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Chapter 1

October 13, 2016

 


Pan-STARRS operates a
1.8 meter telescope at the summit of
Haleakala on Maui with which the Near Earth Project tracks objects
having the potential to collide with the planet. After explaining
their camera’s enormous seven-degree field of view to the visiting
high school class, the docent told them, “Your timing is great.
Last night we found something pretty exciting.” He aimed a remote
at a flat screen monitor. The students saw three specks of light
against the background of stars. He clicked the remote again, and
with a laser pointer, circled a bright star. “Notice that these
three objects have moved relative to this star. These images were
taken an hour apart.”

“What are they?” a boy asked.

“We don’t know. We estimate they are roughly
two-hundred meters across, and they are going to pass very close to
the earth in about forty days. We’ve never seen an object moving
this fast.”

“Cool. Three alien ships heading for us, and
you found them on Columbus Day.”

“What if they’re only asteroids and they hit
us?” a Polynesian girl asked.

The docent said, “Either would be bad.”

 


NASA runs the Near Earth
Project and duly notified the CIA. The
director was unfamiliar with the events from the early fifties and
had to make inquiries as to protocol. She was advised to call
George Bush, Sr. who was thought to be the last person living with
direct knowledge of the Roswell matter. When she got the aging
former president on the phone, he sounded worried. “Madam Director,
somewhere in your archives is all the information that you need. I
just hope to God you can find it.”

Archivists, in their mole-like existence,
had little trouble finding the files, and a team of analysts began
absorbing documents. Carrie Player was not one of them.

 


Carrie was at home fixing dinner and watching the
news. The report from NASA of three
objects travelling in apparent formation, on a collision course
with earth, was not being treated as an alien encounter.
Speculation about an asteroid having been broken into thirds by a
collision with another remained in vogue.

The next morning, she went to her
supervisor. “I need to be involved in whatever we’re doing about
the three alien craft that are on their way here,” she said.

The man gave her a look that said he was
thinking of calling security. “Alien craft? Have you had a
psychological evaluation lately?”

“I’m not crazy. I know what they are and why
they are coming.”

“And who is telling you this?”

“My late uncle, Miles Ashly, told me the
truth about the Roswell incident and his part in it for twenty-five
years.”

“Did your uncle tell you this before or
after he died?”

“He told me on his death bed. Look, I speak
their language.”

“You speak their language. Okay, for the
sake of argument, let’s just say that you’re not crazy, what are
you proposing?”

“The Company has vital information for
dealing with this threat. I need to be part of the team evaluating
it and making policy decisions.”

“You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

“You’re damn right I’m serious, and I
do speak their language.” She gave him a spoken sample that
implied his parents were asexual degenerates.

“Right, I get that a lot. Let me try to get
this news to the director.” He dialed an internal extension and put
the phone on speaker. “Madam Director, Chief of Linguistics
speaking. I’ve got an otherwise stable analyst here who says she
can speak the aliens’ language.”

The director said, “She speaks their
language? I’ve got to meet this woman.”

During twenty years of service Carrie had
never been to the top floor at Langley. In twenty years she had
never been involved with, or even heard, of anything being done
with respect to UFOs.

 


CIA Director, Georgia
Turnbull, was a tall, broad-shouldered woman, who kept her striking
figure into the latter half of middle age. She wore her platinum
gray hair in a graceful sweep that framed her oval face in a
dramatic manner. Her smile was wide and engaging but hardly anyone
ever saw it.

Director Turnbull received Carrie warmly.
She said, “You may be more up to speed on this than I am. Please
tell me what you know and how you know it.”

Carrie took a seat and began to recount the
story that her uncle Miles had revealed to her on his deathbed.
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Chapter 2

 


July 6, 1947

 


The heat waves blurred the horizon, and dry wind blew
grit under his collar. Mack Brazel pulled his sweat soaked hat from
his head and wiped his brow with his sleeve. The boy said, “Mr.
Brazel, what’s wrong with them sheep?”

“This stuff laying all over’s got ‘em
spooked. If they don’t get past it and get to the waterhole, they
gonna die in this heat.”

“Where’d it come from?”

“I don’t rightly know, son. We’ll take some
back with us. There must be somebody around who’ll know what it
is.”

