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The Watchers from within moments, Revealed
(Excerpt)

 

A little girl’s scream pierced the shrouded darkness rousing Jim
Vedder from his restless slumber. Betty, lying beside him, shot
upward like a catapult. He could feel Betty’s subtle form arching
forward— attentive.

A second scream faded to a hushed sobbing. “Mommy—”

Betty leaped out of bed and rushed from the bedroom.

Jim wearily slung his legs onto the carpet and sighed deeply.
Holding his slumping head in the palm of his hands, he glanced at
the glowing red figures beside his bed: 2:14 AM. “Three hours… ”
Jim Vedder mumbled to nobody but himself.

“Jim—?”

Vedder closed his eyes, his mind craving a few more seconds of
precious sleep. Losing his battle with wakefulness, his head fell
back to the comforting sheets.

“Jim, get in here… now!”

 Jim Vedder climbed out of bed groaning loudly. With a tug
on his robe, he wondered across the hallway to Melinda’s room. He
switched on the light.

“It’s alright, sweetie.” Betty sat on the edge of the pink
bedspread, rocking the girl gently and wiping tears from little
green eyes. “Mommy and daddy are here to protect you. Nothing will
get you… mommy promises.”

“But the dresser and the closet… have eyes.”

Betty eyed Jim sharply. “No they don’t honey,” she soothed. “The
dresser and closet are made of wood. Dressers and closets can’t
see.”

“But they watch, mommy; they watch… I know they do.”

“Go to sleep, honey. I’ll be right here.”

Melinda calmed slowly and Betty laid her gently back to bed. A
minute later, Melinda was sound asleep. Betty pulled covers over
her tiny body and kissed her forehead. She brushed past Jim. “Turn
off the lights,” she hissed.

Barely awake, Jim followed Betty into the kitchen. Betty sat and
lit a cigarette, tossing the lighter across the table. She puffed
like a call girl awaiting a client.

“I thought you quit.”

“Fuck you.”

“C’mon, it’s too late for this.”

“You know, Jim, this is your own dammed fault. She’s five years
old. She hears things. She listens to everything.”

“I can’t help what she—”

“I’ve told you to keep it at work.”

“You know that’s impossible now. Didn’t you notice them?” He
motioned toward the door. “They’ve been camped out there for a
month. The media won’t let me take the garbage out.”

Betty shook her head. “I just want to take Melinda away from
this.”

“Where?”

“Laguna beach.”

“Your mother’s?”

“Yes, anywhere but here.”

“What you mean is… anywhere where I’m not.”

Betty took a long puff and shrugged.

“You might want to think this over.”

“What do you think I’ve been doing all week?”

“I think you’d both be safer here with me. I have the Feds to
protect me.”

“You’re the one with all the answers, Jim. The press will get
bored with Melinda and me.”

“Okay, Okay. I’m too tired to fight about this right now. But I
want to see Melinda whenever I want.”

“I would never dream of keeping her from you.”

“Just so we have that straight.”

“Don’t freak out. We’re not separating.”

Jim shook his head and closed his eyes. “I’ve got to get some
rest.”

**********

Wednesday, April 7th

 

Jim Vedder exited the limousine at 6:00 A.M. sharp surrounded by
cops and running a gauntlet of pesky reporters. He exhaled
forcefully and ducked into the lobby, drawing away his usual
entourage of three bodyguards.

“Doctor Vedder,” Sherry Greenholm yelled. “Doctor Vedder.” She
waved a blue binder like an autograph seeker at a rock concert.

Jim smiled. “Miss Greenholm, my schedule?”

“I did the best I could. I was up to midnight.”

Jim took the binder and began to read. “Sherry, I haven’t had
much spare time to tell you lately, but you are the world’s best
assistant. I just wanted you to know that.”

Sherry grinned. “The big interview is this morning, Jim. The
press all drew lots and promised to combine their questions. I gave
them three hours with you. I hope it’s enough… ”

“I hope I have enough material.”

