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Аннотация
Puppetry. The haunting play of freeze-frames, observing the girl dying. Watching, trying not to cry out. Unblinking. I cannot save her. I am locked deep in my prison, the monitoring bunker. The guards are in gas masks, their assault rifles pointed at the back of my head. Forcing me to measure her in agony, to move and refocus the crawler cameras, to observe her and to theorize. To try in vain to understand. Impossibly, the girl is forever dying. The riddle of her endless death will be the world�s destruction. For myself, and for Josie, it never ends. The world is disintegrating and I am left staring at this child in suffering, an innocent prisoner trapped inside a video screen.
Day two hundred and eighty-six.
Every morning, just when the sun is rising, the arm crawls out of the sky. The girl, still connected, follows after it. She falls, the arm is severed. I watch, I theorize. I watch her bleed out and die in front of me.
She is looping, trapped in time. Every morning she crawls out and falls before me. Every dawn she hobbles toward me, bleeding, screaming.
Oh God, the icelights.
What does it mean?
I swear to you now, with all my heart, I am going to find the man who has done this to her. And I am not going to kill him, no. I am going to loop him in there, I am going to sacrifice him in the name of that little girl so like a daughter to me. Vengeance. I am going to imprison that bastard, dying forever on, where my Josie still remains.
Here. She is coming. The fingers spread toward the clouds. The world disintegrates all around us�
~
(In the spirit of The Twilight Zone, The Outer Limits and The X-Files, Wonderland Imprints is proud to present a haunting and mind-bending story of horror, of quantum mystery, of Gothic horror and science fiction. THE GIRL WHO BLED FOREVER is like no other tale you have ever experienced before. An unforgettable story told by Kent David Kelly, author of the five-star-rated post-apocalyptic series FROM THE FIRE, FOR THE DARK IS THE LIGHT and THE NECRONOMICON: THE CTHULHU REVELATIONS. This unique and disturbing story will touch your heart, and will change the way you think about reality forever. 16,000+ words, 17 chapters, 75 pages. From Wonderland Imprints, Only the Finest Works of Fantasy.)


THE GIRL WHO BLED FOREVER
The Slipstream Chronicles
Episode I
A NOVELLA OF SCIENCE FICTION AND HORROR
by
Kent David Kelly

For Orpheus
I will always love you


I: EYES ONLY

FILE DOSSIER
CLASSIFICATION THETA

INDOCTRINATOR ACCESS:
RUBY, DIAMOND
(SAPPHIRE, EMERALD, TOPAZ
SPECIFICALLY EXCLUDED ON THREAT OF TERMINATION�
DO NOT READ OR VIEW BEYOND THIS PAGE)

CONTAINMENT PROTOCOLS 1101.3, 1101.4 A-B,
AND EXECUTIVE ORDER 2184:22639
SHALL BE STRICTLY ENFORCED

NOTIFY FRATERNITAS PRIME
OF ANY AND ALL UNAUTHORIZARD ACCESS
AND/OR CLEARANCE VIOLATIONS
IMMEDIATELY
ON PENALTY OF TERMINATION

FIDES EST FORTITUDO
LOYALTY IS STRENGTH

Data Expungement Log:
0.1:8-26-2018 / 0.2:5-13-2065 / [0.3-0.7 Unknown] / 1A:8-17-2132 / 1B:9-11-2132 / 2:3-24-2140 / 3:12-25-2159 / 4A:1-2-2163 / 4B:1-3-2163 / 4C:1-5-2163 / 4D:1-9-2163 / 5:9-9-2184 / [Deleted] / [Deleted]
~
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II: FOR THE INDOCTRINATOR

Welcome, beholden Brothers and Sisters, to the Project Slipstream remedial indoctrination program, solely and specifically intended for �last chance� repatriation of failed level one recruits and CoIndocs, or anomaly-eyewitness-level Compulsory Indoctrinates.
As an Indoctrinator defining the foundation elements of the spliced time cascades One, Six-Prime and Nine-Lesser and the sacred belief in the Redeemed Chronology, you hereby stand charged with exposing novitiates to the historical events which led to the current reality of the nine convergent and recognized Orthodox Muon Continuums (hereafter, OMCs) and the transient revelation of the Un-Prime.
As explained at length during your Emerald- and Topaz-level correctional trainings, there are now nine validated time-streams in which humanity has not yet been rendered extinct as a result of the events of Anno Domini 2018 to 2025. Verified remnant documentation of these foundation events is to be found in this dossier, in both secured vid-file and e-transcript formats.
Do not ever share, discard, abandon, alter, question or allude to these materials outside of Facilities 1, 9 or 17.

III: SACRIFICE

[The original 2041 Mentor-Guide indoctrination letter from Professor Emeritus Sabine Lettinger-Kynes, MIT-II, follows hereafter. Currently unverifiable or falsified statements�� purported to be true in the Professor�s own time-stream and historical locus�� have been bracketed, but not expunged, for clarification.]
~
Friends and Sisters of the One Secret,
We know only a little of the End Times, of the death of the one world and the entropic temporal paradox which caused the annihilation of the former sole and uncorrupted reality, or Prime.
Now, [twenty-three] converging and transient realities are unifying and it is only the [Archonate�s] agents and our brothers in sacrifice, the Indoctrinators, who shall decide the fate of humanity and our children�s survival. The [twenty-three] known gravitating realities, or slipstreams, are not all equally stable� nor are they equally viable. [Eleven] are already nearing destruction due to vergence, [infinitude-chaos propagation] or paradoxical collapse. In [five] of these slipstreams, humanity has already been collectively driven insane, underground or to the brink of starvation; in [three,] global society has devolved into World War; and in [at least] six others, all known non-subterranean human settlements and cities have been eradicated by invasion, [Ceres-Palestinian Plague] or thermonuclear holocaust.
In [four] of the entropic streams, the dimensional entities which our forefathers named the Null-Gaunts have enslaved humanity for purposes of anatomical study, skeletal repurposing, unclassifiable vivisection, biological �upgrade� or cross-species experimentation. In only [four] of the streams, it now appears, the fate of our universe and our own survival within it shall be decided: Slipstreams One, Six-Prime, [Seven-Sub-Causal] and Nine-Lesser.
At current rates of convergence and SAE/CA (Sub-Atomic Entropic / Chronological Attenuation), it appears certain that in lieu of our ceaseless efforts and our own martyrdom, humanity as a liberated and viable species free from outside domination shall not survive this century.
The source files still readable and extant from before the Cataclysm, the [First and Second] Unveiling[s], and the [Ninth Invasion] are many and conflicting, but the following remains our purest and most succinct record of the formative event cascade which led to our current [four] sets of conflicting realities, or colloquially, the Un-Prime.
The files and transcripts provided here are revelatory and should be [shared] in limited measure, [primarily with trusted associates and loved ones] and secondarily as a training tool for [security enforcers], [temporal continuum scientists], isolated and oath-bound volunteers, and of course the CoIndocs themselves.
It is now that I must share with you a personal matter which direc [the remainder of this e-document has been expunged by Executive Order].

IV: UNITY

Remember and chant from Sapphire, the Indoctrinator�s Laws of Unity:
~
�One. Never teach novitiates in groups numbering greater than twelve.�
�Two. Never teach novitiates who have not yet been fitted with detonation collars.�
�Three. Never teach any of these materials without at least a 1:2 ratio of armed security personnel to novitiates.�
�Four. Never teach beyond Evidence File Eight without the bolter-armed presence of at least two Executor-decorated Commandants.�
~
�Individuals who respond violently to the revelations herein are to be brought under guard to Detention Block 27 or higher, excluding 39.�
�I SHALL NOT EVER leave such individuals unrestrained, alone, unaccounted for, entrusted to a second party, or anywhere in proximity to Detention Blocks 1 through 26.�
~
�Death is Nothing.
Sacrifice is Sacred.
Unity is Eternity.�
The tapes run as follows�

V: EVIDENCE FILE ONE

[Begin play of the steadied vid-file marked EVIDENCE FILE ONE in accordance with the ranking Commandant�s ready intonation of �I stand.� Do not turn your back on the audience at any time. Avoid all eye contact. Read your transcript silently in time with the recording. Black-gray video snow once termed �static� is not evidence of anomaly, but is integral to the surviving record and does not need to reported.]
~
(Static, clearing. See a white room with harsh lighting, a mirror (actually a unidirectional window) and one stainless steel utility table bolted into the concrete floor. Four black-masked American Air Force personnel, or soldiers, armed with submachine guns stand in pairs adjacent to the window at either side. The blur-corrected video opens upon SUBJECT, a Caucasian/American Indian male of approximately 36 years of age. He is restrained by metal and plastic cording indicative of the 2018 era, and is dressed in an orange jumpsuit with blue plastic bags fitted upon his hands and feet. His expression is one of confusion, then perhaps comprehension and regret.)
(A thin young woman in gray business suit enters, identified as Anna Morgenstern. She was a specialization-unknown prot�g� recruit from the FBI, which was an Archonate-preceding intelligence organization known then as the Federal Bureau of Investigation. She sits at the table, opens a briefcase and proceeds to speak to Subject while staring at her red-banded and classified documentation. A glittering black pistol is situated in the briefcase as well, hidden in the lid yet clearly visible from the vantage point of the camera. The agent does not look up when the soldiers ready their own weapons.)
~
ANNA MORGENSTERN [hereafter, AM]: Please identify yourself.
CAPTAIN ALAN RAMSEY, USAF [hereafter, CR]: Why did they send you? Where is Doctor Salinger?
AM: Doctor Salinger has been reassigned.
CR: Reassigned. At his request, or was he removed?
AM: I�ll be asking the leading questions here if you don�t mind, Captain Ramsey.
CR: If you know who I am, I don�t need to identify myself, now do I?
AM: A rhetorical question. Don�t ask those either, please.
CR: You�re the nicest interrogator I�ve ever met. I�m not saying that�s wise, or commendable. Or that you�re very good, for that matter.
AM: I don�t think you realize how serious this is, Captain.
CR: I don�t think you do either.
AM: Interesting that you say so with such conviction, but irrelevant. Good morning, by the way.
CR: Morning?
AM: Now. How was the anomaly first detected?
CR: Dive right in, eh?
AM: Indeed. The causal anomaly? How�
CR: Is that what they�re calling it now?
AM: (She looks him in the eye for the first time, but says nothing.)
(Subject leans in and places his bound and bagged hands near to the briefcase�s corner. Behind Subject, one of the soldiers advances, then touches his earpiece and resumes his former position at the ready.)
CR: (Looking into Anna�s eyes, not behind him.) At ease, Thomas. Christ.
AM: He isn�t under your jurisdiction.
CR: Fucking tell me what I don�t know from past experience, not to mention every breakfast from seven years ago. Anyways. Someone at the Academy got an anonymous phone call, disguised voice, but you could hear the fear. No, terror. The terror behind his desperation. Telling us that a girl needed to be saved, that the survival of the entire Earth, the sane �dimensional construct� of existence as we know it, was at stake. Telling us the exact coordinates of the� causal anomaly� down to the longitudinal ten-thousandth of a second. No citizen should be able to measure that precisely, especially in the middle of nowhere over a sub-stratus magnetic anomaly. Someone had military-grade equipment, and probably a not-yet-revoked satellite feed as well.
AM: Please limit speculation.
CR: Why? You know, maybe the magnetic anomaly led to the discov�
AM: Slow down please, Captain. Someone panicked, a phone call, coordinates, speculation. Who? A man, yes? Do you think he was military, retired, or perhaps counter-intelligence?
CR: You reveal a lot, the way you lead your questions.
AM: Who do you think this person might have been?
CR: That�s a little better. Ma�am, I�ve no idea. I sincerely think it was some kind of hardcore amateur, like an ex-mil caver because you know that region by [redacted]� that region, you know, that obsessive streak. He saw what he saw. I don�t think anyone would be out there in the wasted and frozen nowhere of [state and county redacted from the record] for any good non-military reason, you know?
AM: Moving forward, let us presume I don�t know anything.
CR: (Dry laughter.) All right. I can do that. I bet you can, too.
AM: Enough with the attempted humor, please. The call came in, the coordinates, the urgency. What happened when the site was investigated?
CR: It wasn�t.
AM: Sorry?
CR: Air Force Command doesn�t respond to random tips from paranoid citizenry, ex-military or no. The call was logged in case it was a potential threat. It was filed, dumped into the junk stream for the NSA�s keyword shit-scans and forgotten.
AM: You�re implying a data connection between the Air Force and the National Security Agency for some reason.
CR: You catch on pretty quick, doc.
AM: I�m not a doctor.
CR: FBI? CIA? Marshal? What are you?
AM: The first. The call was logged, we�ll get to precisely how you knew that later. Then what happened?
CR: Well, Agent�
AM: Morgenstern.
CR: Well Morgan, someone�s dog out by the rail station at [redacted], near the highway and frontage junction, jumped a fence at night, ran about two kilometers down the railroad tracks, into a crow-field. That fucking mongrel came back to his owner�s front door early the next morning, dragging a surgically severed arm from a female child.
AM: We�re getting ahead of ourselves here.
CR: You need to see the recording of the incident before you can understand. Surely you�ve seen it many times by now.
AM: As part of my� time with you� my supervisors wanted me to review it for the first time with you, and with our four colleagues present.
CR: Christ, they want to watch your reactions? That�s sick. What do you think you�re going to see? Do you even know?
AM: (Silence, a glance. A raising of the eyeglasses between two fingers.)
CR: That�s so fucking sick. What on earth did you pull to get assigned to me? Is this some kind of punishment?
AM: Let�s review the recording, please.
(Anna looks into the recording camera, then slightly to the right.)

VI: EVIDENCE FILE TWO

(The source video begins. The audio, mostly muted from the original, is overlaid by the ongoing discussion between Anna and the Subject.)
(Black and white daylight, pre-dawn. Glow-touched clouds rise scudding over distant mountains. Crows and less identifiable birds are wheeling on updrafts over a tumbling sea of high gray corn. The wind, which must be howling, is faintly heard.)
AM: Who shot the video?
(Someone is magnifying, refocusing. The blurry corn waves to-ing and fro-ing in wild circles, left to right. Dust clouds gather and fade.)
CR: We don�t know. Consider the secrecy which enveloped this whole thing after the aberration was verified. I don�t know a hell of a lot, except as I was subjected to it through piecemeal orders later on. I know there were marks of a struggle, lots of blood, and marks from a tripod there. Before the rains. And the remnants of the body, of course.
AM: How did you come to procure the video?
CR: It was sent to us, with a newsy note.
AM: Newsy note?
CR: Showing my age here. A piece of paper with text spelled out on it by taped-together letters�
AM: We call that a cryptic composite.
CR: Whatever. The note was tersely worded, since those things are apparently a pain to put together. But it strongly implied that the sender was the earlier caller, or a direct associate of his. That connection wasn�t pieced together until later, but he gave the precise time and date of the original call in writing. That�s non-disclosed outside of Command, of course.
AM: He listed the call that first came in. Which led to pulling the call from logs?
CR: Likely. Sorry, speculation.
AM: Very well, let�s watch.
(As Anna and Subject go silent, a raspy voice is heard. The cameraman. His words are whispering and afraid, almost exultant.)
ANONYMOUS: (A voice much deeper than Captain Ramsey�s, something is broken deep inside.) Oh, my love. Love, love. I�m so, so sorry. (Intake of breath.) I�� (Indecipherable.)
AM: What is that?
CR: What do you see?
AM: That flaw in the middle of the film. It�s like� like viewing two sides of a broken window with the crack running down the middle. Wait, no. What is that? Is that sunlight? The sun is barely shining, isn�t risen yet.
CR: You tell me. (His voice is slightly muted as he turns. He may be watching Anna intently.)
AM: Captain?
CR: The camera is being moved.
(A silhouette is briefly seen as the camera view tilts and pinwheels. The camera tripod, with the film still running, is being carried on a limping man�s shoulders. Sunlight is coming, trickling up through coursing clouds, but the mountains are hiding all they can. The moment of watching the man�s gait turns to a blur, and then silhouettes of huge crows are hopping away through wild grass. Another tilt, we glimpse a dim ramshackle barn fronted by two ruined grain silos. Further in the distance, a skeletal windmill has its sundered wheel forcibly churned into motion by the wind.)
(A grunt. The camera is resettled. The sun is about ready to rise.)
ANON: Double recording now. Time stamp.
(Beep. A flashing time index appears at bottom right: 05:14:09. The date is not displayed.)
(The camera is refocused, viewing the same vantage spot as before from another angle. Something translucent is hovering in midair. It is near a ditch which is now clearly seen, bordering the edge of the wild and churning cornfield.)
AM: There it is again. It�s like� a hole. In the air. Is that glass? What�s holding it up there?
CR: (Silent.)
ANON: Testing. Testing, anomaly set to be breached in seven� six�
(The time index now reads 05:14:51. The volume is lowered again by the operators, the howling wind purrs into a grainy silence.)
CR: (Rapping on table.) Hey, turn that up.
A SOLDIER IN THE ROOM: Sir! Remain seated.
CR: I just�
ANOTHER SOLDIER: Sit down. Eyes forward.
(Safeties are clicked off. A gasp is heard, believed to be Anna�s.)
CR: Okay, okay.
(The film continues, having been slowed by the operators to one-third time. Each second passes in three jittery seconds. An anachronistic crow glitters its eye in the first of sunlight, then turns over something with its beak and flips it off into the weeds. A beetle, made sluggish by the cold. The beetle spins slowly through the air out of frame, tumbling end-over, and the crow hops after it.)
(The time index now reads 05:14:57. The film is accelerated back to normal speed. The aberration event begins.)
(From out of nowhere, a gray and sickly little arm thrusts out of the air and struggles into sight. The arm is entirely disembodied; where the shoulder should be, it simply ends in a perfectly straight line of nothing. It is as if an invisible wall is between the camera and the arm, hiding the majority of the person from sight. The weaving grass betrays nothing; the arm floats in front of the churning vista as a misted breath of sun-glow is dripping down.)
(The arm flops crazily in the air, perhaps seven feet above the ground. Black blood trickles down its length.)
AM: Oh my God what the fuck�
CR: Shhh.
(The operators restore the volume. The cameraman is heard sobbing, the wind wheels his choking voice away into crow caws. Someone, a child, is squealing with panicked desperation.)
A SOLDIER IN THE ROOM: (Guttural whisper, unintelligible.)
AM: Oh my God oh my God�
(A girlish sob and a grunt are heard. The arm keeps struggling, clasping and releasing cold fingers against the sky. Wild corn stalks flow their tips between the disembodied arm�s bleeding fingertips. She touches them.)
(A starving, pallid girl-thing crawls out of the hole in the sky. The camera has been perfectly positioned so that she is seen in left-side silhouette; the hole in the sky is parallel to the view, and can scarcely be seen. The arm is followed by tangled hair, then a mouth-gaping little face streaked with dirt and tears. The girl, standing on something unseen, tilts out of the hole and reaches for the ground below.)
AM: (Anna gasps, whispers something, perhaps in prayer.)
(The girl loses her grip on something, something inside the invisible part of the hole. Her knees hit the cusp of the floating hole�s bottom edge. Her knees are cut horribly, and she shrieks, a bird-like warbling sound which does not end. She tilts out twitching, her spine contorted, the razor-cusp of the hole slicing deeply into her legs. She freezes and falters, deeply impaled through either shin, as if she is balancing with her knees on a giant razor blade. If she does not move quickly both legs will be severed. The invisible cusp gashes in, ever deeper up into girlish legs, finding bone which only slows but never stops the merciless incisions.)
AM: (Perhaps through her cupped hands.) Oh guh .. guh�
(Blood streams down in pressurized spurts from both of the girl�s legs. The screaming cuts off into a coughing choke. She vomits down into the spinning grass and beads of the liquid are spun toward the camera by the wind. She falls toward the ground, but her other arm�� unseen until now�� snags on the cusp where her legs had been. Black static-y blood from her shins is still dripping prolifically out of the sky.)
(The higher arm is snagged and almost severed. The girl hangs in the air, feet dangling, dripping with gouts of blood. Her head lolls and a glimpse of shell-shocked eyes is quickly seen and gone. The tangled arm she is hanging by pulls apart, like a moist piece of bacon. The tendons and fleshy tendrils snag upon the hole edge, and then with a barely audible hiss-squelch the entire arm is severed.)
(The cameraman is still sobbing, as is Anna in the viewing room. The girl�s lost arm, wobbling on momentum, falls out of the invisible hole and onto the girl�s head. Her twitching fingers grab futilely and tangle in her own hair. The girl pitches forward onto all fours. Just before she goes, the severed arm grows not-quite-still and plops down behind her, fingers still twitching like insect legs in the grass.)
(Leaving the arm there, the dying girl-thing rises. Her entire soiled nightdress is sheathed in puddling blots of blood. She sprint-hobbles on mutilated legs toward the camera. Her one arm reaches toward the lens, and blood spurts out of the perfectly-sliced stump on the other side where her right shoulder used to be.)
THE ANONYMOUS CAMERAMAN NEAR THE CORNFIELD: (Groaning, fiercely:) Come to me I love you, I�m so sorry, I love you�
AM: Pause. Fuck, do you hear me? Pause it now!
(An horrific freeze-frame. The girl is tangled upon herself in a near-death rictus of agony, a twisted scarecrow with wind-thrown tumbles of honey-gray hair spun over her eyes. But the grimacing mouth and one gaping eye can both be seen. She is a girl, but she is ancient. The eye is starred with a cataract and it looks like a fertile egg cracked open, a glowing orb shot through with bloody veins.)
AM: (Sobbing uncontrollably.)
CR: She�s had enough. Get through. Let�s end this.
(The recording fumbles into action again, herky-jerky. The girl-thing collapses into the camera tripod and a brief glimpse of her bloated and pale belly is seen through the perfectly straight rips in her sliced-open nightgown.)
AM: Shut it off!
CR: Do you hear her? It�s her first time. Shut it off.
AM: (More sobs, turning hysterical.)
CR: Now!
(A compromise may have been reached by the operators. The film continues, showing a careening and tilted sky filled with sunrise and little birds lining up atop the barn roof�s crest-line. The girl�s blood has smeared the lens. But the volume is off now, and as the camera flips into the grass it accidentally finds the full gaping blood-moon of the girl-thing�s face. She is screaming her last words, but she screams in utter silence.)
(Nevertheless, the words are unmistakable. Rotted ancient teeth, dried split lips, an old woman�s tongue in a child�s face. It shrieks at the camera:)
ANOMALY VICTIM [AV]: SAVE ME
(There is a struggle atop the grass. The girl is whimpering, screaming. Someone is on top of her, we see camo fatigues and the oily orange hunting vest of a tanned man with burly arms. He seems at first to be hurting her, but he is trying to stop the bleeding of the stump which still pumps arterial freshets into the wind.)
(The girl�s face tilts as she begins to lose consciousness. Her eyes flicker open-shut-open as their deeply-lashed lids turn into blurs. She shrieks and seems to cry out, something like:)
AV: OH GOD THE ICELIGHTS
(And then:)
AV: MOMMY
(And the tape goes black.)

