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			This book is dedicated to everyone who could never 
say what they really did. Like my dad.

		

	
		
			Roswell Explained

			In June of 1947, something odd crashed on a ranch outside of Roswell, New Mexico, and over the years, much has been said and written about what (and who) it might have been. The most popular public theory is that it was an extraterrestrial craft being piloted by aliens, and that their small, oddly shaped and badly burned bodies were recovered from the wreckage as the wreckage itself was hidden by the government in a poor attempt to cover up what they knew, that we were, by then, being visited by creatures from another planet possessing advanced technology the likes of which the public had never seen. To this day, that is what many people still believe. But that might not have been what really happened. Not even close.

			A little real history here: By the summer of 1947, the U.S. had used up all three of its nuclear weapons (one at the Trinity Site near Alamogordo, New Mexico, and the other two over Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japan, to end the war in 1945). The U.S. would have no more nuclear weapons at all for quite a few years, but they were certainly working on it. The U.S. Air Force was still a part of the U. S. Army at the time, and would be until September of that year, and the first B-52 would not fly publicly until April of 1952. Most of America, the military included, was still operating on pre-war technology. But maybe not everyone. The war gave science and technology a serious boost and a kick in the pants. It was time to get moving!

			Advancements in nuclear weapons technology were moving right along after the war. Indeed, advancements in nuclear weapon design and strength were seriously out-pacing any advancements being made in American military aircraft design, even with the suddenly acquired technological advancements made by the Germans in jet engine design during that last war. We were starting to see jet planes, but we were making atom bombs bigger than even those first jets could outrun. This was a problem.

			Both bombs used during WWII were dropped by specially modified (stripped out and lightened) B-29s, and both planes barely outran the nuclear blasts. They surfed those blast waves out of town, and those were not, by the rapidly changing standards of the day, big bombs. It became immediately obvious that the next (bigger) bombs would take the planes that dropped them with them, and missile technology had still not advanced to the point that it would be a reliable delivery system for anything that heavy for that great a distance. The U.S. government was going to need much faster planes… Or maybe not. Maybe not at all. Maybe quite the opposite.

			Maybe what the U.S. government really needed were much slower planes, much simpler planes, planes so easy to fly that a monkey could do it. Specifically, a well-trained chimpanzee. They were certainly trainable, worked cheap and few of them had lawyers. Or families. All those chimps needed was the right plane to fly. A simple plane. One so simple that a monkey could fly it. And one that might not fall right out of the sky if he couldn’t. Something like a neutral buoyancy aircraft, halfway between a blimp and a fixed-wing aircraft. Neither lighter than air nor heavier, but balanced just right to simply float along. Big enough to carry a nuclear bomb, a monkey or two and some bananas. And yes, I do know that chimpanzees are not monkeys. They are primates. Great apes. Work with me here…

			Various modified balloon designs were tried (yes, “weather balloons”), with the thick, round, disk-shaped design working the best, offering both the stability for easy flight control and the lift needed for the larger (and much heavier) nuclear weapons. Using hydrogen instead of helium improved their lift capacities immensely, and the flash risk of using that hydrogen hardly mattered. Chimpanzees were being carefully groomed to fly these slow aircraft out over the then-remote desert in New Mexico, over restricted government land, and it was all going well until it wasn’t. In June of 1947, one of the Army Air Force’s NBAs (Neutral Buoyancy Aircraft) came down, crashed and burned (actually, it burned and then crashed) outside of Roswell, New Mexico. The chimps flying the thing were killed in the explosion before the crash. And the whole idea went down in flames right along with it. Well, maybe. Much time, money and effort had been invested in this top secret project, and no one wanted to give it up without a fight. They still had all of those other monkeys to feed.

			The local ranchers and a few of the curious people (perhaps not all local) gathered up some bits and pieces of the strewn crash wreckage that they found on the ground, while the small burnt bodies in “space suits” (specially tailored pressurized flight suits) were quickly taken to the closest military base hospital, and the guys in uniform said it was just a weather balloon. Nothing to see here. Except that it was a mighty fiery crash for a weather balloon (they could blame the hydrogen gas for that), and someone saw those weird little burnt bodies. They had to be aliens! So it had to be a UFO! And the fact that the government denied that it was a UFO seemed to lend credence to the idea that it was. Especially when the government couldn’t seem to prove that it wasn’t a UFO. So it had to be a UFO, right? Yeah, well, about that pesky public denial thing…

