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Late, one evening as I walked on the worn edge of an empty blackened two-lane road in Florida, a faint whirling sound from some distance behind me seeped through the cold night’s air. Its bellow increased with each quickened step until I stopped. My eyes strained to search the area. 

There it was. A spinning, spiral mini-galaxy floating in mid-air. As I moved, it moved and, as I stopped, it stopped. It was not a drone or a radio driven plane and, no, I was not under substance influence. What had I stumbled on? Better yet, what had stumbled upon me?

An unsettled feeling invaded my senses as I flipped into my survival training. I had to get out of there but that would prove difficult in my cheap flip-flops. So, I ran anyway as it chased me like a quick jack rabbit. 

Fearing that this unknown technology would incarcerate me in some advanced laboratory, I leapt off the jagged road’s shoulder and rolled down an embankment while hoping there were no gators.

My instincts were right. Its path was confined to that of the  road so I waited for what seemed like a small eternity before returning to its outer edge. Somehow the air was filled with an unrecognizable stillness which precipitated my near obsession to avoid the operators of that twirling spiral mini-galaxy. 

Standing in that black of night, my bleeding feet traced the sandy edge of the road’s shoulder. While my toes wanted to stay and feel the smooth macadam, every fiber of my being said to leave this desolate place with haste. Half expecting the twirling, spiral mini-galaxy to descend upon me, I began walking south (or at least what I thought was south).

Despite my caution over the next hour, a small electric BMW sedan stealthily pulled up next to me. Black as the night sky its driver’s window made a slight humming sound and revealed a small, middle-aged, big-brown eyed, black-haired man with an ominous look. Of course, by this time a munchkin from the Wizard of Oz would have looked terrifying to me.

He spoke in what sounded absurdly like Klingon until he pulled out a small device from the visor above his head; whereupon he immediately began speaking perfect English. “May I see your ID, please?” 

Barely able to move, I shrugged and once again heard that stilted voice “Your ID please”. Thinking I had ambled onto private property or, even worse, government property, I slowly raised my hands into the air so he could see they were empty “I don’t have my wallet with me.”

“What are you doing here? Did your car beak down?”

Having learned early as a homeless person lying gets you nowhere fast, I responded that I was on my way by foot to the next town and apologized for unknowingly having trespassed. He sat up, growing in height, as his frame became larger and filled the window space. Feeling nauseas with a strange dizzying sensation I fell to the ground landing against his front tire. Overhearing what seemed to be radio communication in that Klingon-like Language my mind unceremoniously passed out with the smell of petroleum rubber permeating my olfactory sense. 

Awakening at dawn on the opposite side of the road a few yards near a small strip mall, my right hand was clutching a small wallet-like purse with Five Hundred Dollars in crisp one hundred dollar bills. All of my collected bruises and scratches from my recent plummeting were gone and I actually felt, as the saying goes, ‘like a million dollars’ for the next few days while enjoying shelter and momentary peace.

So, that’s it. I suppose the twirling, spiral mini-galaxy that chased me through the night was apparently emerging technology in places where we, mere mortals, are not meant to tread. Although, as a former wanderer this is only one of those places.

There was no escape to an intergalactic vehicle and no ‘Encounter of the Third Kind’. Now, I value my wallet and on occasion ponder what might have been if I had not leapt off the road into the unknown that night on a vacant road in Florida.

