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Finding work during the 2000 teen years has been a challenge even for 

the so-called well-educated. In even the recent past having a college degree 

of any kind opened the door for a litany of good-paying career-oriented jobs. 

In many cases, though, one had to move from their birth region to land a 

job that fit both the company’s needs and your financial expectations. I 

recall hearing laments from my home-town friends saying that they can’t 

find a job. My response to them was, “You didn’t finish the sentence. You 

should add the word ‘here’ to the end of the sentence.” All they had to do 

was to be willing to move and all sorts of opportunities would open up. 

That isn’t necessarily the case now. Due to Federal mandates, 

companies have altered their hiring strategy and limited their full-time hires 

to a miniscule few at or near the top leaving the balance to work at part-

time schedules with little no company-paid benefits. Some specialists are 

still sought after, such as engineers and technical staff. However, their 

numbers are dwindling among companies, too, with companies opting to hire 

consultants to do the heavy work and hiring lower-skilled technicians to 

handle the ongoing maintenance. Some companies, especially those 

requiring lots of lower-skilled workers, are moving manufacturing and 

assembly operations outside of the United States. Apparently putting up with 

corruption in those countries as well as managing the potential kidnapping of 



their senior staff was less of an issue than dealing with high taxes, unions 

and regulations in America. 

Employment in my particular case matched my expectations up until a 

few years ago. I graduated a little over thirty years ago from a Big 10 

university with a degree in business management. Everything was going fine 

being assigned to jobs with increasing responsibility. In my latest gig I was 

responsible for an inbound customer service call center that handled level 2 

and up service calls. The center only had a few local employees to manage 

the hardware and house the level 2 customer service reps. The rest of the 

customer service team (level 3 and up) were spread out all over the country 

since they may be required to do an onsite visit to fix whatever issue the 

customer had that the level 1 and 2 personnel could not solve. 

The center was much larger a few years earlier having housed both 

level 1 and 2 customer service reps, but that changed when upper 

management decided to move the level 1 customer service off-shore. I was 

allowed to promote a few to level 2, but had to participate in a very large 

“reduction in force” project. Of course, level 2 calls increased dramatically, 

because the company lost most of their level 1 expertise and many of our 

American customers didn’t want to deal with “Daryl” who spoke with a heavy 

accent and could only read the diagnostic script. But, the bean counters 

saved money! 



The unintended consequence of that move was that the company had 

lost most of the level 2 staff. The good ones left quickly, because they saw 

that their career path to level 3 was no longer available. Since, as is usually 

the case, movement to level 2 came from candidates from level 1 and with 

level 1 off-shore there was little or no chance for a level 2 to move up to 

other levels. 

Consequently, our level 3 support costs grew since the quality of level 

2 suffered. The company then decided to go to an online customer service 

system. So, they closed the unit and moved me back to a level 3 customer 

service position, which by that time had been converted from full-time to a 

25 hour per week on-call position. I was not alone. Many jobs throughout 

the country were moved from full-time to part-time to avoid paying benefits, 

which had grown to be a significant cost factor when keeping employees full-

time. Yet another unintended consequence heaped upon the American 

people by Congress and the President. 

That shift didn’t hurt me too much. Being single my daily expenses 

were fairly low. So, the change only affected the contribution to my 

retirement accounts. The benefit of the reduced hours was that I could 

spend more pursuing my hobby. The call center was located in the North 

Atlanta area. So, I moved to some apartments not too far from work. Being 

in a North Atlanta location I could quickly get to the mountains of North 

Georgia, Eastern Tennessee and Western North Carolina where there are 



many great hiking trails not the least of which is the terminus of the 

Appalachian Trail. 

Even when I worked full-time I could still get out on weekends to do a 

nice, long day hike and even a few overnighters. I usually hike alone, but 

occasionally would connect up other hikers through an online app and walk 

the trails with companions. I only have to be close to my computer during 

my on-call times, which are only about 16 hours a week, with the rest of my 

work time dealing with paperwork and internal meetings. This leaves me 

with more time to spend hitting the trails, especially the long, multi-day 

hikes. 