VII: LACUNA

(There is an indeterminate-length severance of the discoverable record at this point; we do not know whether files are missing, lost or simply non-extant. Due to Agent Morgenstern�s medical leave and apparent resignation, and the lack of otherwise-sourced interrogation/interview tapes of Subject following Evidence File Two, we are not fully aware or cognizant of what transpired. What is known is that Morgenstern was convinced to return to service by the personal urgings of [redacted], and specifically to Project Octagonal Red, in early 2020. We resume with a session�� perhaps the very next session, chronologically�� which she conducted with Subject in either late 2020 or early 2021.)

VIII: EVIDENCE FILE THREE

(Handheld camera, calibration in process. Gliding view of medical white-on-white and then in-focus. A transparent cell in fluorescent light, glittering reflections along the steel mesh triangles impregnated in Lucite walls. An unused, muffler-gasketed diesel generator can be seen at corner right. Subject is crouched in one corner behind the Lucite despite the presence of a translucent safety bench to his immediate left. He is soiled, unshaven and lined with age, belying the two or three years which have passed. He does not look up when the camera is socketed into a bracket arm on the exterior of his prison, but he does when the gray-draped figure sits gently behind him. Anna. Perhaps he smells and remembers her perfume.)
CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR]: Oh, I had no idea. (He stumbles up to the bench and kneels on it, hands pressed against Lucite, puffing out a visible mist of breath into his own haggard and reflected face.)
(The camera person grumbles, the view reels as the camera is unsocketed and locked in closer to the opposite side, over the generator. We still see Anna�s hands and knees, and sometimes her reflections against the safety glass. Tubing is pushed aside. Green-raster monitors glow in the distance behind a clear plastic curtain of some kind which undulates beneath an air conditioner. Tears of moisture bead down its farther surface, giving the scene an illusion of gentle rain.)
ANNA MORGENSTERN [AM]: Hello, Alan� Captain.
CR: Anna. (Composing himself, sitting awkwardly and backwards upon the narrow bench.) You look wonderful.
AM: Mere flattery. (Smiles wanly.) A new tune, I suppose.
CR: I�m so glad you came back to all of this. To me.
AM: (The camera shifts away from Anna, focusing on Subject.) I don�t want this to be personal.
CR: It is.
AM: I know. I don�t want to be� pulled. From this.
CR: Pull a Salinger, you mean. (Winks sarcastically.) Get kicked off this plum of a career-kicker, am I right?
AM: Right now, I am right here.
CR: Well then. God, I missed you. (Putting on airs to hide the wetness in his reddened eyes.) Let me treat you like old times. Want me to go rough on you?
AM: (Half a chuckle, turning into a sigh.) I might like that.
CR: Right. So, Agent Morgan.
AM: (A real laugh this time, warm yet frail.)
CR: What are you doing here, ma�am?
AM: (No response. Her expression cannot be seen, but her hands fold over the exposed knee where her yellow notepad has tilted off to one side. It falls and she catches it by a corner. The pen goes clattering.)
CR: Thought you might be in Syria by now, or God-knows-where. Were you involved with the new anomaly�s riot suppressions at the embassy? Damascus, wasn�t it?
AM: So you�re keeping abreast of current events. And no, not I.
CR: Friends?
AM: Sisters in arms, perhaps.
CR: Are you a full agent now? 935 Pennsylvania? [Believed in Prime to be the address of an FBI facility in Washington, D.C., perhaps even headquarters.] Liaison to Langley, perhaps? [Unknown.]
AM: Oh, such sweet nothings, Captain.
CR: (Despite himself, he grins. Scarring is visible for the first time near to his lower left lip.) I�m whispering everythings, ma�am. Actually.
AM: Let�s begin.
CR: Amen. What is wanted? They sent you because I stopped volunteering information to the others? Are you sure you want to do this?
AM: Indeed. And let me do this. I am the investigator here.
CR: Tough like old times. It�s lonely without the machine guns.
AM: There�s the gas, rather.
CR: There is indeed. Kindly don�t incapacitate me.
AM: (Amused, yet sad.) We shall see. I really don�t know how to begin, you know.
CR: It scars you. Seeing it. I know. But I can talk to you now like I couldn�t before. Too many months now. It�s years, isn�t it? I�ve wanted to talk to you.
AM: And what do you mean?
CR: You�re one of us now, Anna. Forever and never whole. You�ve seen.
AM: I wish with all my heart I hadn�t.
CAMERAMAN, OFF-SCREEN: Strike that later?
AM: No.
CAMERAMAN:� All right.
CR: So you never told me. Granted, they carried you out, so you�re excused. But still, you never told me.
AM: What precisely?
CR: What you think you saw. The girl, crawling out of the hole.
AM: The elder image. The thing.
CR: Ancient, yes. But an innocent girl regardless. A human soul.
AM: Special effects.
CR: (Incredulous.) What did you just say?
AM: Headquarters is no longer convinced the video is real, Alan. There�s the grain, for one thing. The static. And the fracture down the middle. Being privy to tangentials you�ve never seen, I�m almost inclined to agree.
CR: You�re almost� you�re almost inclined. To agree.
AM: We can be reasonable, you and I. I can be convinced, perhaps, that it was�
CR: (Pounds the Lucite surface furiously, stands wavering.) No! It was real. You know it. Say it, Anna.
AM: Alan�
CR: Say it!
AUTHORITARIAN VOICE, OVER SPEAKER: Step away toward center, please. Or better yet, sit down.
(To Anna�s apparent surprise�� she clenches at a silver ring on her left hand, turning it back and forth with a pallid thumb�� the Subject immediately complies. He sits, drifting down slowly.)
CR: Surely you�ve reviewed the tape. And you�re still convinced it�s nothing more than�
AM: I was saving a second viewing until after I spoke with you, Captain. Tonight.
CR: You haven�t even watched it again? Special effects? Are you unhinged?
AM: I don�t know how, and I don�t know who. But the editing, the editing was phenomenal. Yes. But none of that was real. It was a horror-hoax.
CR: What have they done to you?
AM: A horror-hoax, we�re nearly certain. Footage made with a scared little girl, I know she was abandoned on the highway.
CR: Then you know her name. You know a lot more than you let on in our first conversation.
AM: I didn�t know any of that then. The mother is in prison now. A capital sentence was barely averted. She basically murdered her daughter by abandoning her in [redacted] at the edge of winter.
CR: I know.
AM: This sick person filmed, edited. Did the effects later, using footage of her murder in process.
CR: What? Then what about the anomaly? You yourself were insisting I knew about the�
AM: Alan, he murdered that girl and made a sick effects tape from what he did.
CR: Then how do you explain the hole in sky?
AM: I told you.
CR: Special effects.
AM: Yes.
(There are several seconds of relative silence as the Subject rises and paces around his Lucite cage, rubbing the back of his disheveled hair and muttering. When he stares again at Anna, it is with a profound measure of tangible sympathy and regret. The power in the room seems to shift as Anna fidgets, draining away from her. Her suited back fills the screen for a few moments as she leans to recover her pen. When we see the Subject again, he is sitting on the bench with tears in his eyes.)
CR: I�m going to learn what they�ve done to you.
AM: I don�t want to talk about my training, or the film. I want to talk about the murderer, the film-maker, and what we can to do capture him and make him pay for his crimes.
CR: (Considering. He begins to say something, thinks better of it. Then:) Did you know that the girl�s body rapidly decayed, to the point where she was barely recognizable as a female?
AM: Alan, please.
CR: I want to talk about this. Before we talk about what you want. This informs that.
AM: Fine. She was in a state of advanced decomposition when discovered, yes. Several days elapsed. There were beetles. There were crows.
CR: And did you know that the remaining nervous tissue, recovered from the eye sockets, resulted in tests that stated her recoverable DNA was between seven hundred and eight hundred years old?
AM: That�s impossible. But yes, I know. The tests were partial, rushed and deeply flawed.
CR: They had little left to work with. Do you remember how the little girl looked like an ancient woman?
AM: Alan�
CAMERAMAN, STILL OFF-SCREEN: Ma�am. You want security?
AM: No. I am still in charge here.
(The cameraman begins to say something which turns into an indecipherable murmur.)
CR: You are, quite right. Complete and total, just look at me. I�m just trying to talk to you, so we can catch up and get back on the same level of understanding.
AM: So you�re the reasonable one now?
CR: It�s been a very long time. Can we talk about this? Please?
AM:� Okay. So you�re saying the girl was seven hundred years old when she died.
CR: Her samples tested to that, yes.
AM: And this is logical to you.
CR: No. But I think it�s an inexplicable phenomenon crucial to understanding.
AM: To understanding what?
CR: The origin of the anomaly.
AM: I told you, there is no� (She sighs, pulls out the hair tie at her neck and briefly clouds the camera with her own movement in front of it. She runs her hands through her now-draping hair and then sits back again.) Okay. To get you to talk about the murderer, we will talk briefly about the possibility of a time-space anomaly, hovering in midair.
CR: Yes. But first, the girl.
AM: How could she be alive if she was centuries old?
CR: She was only barely alive, when she crawled out. All of that aging happened all at once. She was already almost dead when the� the cutting began.
AM: (Terse, angry.) She was traumatized, Alan, by being in the process of being butchered by the sick fuck operating the camera. That footage was used to give her the� the impression of highly advanced age. She was disheveled, frostbitten. She was grimacing in agony.