“It’s too hot to touch.”

“Yeah it is. I’ll get a tarp outta the
truck. We’ll wrap it up in that.”

Brazel gathered fragments of metal and
fabric—one notable piece with markings—and piled them on the oily
old canvas. He took his knife from his pocket and tested it against
a shard without making any trace of a mark. “Mighty tough stuff,”
he told seven-year-old Dee Proctor, the neighbor’s boy.

“My dad will know what it is,” he said. Then
pointing, “What’s that on the ground?”

Brazel squinted and said, “Probably a lamb
that died without water. Let’s go see.” Taking a few steps toward
the prostrate form, Brazel squinted to determine its shape.”

“What smells so bad?” Dee asked.

Brazel smelled it too. “That’s no dead
lamb.” Then terror clapped in his chest, and he turned the boy
toward the pick-up. “Wait in the cab, son.” While Dee walked to the
truck Brazel took tentative steps around the gray shape in a furrow
between tufts of dry grass. “Oh, good Lord,” he whispered and ran
to the truck. Throwing the tarp into the bed then pulling himself
behind the wheel.

“What was it, Mr. Brazel?”

“Something not of this world.”

“What’s that mean?”

“I don’t know, son. I just don’t know.”

Brazel drove Dee home and showed his parents
what he collected and, in whispers, told what he had seen. “You’d
best go see the sheriff,” Floyd Proctor said.

“I reckon. Somebody’s gotta clean it all
up—right quick too.”

Loretta said, “Mack, thanks for not letting
Dee see the other thing. He’d have nightmares.”

“I know it. I’m gonna have nightmares
too.”

“You suppose there’ll be more of them
coming?” Loretta asked.

“Ain’t no telling. Have to keep an eye on
the sky.” Brazel said.

“Guess I’ll put the twelve gauge in the
pickup. Let us know what the sheriff says,” Floyd said.

“I will,” he said, then drove his battered
old pick-up into Roswell.

Brazel parked in front of the sheriff’s
station. Inside he said, “George, I’m surprised to find you in your
office on Sunday afternoon.”

“I’m a hard working sheriff. What’s on your
mind, Mack?” Sheriff George Wilcox said.

“Let me shut the door. We need to talk kinda
confidential.”

Wilcox scowled and nodded. “What you got in
that dirty old tarp?”

“Damnedest thing you ever heard tell of.
Figure one of them flying saucers blew up over Foster’s ranch.”

“You been drinking in the middle of the day,
Mack?” The sheriff began to examine the pieces of metal. He looked
long and curiously at the one bearing inscriptions.

“Here,” Brazel said, “take my knife, and see
if you can put a scratch on that.”

Wilcox tried, and when he failed, said, “It
sure ain’t aluminum, and I never heard of making an airplane out of
steel.”

“It ain’t steel neither, and that ain’t all.
The bodies of them spacemen are out there too.”

Wilcox stared mutely.

“I’m dead serious, George. There’s still
time to get out there before dark. Come see for yourself.”

Wilcox stroked his chin and reached for his
Stetson. “I reckon I oughtta. You want to follow me?” The phone
rang. “Hold on.” He lifted the receiver and said, “Sheriff Wilcox.
Oh, hi, Frank. As a matter of fact I do. I’m going to put Mack
Brazel on.” He covered the mouthpiece and said to Brazel, “This
here’s Frank Joyce over at KGFL. Calls
every day looking for news. Tell him your story.”

Brazel took the phone and spoke to the disc
jockey from the local radio station for several minutes. In the end
he said, “Damn right it’s the truth. I’m taking the sheriff out
there right now. He’ll tell you how true it is when he gets
back.”

 


At the debris field the first thing Wilcox said was,
“Oh, good Lord, that’s a powerful stink.”

“You ain’t lying.” Wilcox squatted to
examine a large shard of metal. Brazel said, “There’s a burned spot
over yonder and that’s where the body is.”

“There’s just one body?”

“I didn’t look around after I saw it. I had
the Proctors’ boy with me—didn’t want him to see it. It’s pretty
busted up.”

“Let’s have a look.”

Brazel led him to the furrow. “It’s in
there. It’s pretty hard to get close for the smell.”

