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When I was your age, growing up in the country, on clear Summer nights grandpa and
I would lay on the grass watching the stars. My favorite was Polaris, the bright North
Pole Star, positioned perfectly central amidst the constantly circling constellations, like
a noble king on his throne, proudly presiding over his twinkling kingdom. Grandpa
taught me all 88 constellations from Andromeda to Vulpecula and we would watch
them for hours while he told incredible ancient fairy tales of heroes like Hercules and

his 12 labors, the prodigal Sun's journey through the 12 houses of the zodiac.

On the last night of summer vacation, grandpa and I were staring at the stars when he
pointed up and said, "Polaris, my boy, sits directly above the North Pole, which means
the exact center-point of Earth and the exact center-point of the heavens are perfectly
aligned. Polaris is like God's eye in the sky watching over his creation and the other
stars reaching out at different angles are like his angels bringing light to even the
darkest corners of the world. The North Pole is like the base of a gigantic celestial tree
reaching to heaven with Polaris its highest leaf, on the tallest branch, directly above
the trunk. The other stars are like all the other leaves on all the other branches, and
every day the great tree in heaven makes one circle in the sky around its trunk, just

like every year every tree on Earth grows a new circle around its trunk."






Our first day back to school started the next morning with the bell ringing and my new
teacher Mr. Tyson spinning a large globe on his desk. "Tell me students, what shape is
the Earth?" he asked, looking at us over the top of his glasses. I glanced around to see
if anyone would answer, but everyone was expressionless gawking at the spinning
globe like a hypnotist's swinging pocket-watch. "Anyone," he asked again, "what shape
is the Earth?"

Looking out the window at the perfectly flat horizon I remembered flying in my
grandpa's airplane and seeing the same flat horizon all around me then. In a moment

of confident excitement I raised my hand and exclaimed, "the Earth is flat!"

Mr. Tyson quickly swung his head around, squinted his eyes at me for a second, then
burst out laughing so hard that all the other students couldn't help but join in.
Embarrassed and confused, I slumped back and crossed my arms. When everyone
finally stopped laughing, Mr. Tyson said, "Silly boy, the Earth only looks flat because it
1s so big and you are so small! Imagine an ant on a basketball. For him the horizon
would seem flat even though he is really on a ball. Earth is like a spinning basketball

and you are like an ant standing on its surface."

Mr. Tyson walked to the blackboard and drew a solar system diagram as he continued
explaining. "Not only does the Earth spin 1,000 miles per hour around its axis, Earth
also spins 67,000 miles per hour around the Sun. Meanwhile the Sun, Earth and every
planet in our solar system is already spinning 500,000 miles per hour around our
corner of the Milky Way galaxy, while the entire Milky Way galaxy is shooting off
millions more miles per hour away from the Big Bang explosion which created the

universe!"
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Walking home from school, I couldn't stop thinking about what Mr. Tyson had said. If
Earth was really a big ball spinning around itself, rotating around the Sun, revolving
around the galaxy, and shooting off through the universe, then why does the North
Pole star never move!? Why haven't the constellations ever changed position or shape
in thousands of years!? Night after night, year after year, grandpa and I watched
Polaris appear in the exact same spot while all the other stars and constellations
always maintained their relative positions to each other. If Earth was really traveling
several millions of miles per hour in several different directions, why could we watch
every star in the sky making perfect circles around Polaris? If Earth was really
traveling many millions of miles per hour in various directions, the star-trails grandpa
and I often photographed should have shown irregular spiral shapes, not perfect

circles.

Upon arriving home, grandpa could see the distress on my face and asked what was
wrong. I dropped my book bag to the floor and yelled, "Mr. Tyson said Earth is a

spinning space-ball!"

Grandpa and grandma suddenly both burst out laughing so hard that I couldn't help
but join in. "Oh, well then, don't fall off the bottom of the ball, dear!" grandma said
wiping tears from under her glasses, "and don't get motion sick from all that spinning,

my boy!" added grandpa slapping his knee.






That evening we laid awake long past my bedtime star-gazing. "It doesn't make sense
grandpa," I said, becoming increasingly frustrated, "how can the constellations never
change if we're flying millions of miles per hour in several different directions through
the universe!? If that's really true then the night sky should look different every single
night!"

"You're absolutely right, my boy." Grandpa sighed and his usually jovial face turned
serious. "I'm going to tell you a secret now; the world's biggest secret. Very few people
in their lifetimes ever get to know this incredible secret, and the few who do, are
usually forced to keep it to themselves. The secret is actually something plainly
obvious for everyone to see, but when you try telling people, they just scoff and call you
crazy. That is how this incredible but obvious secret has been kept so well hidden in

plain-sight for nearly 500 years."

"Tell me grandpa," I interrupted unable to contain myself, "what is 1t!?"

"From the beginning of recorded history, and for thousands upon thousands of years,
every ancient culture around the world knew for a fact that Earth was NOT a spinning
space-ball. They knew from observation, experimentation, and common sense that
Earth is a motionless level plane and that the Sun, Moon, and stars all revolve over
and around us. They knew the North Pole to be the magnetic mono-pole center-point of
Earth with Polaris, the North Pole star positioned directly above. They knew, just as
you do from years of sky-watching, that Polaris is the only motionless star in the

heavens, while all the other constellations revolve perfect circles around it."






The next day at school, Mr. Tyson continued explaining his version of the universe. In
the middle of the blackboard he drew a huge circle to represent the Sun with nine
smaller circles of various sizes to represent the "planets." The "planets," he said, were
spinning space-balls similar to Earth, and Earth was in fact the third planet from the

Sun. He then showed us a colorful poster with beautiful images of each one.

"Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune and Pluto all revolve
around the Sun," Mr. Tyson said. "The Earth spinning around itself causes day and

night, while rotating and wobbling around the Sun causes seasons."

