After Darby woke up, the first thing he always did was to put on the news. As he was waking up, he shoved his long grey hair into his usual ponytail and turned on the 3D set in his bedroom. The lead story this day was that the return ship from the Mayflower had been spotted by the sensor station on Pluto! Darby was a mathematician that had been part of the design team that had created the first interstellar mission to Centauri B. It was nearly 15 years later, and the return ship had been spotted! Darby had been one of the proponents of the Return Ship, so that the history of the mission would be known even if there was a problem with communication.  When the mission was being designed, no one knew if it would be possible to send and receive messages from 6 light years away. They were able to communicate reliably in their own solar system, but from such great distances where the signal had to travel for years, would they be able to receive any news? The Return Ship had been a fail-safe that insured that they would find out what happened no matter what. Darby shook off his grogginess as best he could, rushed into the kitchen to call the NASA communication center on the secure line he had installed there. 


	“Hello? This is Darby. I just heard about the return ship on the 3D! Why didn’t you guys call me?” 


	The receptionist at the communications center answered, “I don’t know Mr. Darby. I will see who is available to talk to you.” Darby waited, tapping his finger on the counter top. 


	“Mr. Darby? Hi, this is Bingham. I am sorry we didn’t call you; it has been really busy here. We are trying to find out what is going on. One piece of news you won’t hear on the 3D, we haven’t been able to communicate with the Return Ship.”


	“Really? I can’t believe that! How someone could travel for 7 years and when he gets within communication range, he doesn’t respond?!” Darby was really surprised by the news.    


	“Well that’s what we are trying to find out, Mr. Darby. We have been trying all kinds of different channels, with no response. We even transmitted laser signals directly at the ship. Something has definitely gone wrong. “


	“Where exactly is the ship right now?”


	“The ship is actually within a million kilometers of Saturn. We have been tagging the ship with the laser on Titan. It’s coming in fast; it looks like maybe the automatics are running the ship. A human pilot would have started slowing down sooner. This is why we think either the ship was sent back empty or the crew is sick or dead.”


	“I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. All those things could certainly happen. We did design the return ship to be able to return empty, but only if something terrible happened. Wow, looks like we better be prepared for the worst.”


	“Mr. Darby, I don’t think we need you right now. You should sit tight until the ship gets into orbit. At that point we will send a shuttle for you and get you out there as soon as possible. I know you will want to look at that ship!”


	“Ok Bingham. I’ll let you guys get back to it. Please let me know if you get any communications from the ship. I’d like to know what the crew has to say as soon as possible.”


	“Ok, Mr. Darby. We will call you if we get any communications, but don’t get your hopes up. If Titan station hasn’t heard anything, I don’t think we will hear anything until we get inside the ship.” Bingham then hung up.  


	Darby sat down wondering. What happened on that trip?! He found that couldn’t wait to find out.


* * *


	Darby got the call some weeks later that the return ship was in orbit. Impatient, he boarded the next sky plane going up. After several hours slowly going up, an orbiting shuttle picked up the passengers and headed for the International Space Station. When he got to the station, he headed right away for the NASA office. When he entered the office, he saw the return ship drifting outside the office’s window. It looked huge floating there. Darby saw Bingham sitting in the office, remembering how much like a stereotypical “G-Man” he looked. Bingham noticed Darby as soon as he walked in.


	“Darby! Good to see you again. How was your trip?” 


	“Too slow! What I would have given for a chemical rocket ride!”  As Darby was saying this, Bingham guided him to an adjacent office.


	When they had entered the office, Bingham closed the door. “You know this is top secret, right?”


	“Yes, but I don’t know why. The truth has to come out eventually. Even now, the journalists are wondering why they haven’t had the opportunely to interview the crew yet.  What is the status of the crew? “Darby was anxious to learn what was going on. 


	“OK. The crew is one man, very much alive.”


	“Why didn’t he communicate with you guys when he entered the system? Which crew member is it?”


	“It’s Boyer. When we went in the ship, we found him in the garden ring floating around. He hasn’t said a word to anyone.”


	“Boyer? Boyer wasn’t even supposed to come back! He’s a gardener, not a pilot. He’s supposed to be on New Earth planting crops and making soil. No wonder he didn’t communicate. He probably doesn’t even know how to operate the radio! He hasn’t said anything at all?”


	“No, nothing. He has barely even noticed our presence. We just grabbed him and pulled him over to the airlock and brought him in the station. Once he was under gravity, we had to pick him up off the floor. He just sat there looking at us like he was out of his mind. We put him in a state room here on the station. He’s just lying on the bed looking at the ceiling. He didn’t even ask for something to eat, or to see anyone. You knew him right?”


	“Yes, we were friends. His wife and my wife grew up together. You say he came alone? “


	“Yup. We checked the whole ship, even ran a bio scanner. The only other life forms on the ship were the plants in the garden.”


	“I can’t believe he came back without his wife. They were married for years and years. They actually got along! My wife will be very upset about this…First Boyer goes away forever with my wife’s best friend and then he comes back without her. I don't think she will handle that well...”


	“We were hoping that if he saw you, he might talk. So far he has only seen people he never knew before. Maybe, if he sees you, he’ll tell us what happened.”


	“I would like to see the ship log too, you know. I designed the trip. The log will tell me how good a job I did. I have to confess I am really anxious about it...“


	“Of course. That goes without saying. Before you ask, we did check him for microbes. He’s clean.”     


	“I was going to ask that, how did you know?” 


	“Because everyone asks that! Come on, let’s go to the stateroom”, Bingham said while opening the office door.  They walked down the ring's corridor to the state room. You always felt you were walking down hill on the station, because of the huge rings they built to simulate gravity. Darby recognized the room immediately, because of the 2 guards posted outside. 


				* * *


	Darby entered the stateroom. It was small as usual, consisting of a bunk, a port hole, a bathroom, a closet and a desk. Boyer was lying on the bed looking at the ceiling. Boyer looked different. Darby found that couldn’t describe what was different; it was as if Boyer felt different. When Darby walked over and sat down at the desk, Boyer turned his head and looked at him.


	“I know you.”


	“Yes you do. Boyer, it’s me Darby. What happened Boyer?


	“Darby. Your name is Darby.” 


	“Yes! It’s me, Darby! Where’s your wife? What happened to Kimber?” Darby was already getting frustrated.


	“Wife?” Boyer asked.


	“You don’t remember your wife? What happened to you Boyer?” 


	“Kimber. I remember Kimber.”


	“What happened to Kimber? What happened to you?”


	“Boyer. I remember Boyer. I am Boyer.”


	“Yes, you are Boyer. We really need to know what happened. Please tell us what happened!”


	“Tired.” Boyer said, closing his eyes.


	“Boyer! Come on Boyer! What happened?” Darby said repeatedly, but Boyer stopped responding.


Finally, Darby got up and turned to Bingham, who was still standing in the doorway. 


	“Sorry, but It seems he is asleep now. I guess we will have to come back when he wakes up.” 


The two men walked back into the ring corridor, and Bigham shut the door behind him.


	“Ok Darby. Hey, you got further than we did. It seems that him knowing you was the key to get him to communicate. Is there anyone he knows better than you?” 


	“I guess you are right, but he acted like he barely knew me. We knew each other very well; believe me. We got together almost weekly for years. We even traveled with them.”


	“Does he know anybody better than you? Any family?”


	“Maybe some in-laws. He had no family of his own, they all died or he lost contact. It was clear to me though, he preferred their friends to Kimber’s family. He referred to them as the ‘out-laws’. They had a lot of friends, but my wife and I were the closest.”


	“I guess we are going to have to stick with you, Darby. Good thing, due to the sensitive nature of this project. I’ll need you to stay here in the station for the time being.” Darby knew by the way he said this, that his request was really an order. 


				* * *


Bingham had an aide show Darby to another stateroom in the ring. 


