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Trans-“X"Communiqué: Letter to a UFO Recruit
by Greg Halifax

WHAT YOU'RE ABOUT TQ KEAD IS5
LARGELY UNVERIFIED

But that doesn't mean it's not true. It's the
fype of LLFCH imformation that would bypical-
Iy be deeply buried, then carefully studied
and compartmentalized by a small faction
within the mtelligence conmmunity, as suifs
amy sensitive dlack operation. As Such,
.'::i.";.,-'."r!f.‘k!."sﬂ.-z.":f corroboration 15 difficult af
best. But UFO Magazine has the agvantage
of maore than a decade’s worth of collected
bits of information and broadbased facts on
wwhich to construct some fair extrapolations.
Dirawn from a range of sources, the follotw-
ing incident reflects upon one of the blackest
of American covert operations that aeal
directiy with e UFC prenomenon.
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a not-too-harrowing assignment in the

Middle East. This was one area of the
globe, at least, where the 1A had little trouble
justifying its existence.

Having some military background, Sedge Mas-
ters wasn't too surprised when he was called
back for another briefing about the new foreign
technology assignment overseen from YWright
Patterson Air Force Base. What hed heard at the
first briefing didn’t exactly fire his professional
instincts. The task sounded less than challenging,
[e was assured that more informabon would be
coming his way, and that much of it would
change his mind about the degree of intrigue his
new assignment would hold.

Clearances intact, Masters arrived on the base
in short order. He was issued a security badge

and escorted by an airman to an unmarked
building. Onee inside, he was escorted by the
airman into a room where his security badge
was taken from him and a different one given to

him in its place. A different airman with a uni-
form that Masters had not seen before, atmed

with an M-16 and a sidearm, escorted him into a
private room. That man left, and in less than two

T hey recruited him when he was fresh from




minutes, another armed and uniformed man
entered. He said nothing; Masters was used to
this routine. When the soldier had positioned

mmselt in front of the door, Masters turned
around to a table on which lay a thick packet of

papers. One more glance at the impassive sol-
dier, and Masters begzan to read.

The letter on top carried a number on the frst
page, but no date or letterhead.

Drear Mr. Masters,

Consider this a deeper introduction to your
present assignment. As you were told in last
week's special brniehing, yvou were selected for
the program less for your wide intelligence
background and techmical skills than for the
results of vour psychological profile, both the
one vou toock when vou first joined the Apency
and the one administered earlier this year. Nec-
essarily limited to technical experts and profes-
sionals in only a handful of milita ry, scientific
and medical disciplines, the program neverthe-
less cannot sacrifice its -:::I::']_'.IEL"|-;j-E]|_|_:|_:- an absolutbe
secrecy and the personality traits that go with
that exceptionally crucial need. I and my col-
leagues want to congratulate vou on nearly halt
a hfetime of unwavering circumspection in
regard to the restricted information to which
vou have been privy, from the the long lists of
classified technology to the panoply of trade
craft which vou have successfully and coura-
geously prachiced in many areas of the globe.

What you'll be doing with us should be
regarded as a complete change not only in your
understanding of conventional tradecraft, but in
the very attitudes and habits that you have come
to accept as SOP in yvour work, We're dealing
with something that falls well outside the nor-
mal boundaries of classical espionage and
counter-espionage as practiced since the agvent
of World War I, and vet has always been includ-
ed within the classified mission statements of
the various agencies and military branches com-
prising the intelligence community since before
the formation of the Agency In 1947 . The PT-
gram has been carried on since then, albeit with-

out acknowledegment or broad dissemination
within the community itsell, for reasons which
will be obvious as you read the material below
|t must be emphasized that a good deal of the
miarmation set forth below is of the haghest sig-
nificance to the national security and cannot be
divulged, even to those of VOUT associates and
colleagues in the community in whom you
repose implicit confidence, withoul authoriza-
tion being given o you . Wi 'I-:'-'i“ Li.ﬁhil?':.l:if moTc
about the established |_'|1'-;:-|_-:|-:'-:':-| for this in the
4avs ahead, For now, refer to the attached

I._-'
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Appendix A, in which you'll find details on the
use and application of code words, the protocols
of formal introductions and parameters of dis-

cussion derived therefrom. Any breaches of the
conditions or the protocol therein will be dealt
with as a security ¢crime, even if commuitted inad-
vertently, with the severest consequences to you
and any recipient of the informahon contained

In the communication, regardless of whether the
recipient solicited the information.

Duning the years preceding World War II,
informal contacts made by Americans touring in

Eurcpe—tasked to do so by then-attormey
William Donovan (who was later the head of the

55 in Werld War 1l)—revealed that there had
peen a number of sighbings of unusual aerial
phenomena and craft over European skies, par-
ticularly in the vicinity of German military facili-
ties. It was considered of extreme importance by
Donovan and his friend President Franklin L,
Roosevelt that the nature of these sightings be
explored, as it was assumed that they might be
evidence of advanced weapons being developed
by the Nazi government. Those gentlemen and
other Allied leaders likewise assumed that we
wiould shartly be at war with Germany.

At the time, little could be confirmed about
the reports of unidentifieds. The persons offer-
ing the reports were not professional espionage
agents, and in any case found it difficult to elicit
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—uch information which could be of use in assess= |8

ing the nature of the sightings. Military intelli-

cence made modest offorts to flesh out these i ics

ephemeral reports, but little information was
developed. In retrospect, the most OImMINOLUS of the
reports claimed that a downed saucer-like craft of
indeterminate origin was recovered !Z!'“'F Wehrmacht
troops in the days immediately preceding Ger-
many’s invasion of Foland.

The rush of events focused the attention of the
military and the 0SS on other matters of more
prﬁssir{g concern, although it had been resolved to

look into these reports again at the war's conelu-

sion. The need to follow up on these matters was
underscored by the appearance of the so-called

"Foo Fighters” which shadowed military aircraft of

all combatants during the war in both the European |
and Pacific theaters. Waturally, each side assumed |
that the devices were new weapons of the other side
(see attached Appendix B for censored press reports
and military intelligence reports pertaining to the

Foo Fighter phenomenon and the apparently relat-

It soon became clear that these craft
were from some planet or solar system
other than our own, as they were
sccupied by two kinds of beings which |
clearly were not of earthly origin.

ed phenomena which were the subject of Project
Twinkle [referenced therein]).

At the conclusion of World War 11, it became
apparent that the German Nazi regime had bE!r:rTL.
developing a number af advanced missile and air-
craft designs, a few of which, such as the jet fighters
and the flying wings, had been developed in paral-
lel (though somewhat belatedly) in the United States
and United Kingdom. Nevertheless, it was clear I:hlnt
axtensive technological intelligence gathering would
he necessary to determine the full extent of German
t:--.‘l'llﬁul-ugir:;‘d 1dvances in these and other areas.

This effort was both impelled andl ]IEITI'IPE't'-Ed by

'.1-n|'.t:x'|'|i|'|1% relations betwern the Yvestern Allies anc |

the USSE, initially played out in occupied Germany
where most of the investigative work was being
pursued. With the beginning of the Cold War, virtu-
ally all access to German investigation sites in the
Soviet zone of occupation was denied to Allied
imtelligence and military personnel.
And there the matter might have rested, but for

the Project Twinkle shenomenon’'s occurrence and
the sighting by private pilot Kenneth Arnold in

J44 Val. 13 Na., 3 1958
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there could be a full assessmet
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which clearly were not of earthly orig

The occupants of the deltoid crz twere large
ly intact after the crash. When the specialres
ery team established for this purpose locatec
the crash, two of the occupants of the deltole
craft were still alive, although one was bacdi
injured and would later die upon being taker
the Roswell Air Corps base. The other survit
was alive and remained so for almost 30'day

after the crash. It was able to walk J_ £
to understand that it was a capfive ar b,!g:_iﬁ;',:-::l_-:ii-'!
ligent beings like itself. All efforts at communni
cation with the survivor were inconclus
largely unsuccesshual, ’_
The three other occupants were -',:.;Iju..
the recovery team found them. The E'Eﬂ' al
appearance of these creatures was as reported in
the recently published, somewhat fanciful
“investigative” books on the subject which have
received a certain amount of popular acceptancs
and which resulted in the recent 50th annivers

"

sary celebration of this event. (Popular a .-..'4""-;'9;.1

Lo this event remains strong. ) ‘

The occupants of the second craft wereriob
found for several more days, as their bodies had
been ejected in what appeared to be saf.gt}r P' .,I:-l1
similar in purpose to those later employed in
such high performance aireraft as the B-58 Hus-
Hler and XAB-7U El.il:lEt‘ﬁEJni: bombere. T].'IE'EE‘J’_TEHH ..
tures were longer in dimension than the ones of
the deltoid craft, and their bodies were dispersed
over a much wider area due to the disintegration
of their craft. All were dead when found, with
their bodies much deteriorated ErﬂIImelnngEd
exposure to the elements and EDEIE-]:'LE}F;HE-EIEE[L -_
partially eaten by coyotes and other ereatures, all

ve and
+



af the latter of which were found
dead near the ahen corpses.
Analysis of the animal remains
and the alien bodies led to the con-
clusion that the animals died from
polsoning caused by ingestion of
chemicals in the alien flesh. It
appeared that the second group of
aliens could not survive it exposed
to the Earth’s atmosphere. The
need to remove all evidence of the

event from the two crash sites lim-
ited the amount of crash recon-

struchion which could be accom-
plished by the recovery team, with
the consequence that it has never
been made clear what exactly
caused the crash,

