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7/7/1947 – Morning

I was in the mess hall when it happened. Normally I take my coffee into my lab near the airstrip but was strangely compelled to have a muffin and sit still for a while. The view out of the large windows was magnificent. People were mulling about, always in their own little worlds. Consumed by prospects of the future. The heat brought out the sandy flat yellow surface of our base. The aircrafts-in-progress were immense but also brilliant.

But something changed dramatically as I sat sipping my beverage.

Without warning, several men in uniform frantically skittered across the tarmac with pallet jacks carrying four six-foot tall boxes. As I sipped, I watched at the peculiarity. Two out of the eight men were barking orders and pointing at the boxes. The other men went to work, wielding box cutters to open the blasted things. When they finished severing the tops, they flipped the lids, like a can of tuna, and out from inside these boxes floated giant tan orbs attached to rectangular boxes with flashing mechanisms and circuitry. From where I was, I counted nine altogether.

Before I had a chance to stand up straight, the entrance doors burst open and Colonel Roth was searching with his eyes until they met mine.

“Wayland,” he snapped, “We need you. Step to.”

I had never seen the colonel so flustered, so I took my coffee to go as I joined him out into the heat.

“Colonel, I noticed the balloons,” I remarked, while walking. He was moving at a brisk pace and it was hard to catch up with him. “Those are older de-commissioned projects, aren’t they? Why are they being released?”

“Cover, Wayland. As of right now, this base is being shut down, all unnecessary personal are being forced to leave. Something is being brought to us and the less people know about it the better.”

When he used the phrase ‘brought to us’ I could hear a distinct uptick in his voice. He was a hard-bitten man.

Why is he so afraid? I wondered.

At this time I feel it necessary to inform the reader of this document that I hold two degrees. One in medical and another in biology. And if the colonel was quickly shuffling me off to another area, several hundred yards away from my small lab I might add, then it could have only meant one thing.

“Life forms?”

The colonel snapped around and shushed me. My hand shook and I spilled a bit of coffee on my lab coat. I was annoyed but he outranked me. He motioned to a thicket of tumbleweeds at the base of one of the low mountains before us. With care he pushed them aside and took out a golden key. With his calloused palms he was sweeping the sand and finally found the desired hole. Once turned, a trap door opened revealing a narrow opening with a ladder leading into the darkness.

Once we made it to the bottom which was a lit hallway and only after the trap door was shut would he give me details. Lord knows how deep we were underground but it took me forty-two steps down.

“Doctor Wayland,” Roth spoke slowly, “Listen very closely what I am about to impart on you. You are being included in something very secretive. Is that clear?”

I nodded, anxious to hear more.

“Our boys found debris in New Mexico. Pieces of a space craft. One damaged, eight more or less intact. Nine altogether.”

“Good God. Visitors?”

“I spoke with Chief Sanders. So far, just the ships. If something’s inside them, then, hell, that’s a whole new ball of wax. That’s where you come in. Your analysis is of the utmost importance right now. We’ll move your lab. Everything you had will be in our new facilities.”

“New facilities?”

“It will be explained later. Right now, you have some confidentiality forms to fill out.”

7/8/1947 – Morning

At 0600 hours, after checking to make sure all of my equipment was moved properly, especially the nitrogen gas tanks which needed to be moved carefully, and after filling out forms regarding my mouth be shut on everything that I witness, I have settled into my new workspace. I am not allowed to record anything but pure data. Anything personal will be confiscated and I will be thrown off this base. My government will claim I am a rogue nut with insane ramblings. That is why I hide this small booklet in the vent just underneath my workstation table.

After 0730 hours, I heard mechanical noises and felt a rumble, almost as if the mountain was moving. Pebbles dropped from the ceiling and I was immediately startled. Thankfully, after the rumbling, the mountain holds. What on earth was that? I wonder.

Colonel Roth arrives, bemused at my new accommodations. He looks circumspect as he lingers around as I prepare surgical tools, just in case. “Everything ready?”

“Almost,” I say but am not sure. Is anyone ever ready to see a whole new species?

“We’ve loaded the rest of them in the mountain. Nothing inside. But we have been picking up traces of heat from one of them. We’re in the process of cracking it open now.”

“Cracking it open?” Now it was my turn to be frazzled. “Is that really the smartest thing to do in this case?”

“Meaning?”

“Well what if these ships, these saucers, contain something delicate that considers our atmosphere as poison. By you cracking it open, as you say, it would be like killing the goose just to get the golden eggs.”

“Merely an expression doctor. Scientists are taking every single precaution. That’s why it’s being opened in the incineration chamber?”

The mystery went deeper.

“This facility has a chamber to destroy them?”

“Yes, it’s standard protocol. Sector 4 is fitted with several incineration chambers. While this particular saucer is being, well, unlocked, if anything is considered hostile, it is burned. Whether it be biological, chemical or advance weaponry, it would all be ashes.”