The stateroom was small but comfortable. He had just sat down in the recliner when the space phone started ringing. Crap! That’s got to be Connors!  She’ll want to know what is going on, and I can’t tell her. 


His wife was very perceptive, and being a Christian, had a strong aversion to lying. AND, she always knew when he was lying! Darby reluctantly hit the answer button.  


	“Hello babe.” Darby tried to sound ‘normal’. As usual, his wife looked extremely attractive. In spite of her working long hours, her curly blond hair framing her pretty face looked great. Darby was continually amazed that she married a frumpy old professor, and not a better looking man. She was one of those women who didn’t seem to know how attractive they were.


	“Where are you? The space phone redirected my call.” Connors looked concerned. The space phone system allowed him to talk to her on Mars with the signal going there almost instantaneously, not constrained by the speed of light.


	“I’m on the space station.”


	“Why are you on the space station?”


	“Work. I am getting ready for when the Return Ship gets here.” Darby knew that the current spin was that the return ship was still passing by Jupiter, even though the truth was that it had already arrived.


	“Why do you have to be there so early? The ship isn’t supposed to arrive for weeks.” Connors now looked suspicious.


	“I am not sure yet. I only just got here. I’ll know more tomorrow.”


	“You're full of baloney!  You know I can always tell.”


	“Listen babe...this is sensitive. Please don’t give me a hard time...”


	Connors groaned. “I hate this top secret stuff! OK, I’ll stop… I miss you.” Connors made a pouty look that Darby found irresistible. He was butter in her hands when she looked at him like that.


Connors was currently working on Mars managing a mining operation. She worked 6 months on Mars and then 6 months off, coming back to Earth. Darby hated the schedule, but she was paid well. He was constantly having bad dreams of handsome miners hitting on his wife, and he couldn’t do anything about it. 


	“I miss you too, babe. You know how tough it is for me during these long separations.”


	“I don’t understand why you are so paranoid. You know I would never cheat on you.” Connors looked a little hurt.


	“I know, babe. It’s just the idea of my beautiful wife alone on Mars with all those randy miners.”


	“They call me ‘the Virgin Mary’! Besides, there are a lot of ‘working’ girls here that are a lot more fun than I am. Anyway, did you get the environment system fixed on the house yet?”


	“Yup. They came and fixed it last week. It works fine now, but it cost a lot to fix…they had to replace one of the heat pumps.”


	“Ouch! At least it will be comfortable when I get back next month. Can’t wait to go to the beach! I miss all my church friends too.”


Connors and Darby owned a 2 bedroom house 3 blocks from the beach in Atlantic City New Jersey.  Darby could never have afforded such an expensive house by himself. With Connors salary and his stipend from the university, they were able to just barely afford it. It was a cool house, totally built with Mars steel and glass. One of the bed rooms was Darby’s office, where he worked most of the time, teaching math and occasionally designing space trips. 


	“Well, have a safe trip back. I know you have to leave soon. I can’t wait to go to the beach with you. Hopefully, I’ll have all this wrapped up by the time you get back.”


	“Hope we don’t miss each other again…but something tells me that you might be delayed…”


	“Come on babe. Don’t get all ‘prophetic ‘on me again. I am just going to look at the trip data and come home.”


	“Yea. I know you lying again Darby. I don’t need to be prophetic to know something is going on and you are in the middle of it. Just be careful, huh babe?”  


	“Ok….I’ll see you when you get back….and I’ll be careful.”


	“Ok, I feel a little better….See you later.”


With that, Connors disconnected. Darby found that he was sweating. She made him nervous when she talked like that. The FBI is going to think he is telling her what is going on via a code or something! He told her before, they monitor his calls! She didn’t care, and gave him a hard time every time he had to hide things from her. She was a good wife and friend though….and beautiful too. He just wished she wouldn’t give him such a hard time about these things. Her religion made him nervous too, in his circles Christians were made fun of. They would say to him, “You are designing trips to another star, and she still believes in some ancient religion!”


*  *  *


	The next day, Bingham came and got him early in the morning. 


	“Darby! Boyer left his stateroom last night! We have no idea how he got out, and why no one saw him leave. We just found him a minute ago floating in the garden ring on the return ship. Come on, we got to go!” 


	“Ok, ok, I'm coming, I'm coming! It’s early, you know….” Darby was doing a bad job of getting dressed quickly.  


They almost ran over to Boyer’s stateroom. When they got there Boyer was sitting on his bed looking annoyed. 


	“Why can’t I float?” Boyer asked as soon as he saw Darby.


	“Boyer, that’s not important right now. We need to know what happened on the trip.” Darby said.


	“I like floating.” Boyer looked hurt.


	“Boyer! I need you to tell us what happened on the trip!” 


	“I want to know why I can’t float.” Boyer now looked stubborn.


	“If we let you float, will you tell us what happened on the trip?”


Boyer stared at Darby for a long time. He appeared to be thinking….


	“Don’t wanna tell what happened. Wanna float.”


	“Look, Boyer. There were a lot of people on your trip. We want to know what happened to them. We want to know what happened to Kimber.”


	“Don’t wanna tell what happened.”


	“Why not?” 


	“Tired.” With that, Boyer laid down again and closed his eyes.


Darby motioned to Bingham to go out of the stateroom. 


	“I want to go and look at the trip data on the return ship. Maybe I might find something that will motivate him to talk.”


	“That will take hours! Maybe if you just kept asking him, over and over, he would break down?” 


	“Look, he clearly doesn’t want to talk about the trip. He is barely talking to me, and he isn’t talking to you guys at all. Maybe if I know something, he will be more willing to talk. I see no alternative right now. Badgering just seems to make him ‘tired’.”


	“Ok…we’ll go over to the Return Ship. But if he doesn’t talk soon, my boss is going to send him to the FBI for interrogation.”


	‘Interrogation?! Is that really necessary? Look! This is just a guy who returned from a 15 year space trip!”


	“That may be, but he could have killed the entire crew, and that’s why he’s not talking. Or it could have been through his negligence that the crew is dead. Or maybe he encountered an alien life form and it twisted his mind. Maybe he has some new kind of space disease we can’t detect. We don’t know, Darby. And until we do, the FBI is going to be hanging this over our heads.”


	“Boyer wouldn’t hurt anyone! I’ve known him for years!  He is one of the top soil scientists in the world. I can’t imagine what he could have done to hurt anyone. In fact, the worst thing he ever did was leave Earth with my wife’s best friend. They really needed his expertise, though.”


	“Well we still need to be careful, and it really doesn’t matter what you think right…..” Bingham looked back into the room where Boyer was, and noticed it was now empty!


					* * *


	“Guys! Did you guys see Boyer leave?” The guards jumped, looked at each other, then looked in the stateroom. They were obviously shocked.


	“I didn’t see anything. How about you Jacoby?” the first guard said. 


	“I didn’t see anything either!” Jacoby said.


	“Wow that’s creepy! I didn’t see him leave either!” Darby said.


	“How could he leave with no one seeing?!” Bingham said.


	“Wow, the guards on the night shift said the same thing. We just thought they were making excuses for falling asleep!” Jacoby said.


	“We will have to reinstate those night shift guards. Looks like they weren’t just making excuses! He just sneaked by all four of us. Darby, did your friend have any military stealth training?” Bingham asked.


	“He was never in the military. Wow I am seriously creeped out. I have chills all over!” Darby said.


	“Darby, lets you and I go to the garden ring on the return ship to see if he’s there. Jacoby and Gorbin, you guys stay here and call your boss to organize a search. We’ll let you know if we find him first.”  Bingham said. 


They then ran over to the nearest ladder that went up to the hub. They climbed up from the ring into the hub and floated down a another corridor over to the airlock that was connected to the Return Ship.