I was on one of my long day hikes when I noticed something up a 

reentrant about one hundred fifty yards from my position. I wasn’t on the 

trail. In fact, I was working my way up that same reentrant looking for a 

geocache. For those that aren’t familiar, geocaching is similar to hiking, but 

participants use a Global Positioning System receiver or mobile device and 

other navigational techniques to hide and seek containers, called 

"geocaches" anywhere in the world. 

A few years ago, I started to add finding geocaches when I did my 

hikes. Not that hiking is boring, but looking for a geocache adds a little 

problem solving to the hike. The basic idea of geocaching is to locate an 

object placed by someone. The object is usually some kind of waterproof box 



or can placed near something describable. I recall one time I was looking for 

a small, plastic coffee container that was placed by a two meter high 

boulder. The data I had to work with was the latitude and longitude of the 

location, a short description of location, and a description of the object I was 

trying to find. After I opened the can I found the original object placed by 

the person, which was a small whistle with their name engraved. I also 

found four other items placed by others. I placed my item in the can before I 

signed and dated the log book and returned it to its original location. The 

item I place in a geocache is a poker chip printed with my name, the city in 

which I live, and my email address.  

Whenever I hike a trail I like to carry a topographic map of the area. 

This type of map is useful for hikers, because it shows contour lines.  

Contour lines show an elevation rise or fall. When hiking in relatively flat 

areas the contour lines on the map are far apart while contour lines in hilly 

areas are close together. It doesn’t take a hiker long to figure out that when 

the contour lines are close together and the trail crosses the lines they are in 

for a steep uphill or downhill walk. However, if the trail follows the contour 

line the trail is flat even though the hiker may be walking on the side of a 

steep hill. It is especially useful when moving off the trail to find a geocache. 

Consulting the topographic map may allow the hiker to choose a more 

efficient path to the geocache. The hiker may notice a large hill in between 

his location and the geocache. Rather than moving in a straight direction 



(across the contour lines), the hiker may select a path around the hill (along 

a contour line) to the geocache. But the hiker then needs to use orienteering 

skills to navigate around the hill, such as selecting a compass direction and 

counting steps to make sure he doesn’t waiver too far off the contour line 

going around the hill. 

This is what I was doing when I noticed something odd. I had just 

navigated around a steep hill to find the geocache in a shallow reentrant 

near a two meter high boulder when a bright flash of light appeared about 

150 yards further up the reentrant. After the light subsided I noticed 

movement in the same general area. I walked up to take a closer look and 

found a woman lying on the ground. She was breathing, but appeared to be 

unconscious.  

“Are you OK?” I asked as I walked up to her, but she didn’t respond. 

That’s when I saw the back of her head bleeding. Her shirt and jacket were 

also ripped at the waist revealing a small, but bloody gash on her left side. I 

quickly dropped my back pack and fished out a small first aid kit I take with 

me when I go on these hikes. I pulled out a clean rag, placed it on the 

wound on her side and applied compression to try to stop the bleeding.  

Then I took another large gauze pad and applied it to her head.  After a few 

minutes the bleeding at both sites stopped. 



She opened her eyes and looked with amazement at me. She quickly 

reached for a watch-like device on her wrist, opened the cover, and pressed 

two buttons. It was then I noticed she was wearing a harness with some 

kind of electrical equipment. Part of the harness was ripped and one of the 

electronic devices on the belt near her wound was damaged. 

“Who are you?” she said. 

Before I could answer, two flashes similar to the one I saw earlier 

appeared about 20 feet away from us. After the flashes of light subsided, 

two men appeared. Both wore a uniform I didn’t recognize and were carrying 

large plastic cases, which reminded me of our local EMT’s. As they walked 

toward us the one in the lead said, “Please step away from the patient, sir.” 

Both kneeled next to the woman and inspected her wounds and my 

efforts to help her. One was talking with someone over a headset. They 

applied a clear, sticky substance to both wounds and covered them with a 

fabric that when applied appeared to merge with her skin. She was 

completely conscious now talking quietly with the men and occasionally 

looking in my direction. After a few minutes they helped her stand up. One 

of the men pulled a harness similar to her damaged one and fitted the new 

one on her. With that complete she smiled at me and mouthed the words, 

“Thank you.” 