“And the CIA wants to be kept informed of everything.”

“It’ll be alright, Sherry. I’ll handle it.”

Sherry brushed her short brunette hair, her eyes sparkled. “Jim,
I’ve heard that two and a half billion people may tune in this
morning. Someone told me that’s more than any broadcast in
history.” She giggled.

“Thanks, Sherry. I’ll be sure to keep that in mind; it’ll calm
my nerves.”

 

Jim Vedder settled comfortably in his chair fussed over by a
pair of makeup artists, and surrounded by chattering men and women
wearing headphones. Glancing above his head, he noticed a makeshift
array of studio lights and two large monitors. An impeccably
dressed, attractive woman in her early forties sat curtly before
him. The set cleared hurriedly.

 “Good morning, this is Teresa Long of ABC news coming to
you live from the offices of FastTech Corporation in Long Beach,
California. It’s about… 7:03 AM. on America’s west coast— the sun
is shining, the Pacific is lapping at our shores, freeways are
jammed— but most of us know that the world’s attention has been
elsewhere during these last traumatic twenty-six days since the
so-called Watcher phenomenon was thrust into the public’s eye. And
at its epicenter is Doctor Jim Vedder PhD MIT, and chief engineer
here at FastTech. Doctor Vedder… ”

“Good morning, Teresa.”

“Can you explain to the world why it has taken nearly a month
for your company to release details of your research? Why has the
press been kept at arm’s length?”

“Our company’s strategy from the beginning has been to proceed
slowly and carefully. Almost immediately we were aware of the
national security concerns, but the primary reason for our caution
was the need for verification.”

“And how was that achieved?”

“That is a question not easily answered, Teresa. Quite simply,
there was no other company or government that could verify our
results.  Here at FastTech we have developed proprietary
technology that has pushed high-speed photography to new and
uncharted limits— almost 750 million frames per second; that’s five
times faster than any camera in the world.”

“And this is used for…?”

“Super fast cameras have many useful applications, but they are
used primarily for research. For example, we can observe the first
moments of an explosion, or study the tension on a water drop.”

“And this is how the Watchers were discovered?”

“Yes, about a month ago we were manually scanning images at
about 266 MFPS and—”

“MFPS?”

“Millions of frames every second.”

“Okay.”

“That’s when our technicians began to notice blurring on some of
our images.”

“Blurring?”

“Yes, actually it resembled a darkened cloud. Blurring commonly
occurs when the subject is travelling faster than the shutter speed
of the imager. In reality, cameras of this sophistication don’t use
shutters, they use lasers, prisms and mirrors.”

“Were they Watchers?”

“We kept the camera stationary and ran about two seconds at our
top range at about 746 MFPS. Of these billion and a half images, we
discovered three ‘incursions’ of about 65 consecutive images—
that’s an infinitesimally short period of time.  Luckily,
during one particular instance, the subject stood motionless long
enough for a clear capture.”

Teresa motioned off camera. “And here is the picture that
shocked the world. What you’re going to see here is one of the most
discussed and scrutinized photos ever taken.”

Vedder raised his head. A familiar image appeared on the
overhead screen. Half of the picture was shaded in gray in what
appeared to be scales or armor. Jim always thought the face most
terrifying— long and gaunt, a horrific skeleton with only a stitch
of clingy skin. But the eyes, Vedder reasoned, were the sum of all
human nightmares— tiny, red, pupil-less slits, staring directly
into the lens.”

“Oooh… ” Teresa shuddered dramatically. “I still can’t get over
that face.”

“We have more,” Vedder said casually, “although that was
probably the clearest image.” A series of photos flashed on the
screen. “Here, this one is interesting. Clearly you can see some
kind of appendage— a tail with a stinger, perhaps.”

“Yes, the famous tail. Some say it looks like a scorpion?”

“And here, we have a good shot of its wings.”