"Wait a minute," I said loudly with a sudden burst of confidence, "my grandpa and I
watch the stars and often see Mercury and Venus shining bright all night long, but for
your diagram to be true, someone on Earth should only ever see Mercury or Venus
during the daytime." Mr. Tyson glared at me without blinking or speaking and slowly
raised an eyebrow. The other children murmured then went silent. "See," I continued,
"if Mercury and Venus are closer to the Sun than Earth, then we could only ever see
them while the Sun is out! It would be impossible to see them at night because Earth

1s facing the wrong way!"

Mr. Tyson finally blinked, lowered his eyebrow, then turned back to the blackboard and
continued his lecture. He completely ignored my objection and just carried on as
though my revelation was irrelevant! Discouraged but not dissuaded, I knew he could
pretend nothing happened, but I'd found a fatal flaw in his model, and this was just the

beginning!
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That evening after dinner grandpa set up his telescope in the backyard and called me
out to sit with him, asking with a cheeky grin, "What new non-sense did they teach you

today, my boy?"

"Mr. Tyson showed us a poster with pictures of planets and said all the other planets

are spheres so Earth must also be a sphere."

Grandpa's grin stretched to his ears. "Well that's just silly, isn't it? Basketballs are
spheres, but that doesn't mean the court is a sphere. Billiard balls are spheres, but
that doesn't make the table a sphere. To begin with, you know something is wrong
when you ask the shape of the floor and someone immediately looks up to the ceiling
for answers! Moreover, Earth is not a 'planet.’ Earth is a 'plane' which means level or
flat. They just added a 't' to the end of our Earth plane then started calling it a ball!
Have a look here." Grandpa motioned for me to look through the telescope at a bright,
blinking, twinkling, clearly circular, but NOT spherical, yellowish star. "That, my boy,

1s the 'planet' Venus..."

"But that doesn't look anything like the picture Mr. Tyson showed us!" I interrupted.

Grandpa nodded, "They can make fancy believable pictures using computers nowadays,
but they can't stop us from using our own eyes to see the truth. Venus used to be called
the 'Morning Star' since it is often seen rising in the East before dawn. In fact all the
so-called 'planets' were known to the ancients as 'wandering stars,' because they differ
from the other fixed stars in their relative motions only, each making its own unique
flower-petal-like pattern over the Earth. As you can see, all the stars and so-called
'planets' are just immaterial lights in the sky. They are not gigantic burning balls of
gas, spherical Earth-like realms capable of stepping foot on, nor are they millions and
millions of miles away, but rather quite close as evidenced by the amount of detail seen

using a mere 83x zoom telescope."
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The next day, Mr. Tyson began class by asking, "Which one is bigger, the Sun or the

Moon?"

As usual, none of the other students spoke up so I quickly raised my hand thinking the

answer was obvious. "They are the same size. Anyone can see that!"

"Wrong again, silly boy!" Mr. Tyson laughed to himself, "the Sun is actually 400 times
larger than the Moon. It only looks the same size as the Moon because it is also 400

times further away from Earth."

Dumbfounded, I blurted back, "You want me to believe the flat horizon I see in front of
me 1s actually curved, the motionless Earth I feel beneath me is actually moving, and
the two equal-sized circles I see above me are actually 400 times different size!? Just

how far away do you think the Sun is, Mr Tyson?"

"The Sun is approximately 93 million miles away from Earth," he said with a slow-

blink and roll of the eyes.

"How could you or anyone else possibly know if no one has ever traveled 93 million

miles to prove it!?" I asked with wide-eyed excitement.

"Complex mathematical formulas and calculations perfected over centuries by

astrophysicists and people much smarter than a pesky little school-boy, that's how!"

14
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That afternoon upon hearing what Mr. Tyson taught us, grandpa immediately loaded his truck
and brought me to the beach. The Sun was shining brightly through a few clouds casting its
rays downwards and outwards onto the water like a sparkling pyramid of light. "Those are
called crepuscular rays," grandpa explained. "If you trace the beams of light up past the clouds
they all converge at the Sun, just like if you traced back the beams diverging from a flashlight
they all converge back to its source. So what do you think? Does it look 93 million miles away
to you?" Grandpa smiled as I squinted my eyes and shook my head. "Even Copernicus, the
creator of this whole solar-system cosmology, claimed the Sun was only 3,391,200 miles away
based on his expert calculations. The next century, his successor Kepler claimed the Sun was
actually 12,376,800 miles away based on his even more expert calculations. Sir Issac Newton
in the next century was quoted saying, 'it matters not whether we reckon it 28 or 54 million
miles distant for either would do just as well.' So you can see just how 'scientific' these so-
called scientists were with their calculations, and nothing has changed since then. Over the
centuries, using their mathe-magic, they have continued furthering the Sun's supposed

distance to today's current most-expert, super-pseudo-scientific figure of 93 million miles."

Grandpa grabbed a duffel bag out of his truck and we made our way towards the shore-line.
"You see, they can make internally-consistent, mathematically-correct formulas showing the
Sun to be a billion miles away if they want to, but that doesn't make it reality. Real science
must be observable, testable, and repeatable so that everyone can experiment and conclude for
themselves, and that's just what we're going to do." Grandpa pulled a large metal astronomical
instrument out of the bag and placed it in my hands. "This is called a 'sextant,' and it is used to
calculate the exact angular distances of objects like the Sun, Moon and stars." He placed his
hands over mine and held the eye-piece up so I could see through it. "First we align with the
horizon, press the clamp to release the index bar, then bring the Sun to the horizon line and
read the angle. This is how sailors have long used stars to navigate the seas and how we can
know the Sun is not millions of miles away! By taking angular measurements in two different
locations at the same time of day, then factoring the straight-line distance between the two
locations, we have two exact angles and one exact side of a triangle from which we can use the
Pythagorean theorem to accurately factor the distance to the Sun. Navigators for centuries
have used this method and determined the Sun and Moon to both be only approximately 30

miles in diameter, and less than 3000 miles away from the Earth."

