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June 9th, 1956, known all over the world as “the day the saucers came”. Now, for the first time in print, read these sensational eyewitness accounts from people who were there and lived to tell the tale. Prepare to be shocked and horrified, as you read what it was truly like — on the day the saucers came…

A series of first person accounts narrated from the POV of the survivors of a 1950s B-movie type alien invasion.

[image: pinstripe]



Willowbrook Farm

Recounted by Bob Graham, born 1894
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June 9th, 1956. Oh, I remember that day well. After all, that was the day that me and my Mary were gonna lose our farm.

We’d been working the farm for thirty years, my Mary and I. Just like my Daddy before me and his Daddy before him. But times were hard. Two harvests in a row went bad and then our cattle caught foot and mouth. So we had to borrow money from the bank, my Mary and I.

And you know how them banks are. They want their money back, with interest. A lot of interest. More than me and my Mary could pay. I tried to negotiate with the bank, of course I did. I tried to get payment deferments, deadline extensions and so on.

“At least give me until the harvest comes in,” I begged them, “Once the harvest comes in, I can pay you back, all of it.”

But the bank — or rather, Mr. Marsden, who was the bank as far as I was concerned — wasn’t willing to wait. For you see, they’d bought up the land of my neighbours and now they wanted mine as well. They wanted to build one of them new subdivisions of little box houses, every single one the same, or maybe one of them newfangled shopping malls. I don’t quite remember what it was that they wanted to build and it doesn’t matter either, because in the end, it never got built anyway.

What matters is that Mr. Marsden of the bank wanted my land and my farm. And what Mr. Marsden wanted, he got.

Our last deadline to pay back the loan and the interest had run out on May 31st. And of course, we couldn’t pay, my Mary and I, cause we didn’t have the money. I tried to get the deadline extended again, at least until the harvest came in.

But Mr. Marsden, he would hear none of it. And so he sent us one of them eviction notices, telling us we had to leave within a week.

My Mary and I, we weren’t leaving. After all, my Grandpa had come here to this land in a covered waggon in 1871. He saw the brook and the trees and the grass and said, “This right here is where I’m gonna build my farm.” And so he did.

My Grandpa built the house, too, after the log cabin he’d built at first became too small for his growing family. It was a simple house, true, but Grandma insisted that he put pretty windows in it — arched windows like those in a cathedral.

My Daddy lived in that house and worked the farm. That house is where I was born, where I met my Mary at a church social, where we got married and raised our boy until the war took him. No way in hell was I going to just give all that up.

So my Mary and I, we decided that we ain’t leaving unless they make us. And on June 9th, 1956, they were gonna make us.
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Mr. Marsden was there in his white three piece suit and Sheriff Woodward and some young punks with a moving van. They showed up at the front door real early in the morning, at seven AM or so. Well, early for city folk, at any rate, cause my Mary and me, we’d already milked the cows and fed the chickens.

The Sheriff rang the doorbell, looking all grave-faced, like he was at a funeral. Mr. Marsden was standing beside him, that oily grin on his face.

“I’m really sorry, Bob,” Sheriff Woodward said, when I opened the door. He was a decent sort, Sheriff Woodward, and did not deserve what happened to him. “But I’m going to have to evict you and Mary.” He handed me the eviction notice, a copy of the one Mr. Marsden had sent us.

I took the eviction notice, crumpled it up in a little ball and threw it onto the ground.

“You can forget that,” I told Sheriff Woodward, “Mary and I, we ain’t leaving.”

“Give up, Graham,” Mr. Marsden said, “It’s over. Your land, your farm, your house, even your cows and your chickens, it all belongs to the bank now. Your stalling won’t change a thing.”

I think it was at this point that I first heard a low humming noise in the background, though I didn’t think much of it at the time. I thought it was just the bees.

“You want my house, Marsden?” I said with the bravado of a much younger man, “Then come and take it from my cold dead fingers.”

I grabbed a pitchfork — I’d just been in the barn, after all — and pointed it vaguely in the direction of Marsden. I wasn’t really gonna stab him with it, but he shrank back anyway, his potbelly quivering under his three piece suit.