When they opened the hatch on the Return Ship, Darby was shocked at what a mess it was. It looked as if hoarders had moved in. There was stuff everywhere. Most of it was personal items, clothes, tools  leftover food and broken machinery too. They floated through the main corridor to the small garden ring. The garden was a mess too. The plants were either overgrown or dead. Some had floated out of their pots. There was dirt and debris floating all over the ring. Boyer was floating on the ceiling over near the lights. When Bingham saw Boyer, he called the guards and let them know they found Boyer on the Return Ship. Darby floated over to Boyer.	


	“Boyer! How did you get out of the room with no one noticing?” 


	“Tired.” Boyer said, closing his eyes.


	“BOYER! DON’T START WITH THIS ‘TIRED’ THING AGAIN. I KNOW YOU ARE NOT TIRED. YOU JUST DON’T WANT TO TALK!”


	“Darby! What are you saying?” Bingham was shocked that Darby lost his temper and was concerned he was wrecking his relationship with Boyer.


	“Sorry Boyer. I am very frustrated with you. We need to communicate. I wish you could understand how important this is.” Darby felt bad. Bingham was right, yelling wasn’t going to help.


Boyer just floated with his eyes closed. Darby and Bingham waited for a minute, hoping he would respond to them again.


	“It’s no use. He’s not responding. Let’s go to the control room.” Darby said.


	“Ok. Let’s go and see what we can find out.”


The both floated out of the garden ring into the main corridor again and went over to the control ring. This ring looked a little neater; all they saw was broken equipment. 


	“Wow. How did he ever get back with this broken equipment?” Darby asked.


	“We spent a lot of time looking at this equipment. It looks like it came from the main ship, and parts were removed and put into the systems on this ship. It looked like there was a massive power surge and a lot of components were fried.” 


	“Boyer could not have done that. He knew nothing about electronics, or engineering.” 


They floated over to the control panel. Darby wished the ring was spinning so he could sit down in the gravity. Instead, he had to float on top of the panel awkwardly moving up and down to see the labels on the buttons. 


	“Hey, why aren't the rings turning? I could use some gravity right now...”


	“They aren't working. They weren't moving when we intercepted the ship.”


He brought up a view screen and displayed the trip data. He scrolled for several minutes looking for something interesting; when he spotted some very unusual readings. 


	“WOW!” Darby exclaimed. “It looks like when he came home he had to decelerate at 2 Gs! No wonder he likes to float. He would have been miserable for months!”


	“Why would he have to decelerate so fast? Normal deceleration takes longer, but it’s worth it for the comfort.” 


	“Looks like he took a little side trip from New Earth. I see him going about 2 degrees left and 1 degree down from the course I planned. He traveled almost a light year using that course, then stopped in the middle of deep space; then plotted a new course to Earth and came in hot! Why would he do that?”


	“I assume there is nothing at the location he stopped at, right?”


	“Well that’s why they call it ‘space’! There could have been something there, but I haven’t the foggiest idea what it could be. How would Boyer even know about something being there anyway? As far as all our data shows, that spot is in deep space, and there is nothing there except an occasional hydrogen atom floating around…” 


	“It is almost as if he met something there.”


	“Yea. That’s the only explanation. It’s like a little side trip, except it took about 2 years. ” 


	“Did the main ship make it to New Earth?”


	“I assume so. The plan I designed for this ship is only for the trip back. According to this, it decoupled from the main ship and then went 2 years in the wrong direction. It stopped for about a month, and then it corrected its course to come home. All the acceleration and deceleration was done at 2 Gs. It looks like who ever planned this trip knew what they were doing. It doesn’t look like a mistake.” 


	“Could Boyer do these course changes?”


	“The Boyer I knew could not. I get asked to plan these trips because I have a PHD in math. Boyer has a PHD too, but it’s in soil biology. Maybe he had help…”


	“Well it’s not just the trip Darby. He also fixed a whole lot of technology to get here. This ship was fried pretty bad.”


	“We should probably ask him. Maybe he will just say he is ‘tired’, but he will at least know that we know he didn’t come straight home.”   


They floated back to the garden ring to find Boyer. When they got there, he was gone.    


Bingham called security to tell them that they lost Boyer again. They then started searching the Return Ship. While they were searching, Darby had an idea…


	“Don’t you think if Boyer had some help, that we would find some evidence of it? Like a dead body or something? There is obviously no one else here, right? I assume you guys checked the whole ship right?”  


	“Yea, we looked everywhere. We even scanned for biological signs. All we found was Boyer and the plants.” Bingham said.


	“Let’s look though the personal stuff to see if we could find evidence of another person on this ship. He could have had Jacks or somebody like that helping him. If that’s true, we should find something here like and extra toothbrush or something indicating the presences of somebody other than Boyer. He could have ejected the body out the air lock during deceleration.” 


	“Good idea. Boyer doesn’t seem to be on the ship anyway.” 


They floated over to the sleeping compartments. Only one bed looked like it had been slept in. They found clothes strewn everywhere, but they all looked like Boyer’s size. They also looked in the bathroom, but they saw no personal items in there, not even a toothbrush. 


	“Gross! Looks like Boyer didn’t wash or brush his teeth for years!” Bingham said.


	“Yea, that’s odd. Boyer was a bit of a germaphobe.” 


	“I didn’t notice that any neglect of personal hygiene when we first saw him.  He didn’t smell, or look dirty. Another mystery!” 


They then left the Return Ship and went back to the station. When they got back, security had informed them that Boyer had not been found on the station, and they were in the process of employing scanning equipment to find him. Bigham went back to his office, and Darby went to his cabin.


Two days later, Darby was resting in his bed, when Bingham burst in. 


	“Darby! You are never going to believe this, but they found Boyer on Earth!”


	“How did…?” Darby was shocked.


	“There was a shuttle that he could have left on. No one on the shuttle remembers him though…”


	“I guess we have to get back to Earth!”


	“Yea. Since you are the only one he talks to, you have to leave right away. I’m coming with you, and Darby….the FBI is involved now. Everyone is getting paranoid!”


They left on the next shuttle, and made the next connecting sky plane flight to Florida. When they got out of the plane, an FBI agent met them on the runway.


*  *  *


	“Are you Darby?” asked the man with dark glasses, an earphone and a black suit that screamed FBI Agent!


	“Yes. And this is Bingham, the head of mission security for NASA.”


	“Darby, you need to come with me. I am Agent Donghiemer. We need to leave immediately. Bingham, I will need you to come too.”


	“Can I ask where we are going? We were scheduled for an important meeting tomorrow at NASA to discuss a critical situation.” Bingham said.


	“I am afraid you are going to miss that meeting. I cannot discuss were we are going here in public. Please follow me to our jet, right over here. We need to leave immediately. There are rest rooms and food aboard the jet.”


They walked across the tarmac to another hanger in silence. When they got there, they boarded a small business jet. As soon as they sat down, the jet began to move. Darby noticed that the only people that were on the jet were himself, Bingham, Donghiemer and the pilot. After they took off, Donghiemer told them where they had found Boyer.


	“We found Boyer on a farm in Oregon. That’s where we are going now.” Donghiemer said.


	“How did they know to look there?” asked Bingham.


	“Someone from the nearby town called the FBI when they noticed a lot of people suddenly arriving. They were all acting strangely and not talking to anyone. They all were heading for this farm. I guess the town’s people had this happen before; some self identified guru rented the same farm a few years ago. A lot of people ended up there and caused a lot of trouble. The FBI had been involved with that problem, so when the town’s people saw all the new arrivals, they thought the same thing had happened again, and they called us.”


	“These people were going to the farm to see Boyer?”  Darby asked.


	“Yes. He has attracted quite a following. Our estimates are that there are about 200 people there with Boyer right now. By the way, how long ago did you guys lose him?”


	“It’s been about 2 days!” Bingham said.


	“2 days?! WOW!” Donghiemer sat back in his seat and took his sun glasses off.


	“He did some things that looked impossible to us too. Several times, he left the cabin we were holding him in without the guards or anyone else seeing anything.” Bingham said.


	“What’s even stranger is that there are 200 people with him. While he was on the station, he avoided everyone!” Darby said.