Unfortunately, the large num.
ber of civihian and military per-
sonnel who witnessed physical
evidence at the crash sites and
back at the Roswell base created a
sigmificant security hazard which
wias dealt with by intirmidation
and bribery of the witnesses to
the extent that those means
proved effective. Until unothicial
investigators, journalists, writers,
and others began renewing Inves-
tigation of the subject in the early
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14805, these techniques were
lareely successful in keeping the
|:I.I.|.|". of the Roswell event from
the public, as well as its ominous Im plications.
The autopsies on the bodies of the creatures

o i e

priority interest to our group, was indeterrmnate
for long after its recovery. While still subject to
the laws of physics (as we impertectly under-
clearlv not from this pl.uwt. The !-:.:'I'II:'EI'.'.'”:.' of stand them), the craft’s wn:nl'l-:ing;s. wenk far

dheir hrain struckures and non-communication in beyond our technological grasp at that fime.
Unfamiliar, nearly magical technology was
displayed, devices that we now know as inte-
grated circuits, fiber optics, supertenacious
fibers and metals, and an unfathomable power
source and drive mechanism, as well as other
technology which it is not necessary to discuss
in this document.

The military implications of the presence of
these craft in GUr atmosphere and the possibility
that they may have established friendly commu-
nications with our Cold War enemies were obvi-
ous and unsettling. The discovery of these cratt
led to an equally unsettling reexamination of the
European intelligence reports referred to above,

chowed that they were of very light build and

the face of stalwart efforts by researchers led
investigators at the time to conclude that they
were not the original designers and builders of
the craft involved i the 1mnc ident. Kather, it
seemed that they were "biological robots,”
designed and bred for the purpose of unde rtak-
ity such |_5._'||'|_:_|'I'-::|l.|- T1S510N5 a5 f]‘.'ll1_!£_ lJ'I:'IZ'II!jflh
the atmosphere of an alien world. The survivor
finally o ed when its body accumulated toxic
waste products from its metabolism, There were
NG apparent excrelory system ol sexual organs.
Consistent with this “biological robot™ hypothe-
sis was the complete absence af any !.T,ul'-_t-"';r' or
iood stores aboard the craft, Of course, the poss

# o mther ship”™ from w' hach
n o . | I.
cidered, as was the
» erall cralt ool

-_1i!'.|-ll. I_ll -:I'-Il..'ﬂ:'l.'- .I-.l.lil-l:!.'; 2
these craft came was alsu COTY
less likely possibinty that thess
. ".'.:'|.[1-'.|L1r:1i|'|-:".; ] % e,

themse]ves attali s Ly e
The prop qlsion system af the craft, of obvious
155 S .

as well as the postwar inveshigation by Gen.
[immy Doolittle of the “ghost rockets™ of Nor-
way (see appendix C, attached, top secret report
of Gen. James Doolittle). The President was
made aware of these developments and ordered
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the formation of a special group of prominent
scientists, Cabinet, military and intell:

_| Tn Iﬁlll

4-"

I-l'” nts | (5 1} ' 10

JI:II'

EEmThEpﬂpularhtemmrEhnndlEsahﬂutﬂw d| hum u‘r_yl- 1-_r|

name of “Majestic 127 or “M]J-12" for this spe-
cial, secret task force formed by the President.

Other names by which it has been identitied 1 in
the public mind through disinformation pro-
crams are “Project Saucer” and “Aquarius.”
While it 15 possible that any one or more of these
was the name of the group at one time, for most
of 1ts existence the code name for the group and
the extensive program whach 1t spawned has
been and still is “ Zodiac,” with each of its opera-
tonal subdivisions known by the name of a dif-
ferent zodiacal sign, including Aquarius.,

As the vears passed, the operational involve-
ment of high government officials in Zodiac
waned to a certain degree, especially with the
conclusion of the Eisenhower Administration,
although most presidents were still kept in-
formed of key overview facts as they came to
hght. However, it fell to the Agency’s supervisors
of Zodhac to determine who else in the govern-
ment should have acoess to this very closely-held
and highly compartmentalized information, to
the point that, like the heads of military intelli-
gence petore World War 1, they sometimes decid-
ed not to share information with certain presi-
dents, including Nixon and Ford. All other presi-
dents were kept reasonably well-informed,
including [immy Carter, who went back on his
pledge to reveal all of the information the govern-
ment had on UFDs once he was elected president.

As of the early 19805, the Agency exercised
complete control over Zodiac, with the coopera-
tion of the rest of the intelhigence communty
and the military branches, particularly the Air
Force and the MNavy. From 1947 to the early
|98(s, Zodiac recovered eleven other alien craft
in various states of disrepair, from a diminutive
single-seat flying wing to a rather large craft that
had to be trucked into Wrnight Patterson by dead
of might. Some craltt were furned over to our
government by friendly powers, most notably
Denmark, which allowed the LS. to retrieve a

rather large disk that had submerged off the
[Danish coast. Occasionally, a live craft occupant
was recovered as well.

There are ongoing efforts to discover the tech-
nological secrets of the recovered craft and to
reverse engineer them or their subsystems, but
<0 far these efforts have met with limafed suc-
cess, The materials technology and knowledge
of physics of the builders of the craft still present
considerable obstacles to matching their

observed performance characteristics.
Besides the tr:-:_hnﬂln:rg-.r,. the hemgs found with
these craft are central to the Frogram’s investiga-
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dence. We never encountered this phem::msmun

betore.

We fully appreciate that you have been intro-
duced to thas material on a rather short-term
basis. Ordinarily, your introduction to this infor-
mation would be more gradual. But we have no
time. We need to get to the bottom of this in
short order.

We selected vou for your unique experience in
debriefing and interrogation. We kept some of
the more senior team members on base for you
to interview. Your assignment is to find out why
even the most senior members of the team
shared in this memory gap, and to find out what
happened during that hour and a half. You are to
keep in mind that each one of these team mem-
bers is a highly-valued person of unique abilities
whose loyvalty and patniotism 1s above reproach.
Although vou are to draw your own conclusions

in your report to me, you should be advised that
the impression of those who've conducted the

interviews so far is that the team members gen-
uinely cannot recall what happened out there,
Indeed, they were not even aware of the time
gaps in their reports until they were advised of
them by the debriefers.

Your report 15 to be in writing and is to have
one onginal and no copies. It 15 to be hand-dehwv-
cred by you to me. It 1s to bear the securiky
stamps “TOP SECRET,” "ZODIAC™ and "EYES
ORNLY.” You will let no one see your report but
me and you will not share its contents with those
with whom you are working at Wright Patterson
without my authorization. We cannot be certain
of anything just yvet, but need to collect as much
data as possible in order to deal with this phe-

nomenaon in a manner consistent with the nation-

al security. [ will require
vour report within 48 hours.

At this time, please read
this at least once more. It
will not be made available
to you again,

Very Truly Yours,

Col. David H., USAF

WES CHLIM

Masters read it through
again. When he looked up,
an Air Force captain had entered
the room. “Are you finished
with the letter?” he asked 1n a
flat tone. “1'm done with it,”
Masters sighed, and for the first

time in his professional career
heard his own voice waver with
what sounded like nervOousness.

He handed the letter to the cap-
tain, who took it wiithout corm-
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the corners of the pagﬁ, pping them.
into a red “burn barrel,” stirris
metal rod. After thE paperﬂ
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Details on the deepest and blackest of clandestine UF O operations,
such as they are, stay safely beyond the reactk _fohvﬂrage citizens.
While this inevitably frustrates us, it allows the secret-keepers to
do the job of collecting UFO0 intelligence that might best serve the
military’s agenda of maintaining at least an appearanceof control.
The saga of Sedge Masters, interrogation specid’ ist and jaded vet-
eran of CIA covert ops, began in the lastifBue, . ? ters was swiftly
inducted into UFO program “Zodiac” ; g a specis —
ing on a bizarre UFO crash-retrievalll | left th
6'7-man recovery team with over an Hour or
Masters has been tasked to help findwhat 1i |
tive memory lapse. WHAT YOU’RE ABOUT TO R¥£
UNVERIFIED .. .but that doesn’t mean it’s not tru

48 Vol. 13, No. 5 1988



b captain intro-
duced himself and

then requested that
asters tollow him
to one of the debrief-
ing rooms. They
entered a spare room with a metal-
lic table, neon highting, and three
metal chairs—two occupied. On the
table sat a clipboard, a water pitch-
er and three microphones wired to
a Sony recording unit off to the side T N,
of the room. R R
eated 1n the first chair was a
civilian wearing a polo shirt and a
cardigan. He was slouched, leaning
far over the table. His hair was
longish, and he wore a beard. “Psy-
chologist,” Masters guessed, cor-
rectly.