16
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As we laid together on the beach, the Sun began setting casting hues of red, orange and
yellow over the sky. I crossed my arms behind my head and asked, "Grandpa, why does

the sky change color at sunrise and sunset?"

Grandpa smiled, sat up and pointed to a row of street lights in the parking lot, "See how
each distant light looks like it's getting lower and closer to the ground than the previous
one?" I noticed and nodded my head. "In reality, all of those street lights are exactly the
same height and only appear to sink towards the horizon due to how our eyes perceive
perspective. Likewise, the Sun never actually rises at sunrise and never really sets at
sunset! At dawn and dusk, the Sun is much farther away from our position than at
midday, so from our perspective it appears to be rising and setting, but is really just
coming and going. Now when the Sun is farther away, its light rays have to move through
more molecules of air before reaching our eyes. This makes shorter wavelength colors, like
blue, scatter off in different directions, leaving the longest wavelength colors, like red and

orange, to hit your eyes and create these beautiful scenes."

As the Sun half-disappeared beyond the horizon, Grandpa set up his video camera then
called me over. "See here, my boy, the Sun looks like it's sinking below the horizon, but by
zooming-in we can prove it's really just moving away from us." As the camera zoomed, the
half-disappeared Sun became entirely visible again, then as it zoomed further, the Sun
rose higher and higher back into the sky. "You can do it with ships beyond the horizon
too," Grandpa said pointing to a boat far off in the distance. "Watch as this one appears to
sink hull-first into the horizon. Pseudo-scientists like your teacher Mr. Tyson have said for
centuries that this is somehow proof that you are living on a ball. They say the horizon is
the curvature of their ball-Earth and when ships or the Sun move beyond it, that they have
literally sunk beneath the ball! If that was true then we could never zoom them back into
view, but look here; that ship has now completely disappeared from view of our naked eyes,
yet with this newfangled technology, we can zoom the entire ship fully back into view,
proving the horizon is not the curvature of their ball-Earth, but rather just the vanishing

line of your perspective."

18






"Grandpa, what's a 'pseudo-scientist,'?" I asked.

Chuckling, he answered, ""Pseudo' means fake or false. A 'scientist,' 1s anyone who
uses observation and experimentation to formulate logical conclusions about the
natural world. So a 'pseudo-scientist' is a fake scientist, or someone who denies actual
observation and experimentation in favor of fairy-tale theories. You and I are real
scientists, my boy!" grandpa exclaimed taking a long spirit-level from his truck and
setting it upon a nearby beach-side railing. "The pseudo-scientists say Earth is a big
ball 3,963 miles in radius so we can use the Pythagorean theorem again to calculate
the curvature that should exist according to them, which turns out to be 8 inches per
mile squared. This means after 2 miles the Earth should curve 32 inches, after 3 miles
72 inches, and after 10 miles (the width of this here cove) the Earth should curve
downwards a full 66 feet! Line your eyes up behind this railing and see for yourself.

Does the horizon dip?"

Observing the perfectly flat horizon from shore to shore I shook my head, "no."

"Of course not," grandpa smiled, "you will never see a curved horizon or curved water.
It's called the 'horizon' for good reason, because it's always perfectly 'horizon'tal, and
it's called 'sea-level,' because bodies of water at rest are always perfectly level.
Whether it's in a beaker, a bottle, a bathtub, a pond, a lake or an ocean, the natural
physics of water and other liquids is to find and remain level. 70% of the world is
covered in level water, so how could Earth not be flat? The idea that our level oceans
are somehow curved around and stuck to the underside of a spinning space-ball is the

greatest deception in the history of mankind!"
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School started the next morning with the bell ringing and Mr. Tyson dropping his
microphone. "Why did the microphone fall to the floor? Anyone?" he asked, looking around
the room. When satisfied no one would answer, he continued, "It fell because of 'gravity,' a
force created by large masses that causes other smaller masses to stick to them like a
magnet. Because the Earth is so massive, it creates a gravitational pull which sucked the
microphone down to the floor. This gravity is what keeps people, buildings, oceans and
everything else stuck to our globe. Has anyone ever heard of Australia being called, 'the
land down under?" A few students raised their hands as Mr. Tyson picked the globe off his
desk and pointed underneath it. "As you can see, Australia is literally a 'land down under'

the globe, and 'gravity' is what keeps Australians from falling off the bottom of Earth!"

The class erupted in laughter as I sat quietly pondering the absurdity of Australians all
upside-down being constantly sucked to the center of a globe so they wouldn't fall off. How
could gravity be so strong that it keeps people, buildings and entire oceans stuck to the
underside of a spinning globe, yet weak enough that smoke and steam, tiny birds and bugs
can escape its grasp, and rise or fly with ease? How could gravity be so strong that it
curves and holds the oceans onto a ball, yet weak enough that it doesn't cause even a lily-

pad or floating leaf to sink?

Mr. Tyson drew a large, medium and small circle on the blackboard to represent the Sun,
Earth and Moon, then continued his explanation. "The Sun is the most massive object in
our solar system so it creates the biggest gravitational pull. The Earth is smaller than the
Sun, but larger than the Moon, so gravity causes the Earth to orbit around the Sun, while

causing the Moon to orbit the Earth."

"Wait a minute!" I quickly raised my hand and interrupted. "Before you said gravity
caused smaller masses to stick to larger masses. Now you're saying it causes smaller
masses to orbit around larger masses! Which one is it, Mr. Tyson? And how does gravity

decide when to spin things in circles and when to suck things like a magnet!?"

