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Suicide Prevention

It’s hard to stay alive when you’re Joe Schmoe. Schmoe is a hard name to have when you’re growing up, harder when your grown up and alone. Joe stubs his toe and thinks, “What a Schmoe.” He looses his keys “What a Schmoe.” He says something stupid in front of a girl, you guessed it, “Schmoe.” That said; he wasn’t really too bad of a Schmoe, but with that name hanging over you most of your life, you adopt it after awhile. He had been teased in grade school, teased in high school, and teased at work. Joe suffered in quiet solitude, never letting people have the satisfaction of his anger. All told Joe felt he deserved it anyway. His Self esteem had sunk to an all time low and today was Joe’s day to end all of the suffering.

Joe Schmoe propped up a pillow under his feet on the front porch. He lived in a one bedroom cabin in a remote section of the Arizona wilderness. “One hour to the store one hour back.” He always described it. People would say “Damn, that’s far!” and not give it much thought. Joe had given it to much thought. As he sat on his chair, bare feet up on his pillow, and shot gun in his mouth, he thought about it. No more store needed, no one around to hear this blast.

The night sky was serene. Joe looked to the stars and thought what a pity the stars meant nothing to him anymore. He took the trigger in one toe and closed his eyes. He bit down on the barrel so it wouldn’t slip and leave him a vegetable instead of a dead man. He heard a blast louder than anything he had ever experienced. “I’m dead.” he thought as the sound echoed across the forest. Joe opened his eyes and saw his porch steps and something falling from the sky. 

“Wha ba hewell.” Joe said aloud with the barrel still in his mouth. A silver suited man fell from the sky and landed in Joe’s front yard. He was at one knee looking as if he intended to propose to someone out in the dirt. The suit got up and walked to Joe. Joe dropped his shotgun and it went off, BOOM! The gun shot the leg of Joe’s chair and Joe fell forward down the steps. He got to his knees as the being approached. He held up his hands and yelled “I’m ready, take my life! Kill me now, I’m not afraid!”
The person in the suit pushed a few buttons on the front of his chest and said through a speaker “Name and destination?”

“Joe, Earth.” Joe replied.

“I know its earth dude, where on earth?” The speaker crackled.

“Arizona, BFE, come on do it! Don’t prolong my suffering!”

“Get up, I’m not going to kill you.”

“What?! Why not?! Come on, this is better than the gun. What are you, a pussy?!” Joe yelled.

“Actually I’m a Star Gazer, let’s get inside I don’t have much time.” The being said. He picked Joe up by the arm and dragged him into the cabin. The Star Gazer closed the door and began to barricade it looking out the windows anxiously.
“What’s going on here, I demand an explanation! Who are you, what’s your name, what are you, where are you from?!!” Joe was furious. He did not care about the contact of another, possibly alien, creature from space. Joe Schmoe was about to die, he wanted it, he didn’t want this. He pushed the alien, or whatever it was, on the shoulder. The Star Gazer turned around and engaged Joe.

“Ok, look we don’t have time for this.” He said while forcing Joe into the living room. “Sit,” he pointed to the couch and Joe sat. The being was intimidating at 7 foot tall, with two rows of 6 lights on his chest and a very impressive, rather wide, silver suit on. “My name is Gaz, I’m from eight particles away in a system called One Eight One Eight in your tongue. Like I said before I’m a Star Gazer, which I have no time to explain at the moment because the High Fleet will be looking for me soon enough and no doubt will find me here. You, unfortunately, are my hostage.”

“WHAT?!” Joe stood up and Gaz pointed down, Joe sat down.

“Look I’m as sorry as you are. I’m sure we’ll both be able to figure this out soon enough and you can go back to your life like I was never here.” Gaz explained. “But for now you just gotta role with the flow.”

“Roll with the?! Sorry as I am?! Why you big hunk a junk this isn’t right.” Gaz was ignoring Joe and looking out the front windows. “Hey, you who, Mr. Gaz, what do you mean we’ll figure this out, I aint gotta figure shit you dig?!” Joe was steaming mad now. He was still a Schmoe, and to some alien from another planet no less! Being told what to do, and that he would have to help this Gaz character just made him more pissed.