Seated across from him was
another man— tall, lean, with steel-
gray hair and steely eyes to match. i _ | e
He gave the initial appearance of o B
being relaxed, but upon closer
Inspection, Masters could see that
the man was shll ready for action.
He knew the lock, having seen it
many tirmes betore. The shrink and
the tall fellow stood up and were

introduced to Masters by the cap-
tain, who then withdrew.

During the walk over to the
debriefing room, the captain had
explained that the civilian would WES CRUM
conduct the first part of the interro-
gation, both to give Masters a feel for how
debriefings were generally handled at Zodi-
ac, and also to help orient Masters betore he
picked up the thread of the debriefing, Mas-
ters was not entirely at home with this
arrangement. He had long ago become the

master of his own show within the Agency,
and was not used to being a spectator at a
ebriefing. But he inwardly acknowledged
L wisdom of the approach.
loreover, he knew that he was still hav-
| |.1|l'_5-' in coming to terms with the
the colonel. He would need

igeecs vwhat was to be done, and
satef] that he would not have

iterragation.

n with the steady, steely
rendition of the

rious day, occasion-
15 handwritten
pboard before him.




structure called upon to
take care of the rough stuff,

a man much like Masters
himself. This was not a

guy to mess with
lightly.

He was the colonel in charge of the security detail.
Masters thought it rather odd that a lieutenant colonel
would personally command such a small detachment
of men. As if picking up his thought, the colonel
explained that the Army had been tasked to establish
a multilayered security cordon around the crash area
and that the recovery team was inserted by truck and
helicopter from Wright Patterson. His men provided
security around the immediate crash site. “ After that,
the operation went as usual,” he said, describing how
cordons were set up in concentric rings around the
cratt. Radiation, gas and biochemical readings were
taken by men in multihazard suits, There were some

radiabion readings, but nothing dangerous. The craift
was mostly intact, even though 1t had plainly come in

hard. All of the alien occupants were said to be
aboard. “The physicians and biologists there pro-
nounced that all alien occupants were dead,” he went
on. “The recovery team docs were disappointed, but |
was relieved,” the colonel admitted.

The heavy equipment operators went o work fo
extract the craft without causing it further damage.
Allin all. the colonel said, without any trace of irony

that Masters could detect, this was a “routine” recov-
ery. The colonel had recovered other craft I:-u.fnru:-, |
without difficulty most of the time. “And t.hlE' particu-
lar operafion went smoothly because the site was
blessedlv distant from population centers and air
routes,” he noted, “There were no security infrusions

whatsoever.” |
The colonel steadily flipped through his notes on

the clipboard and gave a detailed account of _hmﬂ:-
security was established for the area and maimn tained

throughout the recovery. But then it happened. The

shrink noticed it, too, and cast Masters a fleeting,
sidelong glance. Up to this point, the colonel’s rendi-
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tion of evenls had been momaent |J;.' meament. gl
|-,m-h15.;,.||.|.|.|}r detailecd in the minulioe of the calle
I_}n!l!-i,|_l|"_||l'-|lll s ks |1|_-|'J'n|'111-1'|.|' aned decisions mged,
the relatively mundane mission ol establishing .,
maintaining security around an area that had a0y,
beon secured |_‘.|3,.' a much fﬂ]'j_j,r_’l' e FITY O irchon esi
lished beyond the hortzon ol the crash site, Th
without skipping a beal, the colonel jumped als
the point in time when the crane lifted the dow)
craft with a harness onto a lowboy (o be Lrucked
lo the base, covered by framing disguise and a n
lic tarp. In effect, the colonel had abruptly skip
hour and half of the process, after reporting alm
minute by minute what had occurred mn the previ
three hours!

[His tone never varying, the colonel went back b
describing the minutiae of establishing security o
the convoy back to the base, use of helicopters, loca
police, Army MPs, ete. The frustrated psychologis
was about to interrupt the calonel to take him back
over the gap when Masters tapped the shrink’s right
leg with his left hand, shooting him a glance which
told the shrink to let the colonel go on to the end of
his story unimpeded. The colonel went on, as if giv-
ing an aperational briefing, but in a [one appropriate
for the intimate circumstances of the small audience

in a small room.
B i 14! - h - I:'. i ']'I . 'I
In another hour, his rendition complete, he nnished

off with the securing of the craft and the remains in a
special receiving building on the base. He then saw
to his men getting fed and reporting to the debriefing
areda. The tapes whirred on quietly. The shrink looked
over at asters.

“Colonel, may | see your notes?” Masters asked.
The colonel flashed an inquiring glance at the shrink,
who quickly nodded his approval. The colonel hand-
ed the chipboard to Masters, who flipped through the
pages. The notes were written in small, block letters,
The time was carefully noted in military, 24-hour
netation down the left margin of the graph paper
pad. A very methodical guy, thought Masters. Sever-
al pages back, he found the gap. There was no space
on the page bo mark its place in the flow of events;
the time margin notes simply skipped ahead an hour
and a half trom the beginnings of the excavation to
the securing of the harness to lift the thing onto the
lowboy. Masters looked at the colonel, who gazed
back at him with the superficial appearance of open-
ness in his eyes. Masters knew that there was more.

The colonel had not been wholly successful in
keeping the contempt he telt for Agency spooks oul
of his voice during the introductions and in s eyes
an bwa other occasions during the debriel. Masters
made a mental note to leverage that attitude in his
exploration of the gap. On the other hand, the -:aptrll'm
had given Masters quick run down on the colonel’s
resume on the brisk walk over. He was one tough
customer. one of those men that the command struc-
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biologists there
pronounced that all alien
occupants were dead,” he |
went on. “The recovery H\‘
team docs were disap-

ture called upon to take care nf the rough s Haff. a man
much like Masters himself. This was n ul | Uy Lo mess

with hightly.
Ifn:-h:ﬁﬂ your notes appear to be very thorough.”

-.Ih1rl]'|;. '|.|.:l | '-|||" th.L |'_|.'I'|I'|"-||.] ['§ l-.,II Byl il::'l:l |'| 'It] 18 ||'| - I||III
the barest ]1 nt of a smile.; ™ You seem | E'l'll‘-'- recorded pumtEﬂ., hutlwas'
Bvery event in fine deta: H eTe 1N Your notes " Masters relieved ¥ tnh.E ﬂﬂlﬂ“El
conbinued ., |-.|'-'3'1 '”'"E—. toward the in] nel’s o 1|_1'l ard on b

the table. “Yes sir,” said the colonel, now withoult a
smile The colonel eculd sense it coming, even though

admitted.




he seemed to have no notion of what this CIA spook
was getting at.

What the hell, thought Masters. Here goes ... And he

spoke firmly, “Colonel, what happened back here,
ten pages back, down at the bottom?” The colonel

looked at the page, then looked up at Masters.
“I'm sorry sir; [ don't follow you.”
~oir, there is over an hour gap in your
notes right there on that page and no
such gap exists anywhere else in
your notes. Why is that,
colonel?”
The colonel seemed per-
plexed by this informa-
tion, and quickly
looked at his notes, He
was clearly taken
aback by the gap in
the margin notes. It
was equally clear
that he was search-
ing his recollection of
events for some

For
the first time, his
professional demeanor

slipped, and a look of
confusion crossed his face.

IMasters could see that the
colonel had no clue as to

pushed his chair back from the table. “Colone).
thank you.”
“Wait a minute! [s that IT?” the colonel barke:
“Well for the moment,” said Masters. “Let's </,
an it and we'll resume this in the mornmng. You
your men have had a long day. Maybe everyil
be more clear after everyone 1s more rested.” M
was able to dodge the colonel’s impu]
argue, spinning about and leavir,
room, drageging the diminul;
shrink along with him. |
pulled the shrink into ¢
unoccupied debriefir
and closed the doos
“Doctor. I want
written transcrip
each of the imntervie.
with the recover
team,” MMasters miu
mured, his voice slow.
and even, “"and [ wani
them as soon as possi-
ble, even if you have to

‘?‘IIF'!J_T'Hﬁﬂm For the why- there was an keep everyone up all
ﬁ_ﬁt ime, his profes- ; > night and even if you
sional demeanor slipped, hour gap in his have to have brigadiers
and a look of confusion typing them. Can you do
crossed his face. Masters :ﬂ.ﬂtEE.u ;

could see that the eolone] had

no clue as to why there was a gap.
The colonel said nothing, just flipping

the note pages back and forth, as if there

was a page that had gotten stuck to the one above it.
Then he just stopped, looked at the psychologist and

then Masters. He stammered, “I-1 don’ know., sir. |
have no idea why there are no notes for that period.
Perhaps things were going so smoothly that I had

nothing to note down.” Masters decided to press:
“But colonel, the enfire operation went smoothly, yet
vou found every detail worthy of note before this
point. What made this porthon different?”