"It just does, you pesky boy!"

22






When I got home from school and told grandpa all about "gravity" he insisted it was
time for us to take another field-trip. After grabbing a big bucket and globe from his
shed, we headed out to the city center, stopping just out front the United Nations
building where there stood a large stone fountain shaped like a map of the world. In
the very middle positioned at the North Pole was a flag pole flying the UN flag.
"Sometimes the truth is most easily hidden in plain sight," grandpa said. "This here
flag and fountain show a more true map and model of Earth than anything they're
teaching you in school, my boy. The fountain water representing the oceans at sea-
level is fully contained and lays perfectly flat. Meanwhile the continents protrude up

from sea-level giving us a practical, tactile, working model of Earth's land and water."

"Now compare that with this," grandpa said holding his globe in one hand and a bucket
full of fountain water in the other. He then poured the water over the globe and we
watched as every last drop fell back to the fountain below. "Water must be contained
like in this bucket or in this fountain, and will stay within and conform to the interior
shape of its container. However, water will never stick to or conform to the exterior of
shapes like this globe. No matter how big the globe is, water will always fall off and
people will be unable to stand anywhere but on top. Even Spaceship Earth at Disney's
Epcot Center, 18 stories tall and 16 million pounds, the largest geodesic sphere ever
constructed, cannot create one iota of its own 'gravity,' or cause even a golf ball to stick
to or orbit around it. You see, this theoretical force that sucks everything towards the
center of large masses was needed to explain how water could bend around a ball-
Earth and keep people from falling off the bottom. The problem is, for a theory to be
proven, it must be observable, measurable, repeatable, and scalable. Yet, after 400
years since Newton's theory, bendy water nor this magical sucking force is anywhere
observable, measurable or repeatable, and even the largest-scale sphere ever
constructed fails to behave as they claim their spherical Earth does. It's quite
convenient to claim the natural physics of water somehow changes at a scale too large

to recreate, but it's not science."
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"Long before the theory of gravity was a glimmer in Newton's imagination, the natural
physics of density and buoyancy already perfectly explained why apples fall down.
Quite simply, objects fall or rise based on their relative density to the medium
surrounding them. Apples fall because they are denser than the air, while helium
balloons rise because they are lighter - no 'gravity' necessary. This is why raindrops
fall down through the air and air-bubbles rise up through water! Everything seeks its
relative density and rises or falls until settling accordingly. This is why a tiny pebble
sinks to the bottom of the ocean, but gigantic cruise-ships and aircraft carriers stay
afloat on the surface, because even though a pebble is so small, its mass relative to its
volume (its density) is more than water, so it sinks, and even though a cruise-ship is so

large, its mass relative to its volume is less than water, so it floats.

If Newton's apple had landed in a puddle instead of on his head, he would have seen
the apple only fell through the air because it was denser than the air, but then floated
on top of the water because it was less dense than water. Have you ever noticed how
it’s easier to stay afloat with your lungs full of air than it is when they're empty?
Submarines float on the surface when their ballast tanks are filled with air, but when
the vents are opened and seawater floods in, they begin to sink as the submarine's
density becomes greater than water. Depending what depth they wish to dive, sailors
simply adjust the ratio of air/water in the tanks, and when ready to re-surface they
blow compressed air into the tanks forcing the seawater out, lowering the density, and

thus causing them to rise back to the surface.

We can also prove this fact of relative density by filling a balloon with approximately
half helium and half air. Since helium is lighter than the oxygen, nitrogen and other
gases that compose the air around us, filling a balloon with just the right amount of
helium to compensate for and balance out the density of the plastic results in a

'gravity-defying' levitating balloon at equilibrium that neither rises nor falls!"
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"Come on down, my boy!" grandpa said, waving me toward the docks. "Not only do submarines
prove gravity doesn't exist, they prove the oceans are flat too!" Grandpa saluted a naval officer
and led me aboard the largest submarine I had ever seen. We entered the control room and
grandpa pointed out several maps and charts laying on the table. "Ship captains in navigating
great distances at sea never need to factor the supposed curvature of the Earth into their
calculations. Both Plane Sailing and Great Circle Sailing, the most popular navigation
methods, use plane, not spherical trigonometry, making all mathematical calculations on the
assumption that the oceans are completely flat. If the Earth were in fact a sphere, such an
errant assumption would lead to constant glaring inaccuracies, but in fact plane navigation

methods have worked perfectly in theory and practice for thousands of years."

"Have a look through these," grandpa said excitedly pulling down two periscopes. "Regular
observational periscopes are able to see ships about 7 or 8 miles away, while special targeting
periscopes equipped with high-tech zoom capability can see ships twice or thrice as far where
they should be invisible blocked beneath hundreds of feet of Earth's alleged curvature.
Submarines set their depth below sea-level then travel for distances of hundreds or thousands
of miles without changing their inclination whatsoever. If the Earth were truly a sphere,
however, submarines would have to periodically dip their noses downward every few miles to
maintain the same depth, otherwise they would always be accidentally re-surfacing due to the

ocean's curvature!"