CR: You know, I try to tell myself all that, in the nights. Sometimes even still. But there�s the nagging matter of the dog and the severed arm.
AM: Yes, it was hers. It led investigators to the murder site.
CR: Perfect DNA match. Same tests, same results. Seven hundred to seven hundred and fifty years old, based on fingernail disintegration and the marrow analysis, which was radioactive by the way.
AM: She suffered gamma exposure?
CR: How could you not know that?
AM: Where are you going with all of this?
CR: I think I can narrow down the man�s profile. He was not a murderer. But I�m almost certain he was military, ground-air, with a significant AFSOC [Air Force Special Operations Command] background.
AM: How did you arrive at this conclusion, Alan?
CR: I only have the facts strung together from my orders when I was in the observation bunker, webbed together with a lot of conjecture. I don�t want to mislead you.
AM: I�ll keep that very much in mind.
CR: And?
AM: Your murderer identity hypothesis shares� some similarities with my own. Entertain me.
CR: You sure?
(She spreads her hands grandly, almost flippantly, perhaps indicating that she will not interrupt him regardless of her frustrations or disbelief.)
CR: All right. Let me get this out. After the tape was received at the Air Force Academy, and then the link made to the discovery of the girl�s remains, it went up to top brass at the Pentagon, likely the Secretary of the Air Force and some other top-end DoD [Department of Defense] types. You know, to decide what to do with it all before it went to the U.S. Marshals or the FBI. To make sure that it wasn�t some �sick fuck� as you say who was current military, someone who would cause embarrassment during an investigation. The mils, you see� we protect our own. Or they do, rather. To a point.
AM: Go on.
CR: Well, the note, the cryptic composite attached to the videotape, led back to the call index. Someone did some fingerprint analysis on the note and came up dry, either before or certainly after the arm was discovered. The guy who took the call was Lieutenant Pete McAllister, my buddy. He was put on surveillance duty with me, monitoring the site.
AM: Wait. I suspected the identity of the call receiver, although you confirming that you knew him prior to your shared duty tells me something. But why he was later assigned to you at the monitoring station in [redacted]? That makes no sense.
CR: That�s what I thought, neither of us were instrument or even observation specialists, and the few times I dared to question him about it I could see he was scared shitless. I�m only sharing this with you now because I know he� my Pete died recently.
AM: Yes.
CR: Do you know how?
AM: I�m afraid I cannot say.
CR: (Eyes averted, voice breaking.) Well, there�s time. Anyways when I asked him, I could see he was terrified. So I had to guess why he was there with me. The station, it was very good for one thing. It was good for time to think.
AM: And your guess was?
CR: That Pete was assigned there to keep him quiet, because he had heard the caller�s voice and handled the tape. And that if he ever tried to escape or told me too much, they would kill him.
AM: That�s� that�s quite a leap in speculation. Escape? You think he was forcibly detained in his later duties?
CR: Do you want to talk about the incidents with Military Police now?
AM: No, not yet. That�s not related to the potential murder investigation. But I must say, Captain, I am alarmed to hear you make these allegations. The military does not kill its own personnel, unless they are guilty of crimes against the state. Desertion to enemy forces, mutiny leading to deaths, treason, spying resulting in dangerous breaches to national security, willful assassination of an officer during combat�
CR: There�s much worse than fragging, I assure you.
AM: But your allegation remains that the military kept you and the Lieutenant, as well as others, at the monitoring station on unannounced penalty of death. Do you want to reconsider your statement?
CR: (Smiles.)
AM: All right. Let�s move on to the events which led to the establishment of the station itself.
CR:� You�re cleared to talk about all that?
AM: When we get to a point of contention, they will end this. For now I want answers. Tell me about how the site was first investigated. On foot, by Military Police? Were there state police there? They were not FBI, nor was there a Marshal presence.
CR: Whoa, you�re presuming a lot. The site was not first searched on foot, it was searched from orbit and from the air. Which was a big clue to me that something involving deep black military operations was going on with this poor girl�s death and where it was.
AM: I know about that, some. But you�re saying that was the first investigation?
CR: Yes, orbital and spy plane. Spy plane, I repeat, not drone, and not jet. They wanted a nice slow human pass over the site, higher than helicopter, before moving in and that was supported by satellite.
AM: And?
CR: The site was emanating a huge, hourglass-shaped gamma radiation cascade detectible from orbit.
AM: What do you mean, �hourglass-shaped�? Radiation signatures are spherical or elliptical and subject to gravity if there�s dust, and wind-born fallout patterns. There�s no�
CR: Anna. The center of the hourglass, where the two spheres of radiation emanated from, was the time-space continuum anomaly by the cornfield.
AM: You�re testing my faith on this, Captain. I�m going to ignore your testimony about the shape of the radiation field.
CR: Oh, I wouldn�t do that.
AM: (Flipping her notepad to a list of questions for the first time, ignoring him.) So. There was a radiation field of some kind and shape detected at the girl�s murder site. Dangerous levels?
CR: Fading more quickly than should be scientifically possible, but yes. Gamma and X-ray, some very unusual Compton scattering. Don�t really know about antiparticles or subatomic pair production.
AM: (Reading from her question list.) And is this why the bunker was shielded as it was, with only remote viewing of the cornfield allowed?
CR: That�s right. Recording instruments of all kinds. Seismic, spectrum filters, Geigers and CCTV all the way. Nice mix of pole-mounted and robot-mounted so you could tool around with remote-controlled crawlers. It was fun, at first.
AM: And you yourself were responsible for primary control of the mobile instrument platforms.
CR: When I was not on observation duty during anomaly event times, yes. That bunker�s underground control room was like the bridge of the fucking Enterprise.
AM: And McAllister as your duty second. But there were more than just the two of you, yes?
CR: Of course there were. After Macey�s attempted suicide, they were rotated out every sixty-two days like clockwork.
AM: Except for McAllister?
CR: Except for my Petey, yeah.
AM: And why weren�t you rotated out?
CR: I think I was� selected. The control subject. You�ve seen my psych profile, my befores and afters. I was hoping you could tell me.
AM: Tracing the events in your file at the various security clearance levels becomes� complex� following the violent incident with Lieutenant Chastain.
(The Subject bristles visibly at the mention of this name. From this point forward he no longer makes eye contact with Ms. Morgenstern.)
AM: Considering her involvement in the�
CR: Look, can we continue this tomorrow? I�m getting tired. Confused. It�s going to affect my testimony.
AM: Captain, I have my questions.
CR: Screw your questions. I just want to get you to talk about the anomaly and what it means.
AM: You are not in control here.
CR: And you are? Look, she didn�t have to do what she did. She didn�t listen to me.
AM: (Writes something down.) (To cameraman, whispering over the Subject who does not hear her during his agitation:) Bring them in, please. Quickly.
CAMERAMAN: And leave you?
AM: I have the gas.
(The camera tilts a bit as it is bumped by the cameraman rushing through the frame and through the raindrop curtain. He is on a cell phone.)
CR: (Continuing speaking through this time.) But Joyce, Joyce should not ever have been there. It was a�
AM: Okay. It�s okay. We�re not going to talk about Joyce right now. We�re going to talk instead about your time monitoring the aberration, is that all right? Up to but not including the incident which brought you here.
CR: (His voice has changed, becoming akin to a growl.) You think so?
AM: I do. After you were assigned to�
CR: They fucked with your head, didn�t they? Did they torture you? You too?
AM: Captain, please. I�ve sent for the doctor.
CR: The MPs, you mean. The nightmares, I about tore Tommy�s ear off last year when he shook me awake and they moved me here, you know that right? Where�s Tommy these days? Who killed Petey?
AM: Please sit down.
CR: Don�t you fucking key that console.
AM: Alan, please.
CR: (Despite restraints, Subject cuts himself as he tries to scratch at his face. Bleeding begins.) No! I want to talk about the day I met the girl, after watching her bleed out and die on the tape. (He pounds his head against the Lucite surface.) I want to talk about how she came back after she died, a cute seven-year-old girl left for dead by her mommy. I talked to her after she died, Anna. I sang to her. I�
(A slamming door. Booted feet are heard.)
A VOICE: Don�t move!
CR: I watched her die, every day! Every fucking day I watched her sliced apart in front of me!
CONFUSION OF VOICES: Open it! No! Mask up! Not yet! He�s hurting himself, he�
ANOTHER VOICE, RUSHING TOWARD THE CAMERA: Hit the gas!
(Screams, sounds of violence. A woman gasping and being thrust aside. The last thing seen as the camera is knocked down is her clicking red-heeled pumps being lifted off the floor as she is carried by two men in polished boots and camo fatigues. The screen goes black. A last scream before the audio cuts:)
CR: She can�t stop, Anna! She bleeds forever! Forever!