At this, the colonel’s face went blank. After &

moment, his expression brightened. " We can check
with my XO. I'm sure that Chet can fill in this time

period. He's a good man for detail. That's why |
selected him for the team.”

“We already checked with your AU, colonel,” the
shrink broke in, his jaw tightening. “His notes and
his rendition of events have the same gap.”

The colonel was plainly nonplussed by this intell
gence, Masters pressed on. "Colonel, forget about
your notes for a minute. Do you recall what hap-
pened during that hour and a half or so?” Ihe
colonel stared at the government-issue, gray metal
table surface, as if his notes of that period were writ-
ten there. After 45 long seconds, he said quietly, as it
his answer were a surprise to himself, "No.” Masters
looked at the psycholo 15t for a moment, then

that?” Masters asked, making

it clear that it was not a question.

The doc took a small step back

“LUh, sure. I'll check with the captain.

A lot of them are alrea dy being transcribed
rght now.”

Masters warmed to his place of authority, “Please
arrange to bring them to my quarters as they are com-
pleted, along with the tapes.”

I'he smaller man hesitated. “Well, I'll need to check
with the captain . . "

“Look, Doe, check with anyone you want, but get
me the damn transcripts. I'll take care of the captain.”

AS 1t turmed out, the captain was way ahead of
them, and had already made all of these arrangements
and more. It went just as the letter had said. Every one
of the team members drew a blank when pressed
about the missing time. After the fifteenth transcript,
Masters turned off his light, rolled over and tried to go
to sleep. But sleep would not come.

The accumulated ]-i'l'll:!l'i.'l.-']E'-le_-l:' of the [_‘I.El_:-'.l' tew davse
jammed into his mind. First, he learned that his H':“"
ernment really believed that there were flying saucers
and little green (gray?) men, and that they were
covertly funding thus rather elaborate program to run
around at night surreptitiously collecting these things
whenever they slipped a cog and crashed. Then, as if
that were not enough, a bunch of hard-bitten cold
warriors go out to hold the eggheads’ han ds and keep
away the riff-raff while the eggheads recover this

saucer thing, and no one can remember what the hell



happened. Worse still, they all forget the same hour

and halt!

What the holy hell 15 happerung here? He hnally
drifted off to a fithul sleep just before dawn, about 201
minutes before the airman knocked on his door to
wake ham.

Masters decided that it was all tine and good for the
military boys to demonstrate how wonderfully disci-
plined they were at dawn by being all starched and
chipper, but he'd had it with all that long ago. He
politely but firmly informed the airman that there
would be a change of plans and that he would be ris-
ing at noon, thank you. The airman started to stammer
out a protest, but something in Masters’ tone told the
airman that this was probably not a good idea.

At the crack of one,
Masters blearily
arose, cleaned up
and made his
way to the cap-
tain’s otfice,
escorted by the
ubiquibous

OvVer-armed
ALCITATL.

"You all
right?” the
captain asked.

hasters could
not tell if he
was being cute
or if it was a
SIMCEre INQUITY.
Unce he and the
captain were
alone, the captain
made it clear that
the inquiry was gen-
uine. “Look, it's quite
a jolt to everyvone the

first time that they're
introduced to this stuff.

On top of it, you get pushed
into something that none of us
has seen betore. No one can

blame you for feeling a httle dis-
oriented by all of this,” the captain
commiserated.
“Yeah,” said Masters.
“b0, what next?”

“We start again. And you get to start with the
colone] . . "

“Wait a minute, captain,” Masters interrupted.

“Why don’t we cut to the chase here and break out the
sodium pentothal and the other drugs? What about
hypnosis? [ mean, I've been at this for a while, and [
can tell you that your colonel there 15 the kind of guy
that if he thought he had something to tell us, he

s

= 1-'1-'4'1*-5 _

would have already told us. We're wasting our time

here " But Masters could tell from the -:aptain'r-j [2ac-
tion what the answer would be, The captain stiffened
and said with pointedly measured words, “"MI5Ster

Masters,"—whenever the military types did not
much care for someone, they would place uncom-

mon emphasis on the first S].-'Hﬂb]{* of “mister” —
“These are our people and their lovalty 15 beyond

question. We do not use truth serum on people like
this. And we're not gomng to hypnohze them, either. |

don’t know how they do things at the Agency, but
that's how we do it here, sir.”

Yeah, yeah—all honorable men, Masters thought to
himself. Out loud, he said, “For your information,

captain, that's the way we handle it at the Agency, as
well,” he replied. "But we need answers, and if we
don't get them, we are going to have to do something

other than shrug our shoulders and wonder what
happened out there,”

The captain seemed ready to take the matter to
another level, but then he shrugged it off. “Mr. Mas-
ters, once you've been in this area of intelligence for
a while, you will probably become more accustomed
to running up blind alleys. But you're right; we have
to do something about the gap thing. But we also
have to treat our people with respect and dignity, not
like counterintel agents from Russia.”

“Very well, captain,” Masters said impatiently.
“Let’s go see if the colonel has had a sudden recollec-

tion of things past, shall we?” The shrink and the
colonel were already back in the grim little debrief-
ing room. The colonel did not look quite the same
this morning. He was pouring himself a glass of
water, and as he did, Masters noted that his hands
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were shaking. His eyes were averted. What is this? ‘ er ship overhead.
thEIILlE',ht Mastpﬂh The shrink ﬂDtEd lt.- fo0, Mastors "'Hﬂ,. not ¢xa l:tJ"!.", the colonel said L:-;lf:"l-‘.-'h ar

could see. “Tape on, Doc?” Masters said to the psy- wasn't telepathy. It was more just like being . bl s
chnlugis.t, i o feel their hostility. We could feel that they dm N

“Yeah.” want us there, We all understood that. We didy
~oed to talk about it. But it wasn’t verbal. It w5

“"Okay, colonel. Did vou get a d night's rest?” like we received a thought-out sentence or an ¢
j LS ARRT e like that. We didn’t need to. We—uh—got the |

The colonel looked up at Masters with a bewildered, “Empathy,” whispered the psychologist, tr..
desperate look. The steely-eyed eagle of man was by the colonel’s words.
nowhere in evidence. The ecolonel started slowly, his Masters took a deep breath. “"Okay, colons!,
volce a hoarse, tremulous whisper, “S-5- snmethm did you and your men do, once you felt this b
happened this m-morning. | remg he ship?“he asked.
right to tell you now. It wasn'tal ordered the men to go weapons hot and
Momentarily taken aback, fire on my command or at the first sign of an over
do you mean by that?” SHe looked down to the floor for a f
dsh The order was superfluous, really. All of s
1 already done that the minute the damn | ing
ed up.”
“Was there any sign of hostility?”
| NG. It just hovered there, emanating hostility for
ters probed. | I themext hour and a half. We just held our ground,
“THEY did,” the colonel replied, logking as if hedi f to shoot it out of the sky at the first move i
not quite believe it himself, | madec. But it didn’t do anything.”
“Whao is "they,” colonel?” “So, what happened, eventually?” Masters askod,
“The ... the aliens on the ship,” said the colone Ris voice softening.
clearly shaker by his own realization of W - The colonel squinted in frustration. “It just flew
saying,. straight up into the night, and that was it,” he said.
Masters looked at the shrink. “The dead things e
the crashed saucer?”

“I'don’t know, really. [ just know thi
You yesterday, but now, it's okay.” Heblir
repeated, “It's just okay, now, that’sall

“Well, colonel, who told you that

“Was.that. I guess we were all a little

No. The ones on the big ship Uk showed up as we i:E:.-'.--- e Aroting our procedures at that
were fitting the harness on thelerashed one. 4 point.” The -_5,4 test tinge « f sarcasm and defensive-

Masters and the shrink shot each otheralookand | ness entered his ve again.
both said at once, “WHAT ':"-;'i-'--'.--" vy that showed up?” “Why ¢

“Th-there was a ship.” His voice trembled.
:I"I'Iﬂthl'!'ﬂ 5|:'I|"||"'I'1'J"I‘|::!|-" Hmes |a wer than the one we ':'.':"i'.":':"".":':"-'
ging out, It just suddenly 'ed up overhead, even remember. But i rhen Ivoke ubithis morning, |
took up a position righfabove 35, 50 low that we fig- suddenly remembered ,i::_“,___.-__-_-,,.-'_=._;_;'|.'5,-._,;. at it was okay
ured . .. we thought that the Army boys at the oute with them you all abo E3F e
perimeter wouldn't be able

“What did it do?” a T ters, i'.]i':.‘:l_:‘-;.".-".-,'.=-.E'.-'.' 1 under his breatt :"':! ore was a knock on the door and
between his thumb ---:'-'--""”":3-'-.- | iptain du 1. “Excuse me, gentlemoen,

“Nothing,” said the colonels =1t i- st hove '.'3"'_.1_:'_'5 “olanel, Mr. Masters, Doc, could ] s vou outside for
there, threatening us and Erying to scare us off fro a m "
the wreck. They didn’ | want us --?-'1'1 In__li.rr._:s"u. | w1y logies, colonel.” But the colonel soomid
eves, his face drawn. “They didn’t want us t il_*_l-_ll__: | lostin thought, and merely glanced up and waved the
craft or the bodies.” - - captain off. Master the psychologist followed the

| ek Y .J_.”| lﬁ|r||l'||'_L {i _H.‘J,,.;!Il_., o (=t | .I_I

1

..-:_: :;-_:._=._;:_"!. .-_-._|".' usthis before?” Masters

ouldn’t i'i"J_ anyone. | couldn’t

101 |r T

I'_'.i]tli'l'j EJEIWJ_H.