A few seconds later I saw three flashes and they were gone leaving me 

alone in the woods. Having been a little unnerved with what I observed I 

decided I had done enough hiking for the day. It was about a two mile hike 

back to where I parked my car, which gave me plenty of time to rethink 

what I just saw in the woods. Did I imagine it? No, because I still had her 

bloody gauze pads with me. Then what was she doing? How did she get 

injured? Was the mechanism she was wearing some kind of invisibility 

shield? Was this some kind of government or military project? 

The only thing I figured out by the time I reached my car was that I 

wasn’t going to call the police since they wouldn’t believe me anyway. And 

there was a good possibility they would detain me since I had in my 

possession bloody bandages. But I didn’t have a chance to think about the 

incident in the woods any more, because she was waiting for me when I 

emerged from the trail to the parking lot. 

I was quite naturally stunned when I saw her walking toward me. She 

was wearing a different outfit with an outer jacket this time covering the 

harness containing the electrical gear. I noticed her head bandage was no 

longer there revealing her healed head wound. As she approached she held 

her hand to initiate a hand shake. After I responded with my hand she 

covered my hand with her other hand and said quietly, “Thank you for 

helping me back in the woods.” 



“Yeah, sure thing, but I’m having difficulty trying to piece together 

what went on out there. The only thing I figured is that I’m not going to tell 

anyone about this, especially the police.” 

“Yes, we know.” She turned putting her arm under mine and we both 

continued walking to my car. “That’s the other reason why I came back is to 

thank you for not telling anyone.” She noticed the puzzled look on my face 

and continued, “We think you can be trusted with what I’m about to tell you, 

but we need to go somewhere more private. Is that OK with you?” 

“I guess so, but I need to get back home pretty quick, because I’m on-

call in about three hours.” 

“Don’t worry. We’ll get you back home in plenty of time to start your 

on-call session.” We continued to walk to my car, “My name is Mary.” 

“Good afternoon Mary …. Mike.” 

She unzipped her jacket allowing me to see a harness she was 

wearing, which was similar to the one she had on earlier in the woods, but 

the waist belt was new. I looked into her eyes and started to ask her a 

question, but she shook her head no. Then she said, “Let’s get into your car 

before anything else is said.” 

I took off my backpack and fished for my keys in the uppermost 

zippered compartment. After I pulled them out I used the key fob to unlock 



the doors. She motioned me to get in the driver’s seat while she walked 

around the other side and slipped into the passenger front seat. 

“I know you don’t know me, but I feel obligated to explain some things 

to you.” 

I nodded my head,” OK?” 

“The doctors told me you saved my life back there. They said I would 

have slipped into a coma and never regained consciousness had you not 

been there to stop the bleeding. The Recovery Belt I was wearing had been 

damaged after I got too close to some bear cubs. Before I realized it I was 

attacked by the mother.” 

Reliving the scene in my mind, “I didn’t see any bears near you.” 

“No, you wouldn’t have, because I was in the Colorado Rockies when 

she hit me.” 

She saw my puzzled expression. Opening her jacket and pointing to 

the Recovery Belt, “I am supposed to tap this large red button if I sense I 

am in any danger, which will immediately return me to my original location 

and time. However, the bear’s paw damaged the button’s mechanism and 

fortunately caused me to jump to your location.” 

“W..w..wait,” I said, “Would you say that again!” 



“Actually, I would rather show you than tell you. It would better 

explain what happened. But we need to move somewhere that has less 

traffic,” as she nodded toward some hikers returning from their hike. 

“OK, where should we go?” 

“Your place is not far. Let’s go there.” 

While I drove us back to my apartment, I wanted to ask her more 

questions. However, she appeared to be thinking about something else. So I 

left her alone in her own thoughts while my head kept buzzing about what 

had occurred during the last couple of hours. After I pulled into the lower 

level of my building’s parking garage she said, “Go ahead and park in your 

regular spot. We won’t need your car anymore today.” We walked to the 

elevator, rode it to the fifth floor, and as we were approaching my apartment 

door she said, “Don’t be alarmed when we walk in. A compatriot of mine is 

waiting inside for us.” 

