
Airshow
It’s kinda creepy for me to sit here watching all these craft hover over the city. 

And even stranger to realize that I had something to do with it.

I’ll tell you about it.

Courtney

I met Courtney last life. He was older than he looked.
He had written up some experiences with Martians that caught my interest.

He had come into contact with one of their secret colonies here on Earth and they were concerned that 
their security had been compromised, They got with the Council on it, and the Council got in touch 
with Courtney. He assured them that they would remain secure, and that calmed the situation down a 
lot, and made him friends with the Council Leader. He wrote all this up for his website and I read it. He
seemed like a level-headed guy, so I looked at more of his material. It was promising.

I would occasionally email him about my interests and sometimes he would write back. He was busy! 
But out of all the people out there (other than my group) trying to break through to a more basic 
understanding of the human condition, Courtney’s group was the only one making progress. So I kept 
writing him.

Finally one day he wrote me and told me, “Maybe we should talk.” We got on the phone and had a long
conversation. He began to realize what he was running into and what should be done about it. What he 
did was, he took one of his people and sent her over to us, and we trained her. It took some wangling; 
my group at first didn’t want to accept her. But I argued that Courtney was different. He was getting 
results where all others were failing. We needed to connect up with him.

The training went OK. And when this girl went back in to Courtney’s group, she had a poise and 
control that was unmistakable. She could also hit targets that the others shied away from.

Then, Courtney got sick. We all thought it was the virus. Well, maybe it was. But suddenly his whole 
operation was in trouble. So I got her to study some more data that she really needed to know. And she 
helped implement an Ethics perimeter around their group. 

Courtney held on for a few more years, but he realized that he would have to hand over the operation to
“our girl,” and that’s what he did. Courtney’s back now. He’s still involved – new name, of course.

The Rough Years

I managed to hang on longer than Courtney did. But eventually I had to go. I did everything I could to 
make sure the group would still be there when I got back. But I know it was rough for them.



They needed a way to generate income. Courtney had already had the idea of doing financial 
forecasting for money. But that appealed too much to the baser instincts. We needed something that 
could operate on a higher plane. And what Ellen (that was her name, Ellen) came up with was helping 
out in legal battles challenging ill-begotten power. I told her before I left, “It’s good, Ellen, but you’ll 
get a lot of pushback, particularly if you are successful.” “I don’t care about that,” she said, “it’s the 
best idea I can come up with to keep us ethical.”

During the time I was away, she had some killer clients! Ellen was smart, and she learned the lay of the
land as quickly as she could, then went after clients who she thought would help protect her work. She 
only lost one viewer during that period. I mean, that was awful, but it could have been much worse.

As you might know, the internet dried up during that time. It was experiencing so many attacks that, 
finally, a consortium of multinational corporations turned it into a private network. The only way to get 
on it was via a cell phone. They kept close tabs on users. You could not be “anonymous” on the web 
any more. And if your phone got stolen, they could tell and they’d block it. It worked for them; kinda 
sucked for everyone else. When I was young they were starting to let private citizens back on through 
ISPs. But it was very tightly controlled; not like before. The government was more-or-less out of the 
picture by that time. Those corporations were the new government. That was pretty obvious to 
everybody.

Confronting ET

When I got back into an operational state, the group was hanging on for dear life. Ethics was not yet a 
household word, and the group had run into some targets that they considered too dangerous to probe.

I asked Ellen one day, “...what are you running into?”
“We’re finding some corporate people with serious criminal connections, and others with ET 
connections.”
“OK,” I said, “but are you actually receiving threats?”
“Well, not exactly. But some of the people the viewers are looking at are really freaking them out. 
They’re, like, murderers, you know?”

I knew.
Our people survived by staying strictly out of that whole game.
But Courtney’s group was taking a different path.

I got the idea of asking someone I knew who was providing security services to one of our major 
players if he’d be willing to consult with the group at a reduced fee.

“Hell,” he said, “I’ll do it for nothing!”

So we set up a meeting with everyone present. 

The Security Seminar

“I’m here today to talk about some of the more esoteric aspects of security,” Tony started.
“Most people think in terms of locked doors and maybe learning self-defense or buying a weapon. But 
I think you guys have those aspects of the problem fairly well covered.”
All agreed.