“I’ve heard them described as hornets from hell, Dr. Vedder. But
the head and face look so human-like, and the eyes so chilling.”
Teresa glanced down at her notes and cleared her throat. “And now,
Mr. Vedder, I must ask a few tough questions.”

“Certainly.”

“I’m sure the world wants to know why you’re so certain this
isn’t a hoax.”

“We at FastTech were very concerned at first… I mean, we risk
our very reputation with these revelations. But with careful,
repeated tests our fears were eased. That’s when we decided to
notify the government, prompting us to go public.”

“Repeated tests?”

“Yes, we set the camera up in many diverse locations: downtown
Los Angeles, the beach, deep in a cave.”

“And the Watchers showed up?”

“Yes, in most cases.”

“But did they appear everywhere, and always?”

Vedder hesitated. “No, not always. But don’t forget that the
Watchers flutter in and out of existence in mere millionths of a
second; they’re quite difficult to detect.”

“And that’s why we can’t see them?”

“Think of them as a bee buzzing around your head, but the bee is
flying around at a fraction below the speed of light and—”

“A bee?”

“— and for a fraction of a moment.”

“What a great comparison, Dr. Vedder. Many say they do resemble
insects.” Teresa giggled. “I’ve even heard someone compare them to
the witch’s monkeys from the Wizard of Oz.”

“Anything travelling at that speed for that infinitesimally
short period of time would be imperceptible to your eye.”

“But still there, right?”

“Yes.”

“And a rather large bee, wouldn’t you say?”

“Using some of our images, world renowned Exobiologist Dr Nigel
Rush of the University of California San Diego has estimated the
creatures to be about eighteen inches long— about the size of a
small dog.”

Teresa glanced down at her notes. “Mr. Vedder, do you understand
why so many normal everyday citizens are so disturbed about this…
discovery? The idea that something exists, just in front of us,
that we can’t see or touch— things that are watching us, observing
us. It’s downright creepy, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, we at FastTech have opinions and we have families,
also.”

“Do you have any clues to where they’re from?”

“I can’t even speculate. I’m an Optical Engineer, not a
physicist or biologist. We are very fortunate to have Dr. Rush with
us this past week.”

“But I’m sure you’ve kept up with the theories, right?”

“Of course, Teresa, I haven’t been in a coma.”

 Teresa smirked. “Many seem to think they don’t come from
earth, or even space, but from a different… dimension. This sounds
like Science Fiction, doesn’t it?”

Vedder shrugged. “I think it’s possible. They don’t appear to be
creatures that could have evolved like us. Just imagine what life
must be like for them; we may appear to them like statues. Or maybe
they’re perception of time is totally different from ours. What do
they eat? How do they breathe? The questions are endless.”

“Do you think they’re intelligent?”

“It’s hard to judge based just on the images we’ve taken;
although communication with them would be interesting.”

“Have you tried?”

“We don’t even know if it’s possible.”

“Why not try?”

 “Nobody has yet come up with a plan to—”

“Nobody?”

“Not yet.  Don’t forget this phenomenon is relatively new.
We’ve hardly had a chance to catch our breath.”

“Then you don’t think it’s impossible?”

“I’m sure someone in the scientific community will come up with
a clever idea. I’d put those sorts of questions to more enlightened
people like Dr. Rush. But if you want my opinion, I think the
differences between us will be just too great.”

“Thank you, Dr. Vedder. I do realize some of these questions are
beyond your expertise, but the world will appreciate your insights.
Do you think they’ve always been among us?”

“There are a lot of great minds working on that question right
now, Teresa. I can only say with certainty that they were present
at virtually the very moment our fastest cameras were switched
on.”

“Do you think they’re a threat? Many are disturbed by those
barbed tails.”

Vedder hesitated. “I can’t say for certain. The Department of
Defense dispatched several employees to monitor our processes right
after we notified them of our observations.”

“Yes, the government. How do you feel about their involvement?
You are a private company.”

“Actually, we at FastTech welcome scrutiny.”