After we entered the apartment her companion handed her a harness 

similar to hers. “Here,” she said. “Put this on. We’re going to do some 

travelling now. When you’re ready press the blue button on the center of the 

belt.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“To an amazing place.” 



I looked at the blue button, took a deep breath, and pressed it. I saw 

my apartment fade away like a photograph ageing over time. It was quickly 

replaced by another image of an empty room with only a table and a chair. A 

few seconds later Mary and her companion arrived in front of me in the 

same relative position as we were in my apartment. Mary acknowledged her 

companion who turned and left through the only door in in the room. 

“How are you feeling Mike? The first time is a bit unsettling.” 

“I’m OK,” although my mind was racing with anticipation. 

“We have been transported to the Terminal, which is the starting point 

for all of our tourists. I know you’re a little anxious, but after you settle 

down and relax we’ll start the tour.” 

“Yes, I am somewhat anxious, but I do have a question for you.” 

“Sure, what’s on your mind?” 

“I realize that you are grateful for our encounter in the woods, but a 

simple ‘Thanks’ would have been sufficient. After all, anyone walking along 

the trail would have done the same thing. So, I have to ask, ‘Why me 

Mary?’” 

“Mike, all I can say now is to have patience. Everything will become 

clear to you in due time. Trust me, I will reveal everything you need to know 

in a relatively short period of time. OK?” 



Looking around the room Mike said, “I guess I really don’t have much 

of a choice.” 

“No… not right now, but soon you will have plenty of choices available 

to you. So, let’s get started. Shall we?” 

I nodded and Mary led me out of the room into a large, circular 

atrium-type room. Many people were walking through this room some alone, 

some with companions. Nearly everyone was in quiet conversation with their 

companions. I looked back toward the room where we emerged and noticed 

that there appeared to be about 30 similar rooms along a wall. 

The atrium-type room had a ceiling at least three stories above the 

floor. Natural light flowed through windows in the ceiling clearly illuminating 

the entire room. To our left and right were wide hallways leading away from 

this room. Seating areas were placed in the middle of the room where a few 

people were seated. Across the room were another set of about 30 rooms, 

but these had small signs of varying shapes and colors on the doors. There 

were some lettering on the signs, but they were too small for me to read. 

“Mike, this room is one of several terminals we use as a starting point 

when travelling to our destinations. Notice that this terminal is not unlike 

any airport terminal one would find in a major city. The rooms on this side 

are for when we return. The rooms on the other side are used to select our 

destination.” We began to walk to the other side while Mary continued, “As I 



said earlier everyone in this room is a tourist as you are now. Whenever 

they choose they come here alone or in groups to begin their next journey. 

They can choose to go anywhere in any time period.” 

“Time travel?” I said. 

“Yes, that’s one of your options, as well as to any location.” 

I stopped walking, “Do you mean I can travel to any place in any 

time.” 

“Yes, instantaneously.” 

“Wow! Where did you say you were from?” 

“I didn’t.” 

After a short period of silence Mary continued, “Let’s try this room.” 

Mary walked ahead and opened the door for me. Even more puzzled I 

stopped trying to figure it all out and entered the room through the door 

Mary had opened for me. In the small room I saw a computer screen and a 

uniformed attendant standing next to it. Mary told the attendant, “This is his 

first time. Let’s keep it simple. Mike, I know you are a history buff. Why 

don’t we go to Philadelphia and observe John Hancock sign the Declaration 

of Independence.” 

“That would be great!” I beamed. 



Mary turned to the attendant and nodded. The attendant entered the 

coordinates for downtown Philadelphia, and entered the date of July 4, 1776 

at 9 AM. The attendant entered the data on the computer screen and 

selected the “Confirm” button. He then pulled a harness from a drawer and 

handed it to Mary who gave it to me. 

While I was strapping it on Mary said, “Like the last time, when you’re 

ready press the blue button on your waist.” 

Immediately, we materialized in a room of a Colonial era pub.  There 

we saw Thomas Jefferson, Benjamin Franklin, John Hancock, and about 30 

others in the room all looking at the completed Declaration prepared by 

Timothy Matlack. We watched as each one in attendance signed the 

document. Mary reached over and pressed the red button on the harness 

and we rematerialized back in another room in the terminal. 