“I suppose you could all move into an underground bunker – if you could afford it – but barring such 
an extreme handling, what you are left with are mostly perceptions. Perceptions of risk, perceptions of 
danger, perceptions of safety. On the one hand, there are your own perceptions regarding these points, 
and on the other hand, there are the perceptions of your potential enemies. Classically, what has worked
for individuals or groups that find themselves participating in the more serious games of life, is to 
maneuver themselves into a situation where any potential enemy considers the risk of attack too great 
to be worth it. That if they attacked you, your friends would jump in to defend you in a way that would 
be very dangerous for the attacker. So, the first step is to identify your friends.”
“Well, we have the community,” said Ellen. “The online community.”
“Good. Who else?”
“My husband fiercely supports my work,” Kahmia chimed in.
“Do all of you feel you are getting adequate support from immediate families?”
All nodded.
“That’s cool, but it’s also rough. Close relatives can be targeted.”
“That’s one thing we’re concerned about,” said Ellen.
“What about your clients?” asked Tony.
“Well, as the tasker,” said Ellen, “I’m the only one they actually deal with. Outsiders can find out who 
our people are, because most of us have worked publicly. But the viewers don’t know who the clients 
are unless they somehow discover it during a session.”
“Has this whole issue ever come up before with a client?”
“Only after the fact,” said Ellen. “after we lost Ben.”
“What happened there?”

Ben had succumbed to a psychic attack. Somehow, a powerful target had figured out who he was, and 
focused sufficient negative energy on him to kill him. It had really rattled the group.

“We need to solve that, I think, before we move forward,” Tony responded. “Do you have any clients 
you feel safe to move forward with at this point?”
“A couple, maybe,” said Ellen.
“OK. Go ahead with those and I’ll take a closer look at the incident with Ben.”

Ben

“Dude, this is some serious stuff,” Tony told me after the first meeting. “I haven’t seen any major cases 
of psychic murder since Epstein died in jail way back in the day.”
“I know,” I said, “it’s a tricky problem.”

I knew that criminals liked to use blackmail to restrain people they weren’t sure could keep a secret 
from “singing.” I wondered if the same mechanism might not be workable in the reverse. Could we 
threaten ET with “full disclosure” if they ever stepped over certain limits of bad behavior? I wasn’t sure
we had the communication lines in place to pull off such a threat.

“What about our former clients?” I offered. “Could we use them to somehow guard our backs?”
“I suppose that’s possible... But I think we need to learn more about how Ben died.”
“I know,” I said, “we’ll RV it!”

Ellen picked a couple of viewers that were less connected to Ben, and gave them the target. It didn’t 
take long for the material to surface.



What they found was that when Ben had contacted a certain ET, the last note on his worksheets, the ET
had engaged in conversation with him in a manner that seemed friendly. This allowed the ET to reverse
the mind probe and install a “booby trap” picture in Ben’s mind. When Ben looked at the picture it was 
sufficiently powerful to induce a heart attack.

“So the doorway was the deep mind probe,” said Ellen.
“Is the answer, then, to not engage?” I asked.
“That would appear to be the case.”
“Where have you found this procedure useful?”
“Where it can be done without the target becoming aware of it, it provides data on intentionality,” she 
said. “But in the past we’ve used it mostly to help us pick up emotional content at the target, and a 
sense of who is playing what role.”
“Can’t that be determined by direct observation?” I asked.
“Some of the viewers have difficulty looking directly at the scene. It seems to help them to view it 
through another’s eyes, so to speak,” she said.
“That sounds like it’s being used as a crutch by viewers with poor obnosis skills.”
“I guess you could see it that way.”
“Let’s work, then, on improving their powers of direct observation. After all, what you are doing for 
your clients is basically spy work. That’s the original purpose of these protocols. And one stable datum 
of spy work is to evade detection. So in this kind of work, viewers should not be engaging with target 
subjects. They should be watching silently. That wasn’t important in doing historical research. But this 
is a different game. While most human criminals can’t tell they are being probed, ET is a different 
matter. Doing it blows our cover, so to speak. So we need to learn to stay disengaged in these criminal 
investigations. Do you think you can design a training program to reorient the viewers doing criminal 
work to this approach?”
“Yes, I can do that.”