Wilcox held his breath and leaned over the
cadaver. He stepped back and said, “That ain’t something from this
world. Look at them eyes. We better look around a little to see if
there’s more.”

They went in opposite directions. In a few
minutes Brazel shouted, “There two more over here. One’s not so
torn up.”

Wilcox came with his handkerchief over his
nose and mouth. He looked at the bodies and said, “They stink so
bad I bet a coyote won’t even get near them.”

“Don’t look like nothing’s been chewing on
’em. What do you figure we oughtta do?”

“Yeah, who do you tell about a thing like
this?”

“I want to know who’s gonna clean it up.
It’s spookin’ the sheep.”

“I got to think on it a while. You don’t
have a phone do you?”

“No.”

“Why don’t you come to town tomorrow? I’ll
think of something.”

“Okay. Let that Joyce fella know I ain’t
full of shit.”

“Yeah. In the meantime, I don’t think you
ought to touch anything.”

 


Wilcox stopped by the radio station where Frank Joyce
had just finished his shift. “Hey, Sheriff, what did you find out
there?”

“It’s true, sure as hell. They got these big
heads and big black eyes—nothing from this world. Who the hell
should I go to with this?”

“I’d go over to the airbase. They’re in
charge of things that fly, ain’t they?”

“That’s a good idea. I’ll call Jesse Marcel
in the morning. I reckon they ain’t going nowhere.”

“How many are there?”

“Three, but the debris covers a lot of
territory, and we didn’t spend a lot of time looking. The stink
coming off of them is enough to run you out of the county.”

“Stink? ’Cause they’re rotting?”

“No, sir, it’s not putrefaction. They just
stink.”

“That’s odd. I wonder how we smell to
them?”

 


Monday morning Sheriff Wilcox drove his black and
white Ford patrol car onto the Roswell Army Air Field (RAAF) and requested to meet with Major Jesse Marcel on
official business. When he had finished his story Marcel leaned
back in his chair. “Well, it was bound to happen sooner or later.
Give me a minute.” He made a phone call, told someone to meet them
at the motor pool, and said to Wilcox, “Lead the way. We’ve got to
assess the situation.”

While Marcel signed for a Jeep, two men
approached, one in sergeant’s stripes and the other in civilian
clothes. Marcel said, “Sheriff, this is Captain Cravitt and
Sergeant Bill Rickets. Gentlemen, meet Sheriff Wilcox.” All shook
hands and climbed into the Jeep. They dropped Wilcox at his patrol
car and he led the way.

On the dirt road into Foster’s ranch the
police car raised a cloud of dust choking the three men in the open
Jeep. At the site of the debris they saw Brazel’s truck and found
him with his wife, son, and daughter, looking over the scene.

“Mack,” Wilcox said, “use your head. This is
no place for them. Especially the kids.”

“This is a historic event, George. They
deserve to be part of it.”

“It could be dangerous for ‘em.”

“Dangerous? They’re all dead.”

“Could be poisons or radio activity.”

“Then it ain’t no worse than them atom bombs
those guys are setting off.”

“Just do me a favor and get them outta
here.”

Brazel, grumbling, loaded his family into
the truck, and left.

Marcel said, “Thanks, Sheriff, we don’t need
civilians getting involved.” Cravitt remained silent. He and
Rickets examined a fragment of metal.

Cravitt looked around at the field of
debris. “It doesn’t look like a crash site. Whatever it was
disintegrated in the air. Where’s the bodies?”

Wilcox led them to the badly mangled corpse,
then the pair of less damaged alien cadavers.

“Good God,” Marcel said, “they are strange
looking creatures. We’ve got to get this place secured fast, then
scoop everything up and get it out of here.”

“Major, you don’t want anybody seeing this
who doesn’t have secret clearance,” Cravitt said.

“You’re right. We’ll keep the MPs out on the highway. When we get back, you deal
with the provost marshal.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Sheriff, who was the civilian?”

“That was Mack Brazel. He discovered this
yesterday. He works for Foster.”

“Live on the ranch?”

“He’s got a little cabin here but keeps his
family over in Corona.”

“Okay, we’ll take it from here, Sheriff. You
can go now.”

“That’s fine by me.” Wilcox got into his car
and drove down the dusty road.

