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			Chapter One: The Crash

			Captain Agugua

			High Above New Mexico

			July 7, 1947

			“Status report,” the blue-skinned captain said in the Zalma language.

			“Approaching the Earth’s atmosphere now, Captain,” the much younger female engineer said in English. She and the rest of the crew had been practicing their English for about six months.

			The captain listened to the translation through his earpiece and nodded, turning his eyes back to the screen. He slid his long blue fingers forward across the floating panel in front of him, then looked over at the engineer. “Keep it steady,” he ordered. “I am bringing it down.”

			The engineer nodded and swiveled her chair to the far side of her desk. Her fingers moved with ease across the touchscreen. A small light glitched on a monitor to the left, unnoticed. “Ready, Captain.”

			The captain nodded again, and the spacecraft dipped, barely nudging the invisible ozone layer around the vibrant blue and green planet below. Everything was proceeding as planned—until it didn’t.

			Suddenly, alarms wailed. Red lights flashed. The captain’s skin turned bluish-green and his body seized. “Computer, give me virtual controls.” He held his palms out flat, and his sleeves extended over his hands like gloves. Bringing his hands up, the captain began maneuvering the ship with precise twitches of his fingers. The turbulence rumbled through him. Glasses appeared over his eyes, and he pulled up the ship’s status. Numbers flew across his vision. He gasped, and his skin flashed white like the depths of a dying star.

			“The ship is losing power!” the engineer called from her desk. “The engine is down!” She touched the illuminated metal. “Thrusters…deflectors…everything is failing!”

			“And the hull?” the captain asked.

			“The hull is holding, sir,” she replied. “Should we deploy the parachute?”

			“Not yet.” The captain kept his hands steady. He waited for his moment. The limited thrusters stuttered and choked on their last few breaths of life, sending the ship shaking and trembling, but he held firm. “Not yet….”

			The spacecraft blazed as it plummeted. Flames licked up around the sides, and clouds of smoke formed at its tail.

			“Now?”

			“Not yet!”

			The ambassador’s trembling fingers gripped the edges of his seat. He gulped. “Captain, I think it would be wise to deploy the parachute now.”

			“The ship is still blazing. The parachute will fail. It will crash.”

			“It will crash anyway,” the engineer pointed out. She shook her head. “Deploying parachute in three, two….”

			The captain brought his hands back sharply and spread his fingers. “Now!” he cried.

			The parachute deployed with a snap and the ship lurched. Its speed cut in half, the fires died slightly, and it drifted down. They let out sighs of relief.

			“Is it safe?” With the gloves and glasses gone, the captain inspected the monitor in front of him. Every readout glowed green. All except one. “What is wrong with this?” he asked, pointing to the screen. There was a shriek as the parachute tore apart. The spacecraft dropped like a stone, and the Earth rushed up to meet it.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two: Just Another Day

			Private Malcolm Dow

			Roswell, New Mexico

			July 8, 1947

			Private Malcolm Dow had his feet wide apart, trying to stabilize himself as the truck bounced down the road. Seven other soldiers sat around him, talking and trading jokes. In the opposite corner from him, a young private named Adam Rabinowitz mumbled, “Oy vey.” Dow noted that he was a little green.

			“Is there a problem, little man?” the soldier sitting next to him asked snidely. On the next bump on the road, he slammed his shoulder into Rabinowitz.

			“Ow,” Rabinowitz said.

			Dow chuckled to himself. He’s such a wimp, taking it without a fight.

			A second private took advantage of the next bump, and Dow felt his own muscles tense as both men leaned into Rabinowitz, pushing him hard into the wall.

			“Ow!”

			Toughening him up is one thing, but that’s a little excessive.

			Across from Dow, Corporal Lawless laughed. He rocked side to side with the other two soldiers. “Everyone together now, one, two, thr….”

			The anger built up quickly. Something inside Dow snapped, and before he could stop himself, he yelled, “Knock it off!”

			They stopped and turned to Dow.

			Why did I do thaaat?

			“What’s your problem? You want some of this too?” Lawless held up his fist.

			Dow shook his head, amused. I could take you with one hand tied behind my back. You ain’t no threat. Lawless was just a jealous thug.

			The other two soldiers looked at Dow like lions preparing to pounce. The privates beside Dow broke eye contact, careful not to look directly at anyone. Rabinowitz nodded his thanks.

			“I’m talkin’ to you, Dow! Are you listenin’ to me?” Lawless waited for a reply, but Dow ignored him. “The only reason you made it into our squad is because of your stepdad. What happened to your real dad, anyway?”