The results of the training were very gratifying. Not only did viewers feel safer when they did not feel 
compelled to engage with target subjects, their own powers of observation improved, and the quality of
their work went way up. They realized that they didn’t need to get emotionally involved with the target 
to view it and understand it. This opened the door to taking on some heavy jobs that they had 
previously resisted.

Secret Space Program

We were all aware of the rumors about the existence of a secret space program being operated in a way 
that fit the famous Eisenhower description of a “military-industrial complex.” Courtney had done some
work on this years ago – the Area 51 project. At that time his viewers (Aziz in particular) had 
discovered Reptilian involvement in the program. That’s as far as he had taken it.

At that time he had discovered an underground transport system – very advanced – and huge 
underground facilities. Humans were mixing with Reptilians down there. These programs were very 
active during the Reagan administration. The place was full of advanced craft. There was a huge 
elevator that could bring very heavy items down from the surface. One viewer found a central access 
hole with a spiral ramp opening into a series of large work spaces.  It included a virology lab, and 
advanced propulsion development. The artifacts there included an AI device taken from ETs that is 
actually alive. Aziz found a dead captive ET at this location. He also found at least three retrieved craft,
and a Reptilian guarding a series of vats containing experimental bodies.



Several of our clients appeared to be bumping into this scene without knowing what it was. Others 
were actively trying to dismantle aspects of the program, or to otherwise expose it.

One dataset we kept running into was the work of Sean David Morton before he had been jailed. He 
had written a series of three novels about the program before being arrested on a trumped-up tax 
evasion charge. His health eventually failed while in prison, and he was released, too disabled to 
continue his writing. Although he had originally intended to write a fourth book, that never happened. 
It would have completed the history of the program as he had received it in the form of diaries from 
one of its chief participants. Several of our clients wondered to what extent his fictionalized versions of
those materials could be trusted.

“We’ve got two clients specifically asking about those diaries,” Ellen told me. “But we can’t just go in 
and read them. That’s beyond the capabilities of these viewers.”
“I think you should have at least one viewer who is capable of projects like this,” I told her one day. 
“But if they can’t read them, they could at least possibly locate them. Then maybe one of your clients 
would be willing to retrieve them.”
“All right. We’ll try that.”

The viewers located the documents in a safe in a house in Hermosa Beach, California. They were then 
recovered.

From the payments made for this work, we were able to establish a trust fund for the Institute, and 
provide spiritual counseling for the entire team.

The Armed Man

Not long after the “Morton Diaries” were recovered, an unusual incident occurred at the Institute’s 
headquarters in Atlanta. A man who appeared to be armed with an automatic rifle was spotted by police
in a park near the office, at night. They stopped with the intention of apprehending him for questioning,
and he ran over to our office and hid behind some bushes outside the entrance. The police followed him
(in their car) but lost track of him.

The next morning they knocked on our door and asked Ellen if they could look at our security camera 
footage for the previous night. We pulled it up and all watched it. The man did indeed appear in the 
footage, but seemed to disappear as the police drove up. We watched it several times. The police went 
out and looked for trap doors, or something like that, which could explain the sudden disappearance. 

We offered to see if we could find out more by remote viewing the incident and the individual 
involved. After the sessions, Ellen got with me about what she had discovered.

“He was placed in the park, and removed, by a craft,” she said. “Eddie, this concerns me. I’m 
wondering if it is some kind of warning. The craft was one of ours.”
“Yeah. Well, we have two situations to handle. The police and those guys.”
“I have no idea what to tell the cops,” she said.
“Have you ever developed any kind of relationship with the local police?”
“No. We never seemed to interest them.”
“Let’s see if we can find someone on the force that would be receptive to our work,” I said. “I think it’s 
time we had their help and cooperation.”



Ellen tasked one of her best viewers with some targets regarding the local police department. This was 
never something we had bothered with before. We found a force full of older “good ol’ boys” – even 
some avowed racists – with a smattering of younger cops, including some women, who were mostly 
ex-military, but some with other backgrounds.

“The viewer was attracted to this guy here,” she showed me a worksheet with the name ‘Lionel’ on it. It
was a sketch of a black man sporting a slight smile.