“Really?”

“Yes, we sincerely do.”

“That’s refreshing to hear.’’

“We have nothing to hide.”

“Okay.” Teresa smiled faintly. “Let me ask you what FastTech is
up to right now?”

“My staff has working around the clock developing a new system
that will quickly analyze trillions of our images and extract any
anomalies.”

“Watchers?”

“Right.”

“And what will this new system accomplish?”

“We’ll know exactly when and how often these incursions
occur.”

“So we should get even better pictures in the days and months to
come?”

“Yes, collaborating with other researchers around the world
should produce a more complete mosaic.”

“And you will share your technology?”

“FastTech has already pledged to do so. We have been working
closely with a company in Hong Kong and another in London.”

“And you feel this will provide validation?”

“Yes, Teresa, we certainly hope so.”

Teresa pushed a plug firmly into her left ear. “My producer just
informed me that FastTech stock has gone from $4.25 to $850.00 a
share this past week alone.”

“Yes.”

“…but has since been pulled from the AMEX exchange after your
CEO Mike Adams made this announcement on Friday.”

“I’m painfully aware of that, Teresa.”

“You could have personally made tens of millions?”

“Actually, last Thursday I was a billionaire on paper.”

“How do you feel about that?”

Vedder chuckled. “Honestly, I haven’t had much time to think
about it; although my wife might have a different opinion.”

Teresa shifted uncomfortably. “Was Mr. Adams’ actions a response
to those who doubt your claims?”

“My boss, Mr. Adams has stated repeatedly that honesty and
openness would be our best policy here at FastTech. Any notion
we’re profiteering would be deadly to our little company.”

“I see…”

“FastTech’s business is high-speed photography; tracking strange
trans-dimensional creatures is best left to someone else.”

“Then who do you suggest take over?”

Vedder shrugged. “Maybe the government? Or some group of
academic researchers? But frankly, that is none of our concern. Our
company’s short term position is to share our technology openly.
Our long term goal is to have only a minor part in researching this
phenomenon. We at FastTech wait patiently to hand this thing off to
more enlightened and capable minds.”

**********

Monday, April 11th

 

Jim Vedder sat at the conference table squirming uneasily under
Herb Williamson’s steely gaze. Over the past week, Vedder noticed
the government bioweapons specialist’s disarming habit of scanning
everyone’s eyes; perhaps it was Williamson’s CIA training. “I think
we all understand your concerns, Dr. Rush,” Vedder said. “But you
must realize our employees have been thrust into an unprecedented,
sometimes hostile, situation.”

 Ever the dull academian, Dr. Nigel Rush removed his
glasses and rubbed his eyes. “Please accept my apology, gentlemen.
I’m afraid twenty hours a day and seven days a week have taken its
toll on this 63 year-old body. Apparently, up to now, most of our
time has been focused on possible fraud, and not studying the
Watchers. I hope we can alter this trend, starting now.”

 Herb Williamson sighed audibly. “Everyone should keep in
mind that extraordinary claims do require extraordinary evidence.
Verification is of utmost importance, especially in this case. I
can’t imagine a more extraordinary situation.”

Mike Adams stroked his stubbly chin and nodded. “I’m not afraid
of healthy skepticism, Herb. I’m just asking you to be fair.”

 Vedder sipped his double latte. “Well then, let’s put
everything on the table. Give me an assessment, Herb. How has my
staff performed?”

“Extraordinarily well,” Williamson replied somewhat flatly.
“Everyone has passed the interviews and polygraphs with flying
colors.”

“You sound a bit disappointed,” Mike Adams added.

Williamson’s face twisted. “The whole world is watching our
every revelation, Mr. Adams. You must understand the government’s
position.”

“The world is watching us, watch the Watchers.” Adams chuckled
darkly. “I know.”

Nigel Rush cleared his throat. “And what can you add, Mr.
Brahmi? What conclusions have you reached regarding FastTech’s
software?”

