Everything was good during my patrol and I headed back to my unit. Everyone was doing well and my bed was calling me. Frank was already sleeping. He slept more in the early evening than I did, so he could check the area at night. We rotated shifts and that was hard after working together, so many years on the same shift.  
 
      
 
         Mary finished organizing her unit and came to help with some last minute cleaning before resting. Soon other children would be moving in, and she didn’t like the reminder that Bella was still missing. Everyone could see the pain in her eyes. It was hard to believe any of it had really happened. It did make me feel much better about our new plan and would give me more time to research the area for any sign of Bella after the units were full.  
 
      
 
         There were no bad feelings between us. Mary could have become angry and lashed out to everyone for her loss, but she didn’t. She stayed calm. It was a sign that one of two things would happen. Either she would lash out and take revenge on whoever and whatever she could find later, or she would remain calm and quiet while waiting for the day that Bella would come home.  
 
      
 
         I was sure that would happen. It had to. I could not accept that people were just going to start disappearing and never to come back again.  
 
      
 
         “Do you need anything else tonight Mary?” I said.  
 
      
 
         “Not really Fynn. I am kind of tired and look forward to sleeping in a safe place. I have lost a lot of sleep from the anxiety and worry.” She said. 
 
      
 
         My arms reached out to her and gave her a strong embrace. I knew she needed that. I hoped that it had helped in some way. 
 
      
 
         I went to bed early and woke up to the loud noises of Frank stumbling around. It was still dark outside and I felt rested with just a few hours of sleep.  
 
      
 
         “I think I will get up and patrol for a while. I can’t get Bella off my mind.” I said. 
 
      
 
         Frank was happy to hear that.  
 
      
 
         I stretched and grabbed my pants. It was time to get out there and see what was going on or what was going to happen next.  
 
      
 
         The sky was changing again. The sunrise was earlier than usual. A conversation came up about the sun a few mornings ago in the kitchen. Cammie and Stephanie had mentioned seeing the sun in two different parts of the sky at the same time. There was no reasonable explanation for that. 
 
      
 
          I had a difficult time keeping focused on the list of things to do with that sky. The thoughts I had were racing and trying to make sense of it all. Originally, I had thought that we just had an invasion. I changed that opinion to some sort of government cover up. I changed it back to another intelligent species discovering us or even placing us here. Then I changed it again.  
 
      
 
         Frank believed that they started coming to earth about fifty years ago and that is when human intelligence and technology started changing. It made sense. Thinking about that possibility made me wonder if we were given a gift to enhance that or that they were actually blending in with us and some of us here were actually them. I was always reluctant to decide on one answer to my questions.  
 
      
 
         So I watched, curiously and with strong hopes to see just one thing that would lead me to the right answers. Others had the same ideas. Some of them came up with much greater scenarios than I did. I guessed that time would tell.  
 
      
 
         Frank would tell me stories about his Grandfather working for the Army. He would not talk about it much. He was sent to locations all over the world to investigate ships that were discovered. All crash sights and empty ships. It was a very secretive life that he had lived. So secretive that he was unable to tell anyone what he knew. That information led Frank to believe that the quick change in technology was due to this outbreak of ships found. Just a few years after the first Television sets were available in stores, other things were released soon after. Microwave ovens, cordless telephones, car phones, cable TV, and smarter cars.  
 
      
 
         Then again, just years later, the car phones turned to cell phones. The internet was born and computers were available for homes. Cell phones became smaller and smaller. Computers became smaller and portable.  
 
      
 
         Cell phones went from having a small camera to amazing high definition. Computers were being sold with touch screens. Phones then had touch screens. Wi-Fi was born. Technologic advances and miracles were being born every day in our simple lives and even in medicine.  
 
      
 
         I felt enlightened and bewildered at the same time. Things were just strange.  
 
      
 
         “I will take my own car today.” Frank said.  
 
      
 
         “Sounds good.” I wanted to drive myself anyway. I had ideas.  
 
      
 
         I hopped in and slammed the door shut. I was ready for the day. I stared at the sky and drove into the path of the sunrise.  
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Eight [image: ] 
 
         Chasing the sun was my favorite thing to do. There were no ships visible and with no activity it gave me time to explore one more day. Hopefully it would last. It gave us time to get more people moved to the units and get everything in place.  
 
      
 
         I checked the neighborhood and my house. I went by Mary’s with wishful thinking that Bella would show up. Most were still locked in their houses and waiting for the sun to come up fully to get more household items to their new unit homes.  
 
      
 
         Slowly and methodically the families all moved one by one to the units. It was the best we could come up with and was under scrutiny by some. If the watchers had advanced technology it could not protect us in metal storage unit buildings. If the Government was involved then we were also wasting our time. In my opinion the moving was gathering us all to a common place where we could survive and provide safety to each other in numbers. It had to be that way. I felt it was the only option that made sense.  
 
      
 
         By the end of the day there would be five more families moving in. Each would get assistance and move about one hour apart. That would leave enough time to keep watch. I had no idea what we could watch for that was not visible, but we tried.  
 
      
 
         Three of the first five families were related and were able to share. The larger units slept ten or eight. With three couples they had eleven children so the first unit which was number one would be for the adults and the second unit which was number two would be for the children.  
 
      
 
         Cory had two children and his wife was busy packing while he worked on the last minute construction details. They would take unit twenty-two. Unit nine would go to another family with two children. That would be a great trial run with fifteen children there the first night.  
 
      
 
         Mary was towards the back in fifteen, and we decided to put Bev up front by the sick bay in a single unit because of her cooking skills. She would be in unit twenty-four.  
 
      
 
         Things were coming into place once again. It was a slower process than I had first thought. To go full speed would be too daring. 
 
      
 
         Imagine a world filled with people that were all coming together with one common goal. A goal to care about each other and survive. It was the greatest goal ever created.  
 