"How did you know that? Dic ___ ’ T ¢ "'_5"*.':- 1T '5':"52'5'.'1- very

nvEI-HF H Ejrﬁl:ﬂm ﬂr E'Dmﬂt || | ..I: I_—I"*-IH I_TI-': HI I.l-_l ll I:I _'I l |-| 1|. I l-l..-_”..:-”;'__ .IF J r
la " E - "'l" I|- e
A look of amusement, quidl _ rone. The 'H_IJ'-” I 'i!'?ﬁliiﬁ_ il LL et m “*- that the colonel sudden-

Ehl'li.l'El_'E.d ”Hﬂ;ﬂ I"|;E' ﬂ.ﬂj_d ”Eﬁ__l I ':_! I" ih_l I | I!|_|_ : _ ' I.:ll_{:.l:l byl -h,'-i r4"_|'b Tll -|_||- | || ,-'.""i . __l 1k tI]E
need any p.a. system. It was rea oW E‘-?i."‘.["'.' ..... #’1’51'.., iu >d up and fried to scare our guys off.
. ._il TJ:.JL'F:T;"-IJ' ' 'I-;Iil.-l.:l_l__'lll I |i iq I-"'. '
ﬂ'l'I!'E'I.l]J]tE'CE. . 'Iﬁi.,.,!l_rl tr IQOIET €] .._:l-__-. ers fO
The colonel and the shrink againexchanged sur: | the '|e,~,;5'1 olog jr-' Ths r i l‘[: n team members all
pnmdg]am:eu., Masters w.:-nh.l.red, » we talking said the s: AT ;| . ﬁﬁhﬁhﬁ “.-:t'u ve it? The colonel
._I_' - .._r::hﬂ'l.'ﬂ' E‘E_FI-I.',!I;II'I.E]_:'“HE 1 ':'-i..-- -'5'_-"::|.'::: ;-I |||"'|_ |II-_|E"E'!:.|F[::|{JI£1._:-
2 'a'-.'LT- J:,H;#,, l‘us*-rmm;l:-utth nel seemed no MNow it was i‘__lj;.;g;;;a_'{[m_.{- C }i-l.ras"‘ gited. “Yes,
e, D : . . oy 5:-:,.;-‘.-5-;;-'._5'.,1,_|| ‘s as if .|'.i:1" - h- aliens “turmed

I :I.ll._r_| |- L I:I-| ‘LI ‘|J|1 e

gl g o L%




on’ their memories of the incident. The hittle gray has-
tards have thought control and empathy projechion.
But can you believe this shit? These gray critters get
cearier at every turn!” But Masters could see that the
chrink was actually thrilled that they were making this
discovery. At the same time he noticed that the captain
wasn't nearly as thrilled. The truth, as it were, had nof
set him free. A thought occurred to him. “How do we
know that this version is the truth, either, gentlemen?”
The captain and the doctor spun around to look at
Masters. “Whaddya mean?” the captain asked ina
rush. “They remember what happened now.”
“Yeah,” Masters agreed slowly, "Mavybe
.. maybe not. These memones are
now ‘allowed’ by the aliens, the

Vasters :-iI:c;h-r_'n;:l. ”L"'.-rE“,. Cl F"[ﬂl':l'l- [ne t|'|ir|',rI Wi e
damn sure: Your fine colonel, your quintessential man
of action in there and his group of class-A battle studs
did not just stand there cocked and locked for an houe

and half without doing something or without some-
thing happening. Your colonel is also one meticulous
muthuh who doesn’t take a breath without docu-
menting it. But for an hour and a half, he and all of
our team didn’t write one damn thing down on their
clip boards. Doesn't that make you just a little curious
to know what REALLY happened out there, captain?
“Hell, ves, I'm curicus,” the captain snap ped,
“but not at the price of degrading these
good people, some of the best people
that I or anyone else has ever
worked with.” He drew him-

aliens that would not let ié
ﬁ?rﬁ even talk abouk it FEIT self up and stared into Mas-
before.” He tumed to the WE]]., Eﬂptﬂin,ﬂ ters” eyes. ”l"_'-.'t'}, MISter
shrink. “Dioc, you know : Masters. WWe are not
anything about hypno- Masters said ﬁﬂlﬂly. “l going to do what yo o
gje?” . suggest, Besides, their
The psvchologist just hope we have the real memor ijE will
brightened. He saw probably surface
whﬁ.:r Masters was time to find out what we eventually—no mat-
getting at. “You're need to know about this ter what we do or
talking about screen don't do.”
memaory, aren’t you? before these gray bastards “Very well, cap-
Like, the aliens only - tain,” Masters said
allowed the team to have taken over the coldly. “T just hope we
remember what th have the time to find out
wanted them to miirl;m' Whﬂ'l'E m’“’ what we need to know
ber, right?” place.” about this before these gray

“¥Yeah, something like that,”
Wlasters replied. He could see
that thas line of questioning was
making the captain cross and uneasy.
Masters looked squarely at the captain. “Sa, Doc,
how would one go about punching through that
sCreen memory to get at the truth?™

“Well, it isn’t clear that it can be done at all,” the
captain snorted. “But if it can be done, it will be with
either deep hypnosis or some sort of inhibition-reduc-
Ing drug, ke sodium pentothal. Even then, it isn’t cer-
tain that we can break through or that we can even get
to the truth if we do.”

“Hypnosis is very unreliable,” the Doc injected.
“Also, if these alien guys are this good, they might be
able to implant several layers of screen memories, [t

would be a crap shoot at best,” he added, then shrank
into silence, suddenly aware of the captain’s discom-
fort with the whole discussion.

The captain turned to Masters. “I remind you again,
Mr. Masters,” he said, “that we do not put aur people
under hypnosis or drugs unless they are under suspi-
cion of cou H'[E:I"IE'EF'EHI'IEH‘E}_.. which is not EIFI]:-]]'-:ﬂ.h]E here,
Moreover, you heard him: Hypnosis is unreliable, and

even if we used drugs, we couldn’t be sure of the
results,”

bastards have taken over the
whole damn place. What good
will your people’s dignity do for
thermn then, captain?”

“Ihat 15 about enough, Mr. Masters,” the
captain spat, as if he were dressing down a new
recrunt. “In any case, the decision is not up to me. The
base commander will have to take care of thig arme

s

Masters looked out the window of the 727 as it low-

ered into Washington. There would be no hypnosis,
no truth drugs. The base commander was uncon-

vinced of Master's arpument. In any case, that is not

"how we treat our people.” And so on, Masters
sneered to himself and then knocked back his Scatch
on-the-rocks. On balance, he vastly preferred the Rus-
slans and the [ranians to this shit. Maybe it was Hme
to retire, after all.

But the Agency had other ideas, as he would soon
discover. «fie

A wr.-ffr-rfs-f{.'rfﬁ:er for over 200 years, Greg Halifax lives in
FrJi:r.'J’J!'.’i.'.*: -:f.ﬁ'lfzﬁi-rrrm. He has a number of good friends from
the mif ihary-industrial complex |
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SEDGE NI ASTERS

PART III .. cocmuon

The Ballroom, the Scooter
and the Christmas Ornament

Interrogation specialist and veteran operative Sedgewick Masters has
been tasked with uncovering the secrets behind UFO reports. CLA back

ground notwithstanding, there are just some secrets that stubbornly
resist the probes of even the world's best investigative minds, forcing

the most sensible and objective man to completely re-evaluate his ver-
sion of reality. After a sudden and perplexing briefing on the state of

the UFO phenomenon as the best intelligence pros know it, Masters ws
hustled off to Wright Patterson Air Force Base. There he sat in on the

debriefings of some men from the Air Force's top-flight crash recovery
team—all of whom had experienced over an hour of “missing time"” dur

ing a sensitive recovery operation. Still reeling psychologically, Masters
is about to engage in another round of the patently weird.

edge Masters had
been back in Wash-
inghon, 0L, for two
weeks. Most of the
time he had spent
drinking in his
townhouse in Fair-
fax. A small part of the ime he had
spent reporting on what had
occurred at Wright-Patterson: the
entire UFO recovery team losing its
collective memory of the threaten-
ing appearance of a second, much
larger UFO over the recovery site,
and then the sudden, inexplicable
recollection of the events by all 67
members of the team. While he was
at the base, assigned specially by
the Agency to debrief the team’s
commander, he had argued in
favor of using hypnosis and drugs
to try to penetrate beyond what he
suspected were “screen memories”
of the event. He had been overrid-
den by the local commanders, and
his own supervisor within the
Agency had gone along with that
determination. The first debriefing
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took place in a safehouse in the
countryside outside Fairfax. His
boss, the colonel, took in Master's
oral report impassively, asking no
I.'ill-F'F-nl.'l-iI'L'-'n.