 Sridhar Brahmi, Software Specialist on loan from the U.S.
Defense Contract Audit Agency, pushed his glasses to his nose’s
ridge. “So far,” he said in a soft voice, “my staff and I have
found no abnormalities.”

Once again Vedder caught Williamson’s probing eyes.

 Brahmi continued, “I commend Mr. Taij Harding and the rest
of your staff, Mr. Vedder, they have been extremely patient and
quite open to scrutiny. Mr. Harding’s software is clearly
documented and concisely written. We have had many people working
around the clock examining every line of code. The probability of
fraud is extremely low.”

“But not impossible?” Williamson asked.

“No, but very improbable. Obviously we’ve had multitudes of
individuals who have offered theories of how these images could be
faked, yet there is no evidence of such tampering present here. We
have also examined whether these images could have been projected
in some manner from outside sources, and once again we found no
plausible methodology.” Brahmi shook his head. “Gentlemen, if this
is a sham then the perpetrators are geniuses, or are familiar with
techniques well beyond our sharpest software specialists.”

“Thank you, Sridhar,” Rush said. “And furthermore, I have more
outstanding evidence captured just hours ago.” Rush clicked on his
laptop and an image appeared on a screen above the conference
table. The image was divided into four separate quadrants, each
with different view of a single nightmarish Watcher.”

Williamson gasped. “Geez.”

“Wow,” Adams chimed.

“Yes,” Rush said dryly. “This, gentlemen, is the first captured
three dimensional view of the creatures. Up until now, it has been
extremely difficult to synchronize our four cameras, so we set this
little trap.”

“Interesting choice of words,” Adams said.

Rush peered over his glasses’ rim. “Indeed not a trap in a
physical sense, Mr. Adams. It would be quite ridiculous to attempt
to trap a creature that only exists for mere millionths of a
second, would it not?”

Adams rolled his eyes.

“Please, watch… ” Rush clicked his mouse and the images sprung
to life. The first few moments were of an empty room. Suddenly a
Watcher appeared and fluttered around the camera. In an instant,
the creature halted and twisted its scaled torso, turning its
barbed tail menacingly toward the camera, its red eyes blazing
directly into the lens. Just as suddenly, the creature
evaporated.

“That was rude,” Adams said, his voice quivering.

“Did everyone notice the shadowing?” Nigel Rush said.
“Remarkable… And all of this in a mere 486 frames. This is by far
our longest and best documented encounter.”

“And clearly,” Williamson added, “we can see this monster
materialized nearly instantaneously before the first frame of the
incursion, and dematerialized a microsecond after the last. There
was no blurring— no apparent transition.”

“Could this be evidence that the Watchers can manipulate their
own reality?”

Williamson hesitated. “I think what we have are
trans-dimensional beings that can alter the speed in which time
itself passes— simply fantastic.”

“Can I add something, Nigel?” Jim Vedder asked.

“Certainly, Mr. Vedder.”

“Is anyone here concerned that these latest images show this
creature in a fairly aggressive posture? Do you suppose they can
slow enough to threaten us? Thousands of hostile creatures this
size would be horrific if unleashed.”

Rush sighed. “That is a fair question, Mr. Vedder. But a
question best asked of a physicist, not biologists such as me or
Mr. Williamson. The image I just displayed is the longest incursion
captured to date. Perhaps this is some limit in which they cannot
pass. We can never be sure, unless we observe them…”

“—slowing?”

“Yes, Mr. Vedder.”

“456 frames is an extremely long incursion,” Vedder continued.
“But it’s interesting that even much slower high-speed cameras
could have easily captured these images; the images would be
blurred, but still present.”

“And these cameras are relatively common?”

“There are possibly a dozen cameras with this capability
operating right now.”

“Perhaps they had detected these incursions, only to discard the
blurred images as aberrations.”

“That could very well be,” Vedder replied. “But I wasn’t made
aware of any such observations, even after our images were made
public. I’m thinking these creatures were attracted to our camera
because it’s currently the fastest in existence— like moths to a
flame.”