IX: EVIDENCE FILE FOUR

(Dripping medication, amber crystalline fluid, slurring in gouts through a metric-measure vial. Then, up to where it meets with a far more orthodox intravenous unit. The mixture is calibrated by a small digital-display servomotor which briefly faces the camera, the details visible only via freeze-frame. It is a thiopental sodium derivative developed in 2016. The handheld camera sweeps past the unit and we are now viewing a man in a black suit with a half-pack corded back over his right shoulder. The man is carrying two items, a taser and a Glock pistol with an extended barrel which appears to be a modified G21 or G30. We move past him to see Anna Morgenstern, wearing a surgical mask and facing a modified hospital bed of the type used to treat violent felons during medical emergencies. Another person, a black man with a dark silk tie, white shirt, a clearly-visible gun strap beneath his vest, and carefully folded hands over his chest stands immediately behind her. Above the chin his face is out of frame. The camera is positioned so that we only see the Subject�s shackled feet.)
ANNA MORGENSTERN [AM]: Alan?
(The Subject stirs. He jolts a bit, his shackled left ankle jangling and then going taut to leave an angry welt on his skin which will rise over the next 218 seconds of this taping. The suited man in the background goes for his pistol but then resumes his guarded posture. Anna does not move.)
CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR]: Mmmmmmm� (A purring voice, almost erotic. But no. It is pleading.) Muh? Anna?
AM: I am very sorry we had to sedate you, Alan.
CR: Hmm?
AM: (The surgical mask comes down.) Sedate you. You�re coming out of it now.
CR: Where am I?
AM: It doesn�t matter.
CR: I want to go home.
(The guard behind Anna seems to shift uneasily. A door is heard to open with a click. Hallway noises, angry conversations and receding footsteps, are heard in the background. The volume fluctuates as the various sound levels of the recording are recalibrated.)
A VOICE IN THE BACKGROUND, PERHAPS A DOCTOR: It�s much too soon. He needs to go back under.
AM: (Moving her eyes to her right but keeping her head perfectly still:) I�m almost done here.
THE VOICE AGAIN: I�m going to observe.
ANOTHER VOICE, DEEP AND VERY STERN: No.
THE VOICE: It�s your funeral.
(The door clicks closed once more. Anna�s eyes return to Subject and the camera.)
AM: Alan.
CR: Who are these men? I don�t know anyone.
AM: They�re here to protect you. Do you remember me?
CR: Oh, Anna, it�s okay. I was angry. Sorry. I�m sorry.
AM: Do you want me to send the guards away?
THE DEEP VOICE: Ma�am�
AM: (She raises her hand to someone off screen, both placating and commanding all at once.) This is mine, agent. (To Subject:) Do you want me to?
ANOTHER VOICE: (Motion indicating it is the much younger, softer-inflected man standing behind Ms. Morgenstern.) Ma�am, we are not under your jurisdiction.
AM: Are you sure?
(No answer.)
THE DEEP VOICE: I have a suggestion.
AM: (Snappish.) I don�t care. (Overhead, to the younger man.) Can you please bring Commander Frierson in here.
THE YOUNG MAN: No ma�am. I�m sorry.
AM: I wasn�t asking.
THE DEEP VOICE: Anna, there�s a couple of orders given which you were not to be made aware of unless you pulled for Frierson. Subject�s about to go under.
AM: (To the Captain.) Alan, I only have one question.
CR: Hmm?
AM: Do you know her name? The little girl.
CR: Course do. Josie. Josie Presper.
AM: (Smiling sadly.) That�s right. Sleep now, Alan.
CR: Nnn.
AM: Sorry?
CR: Want to talk. About site. Hole.
AM: Rest now. (She stands, accidentally bumping into the man behind her who very quickly shifts to regain his balance and moves out of her way.) I hope to be back very soon.
CR: Josie. My sweet little girl. Talk to me, make laugh. Like daughter to me�
AM: Josie is dead, Captain Ramsey. Don�t you remember?
CR: (Perhaps questioning, or disbelief.) No?
THE DEEP VOICE: You know a hell of a lot about it, Captain.
(Anna glares at the man off-screen.)
(Both of the Subject�s legs jolt in the frame, and a bloody gash is seen. The young black man springs into action and holds the Subject�s legs. The camera vibrates and threatens to fall.)
THE DEEP VOICE AGAIN: Anna, get the fuck out of here. Now!
(Another man, unseen until now, is pulling Anna forcibly out of frame.)
CR: (Barely audible whisper.) Oh, my love. Love, love. I�m so, so sorry. (Intake of breath.) I�� (Indecipherable.)
~
[In the e-file only:]
[Transcriber�s Supervisor�s Note: Now translated, it has been noticed that�� in my opinion, as a direct result of repeated and nigh endless exposure to the original video footage of the cornfield�� the Subject�s words are an exact quotation of the deeper-voiced anonymous man�s words when the aberration of the �arm in the sky� first occurred.]
[Partial redaction]
[Sub-Archon Petrus: Vote to strike.]
[Sub-Archon Sakai: So noted. Seconded.]
[Deleted]
[Acting Archon Iantori: Overruled. Some objections will remain on the record, but only for training materials for use by Ruby-plus, in case I change my mind. Thank you all for your personal and professional recommendations on this matter.]
~
(Widespread bleeding of the Subject�s ankles, tiny kicks rattling the bed-frame, the black man is on top of Subject with his own shirt torn. Another much larger bald man is on top of him assisting in the suppression.)
CR: (Struggling, gasping.) Was too late. Tried get there, tried get others there before happened, too late. I� I�
(The feed goes black.)
CR: Anna!
(The taping is abruptly terminated.)