Grandpa grabbed my hand and led me through the torpedo and sonar rooms. "Subs are
equipped with long-range torpedoes such as the Blackshark and F21 which can hit straight-
line targets over 30 miles away, but if the Earth were truly a globe of given proportions, these
torpedo targets would be hidden behind a 600 foot wall of curved Earth. Modern Navy rail
guns now have the ability to bulls-eye straight-line targets 120 miles away! Yet on a globe-
Earth of given proportions, such targets would be blocked by 9600 feet, or over a mile and a
half of curvature. Last but not least, sonar arrays on the bow, stern, port and starboard send
and receive radar signals in all directions, active sonar to about 30 miles and passive sonar up
to an incredible 1000 miles! On a globe-Earth of given proportions, these sonar signals should

be undetectable hidden by over 100 miles of supposed curvature.”
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Back at school the next day, my brain reeling from the week's revelations, Mr. Tyson
wheeled in a television for us to watch a cosmos documentary showing beautiful
pictures and videos of the Earth, Sun, Moon, stars and planets all shaped like multi-
colored billiard balls spinning around, satellites, telescopes, space stations, and
astronauts free-floating in outer-space, remote-controlled rovers on Mars, even men
walking, jumping, go-karting and golfing on the Moon. While the other students sat
mesmerized cooing "oohs" and "ahhs" at every new image, I kept thinking about

something my grandpa once said about pink unicorns:

"If I told you I had pink unicorns in my shed, would you believe me?" he asked. I shook
my head. "You wouldn't and shouldn't believe me because people can lie. If I showed
you pictures of some pink unicorns in my shed, would you believe me then?" I shook
my head again. "You still wouldn't and shouldn't believe me because pictures can be
faked. What if I showed you high-definition videos of pink unicorns in my shed, then
would you believe?" I shook my head once again. "You still wouldn't and shouldn't

believe me because videos too can be faked!"

Grandpa's point was we shouldn't just believe second-hand information and should
confirm and experience everything for ourselves first-hand. Then we know the truth
rather than just believe, and as grandpa always said, "belief is just a substitute for
knowing." With his words echoing through my head, I began noticing how fake the
beautiful pictures of Earth were, how they were clearly computer-generated images
and not actual photographs. The color, size and shape of the land and water masses
differed so drastically between pictures that they couldn't possibly be real. The more
critically I examined the supposed pictures of Earth from space, the more they

reminded me of grandpa's pink unicorns.
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"Have a look at this, my boy!" Grandpa called me into the study and pointed to his
computer screen. The same footage I had seen at school of men on the Moon was
playing, only this time with the speed doubled. My jaw slowly dropped as it became
clear the astronauts were actually walking, jumping, go-karting and golfing on Earth,

but edited at half-speed to give a "low-gravity" illusion!

"Now watch this," grandpa said clicking forward to several short scenes where we could
clearly see overhead wires attached to the astronaut's backpacks! "They even used the
same backdrops over and over," grandpa said showing me video and photo overlays of
the exact same hills, dunes and craters appearing at supposedly different locations on
the "Moon." There were also clear dividing lines on the floor between the foreground
and backdrops, lens flares and diverging shadows from multiple light sources, even
overhead spotlights reflecting off astronaut's visors, all proving the footage was filmed

in a studio.

"We can expose their photo-trickery now using Photoshop," grandpa said opening
several of NASA's official photographs of Earth taken from the Moon. "Just adjust the
brightness and contrast levels a bit and look what happens!" As grandpa increased the
brightness and lowered the contrast, rectangular artifacts suddenly appeared around
the "Earth" proving them to be doctored images cut and pasted into place. Other
pictures we adjusted showed shadows being cast onto the blackness of "space," again

proving they were in a room with black walls/ceilings, and not actually on the Moon.

"Now look at these cloud patterns," grandpa said pointing to NASA's Blue Marble
Earth picture, "what do you notice?" At first nothing, but then it became all I could see:
the same cloud patterns were at several places all over the Earth! Not similar cloud
patterns, but the exact same clouds copied and pasted into place! "I'll tell you what my
boy," grandpa said tapping his temple, "the only thing NASA ever sent to space is our

imagination."

32



i

1k
)
N
Y

nb ".v.‘

7757

N

33



Grandpa pointed out the office window to the afternoon waxing gibbous Moon. "Notice
how you can see the blue sky right through it? That's because the Moon is not a solid,
opaque, dirt-ball capable of stepping foot on; it is merely a translucent luminary, a
light. For centuries confused establishment astronomers have written about seeing
stars and planets clearly shining right through the dark body of waxing and waning
Moons. In fact, a star occulting the crescent Moon has long been a popular symbol of
Islam and is found on national flags from Algeria and Pakistan to Singapore, Tunisia,
and Turkey. These same confused astronomical experts tell us the Moon has no light of
1ts own and simply reflects the Sun's light, but this is also provably incorrect as the two
lights have altogether different and opposing properties. For example, the Sun’s light
1s golden, warm, drying, preservative, antiseptic, decreases fire combustion, and
prevents plant and animal substances from decomposition, while the Moon’s light is
silver, cool, damp, putrefying, septic, increases fire combustion and causes plant and
animal substances to decay. These two very different and opposing effects cannot be
the result of mere reflection, however, and prove that the Sun and Moon both shine

with their own unique lights."

Later that evening grandpa and I set-up an experiment to test if moon-light really was
cold. We placed a glass of water in direct moon-light and another in the moon-shade,
then used digital thermometers to record both the air and water temperatures in moon-
light vs. moon-shade. For the entire night both the moon-light air and water remained
between one and two full degrees colder than the air and water in moon-shade. "If
done during a full-moon the results are greater," grandpa said, "but this should suffice
to prove the Moon produces its own cool light. Astronomers claim the Moon is a solid
spherical body that reflects sun-light, but the fact is reflectors must be flat or concave
for light rays to have any angle of incidence; If the reflector's surface is convex then
every ray of light points in a direct line with the radius perpendicular to the surface
resulting in no reflection. So, in other words, it's impossible that man has ever or could
ever set foot on the Moon because it's not terra firma like Earth, but rather a luminary,

like the Sun, shining with its own unique light."
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The next morning marked the start of a long weekend and grandpa woke me early from
a sound sleep saying, "We're going on an epic adventure, my boy!" Grandma had my
bags already packed in the truck with breakfast-to-go and waved goodbye as we sped
off towards the airport. Upon arrival, grandpa was greeted with warm smiles, salutes,
and good mornings from all the pilots we walked past. "Today, we're going to see for
ourselves and prove the Earth plane with my Earth Plane!" grandpa exclaimed proudly
pointing to the tail of his single-engine open-cockpit plane. "I named her 'The Earth
Plane' for the double-meaning," he said grinning. "Why do you think they're called air-
'planes' and not air-planets or air-globes? Because they're not flying over a 'planet’' or a

'globe,' they're flying over a plane!"