 “Unfortunately you do need to help me, I’ll explain it all after we prepare for the arrival. You are the bargain chip that might save us both.” Gaz got up and put his hand on Joe’s shoulder. “Sorry, what’s your name?”
“Joe.” He slunked.

“Ok, sorry Joe, now if you just sit still for a few I’ll be able to get things ready and then we’ll talk. Deal?” asked Gaz.

“I have no choice in the matter do I?”

“No actually you don’t, sometimes life’s tough, but we’ll get out of this I promise.” Gaz said and moved into the kitchen.

Gaz went to the kitchen while Joe remained on the couch watching. “You got any baking power?” Gaz asked as he peered in the fridge. Joe shook his head. “Man, that’s not gonna be good, oh well I’ll make do, you do have chocolate don’t you?” Joe shook his head again. “Man we’re screwed, screwed!” Gaz was shaking his head. The alien moved to the sink and released two valves on the side of his helmet. Steam shot out of the helmet where it met the suit and Gaz removed his headgear. Long brown hair fell down across his shoulders. He bent down and turned the water on in the sink. Joe couldn’t see his face but he worried that it might be some hideous beast. Gaz finished washing his face off and looked around to find the towel. After drying off he went to Joe and lowered the towel. The alien’s face was very similar to a human face except for the third eye and three nostrils. Other than that he didn’t look half bad. Joe was reminded of a Nordic Viking in a space suit at first.
“Nice third eye, does everyone have those back home?” Joe asked.

“Oh, oops sorry.” Gaz turned and punched some button on his chest. When he turned back he was a missing the eye and the extra nostril. “Sorry bout that, was on Extola before here. That should be what you’re used to huh?”
“Uh yeah, wow. How did you do that?” Joe asked.

“Well I can modulate into about twenty species with this suit, it’s pretty neat. Anyway I need some things and I’m getting nervous.” Gaz said.
“And if I don’t help are you gonna kill me?” Joe asked and perked up.

“No! Man you’re a mess. I have never met someone who wanted to die as much as you.”  Joe slouched back into the couch disappointed. “Can I give you my list?”

“I guess, but I don’t have much.” Joe said.

“Is there a store near by?” Gaz asked

“Nope, closest store is one hour to Appleton.”

“Figures.” Gaz turned and walked to the windows talking to himself. “Always bad to worse, always! No baking soda, no chocolate, probably doesn’t even have…” Gaz turned around “You got any macaroni and cheese?”

“Yeah. What do you need that for, will it defeat the High Fleet?” Joe snickered.

“No, but I’m way hungry.” Gaz moved into the kitchen. “Mac and Cheese, sweet ok milk and, ahh man, you got butter?”

“Nope,” Joe replied.

“Bad to worse, always the way. Ok Joe you gotta work with me here or they’re gonna destroy us both. Don’t respond to that.” Joe perked up at the mention of his death. “Can you stay with me? I don’t want to be responsible for a human death. That would mess me up. So let’s not go there ok?” Gaz asked.

Joe didn’t want to help Gaz at first, but he could sympathize with this Star Gazer’s plea. “Alright, but if I get offed in the process of helping you don’t blame yourself, I want to go, ok?” Gaz agreed and laid out a little list of things that would help them later. They figured together that the chocolate wasn’t there but could be made with some of the ingredients from the house. It wouldn’t be the finest German chocolate or even a store brand bar of chocolate, but it would have to do. They also came up with some mirrors and mounted them on the windows facing the front yard. They got the rest of the items in a duffle bag and set them in the center of the living room.
“Look, if you’re from space, why don’t you just go back to space?” Joe asked.

“I would but my transporter had some problems and I had to ditch it above this planet. I rode the atmosphere down to your place, and now I’m stuck.” Gaz explained. “Now that we’re ready, you want to hear the details?”
“I guess.” Joe said with indignation. 

Gaz was on the run for a few things. The most dangerous was his fling with the High Fleet leader’s daughter. Gaz had been with her a couple of times, and the girl became too attached. He tried to break it off but she threatened to have him turned in on false charges. He hung with it for a few months, and then left when the moment arose. She found out and sent a communication to her father that he had stolen a prize family air-loom. He was almost caught in Dagon but got away, by stealing his captors’ cruiser. Then in Extola he sold the cruiser for the transporter, which would be easier to get around with. The scrap man had tried to unload the cruiser to an armada spy and his cover was blown. In his escape the transporter had been badly damaged but he got away and made it to earth.
“So they didn’t see you come this way?” Joe asked.