			Take a look at the situation from the government’s unwanted publicity point of view: Their top secret nuclear weapons delivery project just crashed and burned in full view of the American public. People saw stuff. Now, would YOU want to stand there, facing a room full of reporters, and tell the whole world that you were training monkeys to fly nuclear bombers? The correct answer here: No, you would not. In the harsh light of the now very public day, the idea of having monkeys fly nuclear bombers suddenly looked exceptionally ridiculous, even for the government. And dangerously so, from their point of view. So what do you do if you’re the government trying to hide the really embarrassing truth? You give ’em the lie they want to believe anyway! Let the world think you’re trying to hide something else. Like maybe a UFO? Sure, yeah, why not? That’s what it was! A flying saucer! And those chimpanzees in flight suits? Now burnt hairless and extra crispy? Hey, little green men from outer space! Why not? That sure beats the crazy bad embarrassing truth, now doesn’t it? Yep. Now you have to wonder if that was where we got our almost universal (no pun intended, I assure you) visual concept of what an alien looks like today: Something short with two long arms, big eyes and a flat nose. Add hair and whadda ya got? Yep.

			And so it was that, over the months and years that followed, that the U.S. government quietly nodded and smiled and let the world think that it was hiding crashed UFOs and extra crispy little green men on a secret base somewhere outside of Roswell, New Mexico. The idea that a burnt chimpanzee in a pressurized flight suit might look a lot like what we thought aliens might look like (and still do) never occurred to anyone, because, honestly, what idiot would let a monkey fly a nuclear bomber? I mean, honestly…

			Yes, well, there ya go. Roswell explained.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The mood in the room was mellow. They all knew what they were doing, and it was all going well. Each man had the dials he had to watch, and everyone had a small radar screen to plot their success. By now, the serious was merely routine. The only man standing up and walking around the room was the man asking all of the questions.

			“Altitude?”

			“Even at ten thousand.”

			The walking man, the officer in uniform, nodded his approval in silence as he kept walking.

			“Air speed?”

			Another voice spoke up. “Steady at one twenty.”

			Still nodding, still walking, still not smiling.

			“Point?”

			“They’re headed straight down One Thirty-five.”

			The officer stopped walking, turned and leaned in to look at the closest radar screen. Yep, there was that white dot, moving steadily to the southeast. The man in uniform stood back up. Still no smile.

			“They’re headed for the edge. It’s time to bring them home.”

			Now the quiet room made a little noise as everyone shifted in their chairs and went into action. Everyone knew what to do. One man in the front row moved a microphone closer and pushed the button. No one else said a word.

			“It’s time to come home, Sammy. Time to turn around. Turn around. Come home.”

			The man who spoke those words released the button on the mic and looked over at the man to his left. A button was pushed, and then another. Nods were exchanged, but it was too early to smile. For as many times as they had done this, they all held their breath every time at this point. All eyes were on the radar screens, and all they could do was wait and see. And hope. Western Witch Flight 84 was going well, but now they had to get that wicked witch home. Getting them back was the true test.

			The Western Witch Project was proof that the government had a sense of humor when no one was looking. Named for a certain wicked character in a certain movie who had her own flying monkeys, the name of the project was never spoken out loud in front of any civilian ever. They made sure of that. The unofficial catch phrase, however, had been known to slip off the tongue from time to time.

			“Son of a witch.”

			The officer in charge heard that, sped up and walked right over to the source. “Do we have a problem?”

			The poor guy looked up, suddenly aware that he had spoken out loud. He blushed. “No, sir, we do not. Just me. My pen peed.”

			The pen in the flight technician’s shirt pocket had indeed let go, and the dark blue ink stain on the khaki shirt was getting larger as they looked. No one smiled. This was serious business.

			“I just washed this shirt last week.”

			Now the officer smiled, glad that was all it was. “Well, I guess you’ll have to dye it blue and join the Navy.”

			The unlucky technician unbuttoned his shirt to find that he, too, had been dyed blue by the faulty pen. There was some quiet laughter all around, but not too much. They all knew it could have been any one of them. Cheap government pens. The lowest of three bids. All he could do was sacrifice his handkerchief to the cause and get on with the job at hand. They still had a flight to finish. Everyone got back to what they were doing, and the room went silent. Back to work.

			In the back of the room, standing in the doorway, Colonel Gorton Baden had been silent all along, and he would remain so. He didn’t need to be there at all, but he was the officer over the officer in charge. And he did enjoy watching this team work. It took him back to happier times in another life, in another country. Before it all went so very bad. He kept his hands in his pockets, his one bad habit in uniform. He had to break that habit … and hide his accent. Both would take time. It hadn’t been that long. Two years. Little changes in two years. Gorton had changed a lot, but his smile still looked more like a grimace. He needed to work on that, too.