I leaned against my workbench, arms folded.

“If that happens, there would be no need for me here.”

“Nonsense. You’d still have your job. We would just be out of this mountain and back to our list of awaiting prototypes for government inspection.”

“Does the president know?”

“Why wouldn’t the president know? Truman approves of our secrecy and is eager to hear results.”

“What could this mean, Colonel?”

He looked puzzled.

“For the world, I mean. Mankind.”

Never one to miss an opportunity, Colonel Roth took off his cap and approached me, sliding a chair to meet his rear. He regarded me with his eyes, measuring his words carefully before he spoke.

“Son, if this is a new life form...it will mean chaos. If it ever gets out, that is. Man cannot handle outside forces. Much like a captain of a ship, there can be no equal. One is always higher ranking than the other. There would be jealousy and widespread panic. Pandemonium. Mark my words...

“However, certain precautions are in place. Should we find a new life in that disc, it will be contained. This place, this mountain, is its home now.”

I took this information as opinion, seeing as the colonel neglected to bring his cap back to his head. I had learned that whenever he talked without his cap, he was giving me the God’s honest truth. But whenever that cap adorned his head; all business.

Colonel Roth then replaced his cap to its rightful place and stood tall.

“Still, we’ll let you know the outcome. We’ll send someone in with dinner and a few books. Any requests?”

“Am I a prisoner?”

“Not at all. Standard quarantine. We’re all in this together. Again, any requests on reading material?”

“Just some almanacs. I’ll make a list. Also, if possible, do we have War of The Worlds in our library?”

The colonel chuckled at that.

“Already spooked?”

“No, I just want to know what I’m in for.”
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7/12/1947 – 1400 hours

I am shaken to my very core! Even as I write this my palms are sweaty and trembling and...my pen...it keeps slipping through my fingers. 

I have taken time to collect myself in order to better decipher the events as they happened in the order they happened in. It seems that this discovery has more ponderous qualities and ramifications than previously imagined.

For hours I made myself busy in the lab. Colonel Roth would stop by often, telling me, “Damn hard nut to crack” before he would walk out. His mood disturbed me. Here he was being comforted by the time it took to extract whatever being that saucer housed and I was practically stir crazy. I gave up coffee. Days passed. I slept sparingly. Then, it happened.

Roth startled me by busting through my door at a full sprint. The sound startled me, enough so that I dropped a beaker of liquid nitrogen. Luckily, my reflexes were on par and I just about eked away from the shattered mess. What was I to do? With Roth slamming open the door and babbling, it shocked me.

“I said get your gear.” He shouted again. “Damn thing is starting to open.”

Hastily, I whirled around and loaded up a wheeled cart. On the top I laid out a series of scalpels, clamps, separators and test tubes. On the bottom I loaded our new defibrillator system. The man who invented it, Kouwenhoven, developed it on site. Since then we had been looking for an opportunity to use it, should we encounter extraterrestrials.

Quickly we hurried off, winding through a maze of tunnels until we reached a wrought-iron gate. Roth lifted the gate then flipped the switch. The elevator churned downward, deeper into the abyss.

Ten minutes precisely, we arrived. Already I heard a big commotion. Roth was at attention, holding me back as he moved forward, entering a key code on a side panel which unlocked a heavy steel door, almost like the door of a vault.

The room was cavernous, high ceilings, dark surroundings, support beams that carried streamers of lights which illuminated the area. Directly in front of us was a box which was lead-lined and riveted with a glass partition to see in. Twenty or so people were huddled in front of it. Among them I noticed Riley, an astrophysicist, and also Markley and Rivers, two of the finest aviation pilots you’d ever see.

“Clear it,” barked Roth. “Clear the way, make room.”

He ushered me over and, much like the red sea, the crowd had parted enough for my nose to touch the glass. To my right, a man, who I had never met, was steady at an upraised control panel. I thought it was a lectern at first. But then I saw the toggles and switches and, more importantly, a giant red button. Too big to miss on the first try, I mused. I didn’t need anyone telling me what that button was for.

I turned back to the glass. Inside, there lay the ship. It’s height was seven feet and it’s width five feet. It glowed dark blue, a thin razor line of color right down the center as well as the arcs on each side. Upon viewing this marvel, the first shape my medical mind could conjure was, oddly enough, of the reproductive organs of a woman. Specifically, the uterus. Only this uterus was without fallopian tubes but instead sported two thick pointed wings, almost like fins, on either side, similar to the form of a stingray.

I had not expected this. Everyone had thrown around the term saucers so loosely I had begun to imagine flying dinnerware. But this...this was indeed a discovery for the ages. Alien technology.

The razor thin horizontal slit began glowing and pulsing in front of me.

Roth leaned in, transfixed as well.
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