We climbed in the cockpit, geared-up, strapped in, and prepared for take-off. As we
picked up speed, grandpa yelled for me to pay attention to the horizon and not take my
eyes off it. We lifted from the runway and watched the horizon slowly rising up with us
and extending outwards further and further the higher we went. "Keep watching!"
grandpa yelled as he pulled back the yoke and we continued to climb higher and
higher. The horizon kept rising right along with us remaining perfectly flat and level
360 degrees around. "We're almost at maximum height now," grandpa said still pulling
back the yoke when suddenly the engine stalled, everything went silent, and the plane
started to nose-dive! "Uh oh!" grandpa said fumbling at the controls. Just as I began
to panic, I saw a thin smile cross grandpa's lips, then he restarted the engine, leveled

the plane again, turned to me and winked.

When we landed grandpa explained, "if the horizon was actually the curvature of a
globe, no matter how large, it would remain at a fixed height, and we would have to
gradually tilt our heads down more the higher we ascended to view it. In reality,
however, no matter how high you go, the horizon rises right with your eyes and
remains flat. In fact, amateur balloons with cameras have been sent 10 times higher
than we just went, over 120,000 feet or 20 miles up, and the flat horizon rises all the
way up. The only time you'll ever see a curved horizon is through fish-eyed lenses or
curved commercial airplane windows."
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After finishing our hot chocolate, grandpa handed me a small spirit-level and we headed
back to the Earth Plane for another experiment. Pointing at the instrument panel, he said,
"this is called an attitude indicator or an artificial horizon; it uses a gyroscope to track the
pilot's orientation relative to Earth's horizon. So when we lift-off and start gaining
altitude, the indicator will pitch up and the bubble in your spirit-level will rise forward
away from you. Once we reach cruising altitude, I will level the plane, and both the
artificial horizon and your spirit-level will confirm this. We will continue to fly perfectly
straight and level due south all night long, then tomorrow morning I will decrease altitude,
the indicator will pitch down and the bubble in your spirit-level will fall backward towards
you until landing then level off again. If we were really flying over a globe and not a level
plane Earth I would have to regularly dip the nose decreasing altitude to compensate for
the globe's curvature or else would find myself regularly gaining altitude simply by flying
level! This is absurd, as no pilot in history has ever experienced gaining altitude by simply

flying level, but this is what must happen if we lived on a globe!"

Grandpa grabbed a pen and paper to help explain. First he drew a big circle to represent
the globe, then he made a straight line tangent to it to represent the path of a plane flying
level, and lastly put several straight dotted vertical lines perpendicular to the tangent
showing the exponential gain in altitude that should occur if we were really flying over a
globe. "If Earth is a ball 25,000 miles in circumference, and we fly over it level at 200mph,
in 30 minutes Earth should curve downwards over a mile; and in an hour, we should find
ourselves nearly 5 miles higher altitude than we started simply by flying perfectly level!

Let's see what really happens."

Grandpa fastened the spirit-level next to my seat, patted me on the head and jumped into
the cockpit. As we took off, the bubble in my spirit-level rose forward and the gyro-horizon
pitched up, just like grandpa said. Then we reached cruising altitude and grandpa leveled
off the plane bringing the bubble, real and artificial horizons all back to the center where
they remained for hours until I finally fell asleep. The next morning when I woke up, after
traveling thousands of miles, we were still flying level and at the exact same altitude

proving Earth couldn't possibly be a globe curving downwards away from us.
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"Can you imagine landing if that runway was really moving 1000 miles per hour!?" Grandpa
chuckled lowering the landing gear. "If the Earth was really constantly spinning Eastward 1000
miles every hour, it would be impossible for airplanes to land on runways facing all manner of
directions North, South, East, West and every way in between." Grandpa touched-down gently and

parked the plane for re-fueling.

"Back in the 18th century, when the hot-air balloon was invented, people asked why, if the Earth
was constantly spinning, couldn't they simply hover in place and wait for their Eastward
destinations to arrive under them? The pseudo-scientists of their time claimed this was impossible
because the magical force of gravity somehow pulled the entire atmosphere and their balloons
perfectly along with the Earth! This was and is completely against any science, logic or common
sense mind you, but when men of presumed authority make presumptuous authoritative
statements, they are rarely questioned. If the Earth and atmosphere were constantly spinning
1000mph Eastwards, this should somewhere somehow be seen, heard, felt or measurable by
someone, yet no one in history has ever done so; meanwhile, however, we can hear, feel and
experimentally measure even the slightest Ilmph Westward breeze. Such non-sensical theories are
debunked by clouds, wind, weather patterns, rain, fireworks, birds, bugs, smoke, planes and
projectiles all of which would behave very differently if Earth and its atmosphere were constantly
spinning faster than the speed of sound! Seriously, my boy, can you imagine sideways rain falling
at the equator, or upside-down planes landing in Australia!?" Grandpa and I laughed at such a

ridiculous thought.