      
 
         I started feeling tired and needed food. Frank was out checking on some farms. I stopped by to see the folks that were moving in that day. It looked stressful for them. Kids were running everywhere and the women were trying to decide on what was important to take and what was not. Leaving behind a home is a terrible feeling. Deciding what memories to let go of was even worse. I reassured everyone that this move could be very temporary. It was a waste of my breath. They all packed like they were leaving for fifty years.  
 
      
 
         I was hopeful with the new plan though. Maybe we were just delaying the inevitable. They could come down at any time and take over. They could also destroy us with bad weather or additional power outages. Maybe they had no plan. Perhaps our plan was greater. Maybe our desire to live was stronger than their plan to end our lives as we knew it. I wish the answer was obvious.  
 
      
 
         There were more rumors about the watchers in the grapevine. Some were very extreme and way off. The big rumor was that China was behind the power grid shutdowns, and they were actually involved in the ships we seen overhead. That was hard for me to comprehend. Everyone blames China and Russia for everything. That slowed down after Trump became President. Everything became his fault then. The very best thing that could have come from all of this was people letting go of their political differences. It was gone. All of it.  
 
      
 
         I tried to look at the facts. It was part of my job. The world was changing fast right before their appearance. Towers went up a year or so before this happened for 5G. The skies were being sprayed daily around the globe. This was a part of the weather modification. If the planes were manufactured and taking off from Earth that led me to believe that somehow the Government was involved. It was too much to think about sometimes. I did know something was wrong. Something was off. I could not find the missing link.  
 
      
 
         I continued to patrol and check on the homes in the area. I looked up constantly while driving. There were still no signs of activity in the sky.  
 
      
 
         The Zoo looked peaceful and still felt like home. I stopped by my house and grabbed some notes and sketches I had left in my office. I wanted to have them at my new place.  
 
      
 
         Just then my heart stopped. I looked out into the old yard I used to mow and seen something. It looked like a person lying in the yard or something big that had never been there before. I tried convincing myself quickly that it was normal. That something must have blown into the yard. Suddenly, my day turned into sadness. It was Bella. She was lying in the grass. She must have not been there long because there were still tears on her cheeks. I checked her pulse. She was gone. I sat on the ground looking at her and I could not hold back with my own tears. Telling Mary would be difficult but would bring her closure. I was not sure I could do it.  
 
      
 
         There was so much about this that I did not understand. How did she get there? I picked up her little body and took it to the patrol car. I placed her gently in the backseat and headed over to the funeral home. I wanted to talk to them about an exam. I would leave Bella with them and pick up Mary. I had to let go of some worry. It would keep me from functioning. Everything was out of my control when it came to the watchers.  
 
      
 
         It was hard for me to find a sense of peace in this new world. What exactly were we running from? Days after working so hard to help people feel safe, I was feeling helpless. I continued to eliminate any display of this concern to the others right away. I wanted them to feel strong and believe that good was going to continue to come.  
 
      
 
         I stopped dead in my tracks on my way back to the car. I realized that we were all running from something. I’d been trying to bypass the feelings in my heart by telling others that all was well. I was surrounded by human beings that still had hopes and dreams. Goals they had not achieved. Some were running from bad relationships and old ghosts. All of that was brushed off to the side to come together and survive.  
 
      
 
         I opened the door and sat down just enough to let my head fall to the steering wheel. I understood what was happening but it did not make it any easier. I was breathing in and out as I was feeling the hurt. As the pain started to lift from my heart I started the car. After dropping off Bella at the funeral home, I drove to the units and walked in to find Mary washing the tables in the common area.  
 
      
 
         She knew. She looked at me for one second and could feel it. I took her in close and hugged her throughout the release of her pain. It was so hard. I didn't let go. I stayed like that until she was fully comforted. After several minutes she backed up and took my hand. We walked together to the car and nothing was said. I just let it be. A mother knows and Mary did not need any words to tell her what had happened. Somehow she knew.  
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 Chapter Nine [image: ] 
 
         Mary’s face was numb. Her face did not show expression when she spoke. She took a deep breath and pressed the words through her lips the best she could. It was heartbreaking.  
 
      
 
         “I loved her so much. I don’t know what to do without her.” She said.  
 
      
 
         The autopsy report showed nothing unusual. The coroner researched day and night for any indication of how Bella passed away. There were no bruises or marks. He ruled out homicide. There was nothing to go on.  
 
      
 
         “I want you to know Mary that we will keep trying to find out what is happening. Right now it is important to keep everyone close together to protect our loved ones and neighbors.” I said.  
 
      
 
         We all continued to spend time with Mary. It was going to take time for her to heal. Bev prayed with her and over her often. It did help bring some comfort. Other members of Bev’s church joined together outside for a prayer vigil. Bella was buried near the units. It would make it easier for Mary to have her nearby. Traveling to the cemetery would put the town’s people in a mess trying to travel out to it.  
 
      
 
         It was back to business as usual. We were two weeks into moving everyone into the units and were just days away from getting the first building full. Supplies continued to pour in. The weather started turning colder with Fall setting in and that was a good thing. The units were not easy to cool. It was comfortable though. I was asked by the children often how long we would need to hide. They saw it as a game. It was intentional on my part to keep adult information from them. They only needed to know that going outside was off limits unless it was necessary.  
 
      
 
         What I wouldn’t give for a look at the internet or my old social media sites. I wanted to get a larger perspective of what was happening worldwide. I only knew of the loss of jobs, food shortages and limited power usage. Everyone that was working for the police, firehouse, electric company, hospitals and essential workers was done on a-time-donation basis only. The use of money was now totally obsolete. The stock market and banks no longer remained open. My credit score was gone. My credit cards were gone. My head constantly cycles through these thoughts to keep the full vision in perspective for what was happening around us.  
 