X: EVIDENCE FILE FIVE

(The following is audio only. To maintain audience composure, a rolling scroll of the sequential statements is now provided. The voice is almost certainly Morgenstern�s. Others are un-attributable. Little is known about the sourcing of [remainder has been censored beneath level Onyx].)
~
(The recording is poor, the original having been salvaged from partial incineration. It has been electronically enhanced using recently-developed recovery techniques.)
ATTRIBUTED TO ANNA MORGENSTERN [AM]: Can you do this?
(� ?)
UNKNOWN MALE VOICE: Speak directly into the receiver, Captain. Elijah is here to assist you.
ATTRIBUTED TO CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR]: (Sounding frail, drugged, exhausted.) I� yes. I know I can.
AM: Do you understand that I put my career on the line to give you this one last chance?
CR: I understand, An� Miss Kincaid.
AM: Morgenstern. It�s me.
CR: Hmm?
AM: Call me Anna again, please.
CR: I under. Understand. Anna.
AM: Then let�s begin.
CR: Can I say. Something. About Josie first?
(Whispered discussion.)
AM: No. We can�t get off track again. There are powers involved here. I am sorry.
(Indecipherable.)
AM: I understand that, but I have a list of questions.
THE VOICE: Lean in. Allow Elijah to assist you, please.
PARTIAL, IN THE BACKGROUND: �Give him� seven�
~
(A break in the recording. Resumption after an unknown period of time.)
~
CR: (Too loud at first. He sounds more aware.) All right. I know I. Can answer them. I�ll try.
AM: Good, Captain. Thank you. Tell me about monitoring the site of the� the hole. The rift. In the continuum.
CR: (Much more clearly now. Weary but alert, resigned.) We� we didn�t call it that. Privately, bunker only and especially at night, we called it the snicker-snack.
AM: The what?
CR: Ever read Lewis Carroll? Alice?
AM: I don�t have any children.
CR: They aren�t books for children, Anna, I assure you. Do you know what Jabberwocky is?
AM: It�s� a fantasy dragon. In a movie.
CR: That movie was pretty poor, misrepresenting Carroll�s genius. Jabberwocky is the name of a poem. The name of the beastie itself is the Jabberwock.
AM: So?
CR: So there�s a poem that tells about it being slain by the wielder of the vorpal blade. That might mean �void-carpal,� no one knows. In later science fiction and fan-fics, people speculate that the vorpal blade is an incredibly thin blade that can cut easily through anything. Just touching it, unless your fingers were perfectly perpendicular to its blade, would be dangerous.
AM: All right. A very thin sword, a razor. So why did you call the anomaly the� the snicker-dee?
CR: Snicker-snack. That�s the sound the vorpal blade makes when it kills someone. Why? Because �girl-slicing gore-hole cut in the sky, lensed along the fourth and/or matrixed fifth axis of the extra-dimensional space-time continuum,� doesn�t have quite the same conversational ring to it.
AM: Okay. Snicker-snack.
CR: You saw what it did to her knees. Her arm.
AM: Of course I saw. I�ve watched it many times now.
CR: Do you still believe it was special effects?
(Another whispered discussion.)
AM: Let�s talk about your period-specific, scientific interpretation of the anomaly. Not what you think or suspect now, but what you thought and what motivated your decisions back then. During the months you were monitoring it from the underground station.
CR: Well, now. The rim, see? Like a razor blade, but so much thinner. Perfect.
AM: I understand the vorpal analogy now. But let�s talk chemistry, instrumentation, measurements, observations.
CR: Did you know that the hole rim is precisely one molecule thick?
AM: I did not.
CR: I think you might have read that, Anna. I think I know where as well.
AM: (Deflecting.) One molecule of what?
CR: A very intelligent question. And a trick question as well. The hole is actually elliptical due to gravitational lensing. But the entire rim is in a strict and specific molecular sequence all along the �circle.� Two-eight ten-eight, eighteen-eight thirty-six eight, fifty-four eight eighty-six eight. You see?
AM: Please explain that to me, Alan.
CR: Helium, oxygen, neon, oxygen, argon, oxygen, krypton, oxygen, xenon, oxygen, radioactive radon, oxygen, then declining again all the way back to helium. Gases. Somehow all very solid, held together by an impossibly shaped� I would say sculpted� magnetic bottle.
AM: All of the known noble gases.
CR: In a sequence.
AM: Sequenced by atomic weight, yes.
CR: Yes. I strongly doubt you deduced that on your own, Agent Morgenstern. Begging your pardon.
(More whispered discussion.)
AM: We�re going to shift a little in the original direction of my line of questioning, if you don�t mind.
CR: Does it matter?
AM: Please consider what I am risking by being here.
CR:� Ask away.
(Sound of turning paper.)
AM: Captain Ramsey, what did your daily, or rather nightly, monitoring duties entail?
CR: We worked in shifts of four. One of us watched the screens, one of us the instruments, and two more were behind the one-way reflective tapestry with automatic weapons pointed at our backs.
AM: I�m serious.
CR: So am I. What, didn�t they tell you? Didn�t you read about the four separate firearms incidents on site? One involving me?
AM: I didn�t know the exact circumstance of all personnel while at station, except for the lockdown protocol. But the incidents, yes, I�m aware. Culminating in your altercation with�
CR: I thought I wasn�t supposed to talk about her yet.
AM: You�re right. You seem to get the better of me. You�re a sheer distraction, it seems.
CR: On the fourth date, no less.
AM: Nice try. Now. This is deathly serious, Captain. What else did your monitoring duties entail, this time specifically?
CR: When not operating remote crawlers or attuning the noble gas detectors, I was the primary screener.
AM: The foremost watcher of the anomaly. Why?
CR: Maybe I was the least susceptible to the disturbing movements of the reflections.
AM: Reflections?
CR (TO SOMEONE): Can we talk about this? Just her and I? Recall my conditions to the Commander for this� (unintelligible).
~
(A gap. Resumption.)
~
AM: Check. Check. All right, Captain. Continue. Keep in mind much of this next part is new to me.
CR: New?
AM: Let�s just say my security clearance level has been raised.
CR: All right. From the top, then. Do you remember 05:14:57?
AM: I shouldn�t, but I remember it very well.
CR: Tell me.
AM: It�s the time index on the original recording, the exact second when Josie�s left and attached arm appeared to emerge from the� snicker-snack.
CR: That�s right. See now, this bit is important. The length of a sidereal day is exactly twenty-three hours, fifty-six minutes, four point zero-nine-one-six seconds. But hell, we always call it twenty-four hours among friends, which causes severe problems in scientific observation. But every �twenty-four� hours, for years, down to the precise atomic-clocked millionth of a millisecond, one reflection of Josie Presper crawled out of the hole, lost its arm, and crawled toward the cameras. Five-fourteen A.M., and change, but the exact time seemed to vary predictably as I will tell you. But there she was, come to die, every single night that I was there.
(Whispered conversation, this time involving Anna. Then:)
AM: What do you mean, �reflection�?
CR: A translucent, yet physically substantial and fully present, animated and three-dimensional image of Josie Presper in her nightdress. A doppelg�nger. Breathing, screaming, kicking the grass, feeling agony, bleeding, vomiting, shadowed by crows, the works. Once, a crow seemed even to fly through her and be snagged inside her for several seconds.
AM: You�re joking.
CR: I�d be a pretty sick fuck if you think I could joke about that.
AM: What do you� I� define �reflection� for me again, Captain.
CR: A� a ghost. Translucent, but still with a lot of blood and screaming. You know, even when the crawler cameras were moved, turned on and off remotely? The reflection knew. Dying, it would charge the nearest active camera, the one that I was always watching her through.
AM: Elaborate.
CR: I�m reading your reaction to what I�m saying.
AM: I don�t care. You�re waiting to tell me the rest. Tell me now. I promise I won�t interrupt.
CR: All right. You see, the time index is crucially important because by the atomic clock, that precise moment meant that the Earth was in the same facing as when she first came through. Forget what you think you know about A.M./P.M. and the silly twenty-four hour day, daylight savings, all that 365 days a year crap from now on. Let me explain. Because of inaccurate time drift in our terrestrial perception, just like that, that twenty-four hour thing we get stuck on? Josie didn�t always appear at the same �minute� from a twenty-three-hour-plus perspective. But after one real year, we had one much more vivid image of her appear for one day. It even tried to scream something different we didn�t catch. See? The Earth�s position in its orbit around the sun, as it was when she first really crawled through that first day on camera. When the Earth was back exactly where it had been the first time, a different and much more substantial image of Josie Presper came through and died before me. But Christ, so many questions. What about orbital wobble? Stellar or galactic reference points? The seasons? Earthquakes? The very slight, almost infinitely small variances in Earth�s orbit each year caused by the gravitational effects of comets, asteroids, the rotation of the Milky Way, the sun? The anomaly never moves a millionth of an inch. Ever. But by the atomic clock, Josie�s always there at the same time.
(Silence, as Anna either considers all of this before formulating her next question, or waits to make certain Subject�s statement is complete. Then:)
AM: There must a scientific answer.
CR: There must be. It isn�t a ghost, really. That�s unfair, almost disrespectful. Blasphemous to her memory. It�s a reflection of what really happened the first time. A reality-recording of the child. But when I would turn off seven of the cameras and leave only one on to watch, Josie�s reflection the next day would always charge the one camera that was on. Every early morning, she would die staring at me, screaming those same words. �Save me.� �Oh God, the icelights.� �Mommy.� Except for on the one-year anniversary, the Earth�s re-positioning. I first moved the crawlers� cameras, against orders, on the one-year anniversary and it has been argued that I thereby changed the phenomenon we were observing. But God, the revelation of that experiment, the knowledge that the image was free-willed to the point that it could try to scream something else and maybe free itself, that is what changed me.
AM: Changed you?
CR: After that first year, I decided I was not a scientific observer for the Air Force Command or anyone else. I was going to try to save Josie from her eternal torture.
AM: I see. And then� the Lieutenant, I mean, not Pete� (She trails off.)
CR: Right. Lieutenant Joyce Chastain, until then my best friend. I confided in her the next night when we got a few seconds alone, during shift change. She decided, I didn�t know it right then, that she was going to be a good little obedient soldier trapped with me in our little cage. That she was going to betray me and stop me from saving Josie.
AM: Which led to the first� firearms incident, I think you called it.
CR: No. A bit after that, check your memory. The first was the attempted suicide of Pete�s briefly-assisting instruments coordinator, Corporal Macey.
AM: But quite soon after that, before the new security protocols were enforced and extra armed personnel you had never before seen? Then?
CR: Yes. And I�m assuming that your record shows that after the night the Corporal tried to take his own head off after looking at the ever-dying Josie over my shoulder, vomiting all over me� while he only succeeded in blinding himself because he was shaking so badly, he was killed still standing over me by four of seven shots to the back, by�
[Session remnant deleted from all training copies below Onyx by Executive Order.]

XI: IMPORTANT

[For the Instructor: Do not move. Prior to providing a listening for Evidence File Six, defer to the ranking Commandant, who may or may not have one or more viewers further restrained and removed at this time for reassignment in Facility 17. Do not ever question present security personnel on this matter in front of the students.]