"Around the turn of the 20th century, the ball-Earth pseudo-scientists were conclusively proven
wrong upon the invention of the airplane. You see, if the Earth were constantly spinning
Eastwards 1000mph at the equator then airplane flight durations Eastwards vs. Westwards would
be significantly different. Since the average commercial airliner travels 500mph, it follows that
Westbound equatorial flights should reach their destination approximately three times faster than
their Eastbound return flights! In reality, however, the differences in East/Westbound flight
durations usually amount to a matter of minutes, and nothing near what would occur on a
1000mph spinning ball Earth. For example, commercial flights from Quito, Ecuador traveling
Eastwards 2000 miles to Macapa, Brazil, at 500mph, take an average of 4 hours, so the return
flights Westward going against the alleged 1000mph spin of the Earth should be significantly

shorter, but in reality take the exact same 4 hours, just as expected on a stationary Earth."
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That evening we set-up camp in the woods near the airfield, pitched a tent, unrolled our sleeping
bags, and roasted marshmallows on a bon-fire. Grandpa was teaching me how to make them
golden brown without burning them, when suddenly he went silent and smiled to himself. With a
glint in his eye and a s'more in his mouth, grandpa told me about the last time he taught someone
the fine art of marshmallow roasting. "It was your grandmother and I's honeymoon to the Arctic,
which we've always called our 'honeysun' because we stayed up all night to watch the never-setting
Midnight Sun."

"What is the Midnight Sun?" I asked, as my marshmallow caught on fire.

Grandpa swiftly snagged my stick and blew out my blackened failure. "The Midnight Sun is what
you can see in Northern regions above the Arctic circle during and around the Summer Solstice.
For several days or even weeks (depending where you are) you can watch the Sun travel 360
degrees around you slowly rising and falling every 12 hours, but never fully setting below the
horizon! This is because at the Summer Solstice the Sun reaches its inner-most circuit directly over
the Tropic of Cancer, allowing observers situated centrally in the Arctic circle to see the Sun make
its complete 24 hour circuit without ever leaving the sky. Your grandmother and I witnessed 3
days without darkness, 72 hours of daylight, which would be impossible on a tilting, wobbling,
spinning globe Earth. To see the Sun for an entire revolution on a spinning ball at any point other
than the poles, you would have to be looking through miles and miles of land and sea for part of the
revolution! Anyone below the poles could never witness the Sun for 72 hours, 3 whole revolutions,
straight because to do so would mean you are somehow seeing “through the globe” and to the Sun
on the other side! The ball-Earth pseudo-scientists have tried to claim 24 hour sunlight also
happens in Antarctica during the Winter Solstice to help bolster their wobbling ball model, but
their only supposed evidence is a couple of clearly fake edited videos which have been thoroughly
debunked. There is, in fact, never 24 hour sunlight anywhere in Antarctica because even when the
Sun reaches its outer-most circuit over the Tropic of Capricorn, the entirety of the Antarctic
circumference cannot be reached by its light at any one time, and so it will still set every day. The
Royal Belgian Geographical Society even recorded that during the most severe part of the Antarctic
winter, from 71 degrees South latitude onwards, the sun sets on May 17th and is not seen above the
horizon again until July 21st. This would be impossible on a spinning space-ball wobbling around
the Sun, and is yet another proof we live on a motionless level plane with the Sun, Moon and stars

all revolving over and around us, just as we experience every day."
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After almost another full day of flying, it was getting increasingly colder, and we made our final re-
fueling stop at a lonely place called the Desolation Islands. As we walked along the sparse coast-
line, grandpa unfolded a huge, detailed map called "Hammond's Air Age Map of the World," and
pointed to our location. "Here at 49 degrees Southern latitude, we're nearing the coldest, harshest,

most desolate climate on Earth: Antarctica."

Grandpa traced his finger in a circle around the circumference of the map, then traced two more
smaller concentric circles showing the path of the Sun throughout the year. "During its annual
spiral journey over and around the Earth, the Sun slowly speeds up and widens its circular path for
6 months until reaching the Tropic of Capricorn at 23.5 degrees South latitude. Then for the next 6
months, the Sun slows down and narrows its path until reaching the Tropic of Cancer at 23.5
degrees North latitude. This is why equatorial and tropical regions experience almost year-round
summer and heat while higher latitudes North and especially South experience more distinct
seasons with harsh winters. Here on the Desolation Islands there are only 18 species of native
plants and a handful of animals that can survive the cold, hostile climate, compared to somewhere
of equal 49 degrees Northern latitude, like the country of France, which has a very hospitable
climate and is home to hundreds of native animals and thousands of native plants. The stark
contrast between places of equal latitudes North and South is a direct result of the Sun's influence
(or lack of influence) over them. In the North dawn and dusk are usually drawn-out beautiful
scenes lasting over an hour each, whereas in the deep South dawn and dusk pass by in an instant,
becoming bright as day or too dark to see in a matter of minutes. The Northern Arctic region enjoys
moderately warm summers and manageable winters due to the Sun's slower, tighter circles in the
North, whereas the Southern Antarctic region never even warms enough to melt the perpetual
snow and ice due to the Sun's swifter, wider circles it makes over the South. This results in
Antarctica being by far the coldest place on Earth with an average annual temperature of -57

degrees Fahrenheit in contrast to the average at the North Pole, a comparatively warm 4 degrees."

"So we're going to Antarctica?" I asked pulling my jacket hood over my sweatshirt hoodie over my

ear-muffs over my hat.

"We're going beyond Antarctica, my boy!" Grandpa exclaimed pointing past the edge of the map.
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Early the next morning, after flying all night over rough, dark seas, dawn arrived behind us
and illuminated in front of us a huge 200-foot-high plateau of Antarctic ice extending outwards
and onward as far as the eye could see. We continued flying south over Antarctica until lunch-

time when Grandpa brought us down on a flat patch of ice near the South Pole.

"Why aren't we landing on the air-strip over there?" I asked pointing off in the distance.