	“Did he say anything strange to you guys?” asked Donghiemer.


	“He barely said anything at all! He only talked to Darby, and didn’t say much to him either, and Darby’s his best friend!”  Bingham said.


	They flew the rest of the way to Oregon in silence. 


	When they landed in Portland, they then switched to two ubiquitous looking big black armored SUVs. They traveled about 2 hours west to the farm outside the town of The Dalles. When they got there, Darby was astounded to see the number of cars that were parked along that little country road. They could not park in the driveway, so they parked on the road further down, and had to walk back to the farm. Their group consisted of four FBI agents in black suits, Darby, Bingham and Donghiemer. As they approached the house, they heard loud rock music blaring from within. Outside, they saw many people sitting on the grass, on the porch and in the driveway smoking dope. Thick clouds of smoke were drifting up. The house appeared to be full of smoke too, with puffs of smoke leaking out through the cracks in the doors and windows. Darby occasionally smoked, but not in the presence of Connors, who called dope “the devils smoke”.  While he didn’t share his wife’s hatred of dope, he did not want to breathe all the smoke he saw coming out of the house, nor did he want to encounter Boyer stoned. 


	“Have some anti-THC gum” said Donghiemer handing out sticks to the group. 


	“I’d like to talk to some of these people before we go in” said Bingham.


	“That seems like a good idea” said Donghiemer, “let’s start with the group in the driveway.”


	“Hey!” Donghiemer called out. “FBI.” He flashed his badge to the people in the driveway. “Why are you guys here?”


	“Hey Mr. FBI man. We are here to see the man from space!” said a large long haired man who looked much older than he probably was. 


	“Why do you want to see him? asked Darby. “We just came from the space station so I guess you could say we’re from space too!”


	“Well he’s from deep space, man. He knows where it’s at. I gotta really good vibe from this guy and nothing can keep us from hearing his wisdom.” The long haired man had approached them and the rest of his group had turned to face them.


	“Really? Did he talk to you guys? What did he say?” asked Darby.


	“Man, we’re just gettin the vibe right now. He hasn’t spoken yet.”


	“How did you get the vibe, young man?” asked Donghiemer. “How did you know to come here?”


	“Man, I got the vibe! Just knew to come here. Got it yesterday. I just hopped in my hybrid and came here. The closer we got, the stronger it got. Can’t wait to hear his wisdom.”


	The rest of the people who were talking with the long haired man were nodding their heads. “We all got the vibe man” they said.


	Darby turned to Donghiemer, “They don’t seem to know much other than they all got the ‘vibe’ whatever that is. We should go find Boyer.”


	“Did you get the vibe too?” asked the long haired man. 


	“We are here to see Boyer. We were talking to him on the space station, and we didn’t get a chance to finish our conversation” said Bingham.


	“So the man from space’s name is Boyer?” asked the long haired man. By this time, all the people outside had crowded around them, making them nervous.


	“Yea, his name is Boyer, and he’s a friend of mine” said Darby. They then turned away from the long haired man and started to go into the house. As they went through the door, they heard the long haired man say “WOW! Even the government is gettin the vibe!”


	They went into the front room, which was devoid of furniture. People were standing around talking and smoking. They made their way through the crowd into the kitchen, where they found another crowd of people, but no Boyer. They then turned and walked down a short hallway where they had to turn sideways to squeeze by people who seemed to be waiting in line outside a bedroom. As they went by they saw two other bedrooms, and the people in there seemed to be resting on the beds and sitting on the floor. The last bedroom had its door closed. Donghiemer approached and showed his badge to a large man at the door.


	“Get out of the way, FBI” said Donghiemer. The large man moved, and they walked into the last bedroom. It was the master bedroom, with a bed in the center of the room. It was small but there was room enough for them to go in. Boyer was sitting on the end of the bed naked. Lying on the bed face down behind him was a naked man and a naked woman. The man and woman appeared to be asleep. Boyer was looking at the FBI men as they walked in.


	“Hello Darby” said Boyer as soon as he walked in behind the FBI men.


	“Hello Boyer. What’s going on?” said Darby walking around the FBI men. 


	“Not much.  Just hangin out” said Boyer.    


	“How did you get off the station with nobody seeing you?” said Bingham. Boyer ignored Bingham and just continued to stare at Darby. 


	“Um, yea, I am curious about that too Boyer” said Darby. 


	“Did you get the vibe?” said Boyer, still looking at Darby.


	“Um, not really. What’s the vibe?” asked Darby.


	“If you didn’t get the vibe, then you aren’t welcome here” said the large man that had been outside the door. 


	“Boyer, are we not welcome here?” asked Darby, trying to defuse the tension that suddenly came on them.


	“You are not welcome if you didn’t get the vibe” said Boyer.


	At this point the FBI men drew their machine pistols from holsters under their coats. They pointed the pistols at the large man, and at Boyer. At this point the naked man on the bed suddenly awoke, got up and looked at the FBI men.


	“I am Boyer’s lawyer. You men are now trespassing. You do not have grounds for arresting my client. Nothing illegal is going on here. If you do not leave, we will have no choice by to sue you for false arrest.”


	“No right to be here, we’re the FBI! Boyer is wanted for questioning on the disappearance of hundreds of colonists. We have the right to arrest him, and we will” said Donghiemer.


	“Suit yourself, but you will regret your actions” said the naked lawyer.


	The FBI men then grabbed Boyer, handcuffed him, and hauled him out of the house. They did it so fast; it made Darby’s head spin. While two of the FBI men hauled Boyer out, two others ran down the road to get the SUVs. The crowd began to chant as they led Boyer out. “Boy-yer, Boy-yer, Boy-yer” they said over and over. Darby started to get a vibe, but it was seriously creepy. As the SUVs pulled up, the naked lawyer repeated: “you will regret this.” They then drove off toward Portland. Darby was in the back seat of one of the SUVs, sitting next to Boyer.


	“Why won’t you tell us what happened on the ship? Why won’t you tell us what happened to Kimber? This could have been avoided if you just told us what happened. That’s all we want. We want to know what happened to the colonists and Kimber.” Darby said as they got settled into the trip.


	Boyer looked at Darby with sad eyes, but a smile, and said: “tired”, and fell asleep. Darby found then that he was unable to wake Boyer after 2 hours of repeated attempts. He just slept, no matter what Darby said or did. Darby was amazed, because Boyer acted as if he were in some kind of a coma. 


	When they got to the FBI office in Portland, they carried Boyer into a holding cell and went to their desks to file reports. Darby and Bingham sat in a waiting room for about 2 hours when Donghiemer came in.  


	“We just got the word to release him. Came from the head of the FBI himself. I am absolutely gob smacked.”


	“What?!” Bingham was on his feet shouting! “Don’t they care about the colonists? Don’t they care about the trip? What is going on?!”


	“Apparently, the naked lawyer has a lot of friends in high places. They are coming to get him right now. And, the lawyer is right, we are regretting it. All of us have been demoted.”


	“WOW!” said Darby.


	“You two are off the case. Got a call from NASA, Bingham is on administrative leave, and Darby, you are on your own. Hope you have some money, because nobody is going to give you a ride home. Now you two need to get out.” Donghiemer got behind them and motioned them to the door. As they left the FBI office, the door was shut and locked behind them.


	Bingham and Darby stood outside the office in shock. Neither of them moved for a while, and they were still standing outside when a large motor home arrived in front of the office. When the door opened, a large amount of dope smoke puffed out. The naked lawyer, now clothed, walked out of the motor home, and knocked on the door of the FBI office. Inside the motor home they heard loud rock music blaring and the sound of many people talking. The FBI door opened, and out walked Boyer.  As they entered the motor home, Bingham and Darby heard cheering coming from within the motor home. As Boyer was about to enter the motor home, he turned to Darby and said: “You can come and see me when you get the vibe.” After that, the motor home drove off, leaving Bingham and Darby staring in dumb amazement. 