      
 
         It was almost like everyone retired and went on vacation across the country, maybe even around the world.  
 
      
 
         It was time to start the plan for the second building. That would be quite a ways in the future. Some residents wanted to bring family members to our units from other small towns that were nearby. I was OK with that. I believed that there were power in numbers. The majority of us that joined together, the easier it would be to survive. Frank did not agree with that. He believed a larger number would look more obvious to the watchers.  
 
      
 
         One resident told a story during our evening meal. It was the story of the watchers in Bible. The watchers were defined as Angels dispatched to the Earth. They were sent to watch over humans. She told us that there were good and bad watchers. The bad were the rebellious ones. They longed to be with humans or become one.  
 
      
 
         Watchers are just my name for them. Everyone had created different ones. I liked them all but it was easier for me to call them that. After all, they just watched. Well they did until some people started to become abducted or missing. That would be a reason to call them something else.  
 
      
 
         We could call them outlanders or externals. Intruders or guests would have worked for me.  
 
      
 
         Now that they are not just watching may we should call them the Anunnaki. According to one resident, Stan, they come from the planet Nibiru. They are also known as miners. It was believed that the Arunnaki were divine and above all humans. It was mentioned that they were Aliens that interbred with humans.  
 
      
 
         There were others discussions going on in the units. The watchers could be Reptilians. This was the hardest for me to believe. I could not grasp the concept of reptile hybrids abducting humans. They are also considered shape-shifters, because they are able to take on a human form and live as a human.  
 
      
 
         More than half of the people among me believed the watchers to be Gray. Short gray beings with big heads and large black eyes. I would much rather believe in this type than giant reptiles or purring dragon like creatures. Cloaking frightened me a bit. Invisibility also freaked me out. Even though I had excellent training through the Police Academy, it was difficult to fight something you could not see. I could see a new course at the academy in the future for officers that included Alien visits. 
 
      
 
         There were a few other types that were discussed. The Andromedans and the Nordics. Both of which may already live among us. Or so they say. 
 
      
 
         If I had to choose one then I would still go with the watchers. Which is the name I chose to call them. It made sense to me. I did not want to believe that the reptilians were coming for me. I could handle the latter.  
 
      
 
         Mary went to rest for the night. The sun set and it was beautiful. It was Bella’s sunset. It was a miracle every day to see it. I appreciated it and held it close to my heart. I had hoped to see many more. [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Ten 
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         I laid on my bed night after night listening. I had no trouble sleeping but was obsessed with noises outside. I listened for them. It had been nearly a month, and they were still gone. I wondered why about every five minutes.  
 
      
 
         It was official. All Hermann residents were tucked into their units and doing well. People were still drifting in from the outskirts and from smaller towns. Two small towns were only a few miles away. One was blessed to have a Marshal. He was the complete opposite of any officer one would expect. He was fair, kind and caring. Police officers in general get a bad wrap from some, and he took his fair share of hits just like we did. He continued on with an impressive amount of energy and drive because he loved his job. We were lucky to have him and his wife arrive to our Zoo.  
 
      
 
         He was of Native American Heritage and had little fear. This was just what we needed because his focus was always on positive messages and the community. We needed that. He stayed behind after moving his wife in and helped his community travel the eight miles to us. His name was Trace. He brought with him extra equipment and support. We found a way to keep him in a small unit up front. If I could have mustered up the mental energy to share a room with Frank then it would have given Trace and his wife a room up front with us. I just could not do that yet. I liked Frank and cared about him but was not ready to bunk with him.  
 
      
 
         The situation was complicated. In the past two years an epidemic developed in the area. We had higher numbers of drug addicted residents. We had seen an increase in crime due to this and the release of the prison and jail inmates. It was hard to balance but he accomplished it.  
 
      
 
         The last thing we wanted to do was have the units filled with people recovering from drug addiction and withdrawal. The number one drug was methamphetamine. So we had units with families and farmers. We had police officers and doctors. We also had drug users. Being in a smaller space helped focus on what we could do to help them.  
 
      
 
        He convinced about 80% of his town to travel to us. They were terrified before arriving. The amount of stress that they were under with worry was very high. That all changed.  
 
      
 
        The families all started to care about each other. We set up a game table and had card and game nights.  
 
      
 
         If there were any way for me to take it all away, I would. I had been battling an insane idea in my head to try to make it easier for everyone but it would take some time to convince myself to do it.  We all had to try to do our best to get through it. Maybe it would end. Maybe it wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
         It was always a good thing to see the children happy and playing. Bev was busy getting a learning schedule set in place for them. We had thirty-six young children to educate and keep busy. She was such a blessing to all of us. Her faith also kept everyone positive. We housed many religions in one building and there was never one more beautiful than her Pentecost ways. The moment the kids caught sight of her skirt and hair bun, excitement brewed. She was always calm and pleasant. She was also very humorous which kept everyone in a good place.  
 
      
 
         I don’t know how long I laid there and stared at the ceiling. It was getting late and the patrols were slowing down for us. No more long nights and shifts. We checked the houses and looked for anything unusual when we felt like it. It was much better that way. I was tired. Adding an officer was making it much easier for me as well.  
 
      
 
         We had still not recovered the two others that were reported missing. There was not a single clue. They were gone and none of had a choice. We just tried not to focus on something we had no control over. Trace had no reports of anyone missing from his area.  
 
      
 
         I forced myself to rest just, so I would not miss the sunrise. The sun had a ring around it the day before and it was said by some that it was an omen. Others said it was a blessing. Whatever it was made for a beautiful sky. It just kept getting brighter and more amazing as the days went by. Maybe it was just the way we thought. Sometimes appreciation of life when you think it is almost gone makes beauty show in everything.  [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

  Chapter Eleven[image: ] 
 
         The morning came three months after our units were thriving. The military came through town and was spotted by the funeral home owners. They kept going and never came near our units. The houses were all quiet and with the daylight shining on them it gave an appearance to the guard members that everyone was either gone or OK. I trusted them but had my worries about martial law making an impact on our lives.  
 