			The officer in charge of the Western Witch Project was the one roaming around the room, trying to take it all in at once: Captain Eli Lewis, U.S. Army Air Force, age 41. He had gone through the war, and he would get through this. He had flown B-24s in Europe, and he could teach monkeys to fly. He was that good at it. He missed his old flight crew, but this ground crew was coming right along. He was used to them by now, and they all knew what to do. He made sure of that. These guys had taken teamwork to a higher level, and the results were somewhere overhead. Somewhere out there, monkeys were flying planes. All because of these guys in here. All because of Capt. Lewis.

			The room itself was less than no big deal: One door, no windows. And there was no window in the door, either. That Col. Baden was standing in the open doorway during a flight was a direct violation of security, but no one was going to mention that to the colonel. He was big enough to block the door, and no one on the other side was any less secure than they were before. It was a tight base. And a very tight building.

			The desks in the room were all lined up in rows facing away from the door, but there was nothing to see on the wall they were facing but a large map of New Mexico with a single red dot to mark their spot. A thin red line delineated the boundaries of the base and the restricted land the government controlled all around the base. That was their flight zone. All they had to do was keep their flying monkeys inside that red line.

			Capt. Lewis spent those flights walking slowly around the flight control room, watching each man do his job and wanting each flight to be less exciting than the one before. All he wanted was boring. No trauma, no drama, and no surprises. And no leaky pens. Was that too much to ask?

			“Heading?”

			“We’ve got them coming back on Three Fifteen.”

			Capt. Lewis allowed himself a small smile and looked over all of the men at their desks to the back of the room where Col. Baden was still guarding the open door. The colonel gave the captain a small smile and an even smaller nod. Now all they had to do was get them home. And down. They had to get them back down on the ground.

			“Bobo, bring the plane down, Bobo. Bring the plane down.”

			Dials were watched and breathes were held. It took some time to register, but after a minute or so, yes, the altitude numbers did begin to drop. Too early to cheer, but the monkeys really were coming home. All they had to do was get back to the base and land the thing. How tough could that be? Everything had been done to make it as easy as possible for them. Those monkeys were not flying a B-24. Not at all.

			What those two chimpanzees were flying had been dubbed a Neutral Buoyancy Aircraft by Col. Baden, who had come all that way just to oversee the thing itself. Two years earlier, Captain Gorton Baden, in a pair of filthy coveralls that were not his, had stolen a bicycle and pedaled west as hard and as fast as he could, just ahead of the advancing Soviet army outside Berlin. As it turns out, you really can outrun a tank on a bicycle, given the proper motivation. Gorton was that motivated. Seriously so. He made sure that the English captured him, the Americans wanted him, and deals were made. He got traded like a hot baseball player. Smiles all around. Now Gorton Baden was living the dream, his dream, the American Dream. Some place warm. New Mexico.

			With his background in aircraft design, Herr Baden was now Colonel Baden and assigned to the Western Witch Project, which had to be explained. They showed him the movie. Bought him popcorn. All we have to do, they said, was teach monkeys to fly. At first he thought they meant they were giving them wings, like in the movie, but no. He was giving them wings—something to fly. It was up to him to design an aircraft so easy to fly that a monkey could do it. Something simple. Something slow. Something safe? Well, two out of three ain’t bad. He understood the why of the thing, too.

			Baden looked at what they had to work with at the facility and what could be brought in if he needed it. He saw all that had gone before, and he knew what he had been working on through that last war. There had been some great advancements made in aircraft design over those last ten years, but this was something in a whole new direction. He thought of it as a flying ground trainer. That helped.

			The design took shape as a large, thick, disk-shaped bag. There would be a lightweight internal structure to hold the craft’s shape, with the motors and cockpit mounted underneath for both the stability and the view. Tough to see much of anything from up on top of something like that. The small-diameter props, twin motors and fuel tanks were all behind the small B-29-styled cockpit that gave the chimps an unrestricted view of the world in front of them. As it turned out, they were not afraid of heights. Good thing.

			Where it got tricky was the gas, hydrogen. It had to be hydrogen. Nuclear weapons (and all of that fuel) weighed quite a bit, and they needed every bit of lift they could muster to get that bomb delivered. They did save a little on the weight of the fuel, as they only needed enough to just get there, but don’t tell the chimps that. Everybody working on the project tried not to think too much about that … or loan the chimps money. This was war. Or would be if it came to that.