XII: EVIDENCE FILE SIX

(More damage to the original file. Audio only, again with scrolling text for the Indoctrinator�s class. This is believed to have been derived from the same session as before, but much later, and perhaps (due to acoustic analysis) with fewer silent parties present. Hours of questioning may have transpired.)
~
(Sound of swallowed water, the microphone is quite close.)
ATTRIBUTED TO ANNA MORGENSTERN [AM]: I�m sorry, I keep going back to this because I�ve never seen one. I believe you. Explain some more about the reactive nature of these� reflections to me.
ATTRIBUTED TO CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR]: I�m afraid I can�t. they�re semi-autonomous, slaved puppets like. But aware, as if� as if they�re pieces of Josie�s mind. Her being. As far as I know, they�re still appearing out there every �twenty-four� hours and dying in agony, their arms sliced off. Monitored by a team in a maximum security militarized zone, sky-camouflaged now with air cover, and many more guards and even tanks along the perimeter, am I right?
AM: I�m afraid that�s classified.
CR: The anomaly, I know it�s only the first detected. Paris. Sahara. Tikrit. Off Fiji, South Pacific. Damascus. The original, the snicker-snack, it�s getting bigger, isn�t it?
AM: The reflections, Captain.
CR: Fine. It�s like� I�ve looked in their eyes� her eyes� more than anyone else in existence. And I know her now, because even though she always screams for mommy, she screamed every night to me. It�s like you can see behind her ancient, her cataract-clouded eyes, that horrible knowing, trapped in there. Like she knows what�s going to happen, but she can�t stop herself.
AM: Why can�t she stop herself, Alan?
CR: Because even with a temporal and causal violation, trying to change the past, the future, whatever, reality fights back when you try to change it. It crushes individuals under the wheels of atomic physics, the programmed laws of each different and interconnected universe, to make sure events happen exactly the way they did the first time. The damaged wheel�s gyroscope, if you will, rebalances itself so it doesn�t fly off and crash the car.
AM: What is a temporal and causal violation?
CR: Seriously? You must have been cleared for all of this.
AM: Presume that I�
CR: �Presume that I don�t know anything, Captain.� Yes, I remember you saying just that, the very first day. Cunning and na�vet�, so vulnerable, sharp and guarded, all in one. That�s when I decided that I adored you.
AM:� The violation, please. Explain it to me.
CR: It�s a continuum paradox, a pebble thrown into a stream and simultaneously not thrown in a stream, caused whenever a sentient lifeform tries to change a singular event in any time slipstream which has already occurred.
AM: You�re talking about time travel. Or probability travel, I think.
CR: Kind of. Much more complex than that. I�m talking about slipstream travel, travel on synchronous tangents of a moment, the possibility cascades which infinitely stream off of each moment in infinite directions. Each moment from our isolated perspective is like a dandelion seed, you know. The center is Reality Prime, the fuzzies radiating off are all the possible connectors to the next yet-undecided moment in Prime�s curving trajectory along the Arrow of Time. Until the next inviolate thing occurs, of course.
AM: A simplified context to that concept, please?
CR: You know Schr�dinger�s cat?
AM: Yes and no. Not personally.
CR: (Dry, exhausted laughter.) Hey, all of this insanity and you�re still funny. Good one. But you�re aware of the concept, yes?
AM: I think so. A hypothetical cat trapped in a poisoned box. Until the box is opened, it can be either living or dead. After the box is opened, the cat is either definitely alive or definitely dead, and the universe as we understand it moves on in one direction.
CR: Nice. That�s one theoretical interpretation. Or?
AM: Or the universe splits along the radioactive decay of that fulcrum probability as it is being determined. Quantum decoherence. But I don�t agree with it at all.
CR: And why not?
AM: Because I can�t wrap my mind around the concept of infinite simultaneous universes, each slightly different.
CR: Why?
AM: Because it doesn�t make sense to a sane human brain. Because I�m me, the one me. Because everything either is something, or it isn�t.
CR: Ah, that�s where you�re wrong. But the universe, our own ancient and designed universe, tries its very best at the sub-molecular level to agree with you. Tachyons, the invisible but omnipresent damage control system.
AM: Meaning?
CR: Meaning that when we try to change events which have already transpired, however minor, the universe destroys as many natal continuum tangents as it must to prevent irrevocable damage to itself. Almost as if� as if the universe is a living thing, one organism, fighting off a rapidly-mutating infection.
AM: Infection?
CR: Do you understand cause and effect? Scientifically?
AM: Of course. Something happens, then something else happens later in direct response.
CR: Right. Now think for a moment about cause and effect as two physical points of matter, with a line drawn between them.
AM: No.
CR: No?
AM: Time, cause and effect, that isn�t made of matter. It�s not even energy, really. It�s our simplified measure of entropy, the Real, of lots of different things happening simultaneously.
CR: Very bright of you. But observable matter and energy are just two different and transient phases of the same thing. Being.
AM: No, they�re not.
CR: Pretend that they are. You have a line, okay? The anchor point of that line is a cause, the end point of that same line is that cause�s later effect. Is that okay?
AM: (A sigh may demonstrate acquiescence.)
CR: Now that line, it exists. It has weight, substance in the primal sub-space continuum. When space-time curves, specifically I mean around one of two interconnected black holes, that line gets curved as well. Okay?
(Silence.)
CR: (Continuing, slowly.) Okay. Now think about that line falling into the first of the two black holes. Before it collapses entirely, it becomes completely and then infinitely curved. It becomes in-spiral, an endless circle.
AM: No.
CR: Yes. Cause and effect then get curved along their connecting line in that very moment, and for a nanosecond they are just two points sharing space on the same circle.
AM: That isn�t possible.
CR: So limited we are. So human. Now what if that circle gets annihilated by the first black hole it got sucked into, reconstructed according to sub-space tachyon �memory,� and spat out in reverse through the second un-black hole, into the other dimension beyond the second hole�s interior? The line is flipped, and cause is now effect, and vice versa.
AM: I can�t�
CR: Think, Anna. When an anomaly is used incorrectly, by a stupid race like human beings, cause and effect are reversed and a paradox is created. Instead of a raindrop making a splash, a splash makes a raindrop. Those two black holes, existing in two different sets of dimensions, are still connected through quantum entanglement. The echo of their shared line is still there between the points, but it�s in two places at once, flipped and fraying, decaying.
AM: You mean� you�re somehow implying there�s also smart use, instead of human use, of anomalies. By whom? Extra-terrestrial intelligences?
CR: Extra-dimensional. Not aliens, I don�t think it�s possible to break the speed of light. No. But through connections? And travelers from echoes of our own planet, but out of a different dimensional matrix? From a different anti-universal construct, a null-construct.
AM: Alan� I�
CR: Think about this. So many other races must be out there, and the one race who created us. The implementers of everything. I haven�t ever told anyone this. I�m telling you, right now. Anna, everything that ever is, was and will ever be is connected. Wormholes. Creatures die when they go through, yes, but creatures who understand what they�re doing get reconstructed negatively on the other side. Reincarnation of a sort, under the receiving atomic manifold�s �new� laws. Un-life, null life. When one young species, like we fools the hairless apes, gets stupid and tries to reverse something and threatens the entire continuum, everyone more advanced goes to war with them.
AM: What does all of this psychobabble have to do with the [redacted] aberration in the cornfield?
CR: Everything. I�d be very surprised if you didn�t know this. Before I ever tried, someone else smarter who first figured out what might be going on�� someone high in Command, I�m almost certain�� tried to prevent Josie from dying every twenty-four hours.
AM: How?
CR: Who the fuck knows? Maybe they entered the snicker-snack her reflections crawl out of, trying to find the original Josie, to put her out of her misery, her infinite deaths in agony. They realized that there was already an original causal violation, a cause-effect flip outside of our three dimensions, because after Josie died on the tape, she walked to the secret station in real life. Off the highway where her crazy and homicidal mother kicked her out of the car, and in the flesh. Asking for me by name. Can we talk about that yet?
AM: What? I haven�t heard anything about this.
CR: And that guy, whoever first figured it all out? Anna, he was the operator of the camera.
A DEEP VOICE: Captain, it�s time to sleep.
CR: You didn�t tell her the rest?
AM: What do you mean, Josie came and asked for you? As in, not a reflection? The real Josie was dead. Captain!
(Abrupt end of session.)

XIII: EVIDENCE FILE SEVEN

(The text scroll upon the trainees� screen shall now continue. However, the following was originally transcription only, no video, no audio, recovered from an archaic 1980s dot matrix printer virtually ascertained to have belonged to [deleted])
�
[Deleted]
�
(�Interro� is believed to refer to Anna, �Subj� to Captain Ramsey.)
INTERRO: We don�t have much time. Tell me now about Lieutenant Chastain.
SUBJ: Joyce?
INTERRO: Having reviewed the black [file?], I prefer Chastain.
SUBJ: She was the only volunteer to my knowledge who was ever assigned to the snicker-snack.
INTERRO: Why was she assigned?
SUBJ: Thinking about it now, as opposed to then? To control me? Spy on me? Get inside my head? Another something I was hoping you could answer.
INTERRO: I cannot. But I can tell you, I�m fairly certain, that she requested the assignment because of you.
SUBJ: Me?
INTERRO: I know she read your paper on hypothetical telemetries in the�
SUBJ: I was regarded as something of a prodigy, back then. That was long before my time in the Air Force.
INTERRO: And after your legal name change, you just fell into the Air Force accidentally? You�ve kept things from me.
SUBJ: Maybe. To protect you.
INTERRO: Surely you don�t think the Air Force was just eager to procure some random suicidal recruit out of MIT based on the contents of three research papers? Some orphaned teenager off the Menominee Indian Reservation who immediately failed all his physicals� and then someone very high came in, digging out their deep NORAD connections, to promote him directly to brevet Captain in the name of satellite telemetry research for Space Command?
SUBJ: Are we here to discuss my classified career?
INTERRO: Classified. Really, now. After everything? I was simply establishing that I know who and where you�
SUBJ: Well, I think you have fucking established that fairly well. Anna.
INTERRO: I apologize. I�m angry. I�ve been lied to too many times. I�ll try to not to touch on personal matters prior to your assignment to the station. Can we continue?
(Silence.)
INTERRO: I�m going to try to get you out of here. I swear it.
SUBJ: It�s far too late for that, love. Just ask me. Ask me anything.
~
(The time indices appear to indicate the elapse of several silent minutes.)
~
INTERRO: Do you think Joyce was an acceptable replacement for the Corporal on instrument tracking?
SUBJ: By no means. She was the best. Undoubtedly. Which is why I moved her to screening as quickly as possible.
INTERRO: What? You assigned her to watching Josie coming out of the anomaly every morning? I thought that was always you. The files have done nothing to indicate�
SUBJ: The files probably don�t indicate a lot of things. I put her on screening, one night out of three, to monitor the emergence of the reflections and the dismemberment, but with no on/off crawler camera tests involved. Then after she started acting strangely, after I told her I was going to try to save Josie, I moved her back over to instruments.
INTERRO: Is that why on the morning of February 7, she�
~
(Many pages of the transcript are missing.)

XIV: EVIDENCE FILE EIGHT

(A full CIA-watermarked video file, with a great deal of digital recording information framed around the restrained Subject, who is masked and blinded but appearing otherwise unharmed. We continue in midstream, during a much later session after Captain�s suicide attempt and in the military/experimental section beneath the Supermax ADX facility in Florence, Colorado.)
~
(Anna Morgenstern, deceased, is of course no longer involved in the interrogations.)
[Sub-Archon Sakai: I hereby lodge a respectful disagreement with the format of the record below Archonate clearance level Onyx. Indoctrinators, at least above Sapphire, deserve to know what transpired that led to her [deleted]]
~
UNKNOWN MALE INTERROGATOR [MI]:�� stand what you�re saying, Captain. How did she arrive at the station?
CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR]: Exactly?
MI: Yes, exactly.
CR: Long after midnight that night, precisely three hours before the next scheduled reflection appearance, Josie Presper herself appeared on the cameras.
MI: What exactly do you mean?
CR: I mean I was sitting there watching the nothing on the screens, watching the crows wheel on the winds over the meadow, when a little girl in a plaid nightdress limped into the frame. She was barefoot and freezing. Her hair spun in front of her face like a black and tangling cloud. She was shivering, she was wearing one slipper. She was holding a teddy bear. I remember that very clearly.
MI: So she wandered past security, through seven concentric rings of barbed wire and electrical fencing, and onto ground zero of the militarized zone.
CR: Yes. She faded in from the highway.
MI: Faded. Who was she?
CR: I told you. She was Josie Presper.
MI: Not credible. Josie died on [redacted], year [redacted]. This incident occurred on� (shuffling of papers)�
~
[Video deleted, transcript retained in Onyx archives. Need to know basis only.]
~
(Transcript only.)
CR: Yes. On that night of observation, two days after Joyce went� when she became unfit for duty.
MI: I am telling you once again and for the last time, that is not possible.
CR: In an uncorrupted and unified Prime time-stream, it�s certainly not. Josie was already dead. But you must admit, if the reflections are real, and they are, that stranger things can and did happen. She walked into frame. I saw her out there, looking up at where she was going to crawl out of, a few hours later.
MI: And so, three other people at least must have seen her as well.
CR: Yes. And then some, as the alarms went off. It was getting chaotic in the control room.
MI: How did she walk from the highway to the site, past all of the machine gun towers? Through a minefield? That section of highway is closed to all citizen traffic, and there are no indications that anyone official sighted�
CR: She didn�t walk. I said she faded.
MI: Meaning?
CR: Meaning she walked in a line straight from the gravel side of the road where her bat-shit crazy mother abandoned her and drove off, all the way to the place where she knew that she had died. She was waiting for herself, you see. I think, to try to make herself whole again.
MI: You�re testing my patience, Captain.
CR: I don�t mean to. I�m saying she walked straight there, but she wasn�t always there.
MI: She� faded.
CR: Yes. Exactly. She was sometimes translucent, non-corporeal, like the reflections. To the point where she was even less there than a reflection, wouldn�t show up on the seismic sensors or anything else. Might not even be visible to the naked eye.
MI: She drifted like a ghost from the highway to the place she had already died, but she was alive, and she had never before been there.
CR: And she had also simultaneously been there, when she had died already. Yes.
MI: When did the intruding subject who you assumed to be Josie Presper appear on camera?
CR: Exactly three hours before the reflection, as I told you.
MI: And by some miracle she wasn�t shot when she� appeared?
CR: I don�t think anyone understood what they were seeing. But I began to. I was the first.
MI: Is that why you rose in the confusion, went to the hallway on threat of being fired upon, hit the emergency elevator release and simultaneously keyed the panel that opened the surface airlock?
CR: Yes.
MI: What about the background radiation, however weak it might have been by that time?
CR: That was not a foremost consideration. I was in the moment.
MI: I might even understand that. What happened next?
CR: I don�t exactly know. Captain Chou rushed through the tapestry and butted his rifle into my skull and I woke up in the infirmary a little under three hours later. I woke staring at one of the digital readings from the atomic clock. Counting the minutes.
MI: And the girl claiming to be Josie Presper had by that time already been taken into the station?
CR: I was told she had asked for me by name. And she was strapped to another gurney, with the teddy bear no less. And she was being questioned by your own trustworthy colleagues, I believe. Men in black suits, regardless. Yes.
MI: A seven year old frostbitten girl was taken into one of the most secret facilities in the nation, more secret in actual purpose than Groom, for improvisational questioning.
CR: Well, keep in mind she had managed to come within ten yards of the crawler cameras and was in the middle of a decisive action, which caused me to open the airlock. I acted without thinking because she did that.
MI: What was this action? What was she doing?
CR: She was dangling her teddy bear, lifting one hand up, and trying to climb into the hole in the sky.