Masters and the colonel had

worked together for some hime in

a variety of contexts. They were
not chummy by any means. The
colonel had never lelt any doubt in
Masters’ mind as to who was in
charge and that the colone]l was all
business. The colonel had made no

effort to justify or explain why he
had backed up the commanders at
Wright-Iat in overniding Masters
position that the recovery team
interrogation should have gone
on, using whatever pharmaceuti-
cal or psychological means were
available to get to the bottom of
what had happened during the
“missing time.”

Masters was supposed to be in
charge of the debriefing operation,
but he had been outranked by an
Air Force captain. A caplam, for
chrissakes! So, he drank . . . and

waited to be summoned again. It was
not just the issue of being undercut by
his supervisor in the Agency whom
he had come to trust. There was also
the very fact that there were UFUs al
all, that the government was recover-
ing them, had been doing so for
decades, and that there was a secrel
network within the government,
Zodiac, that seemed to be able to skirl
the chain of command with impunity.
spend money earmarked for other
projects, and generally do whatever it
damn well sleasesd, all in the name O
UFOs and their importance to Nation-
al Security Omne of Master's strengths
had alwa ;r_n. been that while he was
flexible and open-minded, he thought
he had a firm grasp on the world in
which he lived. He had been alive tor
49 years. And two weeks ago, he dis-
covered in the span of a day that he
had understood nothing about his
world, and he was not real damn

happy about this revelation.

During Masters’ second meeting
with him, the colonel had questioned
him about hig personal reactions to
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the UFD revelations, I

was clear that if Masters had
too negabive a take on what he'd
learned he would be terminated

from UFO-related assignments. Or,

perhaps, just terminated. The colonel

had broken with the usual protocols
of introducing new recruits to Zodi-

ac slowly, gradually, to allow them
time to adjust to the radically differ-

ent paradigm. There was not time to

do that in Masters' case, the colonel
said. He was ordered to report to

Fort Belvoir for three days of psy-
chological testing, and then he was
told to sit tigrht, relax, and wait for
murther orders.

When he went out jogging along
the creek near his home, he had the

distinct impression that he was
being followed, but even he, with
his experience in field operations,
could not be sure. Why were they
following him, he thought. The |
dumb bastards think that I'm going
to mest Waadward and Bernstein
while running along the woods. Or

=

)

maybe they just
want to see if [ crack.
still, he couldn’t be sure.

His wrte was out of town, as
usual, on yet another sales unket on
the West Coast. She had not ex-
pected him to be back so soon. Not
that it would have made any ditfer-
ence. Although their marriage had

started out happily enough, her life
had become her work. His frequent,

prolonged absences on foreign

assignments were now mirrored by
her sales travels, conventions, and
temporary postings all over the
world except here at home in Virgin-
ia. She was supposed to be assigned
to D.C., but had not spent three
weeks there in the last eight months.
He was very much alone, which,
up to now, had been fine with him
He wished she were home. He need-
ad someone to talk to. The colonel
teld him not to discuss the LIFC)
matters with his wife. Everyone
knew that was the rule. Evervone
also knew that the nale was almost

It was clear that if Masters
had too negative a take on
..-\' = what he’d learned he would
be terminated from UFO-

related assignments. Or,
perhaps, just terminated.

never observed. Except by Maslers
He had never shared with his wife
what he did. Up unbil now, he had
never wanted to. For some time, he
had been missing their lost infima-
cy, their joyous partnershap and the
sweet conspiracy of their youth.
But now, he realized for the hirst
bume just how much they had lost
as the chasm bebween them
widened. It was for times like these
that they were married, every bit as
much as for their sense of shaned
beauty. cleverness and wit when
ey 1.-,.-=~1-.-_ VOLINE. He thought

about her increased drinking when
slhe was home and wondered if she

shared his vearning [or COmimis-
mian. [f s0. he wondered what had

driven her to reach the same con-
clusions. After all, no one had told
her that LIFOs were real and thal
mast of what she thought she knew
was false. Or perhaps she had been
told something very much ke thal
by his shows of indifference. She
thought of her marnage to bim as a
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He felt that he was like one of those ra .
in the psych lab back in college. He felt
that he was being played with. He had
turned over in his mind
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sort of fulfillment of her life's expec
tations, and it did not exactly turn
out that way, did 1t?

He poured himself another drink.
There were old friends he could
call, But he knew that the hnes were
tapped. More to the point, he had
not been good about keeping up his
relationships outside the Agency.
His work was his life, and, for the
first time, he regretted how isclated

and dependent upon the Agency he
had become. He therefore resented
what he was thinking and feeling,
This was the first time 1n hus career
that his supervisor had undercut
him. This was the first time that he

felt 50 . . . out of the loop. Intell-
gence was always compartmental-
ized, always shared only on a need-
to-know basis. But this time, he felt

that he was like one of those rats in
the pavch lab back in college. He

felt that he was being played with.
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He had turmed over in has mind
night after night that this was some
kind of weird test, a set-up. Ihere
were no LIFOs, There were no little
green men, gray men, whatever. It
was all just some sort of perverted
test. They were checking his stabili-
ty or his confhidence in his own per-
ception or something like that.

He poured another drink. Well,
he had had it with this bullshit! He
wionuld call the colonel and tell him
that he had put in his 23 years and
he was taking early retirement. He
looked over at the phone next to
his chair as if it were a venomous
snake. Gingerly, tentatively, he
extended his hand toward the
phone. Screw it! He reached o
the phone . .. just as 1t “ﬂE-_

“Gedge?” the colonel's voice
came over the phone, more like @

barked command than a question.
‘yag, gir. ['m here,” Masters

ét, a set-up.

441 F"afﬁhi@ night that th ;
| was)s kind of we' |

said, noting with rntation the grog-
¢y, slurred sound of his own voice.

“Sedge, put that bottle away and
get yourself cleaned up, We're senad-
ing a car around for you in 30 min-
utes to take vou to the fort. I'll meet
vou there. Your wife still out of
town

As if he didn't know, thought
Masters. “Yes sir, she's still in 3an
Francisco at that dealers’ convention.
¥on't be back "til Fnday.”

“Good. See you then.” The recetver
clicked bwice as the colonel hung up.
Masters dangled the recerver from 115
cord for five seconds without mov:
ing. New assignment? Terminalion
from Lodiac? Or just plain old '-'F"'n'”'
nation? Or with extreme prejudice?
Ch, fer chrissake, just get Youl as= 1l
the shower and get on with it, he

thought. If they wa nted to doat,
*hl’."}"d j|_;|:-'_.|!' COTLE T |'I-FTL' -i.l]'l'lj L']D i.t. Nl.:l

need to summeon you back to Fort
Belvoir. With that, he slammed dowmn

the receiver and heaved himself awk-
wardly out of the chair, weaving
Aown the hall for the cold shower
that he hoped would give him some
cemblance of alertness by the time he

reached the fort. |
After the usual secunty rouine



with the changed badges and
whainot, Masters was admuitted
to a small conference room with

a table and btwo chairs. The
colonel was sitting at one of

them with two briefing folders
in front of him.

“Hit down, Sedge.”

Masters took the chair across
from the colonel. The shower
and the fresh air on the drive over had That retrieval team is valuable to us.
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water he had gulped down right after | times over. We cannot ety "R RS T p i wohile T get us soms

: - F re, we don't . e .
ket el VR g n“}di;_il n't agree coffee,” the colonel instructed. He
want to. | Knosw you I aat 1D and left the room and as as

' : put at £
;".:rll_];lf::"-:i_]“: tEErf;F;Ti?ﬁ?;ﬂve to he left, an M with an automatic
't ot A 1 .
suck it up on that one, Sedge. |

the shower. Still, he was in no mood
for any more mind games. He . . .

“I'll get right to the point,” the
colonel began. “You made quite a case

Weapon sntered the room and

a . : — - . o LT T=] Ra s n
for use of aggressive debriefing tech \now that you didn’t like the way it stood guard at Masters 1 k.
s pthere thise LINC dl31.I_JIEEI5I1ATIE | was handled, so I'm going to give What do they think L'm going 1o
. - . F e . 3 : : 2 L P
involved Twas uﬂPIE"E‘ELlﬂ.I. bui e vou a chance bey bt VOUE |Z.|.'LL"D]'}.’. at a0, e |Z|'|.|.'|'|.I.:'_:.|_'-.':, eat the ile

was more at stake in the situatio

. u ¥ " the colonel The report in the tokder was
: _ . . Facts. least the hypnosis part,
Ohio than just gethng to the
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brief, followed by surveillance
reports and standard, no-contact
secunty background checks. The
subjects were two young graduate

students in the Los Angeles area,
Mike Castillon and Bob Earmnest.