"I'm afraid we don't have clearance to touch down over there, my boy. In fact, the Antarctic
Treaty, a law signed by 53 countries and enforced by military, prohibits independent
exploration of Antarctica, so if they catch us we'll be in trouble!" Grandpa winked and handed
me a magnetic compass as we walked toward a tall red and white barber-shop pole sticking out
of the ice. "They say this here is the South Pole, but then contradict themselves by saying the
true South Pole is actually constantly moving around somewhere in this vicinity. This is just a
convenient and necessary excuse to maintain their lie. Because if Earth was really a big ball
and we're standing on the bottom of that ball right now at the southern-most point, you should
be able to walk in a circle with your back to the Pole and have the compass show North being
in front of you in every direction." I walked a large circle with my back to the South Pole and
North remained fixed in the direction we flew from no matter where I went. "Think about it, if
we're on the bottom of a ball right now, how could the compass point North!? North would be
the top of the ball, so the needle would have to point down to your feet! North-facing compass
needles at the South Pole must be pointing into outer-space!" Grandpa laughed. "The truth is
they've just placed this red and white barber-shop pole at an arbitrary location here in
Antarctica so rich people on their government-approved penguin-tours can get their pictures
taken and claim they've been to the 'bottom of the world.' But as you can see from your
compass reading, there's plenty more land South of the South Pole that doesn't exist anywhere
on the globe!" We gazed southwards from the South Pole at the massive expanse of
mountainous ice ahead of us. "This land doesn't exist on any known map. It could go on
forever for all we know. Perhaps there are other Earth-ponds beyond, or maybe there is some
solid barrier like a dome that contains us. I have been wondering and wanting to know what

exists South of the South Pole for my whole life. Let's go find out!"
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As we climbed back into the Earth Plane preparing for take-off, an emergency message came
over the radio accusing us of unauthorized landing in Antarctica, and warning that our craft
would be shot down if we didn't turn back immediately! Grandpa sat still for a second, shut his
radio off, turned to me and said, "We'll only get one chance at this, my boy, and we've come too
far to go back without any answers!" Grandpa fired the engine up and we lifted-off heading
South at top-speed. Within minutes a group of military jets began tailing us closely and the
look on his face changed from nervous excitement to frustrated despair. Our plane's top speed
was no match. The jets closed in and began firing warning shots in our direction. Grandpa
quickly attempted an evasive maneuver in hopes of losing them but it was useless. Another
warning shot came close enough that we could hear it whizzing by our heads, and that was the
last straw. With watery eyes grandpa banked 180 degrees and began heading back. The
military escort directed us toward the air-strip I'd seen earlier, forced us to land, then arrested
grandpa and led him away into a locked windowless room for hours. When he finally came
back out, grandpa said since he had also served in the military, they only gave him a slap on

the wrist, but could have been penalized with fines and jail-time for what we did.

That evening before beginning our long flight back home, grandpa told me something that
would change my entire life from that moment forward. Sitting on a couple crates by the
tarmac and sharing a meal of rice and beans on paper plates, he turned to me with sad eyes, an
upside-down frown, and said, "you're old enough to know the truth now, my boy. Remember
your grandma and I told you how your father was a great pilot and your mother a daring
explorer?" My ears perked up at the rare mention of my parents. "And how when you were
very little, their plane was lost during an expedition?" I nodded my head. "I never told you,
but I was with them, and the expedition was right here. I was flying solo in the Earth Plane,
and your parents were together in your father's identical Earth Plane 2. We all shared a
passion for truth and wanted to explore the lands South of the South Pole so we decided to go
for it. Just like today, military crafts began tailing us shortly after passing the pole, sending
emergency messages over the radio, and firing warning shots. Knowing your father was the
better pilot, I drew their fire and led them off due west while your father and mother continued
speeding South. Two jets followed me, but another three stayed tailing your parent's plane,
and that was when I lost track of them. The last thing I heard was your father's brave voice
crackling over the radio adamantly saying, "we have the right to full exploration of Earth and

you have no right to stop us!"
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Nobody ever heard from my parents again. There were no news reports, no obituaries, no
death certificates, and all official inquiries into the incident were met with denial.
Grandpa and I held hope that they succeeded in escaping to undiscovered lands, but it
seemed more and more unlikely every year that passed, since if they did survive, surely

they would come back home.

It has been thirty years since my grandpa took me on that fateful flight. I decided then
and there to make it my life's mission to discover the truth, and I wouldn't repeat the same
mistakes of my parents and grandparents. A grand conspiracy spanning five centuries,
brainwashing the entirety of humanity, and protected by advanced military technology,
could not be defeated by a single man. Only if a critical mass became awakened and active
in exposing the deception could the truth be known and full exploration achieved. So I set
out to make the biggest noise I could about our Earth Plane. I talked about it to everyone I
met. I made posters, stickers, signs and stamps, created websites, blogs, documentaries,
and articles, posted pictures, videos, memes and maps on forums and social medias.
Slowly more and more people began questioning reality, thinking critically, and realizing
the lies. I began writing books, doing podcasts, radio interviews, and making music all
about our Earth Plane. I even wrote a children's book called, "The Earth Plane," to help
our poor youngsters understand how they are being lied to. Finally, I went to school to
become a pilot like my father and grandfather, and when I could afford it, bought my very
own Earth Plane 3.

Now, tens of millions have awakened to the reality of our Earth Plane and they are hard at
work spreading the word even further! Humanity is ready for the truth and today we will
discover it! Myself and hundreds more pilots and sailors have organized an entire fleet of
"Earth Planes" and "Earth Ships" simultaneously heading South from all longitudes to
fully explore Antarctica and beyond! They cannot stop us all, and many members of the
military are on our side. They have even promised to give stand-down orders to allow us
through undisturbed. Today, is the culmination of my family's brave efforts to free
humanity. Today pseudo-science and its minions like Mr. Tyson will fall and the truth will

be known to all!

50



51



52