The three soldiers huddled when they were
alone. After the dust cloud dissipated they boarded the Jeep and
drove at speed to the headquarters of the 509th Bomb Group on RAAF.

 


Counter-Intelligence Officer, Cravitt called on the
Provost Marshal, Colonel Edwin Easley. After waiting in the
anteroom for twenty minutes he was shown into the colonel’s Spartan
office with a window giving onto the parade ground. Cravitt said,
“Colonel, we have a situation that requires some security
arrangements.”

“Go on.”

“It seems a space ship from another planet
has blown up over a nearby ranch. We need a perimeter set up on all
the roads around the Foster place to prevent anyone without top
secret clearance on the ranch—”

“Wait a minute,” Easley said, “what makes
you think it’s not something the Reds are up to?”

“Colonel, I assure you, it’s not the
Russians this time. There are bodies out there that did not come
from this planet.”

“Oh. How many men do you need?”

Cravitt unfolded a local map that had
X’s marking the locations of access to the
Foster ranch. “I would say four men at each of these locations
around the clock and patrols on all four of these roads. We also
need to have a civilian named Brazel arrested and brought here for
interrogation. Finally, someone needs to make sure, damn sure, that
Sheriff Wilcox keeps his mouth shut.”

“As good as done, Captain. What are you
planning to do about the evidence?”

“Obviously we have to take possession of it.
After that, its disposition is out of my area of
responsibility.”

 


The agitation Marcel displayed in his request for a
meeting with Colonel Blanchard got him in front of the commander
immediately. “What is your problem, Major?” Blanchard asked
coolly.

“Sir, you won’t believe this, but we’ve
found pieces of a flying disc and bodies of the pilots.”

“You sure it’s not just a civilian plane
crash?”

“The bodies are not human, sir.”

“My God. Have you secured them?”

“We’re moving to do that right now. Have I
got authority to collect the debris, and the bodies, using all
personnel and equipment necessary, and to do so as a classified
operation?”

“Absolutely. And contact Haut. Have him
issue a statement that deflects attention from this.”

 


Cravitt and Sergeant Bill Rickets went straight back
to the crash site while Marcel organized his recovery team. Cravitt
and Rickets beat the MPs to the ranch and were relieved to find the
place empty save for the sheep.

“Let’s establish the size of the debris
field,” Cravitt said.

They walked in an increasing arc until they
came to a dry wash that they followed away from the center of the
crash site where the bodies and burned area were. “There’s still
some pieces of metal down there,” Rickets said pointing. “Hey,
what’s that in the shadow?”

“It’s another body. I can smell it.”

“Captain, it’s moving. That thing is still
alive.”

“Oh shit, you’re right.” Cravitt drew his
sidearm and climbed into the gully. He stopped a short distance
from the alien and watched it. The being turned its head and met
his gaze with its big, black almond-shaped eyes, totally
fathomless. Rickets tentatively stepped beside his boss. The
creature then turned its head away and proceeded to smash something
with a rock.

“It’s got something it doesn’t want us to
get,” Cravitt said. The alien reached for an identical object and
raised the rock but Cravitt ran to it and grabbed the device. The
being’s hand looked frail and feeble but its grip was strong enough
to prevent Cravitt from snatching the thing from it, so he
backhanded the overlarge gray head with his pistol hand and jerked
again on the extraterrestrial device, freeing it.

Rickets shouted, “God, Captain, get away
from it.”

Cravitt did take one step back and pointed
the gun between those unreadable eyes. He stood waiting for a
reaction, but the creature seemed to slump and did nothing. Cravitt
stepped backwards, gingerly, to where Rickets stood. He glanced at
what was in his hand. “It’s a book,” he said. Then he shook his
head as if to clear a baffling thought. He looked back at the alien
that was not moving but quite clearly still alive.

Rickets said, “It looks like a tiny
television set to me.”

“Somehow I know it’s a book. When I first
looked at it these squiggles were moving up the front of it, and I
got sort of lightheaded then they stopped. This looks like the
writing on the metal pieces.”

“Yeah, it does. Maybe you’re right.”

“This is a book from another world, and he
didn’t want us to have it.”

“What the hell good is it? Nobody can read
it.”