			With the obvious exception of an atom bomb, the NBAs would be unarmed. That is, no on-board defenses. No machine guns. Because, well, it didn’t seem wise to give a monkey a machine gun. Yeah, I know, let it go. Besides, they needed to save as much weight as they could. So, no guns, one bomb, two chimps. And bananas. Lots and lots of bananas. That kept the chimps happy. And by now, the entire ground and control crew was munching bananas as well. They were free, but watch your step. That got funnier every time. Yes, it really works.

			From almost two miles up, the New Mexican desert was a wonderful scene of stark colors and blinding white sand, with those gorgeous mountains out on the horizon. What a view! An abstract painting of nature’s grand contrasts and man’s indelicate hand. Not that the chimps were much into art, but the view up there was spectacular. They tolerated it. They’d look at anything if there was a banana in it for them. And there usually was. That’s how the plane flew—on bananas. Every time they did the right thing, they got a banana. In that regard, evolution hadn’t budged in quite some time. What’s your banana?

			Sitting side by side in what really was the scaled down nose of a B-29, the two fine primates were clothed in shiny, custom-tailored, high-pressure flight suits, complete with matching small helmets. No goggles, though. The ground crew never could get them to wear those things, and they went through quite a few trying. No bananas there. So they tinted the top glass panels over the cockpit instead and let it go at that. You do what you can with what you’ve got. The chimps didn’t mind the sun.

			The chimps in charge for this flight were Bobo and Sammy. They were a team. The project team knew to pair chimps that got along, and these two got along great. No dominance, no fights, no worries. Bananas all around. They were about the same age, both males, and neither one wanted to be in charge of the other. There was some question that they might be brothers, but no one could prove that one way or the other, and the chimps never said. That did explain the easy teamwork between the two. They even shared their bananas.

			In the earlier days of the project, in-flight chimp fights had been a serious problem. The project team did their best to work it all out in the on-ground flight simulators, but sometimes that didn’t let you see the problem ahead of time. Lowering the oxygen level in the cabin helped solve some issues, but that was a tricky solution at best. The best chimps were focused on their work, not the other chimp. Getting them paired correctly, and keeping that pair together, helped. And the bananas helped, too. Lots of bananas.

			Bobo and Sammy had always worked well together, both on the ground and in the air. If they were brothers, then the project team wanted more chimps like this. More brothers. Keep it in the family, if that’s what it took. The older chimps, like these, had been working together in the Western Witch Project for almost two years. This was their A team, no doubt about it. They had done this before, flown free flight, many times. And now the ground crew was talking them back to base, one banana at a time.

			“Go to port, Sammy. Go to port.”

			The ground crew heard a gentle monkey noise over the open mic two-way radio, and the base radar screen showed the NBA start to turn to port.

			“Good, Sammy. That’s good.”

			Little by little, one short command at a time, the ground crew in the control room was talking the chimps back to base, and several of them were outside with binoculars, hoping to spot the odd, shimmering aircraft as it came into sight. That big silver gasbag would be tough to miss, as it did reflect the sun no matter the time of day. Where? There! There it is!

			One of the men with binoculars pointed, the other men looked and everyone smiled. Yep, there it is. No mistaking that thing. One of the crew picked up the phone they had hauled out with them and told the crew in the control room that Western Witch 84 was in sight and looked right. Well, maybe a little high. Dials were checked and monkeys were told.

			“Bring it down lower, Bobo. Go lower.”

			No one said a word as the altitude dials were watched. Up and down were tougher than left and right, but these chimps were professionals. The NBA began to descend. Number 84 was coming home, but it wasn’t there yet. The crew outside walked over to the runway, not only to handle the odd craft once it landed, but to give the chimps a view of their friends on the ground, a target to aim for. The guys all held bananas and waved big waves. The chimps saw that, and they knew what to do. They were comin’ home!

			Now, in truth, there was really no reason to train the chimps to land the craft. The whole idea of the thing was a one way trip, but still, these things cost money. So did the chimps, and it took years to train them to do what they had to do. It was a complex job, even with such a simple craft. So yeah, they wanted them back for now. They wanted them safe at home, and they wanted that weird aircraft hidden fast. This project was still classified as top secret, and not even everyone on the base knew what was going on. That weird thing? Just a weather balloon. “Weather balloon” had become “govspeak” for “Don’t ask.” So don’t.

			They could hear it now, that distinctive high-pitched whine from those lightweight engines and odd small-diameter, seven-blade props. They didn’t sound like normal gas aircraft engines, and that was all part of the plan: Confusion. What was that? By the time you figured it out, it was too late. Boom. Gone. But no boom today. The NBA was coming in low and slow, fighting a headwind but winning that fight. Bobo was having to work harder to make the craft go lower, to land, but he could see the ground crew waiting for him, so he knew what he had to do. It was almost banana time!