Bingham finally came to his senses and called his office on his cell phone.  “Hello, George? The FBI just released Boyer and told me I am on administrative leave. Is that correct? … It is? … What about Darby? … Really? He is here helping us, at least we can give him a ride home… Oh. Ok, but that sucks. See you tomorrow.“


“You are being abandoned here in Portland. I am sorry Darby. Do you need any money? I can lend you some for a trip home…”


“That’s ok, I have some money. I will get home. It’s just kind of stupid, you know?”


“Yea. And scary too. I was just doing my job, and now I am on administrative leave like I did something wrong. Absolutely amazing! Well, a car is coming for me. I am being taken to the airport and you cannot come with me, I am told. You will even have to find your own way to the airport.”


“I only have enough for the bus.” Darby said. “I think the bus station is near here, I thought I saw it on the way here.”


“The bus!” Bingham said. “That’s tough. I don’t have enough money to lend you to save you from that! Good Luck…”


At that, a small black car arrived. Bingham got in, and the car took off. Darby was left standing there, alone. He started walking down the street. Darby began to discover that like most people using cars or private transportation, the bus station was much further away from the FBI office than the thought. The trip seemed to take forever and Darby was starting to get nervous because the walk was taking him though a bad part of town. Also, he wasn’t even totally sure he had actually seen the bus station. As he walked, he was wondering if he was going the right way or not, whether he should ask somebody or not, he began to feel something strange. 


* * *


He felt like rock music was pulsing through his body. Every time he put his foot down, he felt like he heard a drum thump. In addition to the drum beat, there was the buzzing of an electric bass. “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…” the music played in his head. He bagan to strut to the music, matching his gate to the music. He found himself swinging his arms, bobbing his head and snapping his fingers as he walked. “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…” He walked faster and faster to the beat, which was increasing in speed. He didn’t notice anything around him. All he could think about was the music. “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…”  He began to feel good about himself. He starting to look at the other people on the street, imagining they were admiring him as he strutted by.    


Suddenly, his revere was interrupted by an ugly noise. At first, he wasn’t sure what it was. All he knew was, that he resented the intrusion. He was having such a good time walking! He tried to ignore the noise, and was successful the first time. The noise went away after a while. Then, it came back, louder than before. As it intruded, the cool rock music seemed to fade. He then realized, it was his phone ringing! He grabbed the phone out of his pocket, and answered angrily.


“WHAT!” Darby said, totally annoyed. 


“Darby! I am so glad to get a hold of you! Are you ok?” Darby recognized Connors’ beautiful voice.  


“Connors! Sorry I answered like that…” Darby found himself recovering from the effect the rock music was having in his head.


“Are you ok?” Connors asked again.


“Yea…you wouldn’t believe what is happening. Look I have to talk to you about this but I can’t right now. Give me a minute and I’ll call you back.” 


Darby was thinking, how do I call Connors on a untraced line? He had an idea…and sure enough, there was the bus station he was looking for, except it was actually a train station. It was right across the street! He went into the station, and found a vending machine that sold cell phones. He bought one, and then bought some minutes for it. When he got it working, he dialed Connors’ emergency number. The emergency number was for when someone had difficulty getting through to a worker on Mars via the space phone. 


“Conners here” 


“Sorry babe, I had to call you the untraceable way”


“Wow, you must be in trouble…What happened?’


“Remember Boyer?”


“You mean that bastard who took my best friend away from me? Ops, forgive me God…”


“Yes that Boyer. Well, he came back on the return ship… without Kimber.”


“That rat bastard! Ops, forgive me God again.”


“Well Boyer isn’t exactly Boyer. He doesn’t say much and seems to be capable of incredible things. Like he left the space station without anyone knowing. He’s currently in Oregon on a farm. We asked him over and over, but he won’t tell anyone what happened to Kimber or the rest of the colonists. He just pretends to sleep when you push him. Also, he seems to have friends in high places. My NASA coworker got put on administrative leave, the FBI guys got demoted and I got stranded here in Portland when we went to his farm and arrested him. We brought him back to the office and within 2 hours his lawyer got him released, and the rest of us in trouble.


“I knew it!” Connors exclaimed. “I knew you were in trouble. Do you have enough money to get home?”


“Can you wire me 1000 credits? I need it to be able to take the train home.”


“I’ll get an advance and wire it to your account. Give me about an hour to get it done.”


“That’s not all babe. I hate to give you ammunition that there is an all knowing God that governs events, but your call could not have come at a better time.” 


“HA! What happened?”


“When we went to the farm to find Boyer, there were a lot of people there. When we asked them why they were there, they all said they were following this “vibe”. We didn’t know what they were talking about, but just now while I was walking to the train station, I think I found out what they meant. As I was walking, I heard rock music in my head and I was actually strutting to it. I couldn’t think about anything else. Then you called, and the music disappeared. That’s why I answered the phone like I did, because I was missing the music. I now realize that I had the vibe in my head, like the others. If you hadn’t called, lord knows what I would be doing now.”


“I hate to say it, but that sounds daemonic Darby. I must admit though, you must have looked ridiculous strutting down the street. Lord knows you have no rhythm.”


“You got that right; I never strutted anywhere in my life. I would be afraid I would fall on my face I am so uncoordinated. But I didn’t feel ridiculous, I felt great. How weird is that?”


“It’s not weird, it’s daemonic Darby. I am not sure what was going on, but the rock music, and the strutting…that’s not you Darby. Did you think you were going back to the farm?”


“I don’t know. The thought hadn’t entered my mind. But as soon as you called, and I realized it was you, I thought about those people, talking about the vibe. I don’t think it was daemonic though, I think it was alien. Boyer made some kind of detour on the way back in the Return Ship. Maybe he visited an alien that gave him special powers or something.”


“Where did he go on the detour?”


“I could tell you, but it wouldn’t mean anything to you. It was in the middle of space. There is nothing where he stopped. He could have met an alien ship or something.”


“Well I think if he met another ship, it probably had a daemon in it.”


“You and your daemons! If we find out that it was an alien ship, will you stop believing in that ancient nonsense?”


“Never. Don’t forget, it was that ancient nonsense that motivated me to call you in your hour of need!”


“Crap! You got a point there Connors, but the battle isn’t over. I am still not going to start going to church with you…”


“We at least you are admitting when you are wrong, and that’s why I love you Darby.”


“I know. Thanks for being there for me Connors. I guess…I guess I want you to pray for me. And I love you too.”


“I will Darby. What are you going to do when you get home?”


“I don’t know…but if the music starts up again, look for me at Boyers farm, on route 97 outside The Dalles Oregon. Listen babe, don’t tell anyone except your God about what happened. You and I could get in a lot of trouble.


“I won’t. Look, I gotta go and get your money. I’ll send you a text when I’ve sent the money. My shift starts after that. Don’t listen to any rock music in your head or on anything else either! You know that’s the devils music…”


“I don’t agree about the devils music, but I think that’s good advice. I won’t listen to any music for a while…Later babe.”


Connors hung up, and Darby couldn’t believe how much better he felt after talking to her. His head felt clear and he felt normal again. He looked at his cell phone and began to get paranoid again. He thought that the FBI or NASA will ask him about why he used the emergency number, a vending machine cell phone, and not his own phone. Then he got an idea. He went into the bathroom at the station and dropped his phone in the toilet. He waited until it was good and soaked, then dried it off and put it in his pocket. Then he checked his vending machine phone for a text from Connors, hoping she would remember the number. Sure enough an hour later, he got a text from her saying the money was transferred. He then went to a train ticket vending machine and bought a ticket to Atlantic City N.J.


			* * *


The trip home was boring, which in this case was good. After a long trip, with frequent transfers, cab rides and long waits in stations, he was finally home. It was a little better than a bus ride, but not much. He got up the next morning to find out that he had a class scheduled the next day, and had to dredge out an old syllabus that he promised himself he would never use again. He was kicking himself that he forgot to tell the college that he was working for NASA, and they scheduled a class for him. Fortunately, he had no more work with NASA after the fiasco with Boyer, so he found that he had enough time to get ready for the class, but just barely. 