Eamnest had contacted a UFO orga-
nization in Colorado and reported a
senes of odd events. Most of the

information came from taps on the
organization’s phones, supplement-
ed by undercover agents within the
organization. 5o we actually spend
assets on these UFO whackos, Mas-
ters thought.

In the first of these episodes,

Earnest and Castillon had encoun-
tered a large USO (underwater sub-
merged object) off the coast of Palos
Verdes, near Catalina Island. Before
their eyes, the US0 had then
become a UFQ, flying right over
their heads while they were driving
around the peninsula in an open
sports car on Palos Verdes Dnive
Morth. This was around midnight.
They were going to visit some
young woman they knew who

lived on the other side of the penin-

sula. They first noticed the US0 as
a large, bnghtly glowing mass
under the surface of the ocean
which was moving at high speed
directly toward the part of the
peninsula on which they were dn-
ving. They lost sight of it as it
approached the cliffs below them,
but were startled as it broke the
horizon and flew soundlessly over
them toward the higher slopes to
their right. They followed the path
of the UFO up a valley, away from
the water, and when they could

drive no further up the increasingly

rugged terrain, they climbed up the
slope on foot. Suddenly, they
encountered a police officer whose

uniform they described as
“strange.” The officer told them
that they were trespassing on pri-
vate property and that they would
have to leave at once. The two stu-

dents somewhat indignantly
explained what they were doing

and also opined that whoever

owned the steep, overgrown slopes
going up to the cliffs would proba-
bly not mind their presence, but the
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"officer” was unmoved and

ordered them again to leave.

One odd fact came out in the
telephone interview: the "o fhicer’s”
patrol car was seen by the students
to be parked behind the “officer”
on the steep slope, even though
there were no roads and they them-
selves had to abandon their car to

climb up the steeply-inclined and
overgrown mountainside. They
described the car as "odd” but
offered no specifics in the taped
phone calls. They followed the
“officer’s"orders and left the area

The second incident took place
two weeks later at almost the
same location when the young
men were dnving the same sports
car on the same road to see the
same young woman. This ime, a
shiny, much smaller UFO was
S0¢N pacing their car' s progress up
the road, about 20 feet away from
them and directly off to their side.
When they pulled over to get a
better look, it flew away into the

night sky. They heard no sound
from the object.

The third sighting involved only
Castillon, who had a UF( hover-
ing aver his sports car as he drove
through Wilmington on Pacific
Coast Highway on a Saturday
morning. The thing hung over him
for about 20 minutes and then just
flew away. Again, the object emit-
ted no noise that Castillon could
detect. The traffic was so light dur-
ing all of these incidents that there
were no other witnesses known to

Earnest and Castillon.
The ftourth incident was the

focus of the report. Earnest and
Castillon had met some fellow at a
friend’s party who shared with
Earnest an interest in very avant
garde music. Strangely, neither
Castillon nor Earnest could recall
the fellow’s name. Earnest was
more friendly toward this fellow

than Castillon; the latter consid-

ered the fellow “a little strange”
and did not care for his taste in

music. A few days atter the party,

Earnest called the fellow, who
invited them to visit him at his
house on Dapplegray Lane 1n

Rolling Hills Estates, a small, excly

give community on the Palos Verd,.
Peninsula. They took him up on h;
invitation one night later that weel

The strange fellow’s home was

heated too much for their |f]{I=1H and
A fter Castillon grew tired of humaor
INgE Earnest's interest in this LY S
strange recordings, he finally pe;
suaded Earnest that they needed ¢
be going. Masters noted that wha,
Earnest was pressed by the telep!
interyviewer Lo PI'IE!IL"i-IjE!' detals of
happened in the home, he was
vague. Other than the excessive
warmth and the music, all that |
could remember of the E'-.-'E't'lirw:
that he and Castillon had taken
their jackets and outer shirts bec

of the heat, leaving them with on
their T-shirts and jeans on. It was
almost exactly midnight when th
left. As they went down the porch
steps to the short walkway to the
street, they both saw a bright, glow
ing red ball a little larger than a ba-
ketball resting on the front lawn.
Oddly, there was no mention of their
host noticing the ball or even staving
with them as they walked toward 1!
to check it out. They stood there look-
ing at the ball for what seemed like 2
moment and then got into Earnest's
car, a VW,

[t was then that Earnest nohiced
that the clock 1n the VW showed the
bme as 3 a.m. He menbioned this
with surprise to Castillon. Their
watches confirmed the time. Some-
how, they had lost three hours look-

ing at the red ball.

There was a fifth episode which
occurred in MNew Orleans dunng
Mardi Gras a few months after the
“red ball” incident. According to
Earnest, they were staying in a hotel

when there was a loud bang and
flash outside, followed by a large

gray coming right through their
locked door, starthingly tast. Ik
loomed over them for a tew seconds
while they were paralyzed, and then
withdrew through the same door just
as swiftly
The transcnipts ot the telephone

interviews were alwavs with Eamest,
not Castillon. Earmest told the inter-
viewer that Castillon was not particu-
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missing three hours.

As it turned out, the hyp-
notherapist, one Dr. Beth
I::'I.lliji". who donated her services to
the organization, was an Agency

asset. She had done work for the
past 15 years and had
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E:lad taken some salesmanship on

m'ﬁ'ﬁ' part just to get him to g0
along with hypnosis.

Ihe colonel reentered the room as
the MP left. He set down the coffees
on the table. “1 left yours black,” he
said. “Well,” said the colonel, “here
15 your chance to see if hypnosis can
bring back those memories you sy
are being masked by these aliens.”

“How do we know that the red
ball is from aliens?” Masters asked,
sipping his coffee.

The colonel smiled. “Well they
aren’t OURS, Sedge, if that's what
you're getting at.”

“How do you know, sir? How do
you know that there isn’t a com-
partment apart from yvours where
someone knows that we designed
these things to control people or
for some other agenda?

The colonel seemed amused by

this, despite his usual stern man-
ner. “Trust me on this, Sedge. They

are not ours. Indeed, they are not
anyone else’s. They are something
of a mystery, really. That's why
you're going out to Los Angeles: to
try to find out what the damn
things are.”

“Colonel, you spoke of the ball
as if there were more than one. The
report only spoke about one, as |
recall.”

“Very good, Sedge. After you
cover this hypno-debrief, | want
you to swing by Wnght-Pat again
and tell your fnend the captain
what you learned. He may have
more information for yvou on this.
Then come back to D.C. and we'll

talk. Have a good trip, Sedge, and.
uh, keep it professional whale

you're on this mission, all nght?”

Masters was sorelv tempted to

tell the colonel to take his assign-
ment and shove it, along with his
advice on drinking, but he just
barely managed to hold his tongue
He maintained a sullen silence on
the drive back to Fairfax, despite
the best efforts of the outgoing sea-
man driver. Christ, graduate stu-
dents, red balls, UFO nuts and
hypnotists, he thought. Not to
mention conducting a domestic
operation within the borders of the

Linited States in violation of the
Mational Security Act of 1947. 1f
this were a test, he had no idea
where it was going.

By the time his plane leveled oft
from its climb out from Dulles,
Masters had already ordered two
Scotches from the middle-aged
flight attendant. Here's to you,
colonel, and your goddamned
UFOs, red balls, and Dr. Culp the
therapist, he thought as he

knocked back the first shot of |&B.
By the time his plane descended

into the brown sludge that L.A.
called a “sky,” he was pleasantly
buzzed and erroneously thought
he was ready for his rendezvous
with Dr. Culp.

They were to meet two hours
before Earnest and Castillon were
expected to arrive, at a hotel in
Redondo overlooking the beach
and King Harbor. Culp had a suite
at the hotel, Masters knocked on
the suite door and heard someone
unlocking the multiple locks after
checking the spyhole

He was not quite ready tor Dir
Culp, as it tumed out. She was
almaost as tall as Masters himself
(3'117, Masters guessed), with long
blonde hair, beautiful, large, clear
blue eves. Her dossier saad that
she was 48 years old, but she
looked al least 15 yvears yvounger.
She was very pretty, shm and had
a dazzling smule. Masters was a
cool customer 1n a cnisis, but he
could feel his voice sounding a lit-
tle off-key as he introduced him-
self to the stnking therapist. She
was very much in possession of
the moment and seemed to take
delight in the effect she had on
him, even though she had become
used to this sort of thing over the
vears. Masters was irntated with
himselt for being so taken aback
by her.

She asked him if he would hike a
dnnk, and he thought, now, that's
more ke it. Culp poured Masters a

Coke over ice. She poured herselt a
Pernier with lime. 50, that's how it
is, he thought. Little Miss Pnim.

“l understand that the colonel

has already gone over the protocol

“ﬂ*ﬂcﬁl‘?’% L N

for these interviews, Mr. Masters?

wwae You will put each of them
under individually and ask them
battery of qufstimﬁ- aimed at higun
ing out what happened during th
three hours that they thought that
they were looking at the ball. The
were instructed not to talk with ¢,
other about the incident, but, giv,
the passage of time, you know th
they did, nght’”

“Right. But we do the best that
can to filter out the corrupted ro
lections. As vou know, hypnos
not perfect, but it beats sitting
around scratching our heads, v
dering what happened.”