“No, but we have so many monitors in this region, and what with us piggy backing your satellites, someone knows by now. So I’m pretty much screwed, unless you have a cross particle transporter you could sell me?” Gaz laughed, which didn’t simulate well and ended up sounding more like a dog bark.

“Oh yeah I got one in the shed, been building it myself out of old lawn mower parts.” Joe laughed as well, which he hadn’t done in a long, long time.

“Oh man that’s good,” Gaz said, his laughter dieing down, “this stuff should keep them occupied for,” Gaz was cut short by a shockwave that shook the cabin. “That’s them. Damn, so soon, ok look Joe we need to work together.” Joe was looking more worried, but a little excited. Some one needed his help, which had never happened before.
“WE KNOW YOU’RE IN THERE AND WE KNOW YOU HAVE AN EARTH CREATURE!” came a voice from outside. It shook the cabin and Joe’s cabinets opened and shut. “YOU HAVE NO WHERE TO GO GIVE YOURSELF UP AND WE CAN END THIS PEACEFULLY!” the voice repeated.
“They sound like some old cop movie or something.” Joe said

“Yeah we learned a lot about how your kind speak from broadcasts, they love old Spencer Tracy films.” Gaz said.

“That’s amazing, the voice even sounds like Spencer Tracy.”

“Our emulation programs try to make as familiar,” a blast from outside shook the house and sent pieces of ceiling raining down on the couple. Joe was wiping dust out of his hair, “Just warning shots, they know they can’t kill an earth creature.”

“What?! You mean they aren’t going to off me either?!” Joe yelled. “This sucks man! I can’t even kill myself properly!”

“Sorry Joe, it’s in our rules. Section 300,000b article 218: Don’t kill the earth creatures. It’s not worded so bluntly but that’s the jist.” Gaz explained. Another blast and more ceiling rained down on them. “Ok, plan A Joe.”

Gaz picked up the bag of supplies off the floor and ran to the front door. “Joe, I need you to throw this out the door when I open it.” Joe sat on the couch back turned and not saying a word. “Joe? Ah man I’m sorry, this can’t be easy for you.” Gaz walked to Joe and sat down beside him. “I feel awful for having to use you in this way, I would be pissed too if I had some weirdo on the run taking me prisoner, but I got no choice man. They’ll have me for sure if they catch my Roamer. Please can you help me with this one thing. When this is all over, hopefully within the night, you can end it all I promise. Deal?”

“Deal, I guess.” Joe was not happy and it showed. He shuffled to the door and looked up from his mopey stature. “What do I have to do?” Gaz shoved a bag of chocolate mixture into Joe’s hand. 

“Take this bag and poke three holes in it with this.” He handed Joe the scissors from the desk near the door. “Then when I open the door you’ll see a bright green light and four red lights above that, try and hit the red lights so that it drips down across the green. Got it?” 
“Got it.”

“Good. Ok here we go. Take this coppers!” Gaz yelled and opened the door.

Joe chuckled at this lame cliché-ick battle cry and the door opened. It advanced on Joe and he was startled back. He tossed the bag of chocolate sauce out the door and did not try to aim, he was too frightened. A loud squeal erupted and Gaz shut the door. “Did you get the red lights?” Joe wasn’t sure; he had been taken back by the size of whatever that was. “Well it sounds like you got it, good work Joe!” Gaz patted Joe on the back and Joe fell forward. “That should keep them busy for awhile so I can think.”
“What’s so bad about chocolate?”

“Oh, it’s the mixture of your cocoa plant and refined chemical sugar on this planet, deadly stuff to us.” Gaz said.

Demands for Gaz to come out were sent every five minutes on the nose for two hours, and more warning shots were fired. The roof was now eaten away in some places and Joe could see objects circling around out side. There was also a new sight Joe didn’t understand. “Why is it all blue outside? It’s night, the sky should be black. Is it morning already?” Joe asked. “Can’t be.” He thought. Joe glanced at the clock only 11:30pm by microwave time.
“That’s the containment perimeter. So I can’t escape and so no one from your world can see what’s goin on and get all squirrelly.” Gaz replied.