      
 
         I had taken it upon myself to learn more about martial law and so called FEMA camps. I had heard that each state had a designated place secured for the people they would take in. Maybe they were a good idea when it was developed. I wondered why they didn’t use them to house the prisoners they set free.  
 
      
 
         Bev was busy running around due to the requests made by some women. Not only was she the loving educator, she was also one to call for health issues. She took care of everyone and organized all the medications we had stockpiled. We had one woman expecting a baby that had just moved in. She was still four months away from her due date. Dr. Mitch assured us that it would be ok and monitored her often.  
 
      
 
         On Monday we had four women that were sick. On Tuesday we had six more. By Friday, it turned to ten. Either we had a Fall season breakout of the flu or a possible food-borne illness spreading around from something we had served as a meal.  
 
      
 
         Frank was OK. I was OK. There were no children sick. Bev was even complaining about her stomach as she grabbed the basket of nausea pills. Without her it would be a mess. Someone would have to care for the children and men while the women were all confined. The one sick bay we had made in the smaller unit towards the front was housing two women and the rest were placed in a large unit together.  
 
      
 
         “Well this isn’t good.” Frank said.  
 
      
 
    “Well no it’s really not. I don’t know what to think.” I said. I really didn’t.  
 
      
 
         We went into the second week and then the third. It was not going away.  
 
      
 
         I couldn’t grasp the situation. I was present to others physically only. My mind was numb. I spent more and more time looking for answers. There was nothing to discover. Nothing they wanted us to know. 
 
      
 
         Suddenly everyone started to feel better. One of the Mom’s had a theory and it put my brain into motion. Her name was Stephanie. She had three children and her husband living in a larger unit towards the back. We were sitting at the table, and she made a comment that struck me funny.  
 
      
 
         “What if Bella was returned with an illness?” she said.  
 
      
 
         “And maybe that’s why Mary was sick first. She was exposed to it. Maybe she was alive when she was placed in your yard and didn’t heal?” She continued. 
 
      
 
         That is when it all started to make sense. The watchers saw that we were civilized and technologically capable. They also were fascinated with us. It was possible that they also seen the large amount of disease that we all tried to defeat on a daily basis. Cancer being the largest one.  
 
      
 
         Bella must had been returned with a sickness. She was returned with an illness that spread into symptoms similar to the flu.  
 
      
 
         Without a way to speak to other cities or countries it would be hard to make complete sense of it all. I think I was finally onto something.  
 
      
 
         I ran to my office and pulled the files for the missing people in our town. First, I looked at Alex’s file. His wife Anne reported that he was diagnosed with Colon Cancer. It was in the early stages and disappeared shortly after his last doctor visit.  
 
      
 
         There was also a case reported for Chance. His sister Niki reported he was ill before he went missing. No diagnosis.  
 
      
 
         I looked through the files and made a discovery. All of these people were sick in some way.  
 
      
 
         I grabbed my notebook and told everyone I would be back. I headed outside and took a walk. I tried to stay away from the units while outdoors to keep the focus off of them. That was assuming that intelligent beings from another planet or galaxy would never be able to predict or see what we had been doing. I felt kind of stupid at that point. If they were capable of finding us or placing us here, why would I assume that they were not smart enough to know what we were doing. Sometimes I could just kick myself for my crazy thinking.  
 
      
 
         I walked down to the Barr’s farm and sat under a tree. As the day went on it drew closer to my favorite time of day. The exact moment that the sun shines perfectly across every yard and field. The early evening glow. It had always been my favorite throughout the years.  
 
      
 
         I wrote my notes down and doodled a bit. While my pen was dragging the edge of the paper a noise startled me. It sounded like cars rumbling on the pavement of a highway. It was humming. They were back. I sat there looking but not looking. They were back and filling the sky. One ship was a mile or so off. Then two. Then five. It looked like they were frantically moving back and forth in the sky looking for something.  
 
      
 
         Maybe it was Bella. Maybe it was me. It could have been all of us they were searching for.  
 
      
 
         I moved my hat over on my head a little to see around it. I was not scared any longer. Whatever it was that they could do to me was not worse than the feeling I had trying to survive them. They had come from nowhere and turned the earth into a major apocalyptic scare. They were interested in humanity with an odd curiosity. Odd because they were never found interacting with anyone. They only observed. They studied us like animals.  
 
      
 
         Multiple ships went behind the clouds. Just when only one was left more came out. Some large and some very small. Some as large as a battleship.  
 
      
 
         I decided to wait under the tree until dark to walk back. I did not want to be seen.  
 
      
 
         I sat quietly. The enemy was close and the world seemed to bow down to it. The sun started to slip away. I sighed a little and brushed off the back of my pants. I admired the wonder of it all and as the last bit of color faded, I walked away.  
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

   Chapter Twelve [image: ] 
 
         I woke up to Bev standing in my doorway. She was shivering like a person on a snow filled day. It was still early and everyone should have still been sleeping.  
 
      
 
         “I don’t want them to come here.” she said.  
 
      
 
    I sat up and asked her to come sit by me. She sat on the edge of my bed and looked at me. 
 
      
 
         “What’s going on Bev? Why are you up so early and what is bothering you?” I said.  
 
      
 
         “I think I know what is happening. I can hear them outside. They are hovering again near us. They want something. I know what it is.” She said. 
 
      
 
         I was half asleep and completely fascinated with her new-found theory. I wanted to know more. I jumped up and grabbed my notebook off of the desk.  
 
      
 
         “What do you think is happening? Please tell me.” I said. 
 