“That was awesome,” I said, “but why didn’t they see us?” 

“With the use of these harnesses you become a fifth dimensional 

being. Yesterday you were a three dimensional being, that is, you were able 

to move forward or backward, left or right, and up or down at will. 

Mathematicians refer to three dimensional movement as moving along the x, 

y, and z axis of space. Three dimensional beings also move through time, 

another dimension, but not at will. They only move forward in time.” 



She continued, “Fifth dimensional beings can move freely through all 

four dimensions with the added benefit of being able to phase shift where 

one can observe an event, but not be physically present. This is what 

happened when we were present at the signing. With a minor adjustment to 

the harness controls you can materialize in phase, which will allow you be a 

part of the environment. You would be dressed in clothing appropriate to the 

time period, of course, and have been taught the local language.” 

“So, I can go back or forward in time as well as to any place.”  

“Yes!” said Mary. “Any place in the universe.” 

“Really!” I said. “How does that work?” 

“When travelling to places that are incompatible with human life, you 

are placed in a life-support capsule. After transmission you use the capsule 

to move around the environment safely.” 

Wow, anyplace and anytime in the universe! Mike thought. 

Mary let that thought sink in for a few minutes. “Let’s tour this area 

now.” 

After entering into the hallway on the left, Mary and I walked a few 

hundred yards into another atrium then outside through a main doorway. I 

saw a small town consisting of shops, apartments, and single family homes. 



Off in the distance was a large farmhouse surrounded by thousands of grape 

vines. 

Mary said, “This is one of many towns in this region. You may choose 

to stay here or any of the other villages when you’re not traveling.” 

“What do mean ‘here.’ I thought we were going back to my 

apartment.” 

Mary motioned to a small park a block away, “Let’s take a walk over 

there.” 

“OK,” I said hesitatingly. 

We walked down the sidewalk to a small park and sat down at a bench 

underneath the shade of a large oak tree. 

Mary started, “Mike, remember when you went to a small church in 

Georgia about 20 years ago. You were traveling through the state on the 

way to a new job in New York. A college friend invited you to stay with him 

for a couple of days.” 

“Oh, yes, I remember.” 

“Do you remember what happened?” she said. 

“Yes, of course, I remember. He asked me to go to church on Sunday. 

That Sunday changed my life. It seemed like the preacher was speaking to 

only me. I felt his words. The bible verses he quoted seemed to be directed 



at me. It was then that I prayed to God and accepted Jesus Christ as my 

Savior.” 

“What happened after that?” Mary asked. 

“I decided to live in Georgia. I cancelled my trip to New York and 

found something in Georgia that was better.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“Like I said, my life was changed. I read the Bible every day.” 

“And you even taught a Bible study class on Saturdays.” 

“Yes, I did that for years. I learned at a lot about the Bible then.” 

“Do you remember any verses?”  

“Yes, quite a few. Sometimes I quote a few of them when talking with 

other people about Jesus. I even carry extra crosses with me to give them 

away.” 

Then Mary said, “How about the Book of John chapter 14 versus 1 to 

4?” 

She continued, 

“Do not let your hearts be troubled. You believe in God; believe also in 

me. My Father’s house has many rooms; if that were not so, would I 

have told you that I am going there to prepare a place for you? And if 



I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be 

with me that you also may be where I am. You know the way to the 

place where I am going.” 

“Yes, that was one my favorites, because it foretold what happens to 

all believers in Jesus Christ.”  

Mary took my hands into hers, “Mike, it wasn’t me who was injured in 

the woods yesterday. You were attacked by the mother bear. She struck you 

on your side and knocked you on the ground. You were knocked unconscious 

when your head hit a rock. You bled out before you could regain 

consciousness.” 

Mary paused for a moment then she continued, “After your heart 

stopped and you breathed your last breath, I came for you.” 

I said hesitatingly, “Then you must be…..” 

“I am Jesus of Nazareth.” 

“And this must be…..” 

And Jesus said, “Yes Michael, welcome to HEAVEN!” 

END 

 

 

 