Lionel

Lionel, it turns out, had done several different jobs on the force. He was currently working in 
community outreach, but had been a detective and a regular patrol officer. He had a religious 
background, rather than military. We contacted him and he was willing to talk to us about the case. We 
didn’t tell him at first how we had chosen him to reach out to. We decided to start the meeting at the 
little café across the street. We bought him some ribs – one of his favorite lunchtime foods.

“Thanks, guys,” he said. “That really hits the spot.” He washed down lunch with some iced tea.
“Have you heard about the incident we mentioned over the phone?” I asked.
“A little bit.” He got more serious. “Word got around because, you know, of what happened at the end.”
“Right.” said Ellen. “Have you ever heard of anything like that before?”
“Not here in Atlanta. Not police-related…” He hesitated to complete his thought.
“But somewhere else, not police-related?”
He looked at Ellen as if to warn her that he was about to get serious. “You know, there’s a story in the 
Bible about what happened to Christ after he was killed…”
“Right…” said Ellen.
“He was ‘resurrected’ but in Greek the word was anastasis, a leveling-up or removal.” He looked up, as
if searching for words. “I always wondered what that was really all about. I was a kid, a teenager, when
I saw the cover of a book in a book shop that seemed to depict this. It was about Travis Walton.”
“I know the case,” I said. “Have you heard of Betty and Barney Hill, and others?”
“Yeah. I got totally into it at the time. I read all those books.”
“So, that’s what this case reminds you of?” asked Ellen.
“It does.”
“Do you know what we do?” I asked. 
“Far Sight… no, not really. Sounds a little spooky.”
“How much time do you have?” I asked.
“The rest of the afternoon, I reckon.”
“That gives us time to show you some of our work. Let’s go to the office,” said Ellen.

Lionel was duly impressed. He noticed an old ad for Courtney’s “Crucifixion Ruse” project, and we 
explained it to him. He didn’t like the implications of it, but because of his earlier reading he could 
accept it as a possibility. We asked him what he thought of all the stories he’d read about and he told us 
he wasn’t sure. There seemed to be “people” out there with some god-like abilities. But how real could 
they be? No one ever talked about them. None of them actually appeared to make themselves known to
us. We introduced him to a little of our other material before he had to leave. But he promised us he’d 
take on the case, and return the next day barring any major distractions. 

He returned.



We summarized the rest of our basic findings for him, and showed him a special video we had made 
with clips of some of the most important sessions that Courtney had presented. He laughed at how the 
girls looked (they all being 35 years older now.) We could see he had a little crush on Kahmia, But 
then, everyone had a crush on Kahmia. Then we showed him the sessions we’d done on the armed 
man. He became a bit agitated as the situation became clearer to him.
“I don’t know,” he said. “This seems a little above my pay grade.”
“It’s above all our pay grades, friend,” I responded.
“What can we do about this?” he asked. “It seems we are faced with some sort of takeover or 
showdown that we can’t possibly have any control over.”
“From what I can tell, our people are capable of negotiating with their people. Though the situation 
seems totally asymmetrical, something out there that we don’t fully understand works in our favor. But 
the humans directly involved with this are still committed to secrecy! After all that has happened, all 
the “disclosure” that has occurred, they remain totally convinced that they need to keep the whole 
situation below the level of public awareness.”
“Why, do you think?” Lionel asked.
“I think they are afraid of what will happen in a world where everyone knows. I think they are afraid of
losing what little bit of control over the situation they still retain. If you became aware of a threat to 
your family and you were convinced that there was nothing you could do to effectively protect them, 
what would you do?”
“I’d pray,” Lionel said.
“You know,” I put my hand on his shoulder, “I think that’s one thing they haven’t thought of yet.”

Beyond Earth

Lionel had managed to take the investigation of the strange armed man that appeared in the park and 
put it quietly to sleep. But he stayed in regular touch with us, viewing the video results from one of our 
old projects every week, then sitting down with us at the café to discuss it. At one such meeting we 
found ourselves all facing each other and somewhat at a loss. And at that moment I realized what our 
problem was.