			Aside from the most welcome breeze, it was a beautiful, bright, sunshiny day in the desert. Just a few wispy white clouds up there, and nothing but desert warmth down on the ground. The runways hosted great shimmering mirages of lakes that never were. The ground crew could see them, but the chimps in the NBA, at their higher angle, could not. Those mirages had worried the ground crew at first. They worried that the chimps might not want to land on “water,” until it was pointed out that they’d only see the not-really-there water images after they landed, so it was no big deal, right? The training team had made a point of walking the chimps toward those mirages many times, making sure they understood that those lakes would go away as they came closer to them. That helped.

			Breaths were held as Western Witch Flight 84 fought the headwind and came in for a bouncy landing, but it did land! There were some small cheers from the ground crew outside, and they phoned the guys in the control room. Eighty-Four is down! Big cheers in that room as they all raised fists, each fist holding a banana. That was their end-of-flight tradition. Then they shut everything down and ate those bananas. They were done. At the back of the room, Col. Baden smiled, nodded politely to Capt. Lewis and then he was gone. He would do a silent walk past the ground crew dealing with the aircraft, look at the aircraft and the chimps and that would be the last they saw of him for a day or two.

			Capt. Lewis made a careful walk around the room, checking with each of the men at the screens and consoles, making sure everyone was happy with how it had gone that day. He did not eat a banana. He was over bananas. There would be a follow-up staff meeting on another day to go over any problems and for the crew to offer up any new ideas. How could they make it better? Just because it worked didn’t mean it was perfect. Given the project’s purpose, perfect every time was the goal. After a slow search around the control room for problems that weren’t there, Capt. Lewis joined the ground crew outside to watch and listen. He’d get home late, but that was okay. It was a flight day, and late was the norm.

			The ground crew outside was far from done. Their game had just begun. As the craft touched down on the runway, two jeeps raced out, one to either side of the thing, and cables were attached to the outer edges of the big, round gasbag. Gotcha! As those two jeeps helped bring the craft to a soft, gentle stop, a third jeep raced in front and snagged the nose wheel strut. Tow boat! With a motion to the chimps inside, the craft’s high-pitched motors were shut down and the rotors began to slow. And now more jeeps were on the way. 

			Now two more jeeps rolled up on either side of the NBA, both of them towing a massive rolling canopy, a great big dark green tent to cover the entire NBA. To hide it and, more importantly, to hide the chimps. No one sees the chimps. They made sure of that. As the NBA came to a halt and those wicked little black props finally stopped spinning, the ground crew popped the canopy open and pulled their small friends out. It was a party! They made sure of that. Keep the monkeys happy. That was Job One, because everyone knew that if the monkeys weren’t happy, people got hurt. These chimpanzees were strong, and they could easily be dangerous if they were mad. So keep ’em happy. They were happy. They were home.

			An unmarked green sedan with blacked out windows joined the bustling activity under the canopy around the front of the plane, and the two chimps wasted no time at all in running over and jumping in the open door at the back of the car. This was the crew car, dubbed the “Banana Wagon.” The back seat had been removed and the back of the car was full of fresh fruit. It was a monkey’s dream machine. They were ready to go! With both of the chimps safely inside, the car door was shut and the car rolled away slowly, off to where the chimps were kept, safe and unseen. They’d clean the car out later.

			The craft itself, the Neutral Buoyancy Aircraft, was headed to the same place as the chimps but at a slower pace. No need to rush this, every need to hide it. The jeep drivers all worked in unison, and they kept the NBA under the rolling canopy all the way to the hangar. All the way inside. Only then did everything shut down, and it all came to a quiet halt. The hangar doors were slid shut and locked. There were no windows, not even sky lights. The lights were on in broad daylight, but it was as dark as night in there without them. No photos, please.

			The NBA was put in Shut Down Mode, locked in place and the hydrogen very carefully removed from the bag. This was the most dangerous part of the mission, the gassing and degassing of the bag. One stupid move and the whole hangar would be gone, along with everything in it. The crew moved slowly and deliberately, double-checking themselves every step of the way. No mistakes. Their lives depended on it. Scaffolding was rolled out to hold the sagging gasbag up off the hangar floor, to allow the crew to work beneath it as they did their job. The monkeys, on the other hand, were in Party Mode. They knew they had done well.