“Somebody will figure it out. It’s probably
got a battery in it that will go dead soon. We’ll have to
photograph the pages, so the code boys will have something to work
with when it dies.”

“Speaking of dying, what do we do with
him?”

“Well, he doesn’t seem to want to run off.
He’s probably injured, but we can’t take a chance on him getting
away.”

“You think there’s more of ’em?”

“How the hell should I know? Where is that
damned Marcel?”

“We can’t stand here in the sun all
afternoon watching him.”

“We don’t have any choice.”

“Maybe we can tie him up.”

“You want to tie him up, be my guest. He’s a
strong little bastard.”

“You suppose he understands us?”

“That’s a good question. They been spying on
us, they might know our language. Ask him.”

Rickets stared at the odd gray entity with
its large oval head and diminutive torso. Finally he got brave
enough to shout, “Hey, spaceman, you understand me?”

It raised its head and looked toward Rickets
but made no sound or gesture.

“Shit, Captain, it gives me the creeps.”

“Me too, Bill. I wish Marcel would get his
ass out here and take over. Why don’t you get up on the edge of the
wash so you can see when he arrives?”

When Marcel arrived, followed by a company
of engineers with trucks and tractors, Rickets shouted and waved
his arms to get attention. The major trotted to the side of the
ravine to see what had the sergeant so excited. He looked where
Rickets pointed and said, “Holy shit, Cravitt, what have you
got?”

“I got a prisoner, Major, and he stinks to
high heaven. Do you think I can get some relief?”

Marcel’s aide caught up with him, he told
him to radio the base for an ambulance and a couple of doctors.
“And tell them to get here on the double in case it’s fixing to
die. Some science boys are going to want to examine this thing.
Then get some MPs with clearance to relieve Captain Cravitt.” The
aide left running. To Cravitt, Marcel said, “Has it done
anything?”

“No, I figure it’s hurt.” He neglected to
mention the alien book.

 


[image: tmp_62617e7a4dbac33d884fbdc27de5471b_gwpsPj_html_m1c115c4e.png]


Chapter 3

 


Public Information Officer, Walter Haut, after
hearing Marcel’s account of what he had seen on the Foster ranch,
issued a press release. The Roswell Daily Record’s headline on
Tuesday, July 8, 1947, read, “RAAF
Captures Flying Saucer on Ranch in Roswell Area.”

When the paper hit Colonel Blanchard’s stoop
that morning, the townsfolk thought the 509th Bomb Group had tested an atomic device. While
Haut was being verbally sodomized by the colonel,
Counter-Intelligence Officer Cravitt began embellishing a
cock-and-bull story about weather balloons, Provost Marshal Easley
had Mack Brazel arrested and thrown into the brig, Marcel
supervised the collection of every piece of the craft and crew, and
had the vile smelling, ailing alien strapped to a gurney, as
Commanding General Roger Ramey was en route from Fort Worth.

On Ramey’s arrival he met first with Cravitt
to assess the security situation. The gaff of the first press
release aside, the general said he was satisfied that information
was adequately contained. After inspecting the metal fragments
hidden in an unused hangar, he told the captain in charge, “I want
everything in crates by tomorrow. We’ll ship it to Carswell, and
put Captain Cravitt’s balloon pieces in a separate crate that is
clearly marked ‘balloon.’ We’ll put on a dog and pony show for the
press at Fort Worth.”

About the bodies he ordered, “Get an army
doctor to perform autopsies and find a reliable mortician to
preserve them.”

“What about the live one?” Cravitt
asked.

“Euthanize it.”

Cravitt did not flinch.

“Anymore loose ends?” Ramey asked.

“Just the sheriff and the disc jockey.”

“Let’s make a call on the sheriff and see
where he stands.”

Ramey, Easley, Cravitt, and two MPs, found
Sheriff Wilcox at home in the evening. Ramey came straight to the
point. “This is a matter of national security. Neither you, nor any
of your family, is to say anything about this incident. It never
happened. Understood?”

Wilcox stiffened. “You do realize you’re
talking to a duly elected public official.”

“I don’t care if you’re the Sultan of Swat,
the United States Army is willing to take drastic measures to keep
this quiet. Do you understand my meaning?”

“You threatening me, General?”