Meanwhile, my Mary, she grabbed a cast iron frying pan and held it over her head.

“Can we all just calm down?” Sheriff Woodward said, spreading his hands away from his body, “Bob, put that pitchfork down. And Mary, please put down the frying pan.”

“Sorry, Hank,” I said to the Sheriff, “But we ain’t leaving. All I’m asking is that he…”

I waved my pitchfork in the general direction of Marsden.

“…give us until the harvest. Only three more months, that’s all I’m asking.”

“You said that last year and the year before,” Marsden countered, “And where’s my money? I never saw my money, not one red cent of it. Let’s face it, Graham, you’re never going to pay. You can’t. You’re finished and you know it. You just don’t want to see it.”

“Three more months is all I need…”

I was begging now and I hated myself for it. But what else could I do? If I ran Marsden through with the pitchfork, then Sheriff Woodward would have to arrest me and then what would become of Mary?

“The corn’s high in the field, the wheat is turning golden. This year will be a good harvest, I’m sure of it. Only three more months.”

The Sheriff turned to Mr. Marsden. “Can’t you give him those three months? After all, the Grahams have been living here since the town was founded.”

“Three months?” Marsden bellowed, “I can’t even give him three weeks, cause construction is starting next week. And anyway, I want them gone now. And if you’re not going to do your job, Sheriff, then me and my boys will.”

Marsden nodded to the young punks with the moving van. They were tough looking men, with bulging muscles and tattoos and noses that looked like they had been broken more than once. They cracked their knuckles and stomped towards me and Mary and the house.

I may not have been a young man anymore, but I met them head on with my pitchfork. But one of those young punks just wrested it from my grip and pushed me into the dung heap.

Mary tried to block their way with her frying pan, but they just shoved her aside, knocking over a flower pot on our porch.

And then those young punks stomped into our home and threw our things out. They weren’t very gentle about it either. They smashed Mary’s wedding china and broke my Momma’s favourite cabinet. The radio, which had been playing the morning service, suddenly stopped and there was nothing but static.

My Mary, she cried and I glared at them and cursed them, but there was nothing we could do. And as those young punks threw our furniture, our things, our whole life into the front yard, Mr. Marsden grinned a broad, satisfied grin. As long as I live, I will never forget that grin.

Sheriff Woodward just stood there and did nothing. You could tell from the look on his face that he didn’t like it, but he still did nothing. He knew who was paying him, after all, and it sure as hell wasn’t my Mary and me.

I don’t know who noticed it first. That strange low humming had been in the background for a while by now, but there was so much happening that none of us paid any attention.

But the humming got louder, until the ground vibrated beneath us. And then, all of a sudden, the cows started mooing like crazy, while the chickens started a huge ruckus in the hen house.

“Can’t someone do something about those bloody animals?” Marsden shouted, clearly irritated.

“And what, sir?” said one of the young punks.

“I don’t know and I don’t care. Call the slaughterhouse to pick up the cows and the chickens, cause that’s where they’re going anyway.”

“No, not the cows,” my Mary cried. She got to her feet and rushed at Marsden, but he just pushed her away and she fell to the ground.

And then the wind started up. It flattened the wheat and the corn in the field — the harvest that I’d hoped would save us. It blew hay and leaves across our yard and it blew away Mr. Marsden’s hat, blew it all across the yard and into a puddle.

“Odd,” said Sheriff Woodward, while holding on to his own hat, “Looks like a storm’s coming in, but the radio said nothing about any storms.”

It had been a nice and sunny morning, but now a shadow fell over Willowbrook Farm. Like Sheriff Woodward, I thought it was a thunderstorm coming in. And like the Sheriff, I was confused, because the radio had said nothing about any thunderstorms.

But then I looked up and saw it. Huge, dark metallic grey and perfectly circular.

“What in heaven…?” I exclaimed.

I might have thought that I was going mad, but the others saw it, too. Mary’s blue eyes went wide. Sheriff Woodward stared at the sky open mouthed, like a carp. The young punks set down our dining table and looked upwards.

The cigar fell from Mr. Marsden’s mouth. “What the ever loving fuck…?” he said.

We all watched motionless, as the flying saucer — cause that’s what it was, a flying
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