			The chimps, all of them, lived in a complex of rooms that were under the hangar. The whole training and housing facility was underground and out of sight. Job One was very simple: No one sees the chimps. They, more than the NBA itself, were The Big Secret. Top Secret. They had everything they needed in that underground complex, including places to just hang out and play. (Even the chimps got time off.) And even the chimps liked to party.

			Did they miss the real outdoors? Did they want to go outside? If they did, they never said. And they never tried to make a break for it if they had the chance. There were those brief moments, before and after every flight, when the chimps were not, in fact, strapped into a seat, and maybe they could run if they wanted to, but they didn’t want to. Was it because of the desert? The brilliant sun, no trees and blazing heat? Maybe so. It was not what they wanted. It didn’t look like home to them, and it wasn’t where they wanted to be. Their hidden underground home was cool and quiet and not so very blindingly bright. No reason to run from that. There were no bananas out there in the desert. And this flight was done. They knew that. They knew the routine.

			With the NBA safe in the hangar and all of the doors shut, the dark green monkey machine—the car with the chimps inside—was already inside that same hangar. It was opened up and the chimps were brought out. The chimps said hello to everyone. Loudly. Their handlers kept them occupied as the ground crew dealt with the plane they never gave a second glance. They knew they were done with that plane for the day. The crew let them eat their bananas from the car before it was time to go. Then, hand in hand, each chimp still wearing that silvery tailored pressure suit, they were led by their favorite trainer to a door that led down to their underground home. It was where they wanted to go. They were home!

			Capt. Lewis had stood back and silently watched the whole thing. He always did. He didn’t want to see any problems, and he didn’t. The monkeys never ran. They landed happy, and they were glad to be home. It wasn’t the only life they had ever known, but it was the one that suited them now. They knew what they were doing, and they were happy to do it. And no one thought about why they were doing it. The captain was more worried about the trainers and the crew. Could they do this for real if they ever had to? Could they smile and laugh and strap those chimps into a nuclear bomber, knowing they would never come back and be gone, quite literally, in a flash? Captain Lewis silently shook his head as he watched the crew secure the craft. Maybe it would never come to that, but yeah, he thought, if he had to, he’d do it himself. But not tonight.

			Tonight was Friday night! The flight was a success, the chimps were home and the plane was secured. The ground crew was happy about all of that. They knew all they had to face now was the weekend. No hydrogen, no monkeys, no secrets. They never flew these things on the weekends; there were too many eyes out there. Everyone was off work, everyone was outside, and these shiny things really showed up. The fabric was tough to paint, but they had tried.

			At one point, they had tried to make them look like regular airplanes, but that just looked stupid. Good thing the paint fell off. The NBAs were all a dull silver, perfect for reflecting the desert sun in every direction. It was a lousy secret, but everyone kept it as best they could. And everyone had the weekend off!

			Col. Baden was long gone before the ground crew was done, and Capt. Lewis finally called it a day. He was the last man out of the hangar and made sure it was locked as he left. He gave a nod to the guards outside and told them they could go. Everything was in lockdown, and the base was secure. It was Friday night for them, too.

			Capt. Lewis didn’t take his hat off until he was in his own private civilian car. He was now officially off duty, but he kept the tie intact until he got home. Even alone, he smiled at that. It was Friday night for officers as well. It was time to go home to his family, off the base and away from all of those khaki-colored secrets. Time to wear comfy clothes and easy shoes and smile much, much more. And no monkeys. Eli Lewis was looking forward to a monkey-free weekend. And no bananas. That was a Lewis House Rule.

			Gorton Baden had a small apartment in town. He had no family. He had lost everyone he knew in that last bad war, but somehow, he had managed to keep his accent. He would spend the weekend reading popular magazines, listening to the American radio and walking around town, working on his English. He liked his new world. It was warm. Gorton found that he liked warm very much. The desert suited him just fine, but still he had to wonder: What about the coast? What about Southern California? What about Hawaii?

			And were there monkeys there?

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			It doesn’t matter where you are, whether you live in the biggest city or on the smallest farm (even if you live on a restricted air base out in the desert): Saturday is Saturday! You wake up and you smile and you can’t wait to see what that wonderful, magical day has in store for you! It’s time to get up, get going and get away! And to not wear the uniform, no matter what uniform you wear. And maybe not even a hat. So there.

			Eli Lewis (no “Captain” today) woke up relaxed and happy. For a while, he just lay there and smiled and watched the ceiling not move at all. He smelled the air. No monkeys, no bananas. Yes, it was going to be a good day. He could tell by the smell. The sun was shining, and the world was out there, just waiting for him to join in the fun. It was time to relax his way through the day! Eli got up and got going and never gave his uniforms so much as a first glance, let alone a second. The base (and the monkeys) could wait until Monday. The base never relaxed. Come to think of it, neither did the monkeys.