“I am not threatening. I am telling you that
if you, or any of your family, mentions flying saucers, you
will have an accident. Our cover story is a failed weather
balloon, and that is what you are to say if asked. Captain Cravitt,
you are to monitor the situation. If you become aware of a security
breach, advise Colonel Easley.”

Cravitt and Easley exchanged scowls. Cravitt
only said, “Yes, sir.”

After leaving Wilcox shaken and seething,
Ramey said, “What about the disc jockey?”

Easley hastened to reply. “He didn’t see
anything. Once we convince Brazel that he was mistaken, we’ll take
him to KGFL to give a new explanation. We
can discredit Joyce if he repeats the original story.”

“Make sure that works.”

Ramey made calls to the FBI, OSS and Army Intelligence to report his findings
of the situation on the ground at Roswell, then he boarded his
plane and flew back to Carswell Air Base at Fort Worth to prepare
for his dog and pony show.

 


George Wilcox slammed several successive shots of
Wild Turkey before he regained sufficient composure to talk to his
wife. “I’m the top law enforcement official in the county. Who the
hell do I complain to?”

“You might try the FBI.”

After several attempts—and threatening his
neighbors if they listened on the party line—he managed to get the
director of the FBI station in Albuquerque
on the phone. He told his story and finished with: “It’s not that I
don’t want to cooperate, but I’m not going to stand for being
threatened by nobody.”

The phone was silent for several seconds
before the director said, “Sheriff, I’ve been contacted on this
matter by Washington, and if you know what’s good for you and your
family, you better do just what the general says.” The line went
dead.

 


It took Easley’s provost guards ten whole days to
break Mack Brazel. In the end, three of them drove him to
KGFL where Frank Joyce motioned for him to
come into the studio, and he noted the three MPs waiting in the
reception area.

Joyce said, “So what’s new with the flying
saucer story?”

“I got that all wrong. It turns out all it
was is a weather balloon. They got some secret deal supposed to spy
on the Ruskies, and one of ’em crashed.”

Joyce glanced through the studio window to
the MPs milling about in the outer office.
“Hold on, you do know what you’re saying now is nothing like what
you told me on the phone. What about the little green men?”

Brazel also looked at the MPs, then he fixed Joyce with a look of disgust. “They
weren’t green, dammit.” He stormed out of the studio.

 


Sheridan Cravitt got onto the last cargo plane
carrying crash debris, bogus weather balloon pieces, and the
embalmed bodies of the aliens. In his duffle bag, wrapped in a
couple of his tee shirts, was what he had taken to calling ‘their
library.’ At Carswell Air Base he took it to the office of Army
Intelligence. The place crackled with rumors of what the metal
shards and strange bodies meant to the future of the world. Cravitt
got a meeting with his Carswell counterpart. When shown the
artifact he asked, “How’d you keep that from Ramey?”

“There’s another one that the little gray
bastard smashed. It’s in with the rest of the evidence, but I
snatched this right out of its hand before it got ruined. I want to
make sure it gets preserved photographically before the battery
runs down.”

“How do you know it runs on batteries?”

“There isn’t any cord. What else could make
it work?”

“Who knows—cosmic rays? They got here from
another planet, didn’t they? They probably can do just about
anything they want.”

“Well, whatever powers it can’t last
forever, so I need your boys to take a picture of each page so the
crypto boys can work on learning to read it after it quits
working.”

“What do you mean page?”

“Look, when you pick it up the squiggles
start moving up the front of it, but only for a few seconds, then
it stops. The only way I found to make it run is put it down and
pick it up again. If we can get a picture of each different page,
so to speak, we can have a permanent record to try to
decipher.”

“How can you be so sure that’s even
writing?”

“What else could it be? Anyhow, it looks
just like the squiggles on some of the pieces of their damn
saucer.”

“Let me try it.” The intelligence captain
took it from Cravitt. “I’ll be damn. I wonder how it knows you
picked it up.”

“Probably the heat of your hands or
something. It’s not motion. I tried shaking it.”

“Then why does it stop?”

“Hell if I know. Maybe they’re slow readers
up there. Maybe it’s half-broken. All the more reason to get it
documented.”

“Okay, I’ll get somebody to microfilm it.
What do I do with it when we’re done?”