“An intriguing thought,” Rush said. “The internet chattering
class has also suggested this. I often wonder if the Watchers were
attracted by the cameras because we could finally observe them, or
were the Watchers always present, only now we have the ability to
see them?”

“This leads to a question of their intelligence,” Williamson
added. “If they’re somehow attempting to communicate, then why not
try interfacing directly with us?”

“A valid yet chilling prospect, Mr. Williamson. This harkens
back to the physics involved, and whether they are somehow limited
in their ability to alter time. We may never know the answer to
that question, but the fact remains that no image has ever been
taken with both humans and Watchers present.”

“Nonetheless,” Williamson countered. “We can assume they are
flesh and blood creatures, or some variation thereof. Apparently
they have evolved eyes and ears, and a mouth for consuming
nutrition. Wherever they evolved, they have attained lighter than
air flight, which in turn implies some sort of atmosphere.”

“And a tail with a stinger. They are certainly either predator
or prey, most probably both.”

“And this also means there are most likely other creatures of
their ilk; all with the ability to bend time to their will—
incredible.”

Nigel Rush sighed. “Yes, an endless stream of most fascinating
questions.” Rush removed his glasses, flashing a rare smile. “As a
scientist, I feel so very fortunate to have lived long enough to
see this day.”

Jim Vedder took another look at the menacing Watcher’s image,
and shook his head.

**********

Sunday April 17th

 

A rare Southern California shower pelted Vedder’s windshield as
he pulled into his mother-in-law’s Laguna Beach driveway. He
pressed a button on his cell phone, and glanced around
uneasily.

“It’s me,” he said softly.

A few breaths later, the door slowly lifted. Vedder pulled
forward.

Betty greeted him at the doorway with a quick hug and a hurried
kiss. “Is the coast clear?”

“Yes,” he said wryly. “I thought the rain would give me
cover.”

Betty pressed a button and the door clunked downward.

He asked, “Has there been any trouble?”

“No, a couple of reporters came around a few days ago. Once they
found out you weren’t here, they left us alone. Jesus, you look
tired.”

“Daddy!”

 Jim knelt and scooped Melinda into his arms, hugging her
tight. “How’s my little princess?” Jim glanced up and saw his
mother-in-law’s rigid face and crossed arms framed beneath the
kitchen’s arch.

“She needs to go to bed.”  Connie’s grey eyes pierced like
daggers.

“Mother—”

Jim held his daughter tightly. “I miss you so much.”

“Are you going to stay, Daddy?”

Jim caught Betty’s eye. “No, honey,” he said. “Daddy still has
some work to do.”

“Looking for Watchers?”

Betty snatched Melinda from her father’s arms. “Daddy has other
business to take care of, baby.” Betty released her to the floor.
“Go with Grandma. It’s time for bed. You can talk to daddy in the
morning.”

Connie shook her head. Melinda waved goodbye and took her
grandmother’s hand.

Jim sighed deeply. “Has she been better?”

“Mom or Melinda?” Betty smirked.

“I could give a rat’s ass about your mother.”

“Jim—”

“Yes, I meant Melinda.”

“She’s been better, since you… ”

“Good.”

“We just had to get away. You understand, don’t you?”

“I know.”

“How have you held up? Mom and I watch the news every night
after Melinda goes to sleep.”

“I could sleep for an entire day. I’m going to need a long
vacation when this is over.”

“I’ll get you some coffee.”

Jim stepped into the living room and flopped onto the couch. He
flipped on the television and began surfing channels. He stopped
abruptly, staring at a screen graphic. The host’s voice carried an
awkward glee.

 

“Now, just 52% believe the Watcher phenomenon is real, 46 %
think it’s an outright hoax, and only 2 % have no opinion at all.
This is down sharply from the 65 % who believed just two weeks ago.
Are we looking at a clear trend?”