			And yes, of course the base was still there, still staffed and still operating, if only a little bit on weekends. There were guards at the gate and people to answer the phones and officers in charge and all of that, just not so much of that today. Everything was still a big secret, and everything was still under wraps. Literally so on a Saturday. But even the chimps had their weekend handlers. There were still people there, watching over those monkeys. You just never saw them. Not very relaxing.

			So what do you do on your day off if your day on is a secret? Eli thought about that as he got dressed for the day, for his big day off. What to do? What to do? What he knew not to do: Go into town. It was best if you didn’t. Too many people, too many questions, and no answers allowed. Eli never liked having to answer those questions he couldn’t answer. He never knew what people knew, or what answer they expected. So it was best to stay away from people as much as possible. And he planned to do just that, right after breakfast. Definitely breakfast.

			His wife, Julie, had that breakfast all ready for him as he walked into the brilliant sunlit kitchen. He took the time to smell the bacon, and he saw the pancakes. Yep, it must be Saturday! He liked Saturdays. There were pancakes. Eli tested out his Big Happy Smile. Yep, it still worked!

			“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

			“Good morning, dear.”

			“And what grand adventure do you have planned for today?”

			“Something without monkeys.”

			“Yes, well, I kind of figured that.”

			“I think I may go fishing!”

			Julie just smiled. Eli Lewis was quite the fisherman. Fly-fishing was his game. The sport of officers, as he put it. And when it came to such sport, Eli was serious about his fun. Never stand between him and a trout. However…

			“Dear?”

			“Yes?”

			Julie pointed out the window at the seriously bright sun. “We’re still in the desert. The fish are in the freezer.”

			Eli lost his smile and gave it a pout, until he looked down at his pancakes. “Yes, well, a man can dream.”

			“You dream all you want, dear. The fish can wait.”

			“They’re going to have to.”

			Julie added the bacon to Eli’s plate of pancakes, and that made it all better, as bacon so often does. She also had a suggestion.

			“How about a nice drive out of the desert and up into the mountains?”

			“The mountains are still in the desert.”

			“Don’t argue with your wife, dear.”

			“Yes, dear.”

			“That’s better.”

			Eli went to work on his pancakes and bacon as Julie started to clean up the kitchen and ponder what to wear for a nice drive in the country. And in the mountains! She fluffed her hair and frowned. These drives were tough on it. They had a convertible, and with the top down, her hair got seriously tangled. Especially the way Eli drove. He was prompt. She was thinking about a pixie cut, but don’t tell him that. She wanted it to be a surprise (and it would). Julie looked over at Eli and smiled. Yeah, that pixie cut would sure wake him up. But not today. Maybe she’d wear a hat today. That would help.

			Eli wrapped up his breakfast and took his plate to the sink, rinsing it off and setting it aside. His work here was done. He looked up to see his wife giving him the twice over. This could not be good, but she was smiling. That was a smile, right?

			“Nice shirt.”

			Eli was wearing a wild Hawaiian shirt. Another officer, another pilot on the base, had brought it back for him after a fast flight to Honolulu and back. It was just the thing for a Saturday. The anti-uniform. Eli liked it, but now he was getting the stink eye from his wife for it? He planned to defend.

			“What? No?”

			“They can hear it next door.”

			“Good. No reason to sleep in on a Saturday. What?”

			Julie leaned in for a closer look and frowned. “Are those topless natives?”

			“Not everyone can afford a shirt, dear.”

			“Not everyone can afford that shirt.”

			“It was a gift.”

			“And worth every penny.”

			Eli pointed back toward their bedroom. He could play this game. “I can go back and put on yesterday’s uniform. The monkeys didn’t spit on it much.”

			“Oh, no, no, you wear what you want.”

			“I will.”

			“Just a drive in the desert.”

			“No one will see the topless natives, dear.”

			“I will.”

			“Wear your sunglasses, dear.”

			“I will.”

			Eli gave a big wave to the great outdoors, with a smile to match. “Then we’re all set! Let’s go for a drive!”

			The knock at the front door was timed so perfectly that Eli immediately looked at Julie as though she had made it happen. How did she do that? She just smiled and shrugged. She had no idea either, but then, they both knew it wasn’t their problem anyway. It was Saturday. Whoever was at the door had to be Ashley’s problem. And then Julie made sure that it was.