While he was teaching the class, a few days later, he got an email from Bingham. It killed him but he couldn’t open the email until his lecture was over. He had trouble explaining a proof because he couldn’t get the email out of his head. His students must have thought he was a moron. After the lecture was over, he opened the email, and found that it contained the trip reports from the return ship, and a brief note from Bingham. It said:


Darby:


Please analyze the following trip reports. Sorry, I can’t put you on the payroll because this is purely off the record. Upper management is really clamping down on any investigation on the return trip, but I did manage to download these reports before they sealed up the ship. We really need to know what happened. I hope you can find something. It is really mysterious what happened and as you know, NASA doesn’t like mysteries. We are investigating the best we can under the circumstances. If you find anything out, please email me your findings using the attached encryption key. I know you will look into this because of what happened to us. I can’t promise anything, but if possible I will try to reward you for all this work. Right now though, I can’t even acknowledge that I even hired you in the first place.


		Bingham.  


Darby immediately opened the trip reports and started looking for any clue as to what happened to the colonists and the return ship. 


Darby studied the reports and discovered some interesting things. First, the Return Ship had not started from New Earth, but from the orbit of the next planet in the system, a gas giant called Lardo. Lardo was even bigger than Jupiter, and had enormous rings. When the Return Ship left Lardo, it had to make some rather extreme course corrections to avoid the rings. 


What was the Return Ship doing orbiting Lardo?  Darby thought. 


Second, he noticed that the last course correction, designed to avoid the rings, had not been corrected again once the Return Ship had left the orbit of Lardo. This last course correction had actually been the route the return ship took to the empty place in space it went next. 


I wonder if Boyer didn’t realize he had to make another course correction and then discovered his mistake en- route? Darby asked himself. 


It would certainly explain why he went to the empty place in space. The thing that didn’t make sense, was why not just fire some retro rockets and change direction at speed? He wouldn’t have had to come in so hot then. 


I’ll bet Boyer thought he had to stop first before changing direction. Making the necessary calculations to change directions at speed would have been difficult. I’ll bet he thought it was easier just to stop and turn. Darby thought. On the other side of the coin however, he was in that ship for years, AND he spent a month just sitting in empty space!


The third thing he noticed is that while at the empty place, no entries were in the log for the entire month. It looked like Boyer just did nothing for that month. If he had been trying to figure out how to get home, Darby would have thought there would have been a whole bunch of attempted course plans tested before he came up with a course that worked. The system tested all courses entered to see if they were feasible or not. Despite Boyers lack of experience with the system and plotting trips in general, he entered the correct course back to Earth about a minute before leaving the empty place.


Maybe Boyer didn’t know about the system’s ability to test course changes? Darby wondered. 


Darby then sent Bingham an email with the info he discovered from the logs. Bingham quickly sent Darby back a note asking him to call him from a vending machine phone. Darby went out to the nearest hotel and bought a phone from a machine in the lobby. Walking down the boardwalk from the hotel back to his house, Darby called Bingham. 


“Hello? Bingham? It’s me, Darby. How can I help you?”


“Hey Darby.” Bingham answered. “I wonder if you would agree with this possible explanation we came up with about Boyer. We think the Mayflower entered the solar system of Centauri B going through the rings of Lardo. I think that it hit some ring fragments and got destroyed, and Boyer was the only one who survived. Somehow he got to the return ship and managed to figure out how to run it. He made a mistake getting away from Lardo, and ended up in the middle of nowhere. He probably despaired about his inability to navigate, and snapped out of it after a month of just sitting there.”


  “As much as I hate to admit it, you could be right. The trip I designed for the Mayflower went awfully close to Lardo. I was surprised how big the rings actually are. It could have been the Mayflower was traveling a little slower than we expected and arrived later than I planned, bringing it much closer to Lardo. According to my calculations, based on the original trip design, the Return Ship would have been orbiting for about 3 months before it left. It could have been about 3 months late which would have brought the Mayflower within the rings of Lardo. The problem I have is that the navigator must have been dead or incapacitated to make a mistake like that. I told him to watch the orbit of Lardo before they left. He should have been looking out for that when they entered the solar system. “


“I hate to ask you this, but could you go back to Oregon and see if Boyer will tell you anything after you tell him our speculations? I can’t pay you and you will be completely on your own. When all this political stuff blows over, I promise I will try to get you reimbursed.” 


“Well, I am teaching a class right now but after I am done, I’ll see if I can go out there. Something else happened though, that you don’t know about. After you left me, I found out what the vibe is.” 


“Really? Why didn’t you tell me?! That would have been good to know…Ops never mind. It’s not like I have been available…sorry.”


“It was like rock music in my head. I started marching to it. I couldn’t ignore it, and it wasn’t until Connors called me that I snapped out of it. I might have marched all the way back to Boyer’s farm if she hadn’t called.”


“WOW. It sounds like you were hypnotized or something.”


“I wouldn’t say hypnotized…I can’t explain its effect on me. I have no idea where it came from either. Definitely very weird. I find myself reluctant to go back to Oregon. It might get to me again.”


“Maybe I could call you periodically or something. We really need to find out what happened…”


“I was thinking I could have Connors call me instead. She has a stronger effect on me that you would.”


“Oh yea…She’s a looker. You are so lucky to have her for your wife! I can’t compete with her!”


“Sounds like a plan. I’ll have Connors call me periodically. If she can’t get me or something happens, can I count on you to go to Oregon to get me out of trouble?”


“Well, I couldn’t do that in an official capacity, but since you have done so much for us, I could take a leave and come out there on my own to help you out if you get in trouble. I might also be able to get Donghiemer to help out too. He’s still pretty mad about all this and he’s right there in Oregon.”


“Ok, before I go, I’ll send you an encrypted email with a vending machine phone number for you to contact me. I will also give this number to Connors so she can call you if she gets worried. I’ll let you know…”


“Thanks Darby, and good luck.”


* * *


About 2 weeks later, after Darby’s class had ended, Darby caught a jet to Portland. When he had got off the jet, he rented a car to drive to The Dalles. Darby didn’t drive much, he mostly used public transportation. Whenever he and Connors had to go somewhere by car, Connors always drove. It took him a while to get used to the car, but since it had autodrive, he managed to get to The Dalles pretty easily. The only problem he had was trying to pull off the road in front of the farm. He didn’t know how wide the car was and almost put it in the ditch by the side of the road. Once he got out, he discovered he had a long walk to the farm. On the way, the vibe came back.


“harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz… harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz… harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…” Darby was strutting to the music again walking down the road toward the farm.


“harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…BRAAPP” What was that annoying noise? “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…BRAAPP” Good grief will it ever stop? “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…BRAAPP” Darby shook his head in an attempt to think. “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…BRAAPP” God! That’s annoying…Make it stop! “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…BRAAPP” He shook his head again, and an inkling of a thought came into his head. It’s your phone! My phone? Ohhh… Darby sat up and reached into his pocket and started pushing buttons, trying to stop the noise. Finally, it stopped. Then, he heard a voice! He then clumsily lifted the phone to his ear to hear it better….


“Darby! Answer me Darby! Are you there? Who is this!?” said the voice on the phone.


“Um What?” Darby was still having trouble thinking.


“Darby! Is that you? It’s me, Connors!”


“Connors?...Oh Connors! Hi!” 


“Darby…you never called me. You said you would call me when you got to the farm.”


“Oh…Connors, I’m a little groggy here…Why was I supposed to call you?”


“Darby, you were afraid the vibe would get you again. Looks like it did.”


“The vibe! Oh yea, it did get me! Thanks Connors!” Darby was starting to remember things again. 


“Are you alright?”


Darby looked around. He was in the back yard of the farmhouse. He looked at himself. He was naked except for his pants.