“Squirrelly? Where do you get this stuff, don’t answer, broadcasts?” Joe asked.

“Yep, we’re all broadcasts actually.” Gaz said. “This roof of yours isn’t gonna hold up much longer the seekers can see right through and will take a chance at grabbin me soon.” “Well it’s been nice knowing you Joe, but I’ll be caught soon. You’ll be able to kill yourself when they finish with your brain.”

“My brain?! What?!” Joe was pissed again. “What did they want with my brain!”
“No calm down, they just want to find out what I told you and try and wipe all memory of this occurrence blah blah blah, I think it’s lame, your kind should be able to handle it. But no the High Fleet’s orders state “No earth creatures shall know of our existence. No Earth creatures shall know our travel methods. No one shall pee standing up.” It’s all crap you know, but I can’t do anything about it now.” Gaz finished talking and sat back in his chair and closed his eyes.
“Should I tell him?” Joe thought, “I could you know. He seems like a pretty good guy. You know, help an alien before the end. Maybe if this god crap is real it will sit well with the big guy when I die.” “I may have a way to get you to a safer place.” Joe said.

Gaz sat forward in his chair. “Really? You on my side now Joe?”

“Well, you seem good enough, and I would like to do this one thing before I end my life. I have a bomb shelter out back. It’s not much but it’s got electricity and it should hold up better than this place.” The walls creaked and a piece of ceiling beam cracked and caved into the kitchen. “I think it’s your last shot Gaz.” Joe said.

“Ok we’ll try it, but we have to get out there without being seen.” Gaz said. “I need you to rub this petroleum jelly all over my body.”

“What?! Man I’m not into that kinky stuff.” Joe backed away from Gaz.

“No no no, the petroleum acts as a kind of screen to fake out the seekers and destroyers. It should give us the cover we need to get to the shelter.” said Gaz.

“Man, I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Joe said as he opened the jar. He rubbed Vaseline all over Gaz and himself and got on the alien’s back. Gaz explained that more than one body would look less like a glitch to them and they might try and fire. So to confuse the equipment he had agreed to get on Gaz piggy back.

Gaz opened the back door and found two destroyers waiting in the back yard. Their green lights aimed at the door and one red light flashing back and forth. They stood on their two back mechanical legs and rotated their round silver bodies to ready position. “On the count of three, hold on tight. One, two, three!!” Gaz ran out the door and the destroyer moved in but missed as they passed to the right. They moved towards the open door but Gaz ran straight passed the shelter. 
“You missed it,” Joe whispered, “circle back.” The speed was unbelievable. Gaz circled back and found his way to the structure which was barely visible from the ground. Joe climbed off and went to the front. “Hurry inside before we’re,” a blast across the yard landed two feet before Joe.

“Too late!” Gaz said and pushed Joe forward. Three more blasts rang out before the door was shut and secured. “That was close.” Gaz remarked and sat down on a smooth metal bench.

They got settled in and started up the generator with little trouble. For three hours they sat and waited. Borage after borage of fire from outside hit a shook the shelter, but nothing could penetrate it. The inside was roughly the size of Joe’s living room. There was a 13” TV with a VCR and 100 videos. They didn’t watch any of them. The lights that ran the length of the shelter were surrounded by small metal cages. Joe had stocked it for a full year of survival incase of Y2K. That hadn’t happened so he hadn’t needed the shelter. Joe picked out one of the boxes and cracked open a fruit cocktail. He spit it out after one bite. “Ew, god this is awful!” Joe said. He looked at the date on the can. “Ah, this expired last year!” He examined box after box. “Expire, expired, expired. Damn, these are all worthless! Guess I should have figured so.”

“Don’t worry about it, the suit can only consume so much and most fuel here is too high in fat and sugar to do it any good. This isn’t really me Joe. This suit facilitates my ability to move across the galaxy without leaving my home planet. It really isn’t possible to travel through space, at least not my body. But this suit can because the properties of the suit let it collapse and travel at a higher velocity.” Gaz said.
“So you’re not really here with me?” Joe asked.

“Well I’m here in a sense. My suit is here, I can see and feel everything here, but physically I’m at the traveling center.” Gaz replied.
“Traveling center? So you’re in some kind of virtual reality simulator or something?” 