      
 
         She continued on the longest speech I had ever heard. That the watchers were visiting and abducting humans to not only observe but to heal. I knew this went against her very personal religious views. She was not only educated about biblical events but known for her interest in science and politics. I trusted her and wanted to know more. 
 
      
 
         Her theory brought my questions to life. So many questions were leading to why. Why were they here? Why did they come? Why would they take anyone with them? Why did they return Bella and no-one else?  
 
      
 
         She went on to say that if the watchers were on a mission to help our planet then the healing would be a gift.  
 
      
 
         Over time, they had abducted or taken several people from our area, not just our town. All sick. There was no way to find out the numbers of all that could have been taken or missing worldwide. That seemed to rule out the China theory. I would laugh at myself later for even considering that one.  
 
      
 
         This would turn out to be the greatest brainstorming session in history. The watchers, according to Bev, were taking humans and healing them. It was not very effective at first which may be the reason why Bella was returned. Was she sick and no-one had known yet? The watchers were transporting people to diagnose and heal them. They found the nature of the human illness epidemic and found a way to help without interaction.  
 
      
 
         I looked back at the power outages and changes that occurred. It did make sense. They may have not had this intention when they first came. They may have come for other reasons and decided against harming us. She was right. That was a gift.  
 
      
 
         The watchers were only able to return people that were healed or that failed the treatment. There had been no others returned in our area so that must have meant that they were still being helped or researched.  
 
      
 
        Maybe helped was not the right word. The big “AHA” moment was sending my brain into shock. I started thinking about all the visits and fly overs. I realized they were actually able to search and target individuals that were ill. How I had no idea. Maybe they could scan for it. Maybe they were able to use some type of imaging. It was amazing and frightening to me at the same time. 
 
      
 
         Bev had her say and excused herself. I knew what she went to do. She prayed. She prayed a lot for everyone.  
 
      
 
         I got dressed and went to wake up Frank. We needed to talk about this as soon as possible in my opinion.  
 
      
 
         “Hey boy, get up! I have good news and bad news. Well, more bad news than good or maybe not.” I laughed while saying it. It was amusing but not. 
 
      
 
         We were beneath the darkness and were going to rise above it soon. I knew it was possible.  
 
      
 
         I sat at the table and held my notebook. I waited for Frank to get dressed, and then we would walk back down to my thinking spot. Just in time for that one spectacular view of my most favorite thing in the world. Another day. Another sunrise.[image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
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         The clouds were dark and made a view of the sunrise impossible to really see. Frank and I walked down to the farm and watched the clouds move by very quickly as they produced some light rain. We needed the rain. It had been a dry summer and in Missouri the spring is wet but summers can be brutally hot and humid. Fall always brought the light rain and wind. It was a beautiful season so far.  
 
      
 
         It made me think about the holiday’s coming. Thanksgiving and Christmas would be much harder for most with no home to celebrate at.  
 
      
 
         I am sure it would be OK. I was hopeful.  
 
      
 
         Andy and I talked for hours. We went through the entire notebook and discussed Bev’s ideas. It really did make sense. It was the only way to look at the situation. We tried to decide what to do next. We decided that we would wait a few more days and then try to reach out to other areas. There had to be a way to get our message out in numbers. Traveling was difficult because of the shortage of gas. Resources were still limited.  
 
      
 
         The farmers had enough gas stored on the farms to keep our patrol cars going but taking a trip would be pushing it. We would have to fill the trunk with gas cans and travel without each other. Frank decided to take the trip. I agreed it would be best for him to go. I needed to stay and offer comfort to the community. It was something that was much-needed. I also had Trace’s help now and that would make it easier without Frank around.  
 
      
 
         The watchers were still in sight as we talked. I was relieved to see them back. While they were away it left only wild thoughts of what they were up to next. This gave me hope that our lives could continue in the way that we had always known, before they arrived.  
 
      
 
         We walked back to the units slowly. We took our time to see if we were being watched. None of the ships came close to us, and we arrived safely back. The others were happy to see us return. It was nice to be missed. Noah was always interested in what was going on. He was the most amazing kid I had ever met. He was growing up fast and had the largest collection of Star Wars toys and collectibles I had ever seen. His parents and sister were the same way. They were such a beautiful family. Noah was different though. He was the only one that sensed good things from the watchers. He told me several times that they were not here to hurt us. If only I had listened to him the first time life may have been easier.  
 
      
 
         “Hey Noah! How ya doing bud?” I said.  
 
      
 
         “I am waiting to hear good news. Do you have good news?” he said. 
 
      
 
         “I sure do! I am going to have a meeting with the adults tonight and I need your help. If you could go visit the other families and let them all know to be down here before supper.” I said.  
 
      
 
         “You got it.” Noah was always ready to help. He loved being a part of everything we did. He was getting older and I considered letting him listen in to the meeting but talked myself out of it. I didn’t want to say anything that would be misinterpreted by the younger kids and teens. It would be in their heads soon enough after they heard their parents discuss it.  
 
      
 
         Noah ran off and I sat down by Bev in the kitchen area to get my notes ready. I believed she was right and that we were very close to being able to understand what had been happening. 
 
      
 
         I put my notebook up and helped start lunch. It was still a little early but I had missed breakfast. I spent my morning under a tree with Frank.  
 
      
 
         Shelby came in and set the tables. The kids always ate first, so we used up the paper plates we still had. We were happy to have so many jelly options in the pantry. It made sandwich making much more interesting.  
 
      
 
         Thinking about food during a crisis seemed odd. I looked forward to the meeting. The watchers were back and I felt like we were getting very close to some real answers. Frank would drive to Saint Louis in the next few days. The trip would take him through many smaller towns and give us something to compare to once he returned.  
 