 

“You’re taking quite a beating,” Betty said, stirring a cup of
steaming coffee. Jim took the cup and sipped.

 

“Well the problem is confirmation, Tony. These devils seem
to pop up only in front of cameras at this one solitary California
company.”

“Are you joining the ranks of Hoaxters? Those who firmly
believe this is the world’s greatest prank?”

“All I’m saying is that until we see these things confirmed
by multiple, independent sources, many will find this hard to
believe.”

 

The screen faded to commercial.

Betty sat next to Jim, slipping her arm under his. “Wouldn’t it
be nice if this all turned out to be some kind of vicious
joke?”

Jim eyed her suspiciously.

Betty snuggled closer. “I don’t mean you, but someone else with
some ingenious scheme. If this all went away, we could all piece
our lives back together again. And I mean everyone who—”

“Nobody more than me wishes this was just a nightmare, Betty.
But I keep waking up day after day to the same old problems.
Honestly, this is looking more legitimate each day.”

Betty closed her eyes. “So many want to believe otherwise, Jim.
Some just want to ignore these things, even if they do exist. Maybe
that’s the only way we can keep from going completely insane. All
of this does sound insane, doesn’t it?”

The commercial ended.

 

 “And now we have a special guest. Please
welcome California’s senior Senator Walter Jones, who happens to be
a member of the Senate’s Commerce, Science, and Transportation
Committee. Senator Jones…”

“Thank you, good to be here.”

 

 “He’s such a jerk,” Betty interjected.

 

“First, Senator, more and more of the general public are
beginning to doubt the existence of the Watchers, and according to
our most recent poll 52% believe it’s a downright hoax. What do you
think? Do you think the Watchers are real?”

“Well, that’s not up to me to say… I mean, we have
government experts working alongside these FastTech
people.”

“And this private company has cooperated?”

“From what I’ve heard, FastTech has been very
accommodative.”

“That brings up a good point, Senator. How much has all of
this cost the taxpayers?”

“Congress has appropriated 50 million dollars for research.
After all the publicity this has gotten, I feel we owe the world
some answers.”

“And if this turns out to be a hoax?”

“Then I think the world will breathe a sigh of
relief.”

“I mean, how will this affect the government’s reputation,
Senator? More specifically, how would this affect your reelection
plans?”

Jones shuffled uncomfortably. “We have no choice but to
investigate claims that may be a matter of national security. At
this point we can only assume these creatures are real. But if this
is proven to be a fraud, I will assure you and the American people
that the perpetrators will be brought to justice.”

**********

Continued (### END ### of excerpt)
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Pennsylvania. He enjoys fishing the Canadian north, internet poker,
and annoying his wife. Although not a full time writer, he intends
to churn out a short story, novelette, or even a novel every so
often, and continue to study and learn this craft that he enjoys
immensely. His most notable work so far is the hard science fiction
novel: The Yaakmen of Tyrie. He is also quite
proud of his short story: Reckoning, and his
chilling novelette with the provocative title: The Watchers
from within Moments Revealed. Please enjoy his works and
don’t be afraid to tell him what you think on his Facebook page or
by email. And lastly, please take the time to leave him a review
(authors live for these!); you can do this on SMASHWORDS or any
other site where his books are available.