“Well, it’s close to what you might call virtual reality, but more advanced. There are literally millions of us in travel centers across my world.”
“So if you’re not really here, then why don’t they just go to where your sitting and grab your body, why all this trouble?” Joe asked.

“They can’t find me. Travel centers are designed not to be able to penetrate someone’s signal. It would be very dangerous and could cause a shockwave through the system killing hundreds and wounding thousands. They have only done that when absolutely necessary, like when they need to pull out a dignitary or something like that. I’m not important enough to cause so much trouble. So if they catch the suit they catch me and find where I am.” Gaz said.

“So why don’t you turn the suit off?” Joe asked.

“It’s not that easy, the suit has to be in a DECOM chamber that can send it back to the right travel center. See,” Gaz turned his back to Joe, “Those symbols represent the travel center where I am located.”

“So if you could get to the DECOM chamber thingy you’d be home free?”

“As much as one could ask for I guess. It’s a strange universe Joe, I wish I could go back to before I met Andela.”
“Is she the girl that started all this?”

“Yeah, Andela is wicked. She drew me in and away from my true love. When she found out about Andela, well she threw me out and I went back to Andela, I had no place to go. I was lured into her trap while doing some work at the palace. It was all my fault. I let my desires get in the way and true love was destroyed in the process.” Gaz began to howl. It was so loud Joe covered his ears. One of the overhead lights burst and Gaz stopped. “Sorry about that Joe, I miss my love so much. If I could just have one more chance, if I could just tell her I was sorry and that she is the only one I have, or will, ever love. Have you ever loved like that Joe?”

“No, I have never let myself get close to anyone. I was teased a lot as a boy and… well… I don’t trust people.” Joe said.

“Oh Joe, that’s sad. I’m so sorry. There is nothing like true love to bring a person up in this life. But nothing like true love can bring down as hard. So is that why you want to kill yourself?” Gaz asked.
“I,” Joe paused. It had all seemed so clear only a few hours ago. Leaving earth, leaving his body, leaving the pain. It was all he could think about the past year, and now, now it seemed so distorted. He had been exhilarated by the whole experience of knowing Gaz. They had talked tonight about exciting adventures across galaxies and he felt a sense of renewal. “I, really don’t know how to explain why I wanted to die Gaz.”

“Wanted? Are we having a change of heart Joe?” Gaz asked.

“It’s just that… I’ve been having a lot of fun running around tonight, and well maybe things aren’t as bad as I once thought they were. I mean I have had it pretty rough, but what’s to say things can’t start looking up huh? Look at you, you’ve had things a lot rougher than me, and you’re not trying to end it all. So maybe there’s hope for Joe Schmoe. Maybe there is even a woman out there who wouldn’t want to be Mrs. Schmoe!” Joe stood up.

“Yeah, Joe, go for it!”

“Maybe I can start taking things into my hands, and not let the world tell me who I am. Maybe I can start traveling the universe in a star gazer suit!” Joe yelled.

“No, now wait, I gotta stop you there.” Gaz said.

“What, I can’t travel, you aren’t going to tell me the Government doesn’t have one of these Travel Centers here on earth. Come one Gaz there has to be a way.”

“Actually there isn’t. See your brain is not built to withstand the constant pressure of Star Gazing. And under strict laws, set forth ages ago by our elders, “No Earth Creature shall ever be given the ability to travel past his universe.” So sorry Joe, it’s not happening.” Joe looked disappointed and sat down again.

“It’s ok Gaz, things never happen for me. Well accept this of course, but other than that, things just don’t happen for me.” Joe said and put his head down.
“Well, maybe after this is over they will start.” Gaz reached across and pat Joe on the back. Gaz sat back and said. “If only there was a way to get to the Fleet ships, I might be able to hijack one and get out of here.” Joe looked up slowly and looked at Gaz a smile starting to form. “What are you thinking Joe?” Gaz asked.

“Those ships of yours, are they out in front of my house?”

“Yeah, most likely, why?”

“Why? Well take a look at this.” Joe walked over to a canvas tarp hung over some boxes and tore it away. He started to move boxes and Gaz could see a small crack in the wall. “There is a doorway behind these boxes, it leads to a tunnel.” Gaz stood up quickly and hit his head on the ceiling. He walked to Joe and started helping with the boxes of expired supplies.