      
 
         He went out while I prepped food for the rest of the day. The weather was pretty good and we had no problems with the building or the residents. All seemed well at the moment.  
 
      
 
         I had spoke to soon. The door opened and in came Frank with an older male. He must have been 70 or so. He was helping him in and sat him down at the table. I asked the other helpers to leave to get information from him.  
 
      
 
         “What’s going on Frank? Where did you find this guy?” I asked.  
 
      
 
         “Andy, this is Harvey. He used to live out of town about three years ago and folks said he had moved to live with his daughter.” He said. 
 
      
 
         “Where was he?” I said. 
 
      
 
         “He was found out by the old Miller farm. I think what he has to tell you will seriously blow your mind.” he said. 
 
      
 
         “Alright, let’s hear it. Lunch is starting soon. Do we need to go somewhere else to discuss this?” I said.  
 
      
 
         And so we did. We walked Harvey to my room and shut the door. He looked different than I remembered. He was not as fragile or elderly as the man I had seen years ago. 
 
      
 
         “Hello Fynn, I have quite a story for you if you have an interest. I used to live in the Gasconade area. I had a small farm there and you came through a few times to fish.” he said. 
 
      
 
         I remembered. I stopped going that way when the watchers showed up. The water always came up and flooded the river. It was the best fishing. That was the most difficult part of living in a flood zone. We usually had high water a time or two during the year. Some years were worse. It closed roads and changed the way we got where we were going.  
 
      
 
         “Those were good times. So what’s the story? Where have you been? How have you been surviving on your own?” I said.  
 
      
 
         “Fynn, I was taken. I wasn’t alone. I was outside feeding the cows and woke up in another place. I was in a hospital. It was unusual. The sun never shined through the windows. There were no other people there. I just kept waking up and falling asleep. I am guessing I was there about a year.” he said. 
 
      
 
         I started to get worried about his mental health. Maybe he had dementia. Maybe it was the old timers’ illness. Whatever was happening, it was hard to follow. A cold beer sounded good. I needed something to get through this day. I never really drank beer much and found it odd that my thoughts drifted to this while in the middle of a conversation. 
 
      
 
         “Well Harvey, let’s start at the beginning. You were feeding cows and then woke up in a hospital. Who was your doctor? Why were you there? Were you sick?” I said.  
 
      
 
         I could not ask the questions fast enough. It still wasn’t making any sense.  
 
      
 
         “I wasn’t sick. I was feeding cows and woke up there. I had never seen a single person there while I stayed. Someone was taking care of me though. They had to be. I had lots of wires in me and tubes. Heck, I don’t even remember eating there. Not once. Then, I feel asleep and woke up down the road.” he said.  
 
      
 
         Frank kept looking at me. I kept looking at him. We looked at each other about ten times and said nothing. We all just sat there.  
 
      
 
         I had interviewed hundreds of people in my career as a Police Officer. This would turn out to be one for the books.  
 
      
 
         “Frank, why don’t you get Harvey settled into a bedroom. He can stay up front until we are sure he is feeling better.” I said. 
 
      
 
         “I am feeling great. Don’t put up a fuss or worry about that. They fixed me. All my medicine is gone and I feel a few years younger. I could use a little rest time to clear my head though.” he said.  
 
      
 
         I looked back at Frank and tried to stay composed. I was so confused. I was sure he was trying to tell us that he was taken somewhere and healed. It had to have been the watchers. The new information made my brain twist up. It was still not making sense to me. It was but it wasn’t.  
 
      
 
         Frank took him back and I went to look for Bev. I needed to know what she thought about this.  
 
      
 
         I found her in the kitchen cutting the handmade bread. We had bread everyday thanks to the large amounts of flour that was brought in. She found several ways to use it and it was delicious.  
 
      
 
         “Bev, can I talk to you for a few minutes?” I said.  
 
      
 
         She looked at me with her famous eyes up and face down look. She kept doing what she was doing but her eyes were on me. She was priceless.  
 
      
 
         “So, Frank found the old man walking down the road. He used to live out in Gasconade but told us that he had been in the hospital. It was a hospital without people and it took a long time for him to come home.” I said.  
 
      
 
         She put her knife down and her hands on her hips. It was going to get good real quick. 
 
      
 
         “Fynn, I prayed about this. I know that we are spending our time searching for answers but the answers are right in front of us.” she said. 
 
      
 
         “Meaning?” I said. 
 
      
 
         “Harvey was taken by them watchers. They took him somewhere. Wherever it is that they go. They took him just like they took the others and tried to fix him. I think they tried to fix Bella or she was needed for some type of testing to find a cure for their own kind.” she said.  
 
      
 
         I really did not want to hear this right now. I wanted to solve the mystery but in all honesty, the truth was hurting. It was hard for me to comprehend. Even though it was her truth, it was very point on to the real truth. I knew she was right.  
 
      
 
         She continued on until I had it all in my head. I ran for my notebook and started making notes.  
 
      
 
    -        The watchers are seeking to cure a sickness/disease which plagues their own species using humans as test subjects.   
 
    -        The watchers abduct humans randomly in small amounts, different ages, races and genders. 
 
    -        They have somehow found a way to single out sick individuals. Certain Blood types? 
 
      
 
      
 
         It started to come together in my mind. The meeting later that day would be a good time to discuss all of this. I planned on speaking to Harvey again before then.  
 
      
 
         The afternoon was exceptional. Everyone was happy and at peace. The kids were getting extra game time so they would be worn out before the adult meeting started.  
 
      
 
         I finished up my notes and waited patiently for the time to come to sit down and talk about it all. I walked outside for a few minutes and seen a few watchers in the area. I was sure they knew what we were up to by now. There were no people out on the streets and all of the noise and vibrations in town certainly came from our units. I did not let that worry me. I had come to terms with the entire meaning behind their visits and what the goal was. I honestly believed they were here to heal themselves and in the process of doing that they healed us.  
 