			“Ashley, someone’s at the door for you!”

			The answer came from upstairs.

			“I’ve got it!”

			They could both hear the fast footsteps down the stairs, and Eli grimaced, waiting for the fall that never came. She made it! Whew. They could hear the door open, but little else after that. Eli shrugged at Julie, and Julie shrugged right back. They’d find out what was going on soon enough when Ashley told them.

			Ashley Lewis, their darling daughter, was a junior in high school and was one busy girl. She always had things to do, places to go and people to see. Well, mostly boys to see. Eli was starting to wonder about that. They lived out in the remote New Mexican desert. Where did all of these boys come from? Were they mail order? Eli was starting to suspect that and wondered about their monthly postage bill, when Ashley walked into the kitchen with the latest young man in tow. Almost literally. She had caught a small one this time. Eli wasn’t sure he was legal.

			“This is Jimmy!”

			Julie Lewis smiled at the young boy, who smiled back, all nervous, and with good reason. He obviously hadn’t planned to play “Meet the Parents” right off the bat like that, but hey, here he was, and there they were. Boom. All he could do was smile and be ready to duck. He did, and he was.

			“And this is my dad.”

			“Hello, sir.”

			“Hello … Jimmy?”

			“Yes, sir. It’s short for James.”

			“I see.”

			Jimmy himself was short for James, as he was noticeably shorter than Ashley. His wild shock of unruly blonde hair emphasized the contrast between the two kids, as Ashley’s longer, straighter hair was almost, but not quite, black. Eli had to stifle a laugh. It was like looking at a pair of salt and pepper shakers. He wisely did not mention that. But he still chuckled.

			Eli also thought that Jimmy looked somehow vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t quite place him. Maybe Jimmy’s father worked on the Western Witch Project? Even Eli knew he couldn’t ask the kid that, but he might ask Ashley later. Maybe she knew. Why did that kid look so familiar? Too young to be a baseball player. Too short to be a movie star. Eli shrugged and tried to not stare. Then he had an idea and smiled. He hoped he looked happy.

			“How would you two kids like to go for a ride up into the mountains with us today?”

			Now, in all honesty, that was exactly what Eli Lewis said. Exactly what he asked his daughter and her little friend (to whom he had just said hello). And here’s exactly what both kids heard:

			“How about we both stare right at you for, like, six hours straight? Won’t that be fun?”

			The blonde kid paled. Eli thought he was going to faint. He took that as a no. Ashley was savvy. She saw the question coming and had the reply ready before it even got there.

			“We should, and we would, but we told some kids we’d meet them downtown.”

			“Ah…”

			“Yeah … sorry. Next time?”

			Julie jumped in to save the day for all of them. “Well, you two kids have fun, and we’ll be back before dinner. Make sure you are, too.”

			“Oh, we will!”

			And with that, Mrs. Lewis put on her hat and tied it firmly in place as her husband decided to go with no hat at all. He wore enough hats all week long. No hat today. Julie grabbed her husband’s baseball cap as they walked out the door. She knew he’d want that later, after the top of this head started to glow. It was, after all, the desert. The front door shut with no uncertain authority, and just like that, the two kids were left standing in the hall, almost in shock over the situation and their good fortune. Jimmy was only slightly confused.

			“So we’re going downtown?”

			“Nope.”

			“But you said…”

			“Yep.”

			“So whadda we gonna do all day?”

			The Lewises didn’t live on the military base itself, but rather in a small community east of the base, but well west of the big city of Roswell, such as it was. They were, for the most part, surrounded by other military officers and their families in homes that all looked alike, but no one minded that. They were all used to it. It was sort of off-base military housing, which they liked. Eli put the top down on his car, Julie sat herself down and adjusted her hat, and just like that, they were off for a drive in the desert. The perfect Saturday adventure!

			In a military community full of secrets, how Captain Lewis managed to buy a brand new car, and a brand new convertible at that, was something of a secret right there. Everything was still scarce after the war, and cars were not yet plentiful, but yet there it was: A brand new convertible. And there he was driving it. How did that happen? You can blame the monkeys.

			While it was true that Captain Lewis had made a good name for himself as a bomber pilot during the war (there were medals), a lot of men did the same

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/HAYNES_AllThatMonkeyBusiness_Cover_EBOOK.jpg
CHIP"HRYNES





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanLogo_BW.png
4 Horsemen
Publications, Ine.





OEBPS/image/Title.jpg
JJJJ JJL]
SUSLIESS





OEBPS/image/Title1.jpg
ALl Phat
WS
JUSIIESS

Bull? a1 T5]E5