“Where does this lead Joe?” Gaz asked

“It leads to your salvation my friend. Just help me with these and we’ll get you out of here.” They finished moving boxes away from the little door and opened it. “Follow me Gaz. Joe got on his knees and crawled in. After three feet Joe opened a hatch and turned on the lights in the tunnel. Gaz wasn’t small enough to go on all fours but he could drag himself through the tunnel no problem. He followed Joe without saying a word. 
After ten minutes they reached the end of the tunnel and a small room. The room was nothing more than a cement cylinder with one light at the top. There was a ladder leading up twelve feet or so to a hatch that looked like a submarine door with a wheel to open it. “That goes to the surface. You should be about 100 yards from the place you landed. That might get you to a spot where you could highjack one of those Fleet ships.” Joe said.

“Thanks Joe, thanks a lot. What about you?” Gaz asked.

“I’ll go with you and create a distraction.” Joe said.

They both moved up the ladder and cranked the wheel to peer outside. There was only one ship, but it was a Command Carrier which would have more smaller ships inside. “The guards are all in the front, or over at the shelter, they don’t expect us to come this way.” said Joe. “If can get out of here unnoticed then we should be able to make it inside the ship.” Joe was able to climb out easily, but Gaz was considerably bigger and took more effort. No one noticed when they snuck up from behind. They moved through the hatch and into the main cargo area of the master ship.
“I can jump one of these ships no problem, and outrun this beast, but we have to disable the three other ships or they’ll be able to follow.” said Gaz. “I’ll work on these three and you watch for anyone coming. If you do see someone just run out of the ship and they should follow you. If you get caught they won’t hurt you, but try and stall them.” Joe agreed and Gaz went to work on a near by ship.

Joe was so excited, he had never been much of a risk taker, but this new found courage was exhilarating. He was hopping back and forth trying to stay quiet. His enthusiasm got the best of him and he bumped a box on the cargo hold next to his arm. It came down with a crash and exploded with sound. The whole interior of the ship rang with noise from the metal objects the box was filled with. He heard footsteps coming from the far end of the cargo bay. They were making noises, but he couldn’t understand what they were saying. They were getting close. “We’re caught, I screwed things up again!” He thought. Joe acted quick and jumped out from behind his hiding place. “Hey, over here!” Joe yelled, “I’m just checkin’ things out, I think I’ll go now, thanks!” and Joe ran out through the open hatch. The guards followed and left the cargo bay.
Two more guards stopped Joe as he rounded the exterior of the large ship. “Stop right there!” The two outside guards yelled. Joe stopped and put his hands in the air. “We caught the Earth creature commander.” One said into his radio. “Take him to the front of the carrier and I’ll meet you there.” Replied the radio. Joe was taken to the front of the ship and sat down on the grass.
Four more guards appeared from behind the house and a new looking suit appeared from the rear of the ship. All the guards looked the same. Same height, same build, White suits very bulky with two rows of six lights blinking on their chest. All of them kept their helmets on and communicated with their radios or external speakers. The new suit was completely different from the guards. It was red and more slim and tight to the body of it’s inhabitant. There were no lights but there was a control panel of some sort on the back, which Joe observed when he turned to talk to the guards.
“So, you’re the human that Gaz took hostage. Must have been exciting for you.” Said the new suit. Joe tried to speak and was cut off, “I don’t want to hear from you unless I ask you a question, you understand earth creature!” Joe nodded and kept quiet. He was very intimidated by the new red interrogator. “Now, no doubt Gaz has been trying to win you over to his plight, no doubt you have been misled by his stories. Believe me human that is all they are, stories. I want him brought to me, and I want you to tell me now where he is.” Joe looked to the ground wondering how he could possibly stall long enough to give Gaz a chance to escape. “Answer me Earth Creature!”

“Um, well that’s the problem isn’t it?” Joe answered.

“There will be no problem if you cooperate human.”

“Well there could be, see, Gaz is gone.”
“WHAT!?” yelled the red suite’s speaker.