“We are totally stuck about how to proceed, right?”
“Yes,” they agreed.
“This indicates fear, based on lack of certainty. And lack of certainty is caused by lack of reliable data 
or knowledge.”
They agreed.
“I just realized that we have been swimming around in all sorts of uncertain data that has been provided
by sources that don’t have access to our technology.”
“That’s true,” said Lionel. “It’s totally frustrating.”
“But we can solve that. We can do a series of projects to verify all the data we aren’t sure of. In theory, 
we can compile reliable information on the capabilities and intentions of all the major players that we 
are aware of, and become reasonably certain of what to expect from any of them. If there weren’t some 
sort of balance of power already existing out there, this planet would have been toast a long time ago. It
must be possible to understand the true politics of the situation so that we don’t get caught behind any 8
balls.”
“As long as we don’t participate in the power plays ourselves, we should be able to stay immune from 
attack. The police have a constant problem with being pulled into the politics that goes on between 
criminal groups and the various other players. Taking sides always ends up crippling us. We have lost 
good officers…” Lionel stopped and lowered his head.
“That should be our next project, then: The local scene.”



“I can’t afford your fee,” Lionel told us.
“We have adequate resources,” said Ellen. “These projects will be an investment in all our futures. A 
very necessary and important investment.”
“I’ll help you research the most important targets,” I said. “And Lionel, can you come up with a list of 
local players that you’d like to learn more about?”
“I’ll bring one next week.”

We decided to list out all the documented contact cases out there, and look at every single one. The 
team was only briefed that they were in for an intense period of work that we considered extremely 
important to our continued success and survival. We gave them no hint of what the actual targets would
be. We decided to intermix Lionel’s targets with ours, assuming it would give the viewers a better sense
of variety. It wasn’t long before the data started pouring in and patterns started to emerge.

Here is a partial list of our off-world targets:

The Elohim of the Old Testament, such as those mentioned in Genesis.
These turned out to be a Reptilian group. The creation story they gave us was far from factual.

They considered themselves to be the original inhabitants of Earth, from dinosaur times, and the 
viewers did find such a connection. The dinosaur extinction was part of a power grab by a more 
human-like group which the Reptilians were never willing to forgive.

The Biological Survey group.
This was sponsored by a human-like Federation based on planets. The Reptilians, in contrast, 

had no home planet. They had destroyed it billions of years ago.

The builders of the Sphinx.
This was an Earth-bound group from Atlantis.

The group responsible for the Giza structures.
This was a Tall White group working independently.

The beings who crashed in New Mexico in the 1940s.
These were Zetas, working independently, verifying Sanni Ceto’s story. 

Nordics who contacted William Tompkins starting in 1940s.
A human-like group that seems interested in accelerating Earth technology progress. They are 

being opposed by the Reptilians. They are aligned with the Navy, and now also the Air Force.

The group that abducted Betty and Barney Hill in 1961.
Greys working for the Reptilians.

The Iargans who contacted Stefan Danaerde in the 1960s.
This was an odd, seemingly accidental, contact with a dog-faced race. It led to a major 

knowledge download, but does not seem to be important otherwise.

The Tall Whites known to Charles Hall in 1967.
A human-like group with aristocratic tendencies, and of dubious intentions. They carry weapons

the shape of a pen, capable of killing someone. They are selectively training humans. They may be the 



ones who sent Jesus to Earth. They used to be seen hanging out in Las Vegas casinos. They were 
connected with our Air Force, but later lost most of their influence here.

Human-like beings who contacted Claude Vorilhon (Rael) in 1973.
This is another group hoping to gain influence on Earth.

The Plejarens of Billy Meier, 1975. 
Apparently an Earth-bound group linked to Nazi Germany, but with ties to the Nordics.

The group that abducted Travis Walton in 1975.
More Greys, working for the Reptilians.

The Marshall Vian Summers contacts, which began in 1983.
A Christian-oriented version of contact initiated by a pro-freedom group. They warn about the 

true intentions of other groups.

The Verdants who contacted Phillip H. Krapf in 1997.
Tall Greys operating semi-autonomously, part of the Intergalactic Federation of Sovereign 

Planets, a network including roughly 150 trillion souls. Their aim is to colonize Earth.

The Blue Avians as contacted by Corey Goode.
The Triangle Head beings, as contacted by Corey Goode.
The Anshar, as contacted by Corey Goode.
The Mayans, as contacted by Corey Goode.