A few notes about my novel: The Yaakmen of
Tyrie: currently offered at Smashwords.com.
An epic adventure of monumental proportions; A heroic tale of
perseverance, bravery, loss, betrayal, and redemption; A deep,
jaw-dropping mystery that will keep you guessing until the very
last pages. The Yaakmen of Tyrie is set on an alien world with a
double moon, and where men’s lives span only ten or eleven long
years. Quintar is a Yaakman— one in the latest generation of men
and women who partner with the giant, hairy bipeds to connect
remote settlements nestled in the mountainous regions surrounding
the Great Confluence of Tyrie. But Quintar realizes his destiny
only after he stumbles upon an odd object high in the mountains,
and he dreams of the mythical Thrimara. Thrust suddenly into
politics by the Supreme Yaakleader Carathis, a man whose stare
could melt any man’s arrogance; and accompanied by the brooding
Lenna, the proud fisherman Barrazan, the young apprentice Kristren
and Kristren’s mentor Entya, the secretive trapper Ruppon, and the
diminutive scholar Porrias, Quintar embarks on a harrowing journey
into the unknown wilderness on a quest to unravel Tyrie’s greatest
mystery.(Authors note: Although I purposely omit detailed
descriptors, the Yaak —rhymes with rake— is, in my mind's eye, a
creature combining the attributes of a T-Rex, a Wookie, and Cousin
It of Addams Family fame). Enjoy! The Yaakmen of
Tyrie: https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/33566

A note about my short story: Reckoning
currently offered FREE at Smashwords.com.
Humans have evolved to their present form in a few million years.
And they have risen to prominence in just a few thousand; a mere
speck in earth’s unfathomable timeline. Are we the first to gaze
into the heavens contemplating our fate? Here, I present a short
tale pondering the shortcomings of sentience. Once upon a time,
sixty-five million two hundred and forty-two thousand years ago…
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7549

A note about my short story: Incident at Walter’s
Creek currently offered FREE at Smashwords.com.
What really happened on that remote Tennessee farmstead on a chilly
fall night in 1828? Sixteen years later, Zacharias Neil, Andrew
Jackson Thomkins, and Zack’s little brother, Aaron, are determined
to find out.  An eerie tale of paranormal terror. Warning for
mild language and strong dialect. https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/34035







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Behold, The
Warrior's Pride (2011)
The king’s most loyal warrior has mercifully survived thirty-six
years of brutal service. To reward him for his unyielding loyalty,
the grateful monarch grants him permanent leave, a parcel of
farmland and prized livestock. Freed from his duties, he struggles
within his own troubled soul to allow himself final peace. A Flash
fiction (1000 word) short story.



	


Incident at
Walter's Creek (2011)
What really happened on that remote Tennessee farmstead on that
chilly fall night in 1828? Sixteen years later, Zacharias Neil,
Andrew Jackson Thomkins, and Zack’s little brother, Aaron, are
determined to find out. An eerie tale of paranormal terror. Warning
for mild language and strong dialect.



	


Reckoning
(2011)
Humans have evolved to their present form in a few million
years. And they have risen to prominence in just a few thousand; a
mere speck in earth’s unfathomable timeline. Are we the first to
gaze into the heavens contemplating our fate? Here, I present a
short tale pondering the shortcomings of sentience. Once upon a
time, sixty-five million two hundred and forty-two thousand years
ago...



	


The
Yaakmen Of Tyrie (2011)
An approximate 55% excerpt of my Sci-Fi, action adventure epic
"The Yaakmen of Tyrie".

An epic adventure of monumental proportions

A heroic tale of perseverance, bravery, loss, betrayal, and
redemption

A deep, jaw-dropping mystery that will keep you guessing until the
very last pages

The Yaakmen of Tyrie is set on an alien world with a double
moon, and where men’s lives span only ten or eleven long years.
Quintar is a Yaakman— one in the latest generation of men and women
who partner with the giant, hairy bipeds to connect remote
settlements nestled in the mountainous regions surrounding the
Great Confluence of Tyrie.

But Quintar realizes his destiny only after he stumbles upon an odd
object high in the mountains, and he dreams of the mythical
Thrimara. Thrust suddenly into politics by the Supreme Yaakleader
Carathis, a man whose stare could melt any man’s arrogance; and
accompanied by the brooding Lenna, the proud fisherman Barrazan,
the young apprentice Kristren and Kristren’s mentor Entya, the
secretive trapper Ruppon, and the diminutive scholar Porrias,
Quintar embarks on a harrowing journey into the unknown wilderness
on a quest to unravel Tyrie’s greatest mystery.
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