“He’s lying Commander, it’s a trick!” Yelled one of the guards. The rest of the guards agreed and were moving about yelling to the Commander “We need to search the perimeter; there must be evidence; if he’s telling the truth we need to leave quickly!”
“QUIET!!” The Commander yelled. “Human, if what you say is true, how could Gaz have gotten past our security grid, it is impenetrable?”

Joe said calmly “There is a way. My bomb shelter is also an illegal DECOM chamber for Gaz’s Travel Center. He went through two hours ago and I made it out through the secret passageway.”

“Lies!” Yelled the Guards.
“SHUT! UP! Human, if what you say is true, take me to the chamber at once.” Demanded the commander.

“Yes sir right away.” He led the commander and one guard back down the tunnel from the escape hatch. “The door is locked form the inside, this is the only way in.” Joe said. He led them into the bomb shelter and shut the hatch.

The ground shook from an explosion outside. “What was that?!” the commander asked. Another explosion rocked the shelter. “What is going on out there. Command come in, come in command. There’s no response!”

“The walls are made of double thick concrete with a led shell cover with 4 inch steel. I don’t think you’ll be able to get out with that.” Joe said to the commander.

“Then let me out of here human, now!!” the commander yelled. Joe fumbled with the lock, guessing that Gaz must have been discovered. He wanted to keep the leader of these troops away as long as possible. After Joe could fake it no longer, and drop the key no longer he opened the door to the shelter. 

Two destroyer’s lay on the ground in pieces near the rear of Joe’s house. The sky was no longer blue but fading into daylight. “The containment shield!” Yelled the commander. “Grab him soldier!” the commander demanded and the guard took Joe by one arm. “Command what’s going on, status report!”
“Sir, Gaz has escaped sir.” The radio replied.

“WHAT?! How did this happen?!”

“Well sir , it looks like Gaz was inside the ship and he managed to disable three Hydro fours, and then stole the last one. We tried to blast him as he escaped, but,”

“Well then why don’t we go after him, let’s get things cleaned up here and get a move on!”

“Negative sir, without those faster ships, we’re no longer able to chase Gaz at the velocity needed. I’m afraid he’s gone sir.” The radio ended.

The commander squeezed the radio until it broke into pieces. “Someone will pay for this, someone will pay!” He looked back at Joe.

Joe was very happy with himself. He had accomplished more in one night than he had in his whole life. He smiled all the way to the front porch where the Guard let him sit down on his steps. The rest was a blur. Joe remembered guards coming and going, and the commander barking orders. This time it was not English but some other language. The language most likely resembled dog barks and growls. The command came to Joe and he remembers looking up and seeing three guards surrounding him.
Joe opened his eyes and looked out onto the lawn. He was sitting in his chair with his feet on a cushion and a shotgun barrel in his mouth. His toe was sitting on the trigger and his eyes widened. He threw the gun away into the front yard and it went off, BOOM! The gun shot his truck’s tire and it went flat. Joe didn’t even notice. He felt his chest and his body, got up and looked down at his chair. The leg was fixed. He looked at his house and ran into the living room. The house was back to normal. He moved through the house and out into the back yard. No evidence at all! He hurried to the bomb shelter and went inside. Everything was back to normal. Was this all a dream, some kind of pre-death shock treatment to knock him into his senses?

Joe went back to the house and onto the front porch. He looked at the sky, stars. Maybe he was going crazy, he didn’t care. A smile formed on his face. “I’m still alive.” He said aloud, “I’m still alive! I’m alive, I’m alive. Woo whoo!” Joe jumped around the front yard yelling and slapping his leg. He grabbed the shotgun and let one blast go, BOOM! “You hear that world?! Joe Schmoe is back, and I’m not taking no for answer anymore!” Joe went back inside and got his truck keys. Joe was going out to get drunk and find himself a lady. 

Joe grabbed his keys out of the bowl by the phone in the kitchen where he kept them and stopped short. There by the sink was a helmet. Joe walked to it and picked up the silver headpiece. “Well, son of a bitch!” Joe said to himself. “Gaz,” Joe looked up “thanks for everything, I owe you one.” Joe put the helmet in the closet along with his twelve gage and shut the door. He didn’t open the closet door again until he moved out with his new wife a year later. Joe lives in California now, he sells real estate to people with too much money, and spends all of his free time living life to the fullest. 