      
 
         Well some of us. Bella was an exception. I felt that what was happening was not preventable unless we fought to prevent it. At this point, why would we? Life could easily go back to normal if we let them have their way.  
 
      
 
         I had too many mixed feelings to understand it all. The meeting time was near and the adults were kidding the kid’s settled.  
 
      
 
         I watched the sun as it began to set. It was filled with large clouds that were coming together for a storm. Hopefully we would get this one. This time of year a storm is rare. Fall rain and winds blowing in were the norm. The clouds were so high up that it looked like mountains. It reminded me of a trip my parents took me on to Denver when I was young. I loved storms but lightning bothered me. The older I got the more it worried me. It was mostly because I was afraid of house fires. I never associated lightning with that while I was young and now I think somethings always on fire. I used to walk around my house all the time asking myself that big question ~ “Do you smell that?” “What's burning?” I was always convinced it was my outlets or ceiling fan but it was nothing.  
 
      
 
         Bev came to the door and asked me to come in. The meeting was ready to start.  
 
      
 
         Frank had his feet up on an extra chair. He looked tired. Everyone started coming in and I called the meeting to order.  
 
      
 
         “Thank you everyone for joining me this evening. There has been so many changes for us all, I just want to explore with all of you my findings and research results. As you know, the watchers have not interacted with us before on our ground. We have several people missing, and I am sure it is not only in our area. Mary, I am sure that I am speaking for everyone when I express my sincere condolences for the loss of Bella. She was a beautiful child. I believe that her and the others are being taken by the watchers for medical testing. At this time we have no idea what they are really doing. I do feel that the information I have collected that leads me to believe that they are seeking a remedy to their own health issues, had sent them to us. We may have a very similar DNA structure. I believe that their testing may heal us and it may also do the same for them. I have no proof of this. It is simply my observation. Any thoughts? Comments?” I said. 
 
      
 
         Bev spoke right up. I knew she would.  
 
      
 
         “I believe Fynn is right. I believe the watchers are taking people up to test for something. I believe that it is curing some, and then they are returned. They may also be returned if they do not survive. I think Bella was alive when she was dropped back off and the sickness was still with her. She may have passed away while she was in Fynn’s yard. I think at this point what we must do is stick together as much as possible. Try to maintain a normal life for the children and pray. I want everyone to pray that we all stay out of harm’s way. We should pray for our own lives as well. I feel strongly about this.” She said. 
 
      
 
         Bev was so selfless. She cared so much about everyone and her love for the Lord was bigger than this world and space. The sad thing was that most waited until they were sick or in a bad situation to take her advice. The first thing people did when they were desperate was pray. What they needed to do was be thankful for each day and for Bev. Our life would be very different without her.  
 
      
 
         Everyone started talking in different conversations very quickly. Bev had her own little group responding. Frank was talking to the other men. I sat down and just listened for a few minutes. I wanted to be a fly on the wall. What they were all coming up with was going to help give me the answer I was looking for. Not that I was anyone special. I was just a person that wanted to save our town. I wanted the world back to the way we knew it. Well, minus the crime and drugs. I was hoping a deep appreciation for the old ways in life would become normal again.  
 
      
 
         The discussion began with the unexplained abductions. Of course the best way to start was with the beginning. No known type of ship had been seen on the ground. The ships were not speeding at the sound of light. They were coasting above us at a slow speed. It almost felt like an old Jetson’s episode from the 80’s. Well minus the fact that we were unable to do the same.  
 
      
 
         Everything was calm and in order. Frank and Bev led the meeting to explain that we had no more information on Bella. We had no more information on why or how they were taking humans up. Some of the women looked stressed. The men seemed to flex up a bit offering a plan to bait the ships. One offered to make the total sacrifice and stay visible until taken.  
 
      
 
         His name was Daniel. He had nothing to lose or so he said. He offered the ultimate sacrifice and the meeting changed into a session of brainstorming. It was time for a plan to make something happen.  
 
      
 
         Bella was taken and returned to the same area. We would be assuming the same would be the same with Daniel. He may only be gone days or months. He may never return. We discussed the different scenarios. Nobody but Daniel offered up their own life to discover more. 
 
      
 
         “The watchers' intelligence level is a great match with ours. I will maintain an innocent thought pattern and approach to getting lifted up. My only hope is that I am able to accomplish it and return to tell you all what has happened to me.” Daniel said.  
 
      
 
         My heart melted into his words. It was so very touching to me and I felt so fortunate to be surrounded by some of the most amazing human beings I have ever known. 
 
      
 
         It was that time again. The meeting came to a close. I walked outside as everyone dispersed.  
 
      
 
         Before, not every sunset was created equal. Some were outstanding and some were just sunsets.  
 
      
 
         Now, every sunset is a miracle of another day ending. There were few things that captured my heart as completely as a beautiful sky at the end of my day.  
 
      
 
         Today was the day. The day that ended with the sky catching fire and igniting a feeling inside that was so complete that my life could be at its end and I would have no regrets. I would only have the memory of that sky. 
 
     [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
         A few days passed and everyone was living together as well as any Amish or Mennonite community. At least that is what it reminded me of minus the buggies and horses, which by the way would be an excellent way to get around right now.  
 
      
 
         It all reminded me more of a hippy commune with the guitar playing and odor. I am not saying our Zoo was smelly but it was filled with a bit of a funk. Think of it like this. You live with one man that has smelly work boots and try to survive. Times that by fifty and yup, it stinks. A little.  
 
      
 
         On some days it made me want to break my own laws and find a closed store to snatch up a few air freshener cans.  
 
      
 
         So the plan continued. Everyone became a large family and the day was near when Frank would head out to the city and Daniel would try to abduct himself. Good times. I kept my worrying at bay and focused on the positive. It was easy with the people I was surrounded by.  
 