XV: EVIDENCE FILE NINE

[For the Instructor: For reasons which shall become readily apparent by the end of this file, this final recording of Captain Ramsey speaking intimately with Anna Morgenstern appears out of chronological sequence. Be ready to immediately obey the ranking Commandant if any viewing trainees exhibit violent behavior as a result of hearing and seeing the Captain�s final outburst.]
~
(Audio only. Scroll.)
ANNA MORGENSTERN [AM]: So because she would only speak to you, you were allowed to question her in the infirmary.
CAPTAIN RAMSEY [CR}: For awhile, yes. By then I was under heavy guard.
AM: Can I ask you something personal?
CR: Of course.
AM: What was she like?
CR: (Through tears.)� She seemed a lot like you. Smart, incisive. Her teddy bear was her guardian, protecting her from her mother�s beatings when her brother could not. His name, the bear, was Mister Binkles. She was so very sweet. Very afraid and very bold. Certain she wanted to understand me, be like me. She was beautiful.
AM: The others, I know, got nothing while you were unconscious. What did you ask her to cause her to open up?
CR: I asked her if she had ever dreamed that she had died.
AM: And?
CR: She nodded and said her first word to me, which was �Always.�
AM: And then?
CR: I remember it word by word. She said, the dream was always the same. She said, �It made me scream. I was in the back of the car. Mommy was shouting for me to get out of her head, to stop singing her the future that kept coming true, that she couldn�t take it anymore. That I was driving her insane, and that was the reason why she beated me. When I couldn�t stop screaming, and Joey unbuckled and tried to hold me down, to cover me in the back seat and take her hits on his back and head for me? While mommy was pulling over, I bit him on the face. Didn�t mean to. Really sorry. I love Joey almost as much as Binkles, he�s my big. But Joey is gone now. And that�s when mommy pulled over and dragged me out of the car and drove off.� I replay that conversation every night in memory.
AM: What did she� oh, fuck it.
CR: Ask me a real question, Anna. Your question.
AM: Did you ask her if she really died every night, instead of only dreaming it?
CR: Yes, yes. I did. To the extent that the interrogators let me, but they were flabbergasted both at what Josie had said and what I was getting out of her.
AM: And what more did she say?
CR: I said, �It�s secret time. You tell one, then I�ll tell one. Okay? Do you really die every night?� Josie pouted, thinking about how to explain it all to me. Then she said, and I remember this very clearly, �I did soon.�
AM: Somehow, she knew. The reflections.
CR: Yes.
AM: And then what?
CR: I asked her to repeat herself.
AM: What happened when you did?
CR: It�s kind of confusing. Everything happened then all at once.
AM: Explain it to me as best you can, Alan. Please. I love you. In the order of events that you remember.
CR: I� I love you too. She frowned first, and looked at her bear. Then she dropped him for the first time, the MPs couldn�t even get that bear away from her, and she snaked an arm out from under the restraints and clutched her right shoulder, and she was screaming. Somehow she slipped entirely out and hit the floor, a seizure. I tried to rise out of bed and my IV got tangled in the MP who was rushing to restrain me. One of the agents� the suit-men� was holding his earpiece and saying, �What? What?�
AM: Who was on the monitors at this time, watching for the appearance of the reflection?
CR: I don�t know. I think Commander Frierson. But remember, I had been knocked out. It isn�t very clear. The other, other agent, he was rushing out the door with his gun drawn. One MP got out of his way in time, another got bowled over and for some reason his safety was off. Three shots were fired at the ceiling. The noise and chaos caused Josie to scream. Scream out words. Like a revelation, like shrieked-out words of God. It was horrible.
AM: I don�t want to know.
CR: Oh, you do.
AM: What did she scream?
CR: She screamed, SAVE ME. And then, OH GOD THE ICELIGHTS.
(Silence.)
CR: Ask me, Anna.
AM:� Did she scream, �Mommy�?
CR: No.
AM: Why not?
CR: Because then, she was bleeding from the gaping wound which appeared out of nowhere at her right shoulder. It was like stigmata, like someone invisible was cutting her with a scalpel. Then blood, so much more blood, fountaining. It was everywhere. Her arm eventually� it came off.
AM:� The first, the �Save me.� When did that screaming begin?
CR: I think you know. It was 05:14:57.
~
[Deleted]
~
AM: I�ve had some time to go over the logs from that day.
CR: Many people have.
AM: Here at the end of all things? Do you know what I�m going to ask you?
CR: I think I do.
AM: Then why don�t you tell me?
CR: �Did the reflection appear at that exact moment, as it had every morning prior?�
AM: You know me very well. And?
CR: No.
AM: No?
CR: No, that is the only day that the reflection never appeared, the day when Josie was in the infirmary with me.
AM: That�s too perfect. Too merciful. You�re making that up for me.
CR: I swear to you that I am not. Commander Frierson later revealed that to me when I had the one chance to question him. He �told� me by his eye movement and inference only, and he almost got demoted for it.
AM: Alan?
CR: Yes?
AM: When did the Josie that you got to speak to really die?
CR: I don�t really know. I was shot then, you know. After the screaming trying to lift up Josie, one-armed Josie and get her out of there. The one agent had come right back, with more people in the doorway. Salinger included, although he had apparently been forbidden until then. And after I had taken down the other agent, who I know now to be your trainer, that�s when I got shot, rolling. I went for his pistol. All trying to get to Josie.
AM: And now I know.
CR: Now you know almost everything, everything but the one thing I can�t say. You need to get me out of here.
AM: You know I was speaking out of emotion. It�s impossible.
CR: You promised to try.
AM: They�ll kill us both.
CR: You must try. Let�s at least try a faked hostage situation, me with your gun, dragging you in front of me. Anything. You know I need to go back.
AM: Back to the station? You�d never make it, even if�
CR: No. I do not want to go back to the station, Anna. I want to go through the sky, to the Null, to where Josie came from.
AM: Don�t talk like that.
CR: You know I need to. If I don�t, then Josie is forever dead, an innocent who never had a chance, hated by her own mother. Every day, the reflection comes out. You know it started happening again, that�s the last honest thing Joyce ever told me. She smuggled me a fucking videotape, Josie crawling out of the hole, the day after she died in my arms in the infirmary. Every day now, it�s all over again, another endless murder of that very same child.
AM: Alan, please. Stop this.
CR: Don�t you see?
~
(A gap.)
~
CR: No nnn� nnnnnn�
AM: Guards, I need you now.
CR: Please!
AM: He�s close to another seizure. Fuck, you can�t hear me. Hey! Over here! Get in here!
CR: Nnnnno. No. Don�t you see, Anna? I�ve already gone through. In the future, I already have.
AM: Get in here! Here! Help us!
CR: Oh Anna, no. It wasn�t someone in Command, I was so wrong. Cause-effect-cause. Such a fool, the fucking lines in circles. The circles! What if I caused it, Anna? What if by going through and saving her life, I made all of this happen? Holy God, what if something terrible is going to happen if I don�t go through? Invasion. The Nulls, the Nulls are coming. War. World. They�ll fix us, they�ll fix everything� gnnn� nnnnnn�
AM: Somebody help!
(A confusion of voices.)
VOICE 1: There. Take her.
VOICE 2: No. Get clear. Get clear!
VOICE 3: Don�t move!
VOICE 1 OR 4: Out of the�
VOICE 2, 4 OR 5: The restraint, it�s choking him, it�
AM: Get me out, get him out �
VOICE 3: Christ he�s bleeding, he�
VOICE 2: Captain, lie down! You are going to be restrained!
VOICE 1: Shock, he�s going into shock. Get me the�
CR: (Screaming at the top of his lungs through some kind of fluid.) OH GOD ANNA, WHAT IF I KILLED HER TRYING TO STOP THIS? WHAT IF I SET UP THE CAMERA? WHAT IF I�M THE ONE WHO MADE THE CALL?
~
(At transcribed timeframe 05:14:57, the session record ends.)

XVI: END OF REVELATION

[End the training now. Initiate detention and selection protocol. Fresh Counter-Insurgency Agents to fight in the Holy War against the Null-Gaunts are desperately needed. Submit all authority for the remainder of this session to the ranking Commandant.]

XVII: DISCLOSURE

[Several relevant sessions are still being decrypted and/or are highly sensitive; we hope to include them hereafter. Questions concerning protocol issues, any conflicting referendums and/or up-to-date clearance matters should be directed to Sub-Archon Sakai in writing only.]
~
[I stand. Until we meet in the fields of battle of the many worlds, my beholden Brothers, beloved Sisters. Be strong. Death is nothing. Sacrifice is sacred. Unity is eternity. For Saint Anna, for Saint Alan. For the Eternal Martyr Josie. Fight well and die for one another. ~SKS.]
End Transmission
The story of the Slipstream Chronicles will continue. It already has.
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