“God Connors! I’m almost naked! Why? I don’t remember taking my clothes off…”


“Do you see your clothes lying nearby?”


Darby looked around. “Nope. They’re gone! All I have are my pants!  Oh Connors! I am so embarrassed!”


“I know how you hate being naked…It’s one of those thinks I love about you. I don’t have to worry about you getting naked at the beach like everyone else does.”


“God I hate being naked! What am I going to do?” Darby was starting to despair. 


“Pull it together Darby. Oh my God I have never seen you like this. Look, everyone else there is naked, so you should be too, right? Just get up, and look for some clothes. Retrace your steps from where you parked. But DON’T HANG UP!”


“Ok, ok. I’m walking back. Oh my God it’s the same music that was in my head!” Darby was starting to despair again.


A large long haired man approached Darby. “What’s up dude? Why are you talking on that phone? No phones allowed!” At that the man took Darby’s phone and broke it.


Darby started to run, but the music got in his head again and stopped him cold.


“harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…” Darby regained consciousness. Unlike the last time, he still heard the music. “harump-dump de buzz-buzz harump-dump de buzz-buzz…” He felt small and helpless. Something else was in his head, and it wasn’t just the music. It was a presence…and it was powerful. It did what it wanted. He found himself in the house dancing with Boyer.  They danced and did despicable and wicked things. Darby felt like he was being forced to watch. Darby despaired of life, and couldn’t do anything about it. The thing inside him was torturing him. 


* * *


Then…suddenly there was a disturbance. He saw his wife walk in with some people he recognized as her friends from church. Also, he saw Donghiemer too. The presence of his wife seemed to frighten the thing inside him. His wife reached out and touched him…and yelled “Get out of this man in the name of Jesus!” Suddenly, the thing left. After it left, he sat down and cried.


After he collected himself, he looked around. Almost everyone had gone. Boyer was sitting on the floor crying. Donghiemer was holding him down. Connors was sitting next to him with her arm around his shoulders.


“What happened!?” Darby said to Connors.


“You were possessed by a daemon!” Connors said.


“No!” said Boyer.


“What then Boyer? What’s going on?” Connors said.


“He and I were possessed by aliens. Believe me, I know.” Boyer said.


Darby found that he liked Boyer’s explanation better than Connors. “How do you know?” asked Darby. 


“I know because I got them all in me when I stopped the Return Ship in the middle of space.  They wanted to get a ride to Earth. They invaded the ship while I was stopped, and made me take them here!” Boyer said.


“Did you see their ship?” asked Darby. “We thought you made a mistake going to that spot in space. We thought you exited the Centauri B system at the wrong angle.”


“They got to us before the ship crashed.” Boyer said. “They made me go there to get the others.”


“Others?” 


“All the aliens.  There were only a few on the Mayflower. We picked up the first few right before we entered Centauri B’s system. That’s the reason we crashed into Lardo’s ring. Our navigator, Clide had one in him. Instead of watching the vector, he was dancing in the control room and hitting on the Captain. The Captain put Clide in the brig, but she didn’t realize that we were going to hit the ring until it was too late. The ship disintegrated after we hit the ring and I only survived because I was in the Return Ship. I had been using its garden to grow some seedlings, and I was in there potting them when we hit the ring. The return ship broke loose during the collision and managed to vector away from the ring. The aliens left the people who had been on the Mayflower and came into me.”   


“So they could travel through space to get to you in the Return Ship, but yet they needed a ship to come here?” Donghiemer said.


“I don’t know. They were frightened when they came in me. I think they don’t like traveling in space without a body to be in. They need bodies, not ships, I think.”


“Whose body were they in before they got to the Mayflower, before they came on the ship?” asked Darby.


“I don’t know, but they must have been in something or somebody nearby. There could have been an alien ship in the asteroid belt somewhere. All I know is, Clide, Bootle, and Zoomby all started acting weird once we passed the belt on the way in.”


“What happened to Kimber?” asked Connors.


“I assume she died in the crash. She was working in the grow lab pretty much nonstop ever since we discovered we were late. That’s why we had to use the Return Ship’s garden. The Mayflower’s plants were too big to go into the lander. We had to start them all over from seedlings. Being late threw everything off.”


“Why were you late?” asked Darby.


“There was a computer malfunction that occurred while we were accelerating away from the solar system. We couldn’t fix it, so we rebooted the system to see if that would fix the problem. It did…but I guess it also screwed up the acceleration counter, and it turned off the acceleration too soon. We didn’t notice because, I think, we were so happy to have it off. Living on the wall for a couple of months stinks.” 


“Does it stink to lose your wife?” Connors asked. Darby thought Connor’s question was a low blow. After all, she’s been dead a long time, giving Boyer a long time to get over it. She shouldn’t have assumed that Boyer was being callous.


“Oh my God, Kimber!” Boyer started crying.


“OH! I am so sorry! You are just realizing it now!” Connors said. She went over to Boyer and started to comfort him.


After Boyer had stopped crying, Darby asked “What do you know about these aliens?”


“They are just thoughts I guess. They have no bodies, but they are very powerful. I felt like I was crowded into a corner of my own body. They spoke to each other in their own language.  I had no idea what they were talking about. They had trouble figuring out how to run the ship. They got mad and destroyed stuff. They threw things and broke things. They can sense my feelings. Once, they were about to break the only scrubber we had left. By the way, I have to notify Argo about those scrubbers, they are very unreliable. We only had a few that still worked by the time we got to Centauri B’s system. Anyway, I got scarred when they picked it up to smash it. I found myself putting it down carefully. They were cruel too. They wouldn’t let me sleep until my body dropped from exhaustion. They caused me pain just so I could feel it. I also did weird and perverted things. They seemed to feed off any sensation, good or bad. One time they turned down the heat so much I was shivering for a week. Then, they turned up the heat until I got heat exhaustion. They made me rub myself raw, make mud in the garden and roll in it and wouldn’t wash it off, they made me eat until I threw up, and not eat, just to feel starvation.  I hate to say it, but I started to get used to it. “


“Those last 6 years must have been hell” Darby said.


“I felt like I was in hell. That is a good word to use. But it was only until we got to the spot in space.” 


“Did you see a ship when you got to that spot in space where you stopped?”


“I saw a round object through the porthole just briefly when we were there. It didn’t look like a ship though. It looked like a planet. All I know was, when we got there, they all came flooding in. Then, all they did was fight with each other. There seemed to be constant yelling in my head. It’s as if they didn’t get along. They seemed to ignore me at that point. They fought for about a month. For me it was a vacation, because they were fighting so much that they didn’t make me do anything. I just floated around in the garden while they argued. Then…they suddenly made up their minds. I found myself going to the navigation console and entering the data to go back to earth.”       


“Why did they want to come here?” asked Donghiemer.


“They wanted bodies. The more bodies the better, because they hate sharing. They’re like children. They use the ‘vibe’ to get people to open up and come near. They can’t seem to travel great distances, or they don’t like to, I’m not sure. They also seem to be able to hypnotize people. I was able to walk right past the guards you put in front of my door. When I was on the shuttle, nobody seemed to know I was there, everyone just ignored me. They don’t seem to like certain people either. They don’t like Donghiemer at all for example, and they really hate Connors. They really wanted to go to Earth but they couldn’t figure out how to get there. Then they started probing me on how to get to Earth. I resisted…as long as I could, but they eventually got the information out of me. When I got here, there seemed to be other aliens here. They were able to communicate with them somehow. They seemed to know exactly what to do, because the others told them.”


“Why don’t they like me and Connors?” asked Dongheimer.


“I don’t know. It seems to be something about the way you think. Connors, they really hate. As soon as she walked in the room, I felt them jump in my head. When she spoke to them, they left. It was as if they didn’t even what to hear her voice.” 


“Where did they go?” asked Darby.


“They went into some of the other people that were here, I think. I felt them going in and out of me. It was like they wanted to see what it was like to be in the person I was interacting with. While we were talking or…doing other things, they would go back and forth. So, when Connors came in, they just left.”