			A chill slithered down Dow’s spine. His muscles tensed, but he firmly and confidently met Lawless’s eyes. “He died a hero.”

			“Oh, is that it? You wanna be a hero? Do you think you can beat the three of us?” Lawless taunted.

			It had no effect; Dow had fought bigger groups of bullies. “If the three of you end up with more cuts and bruises than me, what’re you gonna tell the medic? That a black man’s stronger than you?”

			The three bullies looked at each other and shrugged. Just then, the truck stopped, and the engine turned off. They had arrived.

			Pvt. Dow, being closest to the back, jumped out first. He systematically scanned the landscape. In the distance he saw a ranch-style house, a barn, and a herd of cows among tumbleweeds and broken fences—presumably broken from last night’s heavy winds. Other than that, nothing, as far as the eye could see.

			Where is the crash?

			“This way, men!” Sergeant Highton called from the far side of one of the other large green trucks.

			Dow turned and saw Rabinowitz standing close. They headed in Highton’s direction, and Rabinowitz followed. The others were all staring at something off in the distance. Dow followed their eyes. Then he saw it. He estimated the massive disk-shaped silver object to be about fifty feet across. With the bump on top, it reminded him of an upside-down plate or a teacup saucer. The sand had partially covered it from the morning winds, but the exterior seemed to be made of ripped tinfoil, and foil fragments were all over the ground.

			Lieutenant Monroe came around from the transport cab, and Highton yelled, “Ten-hut!” Everyone stood up straight.

			The lieutenant had his hands on his hips as he scanned the soldiers with cold brown eyes that could cut glass. “At ease. This may look unusual, but I’m told it’s hollow, some kind of parachute. Make sure you get every bit of this foil, even way up by the hills. Dismissed!”

			He and Highton then walked to where the ranch owner, his son, and the local sheriff were standing. They kept looking over their shoulders fearfully at the large object, shaking their heads and increasing their speed, like they were running away from a bomb and trying not to look like it.

			The troops approached the object cautiously. Looking in through the rips, Dow could see the hollow interior. The parachute had metal supports and seemed more like an umbrella than a regular military chute. At its center lay a bell-shaped object.

			“Who’s goin’ in there to see what that thang is?” Lawless challenged. Clearly, he wasn’t going to do it himself.

			Everyone silently shrugged. A few mumbles broke out, and eyes shifted back and forth. Dow glanced over at the sergeant and lieutenant, who were in a deep discussion with the sheriff.

			“Dow!” Lawless pointed at him. “Take point!” A wave of agreement rose from the others, and they all backed away to give him room to lead.

			Dow raised his eyebrows in confusion. On one hand, it is an unlikely honor. On the other, he is putting me in potential danger. But I’m really curious what’s under there. I’ve never seen anything like it before. Could it be from outer space?

			Dow took a deep breath and ducked through a larger hole in the outer foil frame. Half the other soldiers followed at a respectable distance, hands on their sidearms, while Lawless and the other half spread out and looked through the different holes of the parachute.

			Dow peered at the object from a distance, looking for any hazard warnings or identifying marks. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Rabinowitz close behind him.

			Dow tilted his head. “You’re not worried it’s going to explode?”

			“I figure my chances are better with you than with them.”

			Dow ignored him, figuring he had a point.

			It must’ve been scorched in the landing. Still, he saw some kind of pattern under all of it, flags of US allied countries. Rubbing off soot, Dow saw pictures of Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin, the leaders at the end of the war. There was also an image of President Whitmore, who narrowly beat Truman in the recent election.

			“The allied leaders,” Dow said.

			“Whoever sent this must want to be allies,” Rabinowitz guessed.

			At those words, Dow felt a tingling sensation rise on the back of his neck, and he knew Rabinowitz was correct. Interesting.

			If they want to be allies, they must be friendly, so he was no longer worried it would explode. He walked to the other side of the object. Inlaid in the metal was a door with a window and a big American Flag. He leaned closer, squinting through the window. It was dark, but he could still make out the faint outline of arms and legs.

			He immediately jerked away, inhaling sharply. What?

			“I think there’s someone in there!” he shouted to the others, who were still watching him with guns at the ready. “And they’re not moving!” Dow’s heart rate quickened. The others might have been speaking, but Dow couldn’t hear them over the sound of his own blood rushing through his ears. “They might be out of air!”

			No one moved.

			Dow grabbed the recessed door handle and yanked hard, but it didn’t budge. “Help me!”

			As he desperately pulled the door, he looked up at the other soldiers. Wide-eyed and fidgeting, they made no move to help.

			Out of the corner of his eye, he
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