“Find somebody who is smart enough to
translate it and see what makes it tick. We might get rich if we
invent an electric book.”

Cravitt went to the hangar where Ramey’s dog
and pony show was in progress. He stood behind the reporters who
were swallowing the public information officer’s explanation of
what the phony bits of rubber and balsa wood meant and how foolish
the Roswell rubes were to think it was a spaceship. Cravitt shook
his head and thought, What a gullible bunch of assholes.
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Chapter 4

 


July 6, 1953

 


Miles Ashly bore an uncanny resemblance to the
Monopoly game tycoon. However, his mustache drooped giving him a
walrus-like aspect and his tweed jackets added a professorial air.
Nothing unnerved him more than change, and in the previous months,
he had witnessed the inauguration of a new president, and the
appointment of a new director of the CIA.
The fact that the new director wanted to see him added to his
unease.

Ashly checked his watch, grabbed a spiral
pad, and with a shrug of his shoulders, went to the office of Allen
Dulles where he found the new director to be a young looking
middle-aged man wearing horn rim glasses and smoking a pipe. Also
in the room was a reed-like man in a baggy blue suit with the shine
of too many pressings. Both men rose, Dulles smiled and pointed
with the stem of his pipe as he shook hands. He said, “This is
Lambert Gray from Cryptography. Do you two know each other?”

“Afraid I haven’t had the pleasure,” Ashly
said while shaking hands with the cryptographer.

Gray only nodded by way of greetings.

When all were seated Dulles said, “You may
wonder why I have asked for a meeting with a linguist and a
cryptographer.” Getting no response, he continued. “I have
something to show you.” He pulled a drawer open and set a metallic
object, that was about half the size of a dime novel, on his desk
blotter. “Gentlemen, I have received this from Army Intelligence.
It is a device that displays text on its front and characters move
as the text advances. Imagine reading a book on a tiny television
screen. Army has had it for some five years attempting to microfilm
each supposed page before whatever powers it goes dead. It shows no
sign of running down or reaching an end, and frankly, they are just
tired of photographing it, so they brought it over here to see if
we can decipher it. That will be your jobs.”

Lambert Gray looked skeptical. “So why do
you need a cryptographer?”

Ashly ask, “What language is it written
in?”

Dulles looked smug. “We don’t know what
language, and the unique skills of a cryptographer may be useful in
discovering patterns in the syntax.”

“Where did it come from?” Ashly asked.

Dulles again looked like he was playing a
game that amused him. “It came from New Mexico where it was pried
from the hand of a being from another planet.”

“You’ve got to be joking,” Gray
interrupted.

“Gentlemen, I am deadly serious. In 1947 a
flying disc crashed near the Roswell Army Air Field. The fragments
of the craft, the crew, and this object, were recovered in
secret.”

“What happened to the extraterrestrials?”
Gray asked.

“Three were killed on impact, the last died
shortly thereafter.”

“And the live one was holding this
thing?”

“Yes, in fact it was trying to destroy
it.”

“So, naturally you think there is something
in there it didn’t want us to know,” Ashly said.

“Exactly, and it’s time we found out what it
is. Now, the curious thing is it only works when you first pick it
up.” He lifted it and showed the display to the two CIA analysts. “Note, the words rise on the screen for
a few seconds then stop. You also get a weird sensation in your
head until it stops. Try it.”

Each took a turn holding it and observing
the curious motion on the featureless front of the metal rectangle.
Ashly returned it to Dulles. “It’s surprisingly light.”

“Yes, and completely without seams or screws
or any indication of how to get inside. It’s been x-rayed, and
aside from a small ovoid of high-density material in one corner, it
seems to be empty. There is speculation that it is the thing’s
battery—possibly nuclear, although it leaks no radiation—and no one
can guess how it might generate power but no heat.”

Gray asked warily, “So, what are we to do
with it?”

“Why, learn to read it, of course. You’ve
got the device itself with its incrementing display and tens of
thousands of frames of microfilm. Find out what it says and why the
damned alien didn’t want us to have it.”

Both men drew a deep breath and let it out
strongly.

Dulles said, “Oh, by the way, I know you
have signed the secrecy agreement, and that you have top
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