“Boyer, I think we need to bring you back to NASA for psychiatric evaluation. Darby, I think I am going to let you go home with Connors, but if you start hearing the ‘vibe’ again, you need to come to NASA for psychiatric evaluation too. Connors, you need to keep an eye on him. I don’t have to tell you guys to keep this quiet. Some of my bosses would be very angry if they found out about what happened here. In fact, if Boyer is right, they may already know. That’s why we need to get out of here right now. I suspect some FBI agents are being sent here right now. What do you think Boyer, am I right?” 


“Yes, you are right. The lawyer who was here earlier has some connections in the FBI. When you guys came and got me the first time, he just called some people and got things changed quickly. While he isn’t here right now, I am sure he knows about what happened already. I agree with you, Dongheimer, we need to leave now.”


* * *


After Connors and Darby had gotten home from Oregon, they went to the beach. As they were walking along, Darby found himself admiring her even though she was wearing a ‘grandma tankini’. 


“Connors, why do you wear that horrible ‘grandma tankini’? You would look so much better in a bikini.”


“Come on, Darby. A bikini reveals too much skin. I don’t want to tempt anyone to sin.”


“Come on Connors. With half the people going nude these days, a bikini is tame now. Why would they look at you when all they have to do is walk down the beach to see a nudie?”


“Ok, answer me this Darby. Would I look more exciting in a bikini?”


“Of course….ok I am answering my own question. I guess I can’t complain if the only man you want to excite is me.”


“Right…Now you’re getting it Darby. By the way, how do you feel?”


“I’m fine…but I don’t like that I feel dependent on you being here. When you go back to Mars again, I may get the ‘vibe’ again. I am nervous about that.”


“Yea…want to talk to you about that. Why do you think those daemons didn’t like me?”  


“You mean the aliens…Something about the way you think. What do you think is different about how you and Donghiemer think?”


They put down their chairs on the beach, sat down, and Connors was silent for a while.


“Donghiemer is a Christian, you know. He hasn’t gone to church in a while, but he did go a lot a few years ago. I suspect he is going back now. He told me this when we were flying up to Seattle to find you.”


“So you think that is why he made the alien’s nervous?”


“Yup. Darby, what is the biggest difference between the two of us, in the way we think, and react to things?”


“I’m not really sure Connors. That’s the part of you I never really understood. You know I am an agnostic, and find the whole Christian thing a bit hard to believe. Why does being a Christian make you and Dongheimer think differently?”


“Well, think about the ‘vibe’ and your reaction to it. You enjoy that kind of music, and probably enjoyed it until it had gotten a hold of you. Your reaction was, ‘Hey cool music!’ My reaction would have been much different. When I hear music like that, I think of drugs, illicit sex, outrageous behavior and loud irritating noise. You are open to it, I am closed to it. Since the aliens, as you call them, use the music to draw you in, you are a good candidate since you naturally like the music and see nothing wrong with it. I, on the other hand, only see problems and am not open to it. When they look at you, they see an open door, when they see me, they see the door shut. I also seem to possess the ability to bring you out of this natural acceptance, and make you think about things, thus shutting the door, driving them out.”


“I see. I have to agree with you and that make sense, but how does your Christianity fit into this? You don’t need to be a Christian to think the way you do…”


“I disagree. A Christian has an entirely different world view, by being open to the idea we are sinners, we become skeptical of things that seem to cause sin. When you hear rock music, you think of dancing and attractive people gyrating, I think of venereal disease, drug overdoses and busted ear drums. We look at things realistically, at their natural outcomes, and look past the short term fun involved. You only see the short term fun.”    


* * *


Later, Darby got an email from NASA about the evaluation of Boyer. It turned out, that he had an extremely high dopamine level in his brain. In fact, the evaluation revealed the first evidence of the connection between dopamine and schizophrenia, turning the hypothesis about the connection into a proven fact.  Later, Darby went in for a similar evaluation, and they discovered that he had elevated levels of dopamine also.  They gave Darby some medication to lower his dopamine levels, but Darby did not feel any different. 


“What do you think of that?” asked Darby after reading the results of the evaluation to Connors.


“Well, it doesn’t explain everything, does it?” said Connors. 


“Yea, you’re right, but it does provide a scientific explanation of what happened to me. I guess your belief that what happened to me was caused by a daemon, isn’t true!”


“Ok, let’s assume they are right. How do you explain how they explain how Boyer got the increased levels in the first place?” 


“The report said that the tests were inconclusive about that. They speculated that the stress of entering the wrong information into the navigation computer followed by the high acceleration caused the dopamine levels to skyrocket in his brain.”


“Ok then, how did you get the increased levels?”


“They thought it was due to the stress of the investigation and my interactions with Boyer.”


“The other people who were with Boyer didn’t have any stress, how did they get it?”


“They say that they already had the higher levels, and were simply attracted to the notoriety of Boyer and his trip from New Earth. It turns out that the lawyer who sprang Boyer from the FBI knew Boyer from before he left on the trip. He represented Boyer in a lawsuit. The lawyer is a Satanist, and some of the people who were at the farm were also Satanists and knew the lawyer from his public speaking at events that they attended.


“How did they explain how he was able to sneak out of his room and ride the shuttle back to earth without being noticed?”


“Apparently, Boyer had some hypnosis training from one of the colonists on the ship to New Earth, who was a trained hypnotist. Boyer told the scientists that he got some training from this guy while on the way.“


“Hmm, how do they explain how I was able to snap you and Boyer out of it and chase all the Satanists away?”


“They said because you were very close to me and knew Boyer very well, that the sight of you was enough to snap everyone back into reality.”


“How do they explain that you and Boyer didn’t even notice me until my friends and I started praying?”


“Come on, Connors! These are perfectly reasonable scientific explanations for what happened.  Why can’t you accept them?  Why do you have to stick to your superstitious notions?”


“Because the only facts that they have, are the increased levels of dopamine in you and Boyer. Everything else is pure speculation. I know what I saw. You and Boyer were completely out of it until we started praying, asking Jesus to deliver you guys from the daemons. It is always easier to come up with an explanation how things happened after the event is long over. You buy the explanation because it fits your world view, but I remember the event as it actually happened. Your mind was sick, but my mind was healthy.  Also, that lawyer couldn’t have known Boyer very well because he did not directly deal with the case; he only did some research. I remember that case well, because I was helping Kimber get through the stress of it and never saw that lawyer at all. I find it hard to believe that he had any interaction with Boyer. The lawyer may have been a Satanist, but only a few people who were there actually could have known him. He wasn’t from Oregon; he was from way up in Seattle. He may have spoken at some Satanist groups up there but the groups in Oregon didn’t know about him. I checked their web sites; there was no mention of him as a speaker. The rest of the people just showed up. Since the location of the farm wasn’t publicized, I find it hard to believe they all showed up there only a day or two after Boyer arrived. Oh yea, I almost forgot, the hypnotist on the Mayflower was a joke. Kimber told me about him when she found out he was going on the trip. She told me he claimed to be a hypnotist but the joke was, he had to rely on shills.”


Darby was speechless.


	“Connors, I don’t know what to say.” 


	“Darby, you need to remember how easily you got pulled in. Do you want that to happen again?”


	“Yea, I don’t want to go through that again.”


	“Maybe you should accept the Lord. You know those daemons were afraid of me, maybe they could be afraid of you too. What have you got to lose?”


	“I’d hate to find out the hard way that the meds don’t work, but I still have trouble believing in God. How could I go to church and get ‘saved’ when I am an agnostic? On the other hand, I need a backup plan. The meds really didn’t make any difference that I could tell. You and your fiends praying is the only thing I know that worked for sure.”


	“I’ll take you to church with me anyway tomorrow, and introduce you to my friends. They will be glad to help you in any way they can. “


	Darby hated to admit it, but he did feel a lot better.





	