Corey’s data, as unbelievable as it seemed to be, was accurate for the most part. Most of these 
groups did not normally get involved with planets like Earth, but had been attracted here because of the
Reptilian interest in the planet. They were intent on assisting our Secret Space Program to resist any 
Rep attempt to take it over. As with most ETs, their sense of “freedom” was much more limited than 
what we have here on Earth. And I don’t think they entirely realized how our inability to communicate 
telepathically greatly reduced our ability to keep our criminal population under control.

This work helped us pin down the political situation on the planet. Those competing for authority over 
Earth seem to operate at some sort of parity with each other. There are at least three major groups. Any 
sudden move by any of these groups could lead to war, or at least great losses for the attacker. The 
Reptilians prefer a total domination scenario. The Nordics prefer more of a Technocracy scenario. The 
Tall Greys seem to prefer a straight trading scenario. And there is another group counseling us to resist 
any “alliance” and remain autonomous.

Our weekly gatherings at the café continued as the data piled up.

“The technocrat faction seems to have the upper hand.” Lionel frowned.
“While the anarchists make endless trouble for all of us,” said Ellen.
“I would like our work to support the pro-freedom group and weaken the anarchists,” I mused. “But the
technocrats seem to have everything under control. The freedom-versus anarchy struggle almost seems 
to just play into their hands. It’s as if they tolerate it because it serves a useful purpose for them.”
“It’s so wrong,” said Lionel.
“Can we pull a kind of “Switzerland” on them, and somehow stay neutral in our work?”
“Switzerland stayed neutral by pandering to the basic greed – fears – of the various players. I don’t 
think we have that option. But it seems to me we could work for a higher moral standard…”



“If we can’t make a clear stand for freedom, we at least have to stand for honesty, for truthfulness. 
That’s what we’re all about. That’s what Courtney was all about,” said Lionel.
“Crisis mediation?” offered Ellen. “Some sort of basic ethical support service?”
“I’m sure that’s something that the two non-crime factions would be interested in, in addition to all 
sorts of smaller groups who aren’t directly involved.”
“Are you suggesting we keep away from the woo-woo and concentrate more on human ethical issues?”
said Lionel.
“That makes sense to me,” said Ellen. “ET has been endless trouble for us.”
“I hope we can find a way to serve the needs of the human community without ignoring the fact ET is 
here, too,” I said.
“I hope so, too,” said Lionel.
“I can run with that.” Ellen smiled. “I’ll put together some marketing based on the themes of truth and 
honesty.”

The Airshow

The focus on local crime reduction and crisis mediation was a good choice for us. 

It was a big hit with the local police, and before long we had police departments across the country – 
the world, in fact – asking for our help.

Most of the big players ended up putting together their own teams. We trained many of them. And this 
helped foster an anti-crime culture at the international level.

“Globalization” – the bugbear of the conservative crowd – continued on its inevitable course. But with 
a newfound sense of openness and tolerance. The “freedom” movements realized what a pickle they 
were in, and many of them broadened their view of the world, which only made them stronger. The 
criminal faction became more and more marginalized. We were not able to eliminate them entirely, but 
they became a controllable problem.

And ET, finally, was forced to go public. The Reps didn’t want to, of course, but the others outed them. 
The official job of the Reptilians became mining asteroids and recycling space debris. They got into it, 
and became much less of a problem. They still liked to get drunk and get into fights. Well, if you didn’t 
like that scene, you could stay away from bars.

ET ships became a common sight in our skies. It was like a continuous airshow. As things worked out, 
they were most interested in our food and nutritional supplements. They helped us with rare metals and 
other materials that we’d run short on, or that had never been plentiful on Earth, like helium, gold, 
diamonds. It seemed the push for truth had been a smart move. 

Aziz managed to locate his father, now a young man. He had grown up in Asia where he had continued 
his RV work. We flew him over to Atlanta (in one of the new ships) and had a nice get-together. We sat 
around a table on top of our building, sipping iced herb tea and watching the big ships come and go. 
They move slowly, like the old blimps; it’s quite a sight. I’m still not totally used to it. I get emotional 
when I see them. At least now I understand why.
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