      
 
         We were making progress with the ones that had joined us battling alcohol and drug addictions. We took in some new residents that were struggling with anxiety and depression. We all had our own issues that needed healing and on our own solved the problems without violence or the need for protection orders, arrests, hospitalization or meds. Everyone made an effort 24/7 to help someone.  
 
      
 
         I could not think of a time in my life when I had actually been more happy. It was good.  
 
      
 
         I grabbed my notebook and told Bev that I would be going for a walk. It was the middle of the day and not my usual time for sitting, but I was bored for the first time in a very long time.  
 
      
 
         The tree I sat under was losing its leaves. The ground beneath me crunched a little and I could smell Fall in the air. Minus the pumpkins and apple bushels it felt the same.  
 
         A fresh cup of coffee sounded good though. I put that on my mental list of things to have when I got back to the units.  
 
      
 
         My head rested on the thick tree back and I felt the breeze and sun on my face. I stretched my legs out and looked up.  
 
      
 
         There were a few watchers off in the distance. They were a few miles away, so I let the worries leave my mind once again. I remembered the smell from the quarry. There was a faint hint of it in the air. I caught an updraft of freshness again in the wind and closed my eyes. It felt like a vacation just to sit under this tree.  
 
      
 
         I pretended that they seen me too. I let my thoughts float out to join them and then slowly let them draw me back to earth.  
 
      
 
         I woke up to the wind and leaves blowing around me. I had dozed off for a few minutes. The smell of fresh air always did that to me.  
 
      
 
         How could I ever unravel this mystery on my own> I had forgotten entirely about everything for a little while and just like that, it drifted back. It would never really leave. I was obsessed and in it with all that I had. 
 
      
 
         Deep in thought I hardly noticed them. They were right above the tree while I was resting my thoughts. I opened my eyes and smiled. They had to know who I was by now. I suddenly felt peaceful and playful with them.  
 
      
 
         The overcast drifted in. There would be no sunset to watch on this day.  
 
      
 
         As the afternoon wore on and my resting was almost complete, my thoughts began to wander to them.  
 
      
 
         I was not defeated but quite the opposite. I was submissive. I wanted to give myself to them. I wanted my friends and loved ones to be ok. They deserved to feel safe.  
 
      
 
         I know I should not let myself go there but I did. I stretched out and became theirs. The life I had was filled with so much beauty and meaning. I had nothing to regret or miss. I felt complete.  
 
      
 
         Memories of all of my days blended with the thought of watching them over me.  
 
         I am Fynn. I said to myself. I have had such an amazing journey. My life was filled with more happiness and blessings than I could have ever dreamed of. I was an expert in sunrises and sunsets. I loved every person for who they were. My journey was not over but it was changing.  
 
      
 
         The breeze crossed over my face one more time. My hair was long and swirling around my head. I kicked off my boots and felt the air on my feet. I let it all go.  
 
      
 
         I closed my eyes tightly and the wind took me easily up. I knew it was them. It had to me. No notebooks or hands to hold. I went. They took me from my life on earth to a place without sunlight. 
 
      
 
         I only knew that in the arms of fall breeze and their power upon me I was gone. I had no fear of them any longer.  
 
      
 
         The brightness of the daytime hours passed quickly. 
 
      
 
         I opened my eyes to find myself in a very dark and cold place looking for the sky. I could only see the earth in my eyes. It was beautiful. Just like my life had been. [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    When I first started writing this book two years ago, it was a big idea. It was filled with my big ideas about space and the mysteries of our life that revolves around it. 
 
      
 
    I found myself finding more beauty in life while seeking out answers that are never meant to be answered.  
 
      
 
    Like the old saying, “May your journey always lead you home”. Mine did.  
 
      
 
    Watching sunrises and sunsets everyday while writing and getting a visual of what we are all searching for in life changed the book.  
 
      
 
    I found myself gaining a deep appreciation for all things beautiful, which included humans. Every single memory of life and what was special to me came to light.  
 
      
 
    During our trials of life we may shift our viewpoints and worldviews dramatically. During those times, we often ask people to respect our journey.  
 
      
 
    We can respect the journey, and encourage others to go on their own journey in life, but at the end of the day, we can’t wait for them to return to where they were when they knew the truth and lived accordingly.  
 
      
 
    Not all that wander get lost.  
 
    May your life lead you on a journey to a place where you can feel at home.  
 
      
 
    ~Deb 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


  
 

 “We all want to help one another. Human beings are like that. We want to live by each other’s happiness – not by each other’s misery. We don’t want to hate and despise one another. In this world there is room for everyone. And the good earth is rich and can provide for everyone. The way of life can be free and beautiful, but we have lost the way.Greed has poisoned men’s souls, has barricaded the world with hate, has goose-stepped us into misery and bloodshed. We have developed speed, but we have shut ourselves in. Machinery that gives abundance has left us in want. Our knowledge has made us cynical. Our cleverness, hard and unkind. We think too much and feel too little. More than machinery we need humanity. More than cleverness we need kindness and gentleness. Without these qualities, life will be violent and all will be lost…. Soldiers! don’t give yourselves to brutes – men who despise you – enslave you – who regiment your lives – tell you what to do – what to think and what to feel! Who drill you – diet you – treat you like cattle, use you as cannon fodder. Don’t give yourselves to these unnatural men – machine men with machine minds and machine hearts! You are not machines! You are not cattle! You are men! You have the love of humanity in your hearts! You don’t hate! Only the unloved hate – the unloved and the unnatural! Soldiers! Don’t fight for slavery! Fight for liberty! You, the people have the power – the power to create machines. The power to create happiness! You, the people, have the power to make this life free and beautiful, to make this life a wonderful adventure.” 
 
                               ~ Charlie Chaplin 
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