“] agree with you on that,”

W asters. He also noted that the
were the same words that he b
used 1n Jrgu:il'lp', with the ca P
Wright-Patterson about using b
nosis to debrief the recovery tea
She must have been given a m.
thorough briefing than | was &
Masters thought.

“Have you done this before”
Culp asked.

“¥es, but under much dibteren |
circumstances.” Masters did nos
elaborate, even though it was clea
from Culp’s expectant gaze that <h
expected him to do so

When it became clear that he had
nothing more to say, she cnsply in-
structed, “In this instance, | will do
all of the talking. If vou have any
questions, vou will wnite them down
and pass them to me. Flease do not
make any sudden movements or
noises while the session s 1n Pro-
gress. Do you have any queshons ™

“Only one: do they have any real
drinks in that retrigerator””

“lf by ‘real’ vou mean alcoholc,
ves they do. But the colonel was
quite specific that vou are not to
have any during this assignment.”

“l see. And if | were to disregard
that instruction?”

“Then | would be forced to stop

vou and put vour lack of coopera-
tion in mvy report.” She looked at
him levelly, as if to say "even though
| look hike a willowy woman, | can
deal with vou physically, if the need
be.! He believed that she would real-
Iy try, too.
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am your prisoner for the
time being.

"Good,” she said,
“Let’s rearrange the fur
niture to make it more
comfortable and gel
ready for our guests

“OUmne other thing, Doc-
tor.” said Masters, "VWhy

e

did vou rule out sodium
]':-1'11':.1I:|‘|-:"-|. or some other
psychoactive drug ™
"1 didn’t rule 1t out; our
subjpects did. Mike Cashil-
lon was not at all
enthused about doing
this. [ he only wav he
would agree was if only
hypnosis were used.
Besides, we oftten hind
that hypnosis gets better
results with hidden mem-
ones than drugs. As vou
Enow trom your back-
pround, drugs are more
usetul when there 1s a
subjective inhibihon mak-
ing the subject less than
forthcoming.”
“How do vou know
that 1sn't indicated
here? he asked. [ K104
up the coffee table
“Because it 1sn’t thal
these subjects don't wand
Lo talk about it. Thev jus
don’t remember,” she
sald, lifting her end ol
the table
“"How can vou be sur
of that?” he asked, think
ing of the recovery team'’s
statements that they were
later “allowed”™ to tell a ditfer
ent version of events. She
caught his eve and asked, “Jusl
what are vou thinking of in ask
ing that!™”" Uops, Masters
thougzhi

"Oh, nothing.” Damn, he
thought. She isn't cleared for

that. ‘Mister Masters, if we are going to be holding bacl g |
li'_'1_:||F':- ot dovwwn the table and driew work together effectively on this view? 1f 1 am tor o is -
herself up to her full 617 (in low Assignment, you are goimng to hav luhies during these ind
heels), setting her clear, hight blue to b trank with me. Now wha 1o raad | | | ’ |
eves right into line with Masters vou think that these subjects mighi u have tha W Cal . .



me. Do I make myself clear?”

- ﬂh*!mt"‘-‘lmlﬂ:ﬂ Masters thought.
L can’t go into the details, Ms.
Culp, but it is possible that these
Phenomena involve making the, er,
subjects obey a command not to
talk about what they underwent
dHij.; the missing time sequence,
a5 Opposed to not remembering
what happened. That's why 1 asked
about the drugs. But if it's to be
hypnosis, then so be it. [ was just
curious as o what VOUR l'.huughts
were on the subject, that's all.”

Culp seemed to relax a bit. “Well,
It’s true that in some of the purport-
ed abductions with which we've
dealt the subjects sometimes say
that they've been instructed not to
talk about all or part of their experi-
ence. In tact, they become quite agi-
tated if pressed on the subject, even
while under deep hypnosis®

50, how successful have you
been when vou try to break through
this “instruction’?” he asked.

“It's hard to sav. Sometimes,
they don’t budge. Other times,
they tell us a more detailed story
behind the so-called screen memo-
ry. But still, 1 get the feehng that
we're just getting the next screen
memory and not what really hap-
pened. You may be right about the
drugs, but we can’t make ctizens
accept them against their will™

“Oh, yveah, of course,” said Mas-
ters, while thinking, the hell we
can't. |

There was a knock at the door.
Two good-looking voung men
stond at the door, smiling and
filled with the gquiet cockiness of
men in their prime. Both of the

voung men were a little surprised
by the statuesgue D Culp. But
thev quickly recovered, their spints
mueh improved by her obvious
charms, notwithstanding Masters’
brooding presence and less-than-
enthused greeting. Culp explained
'1':1"‘]' ’1'5.:.,""&

L & ., -l::‘:.l"-:l.

not give the appearance of being
counter-cultural or science geeks.

The stories told by the two men
were virtually identical on every
point, particularly the most impor-
tant point that they lost three
hours of time that night on Dap-
plegray Lane. The stories did not
change under hypnosis, except
that they now said that they
remembered spending the three
hours just standing on the walk-
way staring at the glowing red ball
until it floated up into the night
sky. No amount of probing by the
resourceful Dr. Culp cver penetrat-
ed behind this story. No alien
ships, no medical cxams, no short
or tall grays, nothing. Just stand-
ing there for three hours and then
leaving. Neithor man showed any
discomfort when prossed; they jus
had nothing more to say. Masters
wanted to i“i_ll'l F Dty ool i wwalls
drugs, but kncw that Culp would
not go for it

One thing that both Dre Culp and

Masters nobiced svas that svbils
Earnest was understandably imiles

ested i what baoadd hagrpenacd
Castillon seemcd almost werrdly
detached from and disimtere=ted o
the red ball exponence and the
other incident- that he Jdescribed
He said that he had other concerns,
with graduate school, hus pending
marmiage to his tancce, and finan-
dal pressures. He al-o saud that he
simply did not have time for UFOs,
Castillon regarded Farnest's inter-
et with bemusement. Fven so,
both Culp and Masters thougiit
that Castillon’s outlook was a little
tow detached, as if he had beencon-
ditioned to disregard the expeni-
ence and not look into it further
After saying goodbye to the fwo
voung men, Masters sufeested that
D Culp and he debnet over dinnes

at the Charthouse overlooking the
- water. Culp declined, stating that
- thev should do their work without
distractions, in the most efficent

] . T ' | | m _|

heir impressions of the men's
story. The two men seemed to be

sincere. Thev had nothing o gam b
making up the story. Indeed, Castl-
lon was uncomfortable wath the tim
that he gave to this exercise, being
anxious o get back to his normal
pu rsuis

“There’s one more thing to do
before we leave this mudhole of o
towwn,” Masters sad. “We should
drive by the house on Dapplegran
and sev what there 1s to see

"|"-..'|:1| meed,” sand C l:I!|." a5 she was
repacking her brictcase

HII-"'EII'I:I.' ot Dot vou think that
there' s :-.I_1:I'|"II:'|!|"II|'|_|: Lo D ainedd from
going back to the scene™

“Qure, but not from me doing: =o
was rarsed m Palos Verdes, In tact, |
wenl to Dapplegray Elementary
Selool, ve seen |'|.|]1]'-'.|.'L:r.1'.. | i
dozens of bimes. | here s nothing:
absoult Fhis streaet i ST RS ARy Ehing
ot of the ordinam.
and she hesitated

N TR
i LS rl

“Except what, [ Culp™ Mastioers
as ki
U s aothing, really ™ Sk

waved her hand dismissively and
wient back to her packang

"Humor me, Beth,” Mastors said,
moning around the table to tace her

“Well, there was a report which
came mnto the UFO center in Denver
seyveral vears ago whuch we just o
shed investigatmg, but it was so off
the weall that [ am sure it has noth-
ing Lo Ao with our boys and their
red ball.

“Enomreh with the coyness, doc-
tor, . . give! What supposedly hap-
pened]

“Oh, 1t was kind of like one of
those turnible, low-budget scien o
fictton mowvies from the Fiftio- |n
Lack, that's what we thowy b
inspired thas little story |lowever
there are certain similaritios to these
inlerviews,”

1 hat setthesat, thousht Masters,
gﬂlbh'i'l"l.E her hand. “C omie on Yo
can tell me the story on the wav -

Omnce they were Inthe car, Culp

resumed her story. “It happened

seven years ago, in August of 1971
There were these bwo  oung guys
around the same ages - Castillon

ind Earnest, Their names were john

Hodees and Peter Rodnguez. They



vere visiting @ mutual friend on Dap-
plegray Lane. At 2 a.m., they left their

friends house and got into Hodges'

-ar. Then they saw two large brains in
the middle of the road ahead of them,

=ach about as high as a man's waist
when standing, and each apparently
alive. Hodges drove around the

brains and took Rodrniguez back to
his apartment below Palos Verdes.”

Masters interrupted her, “Wait a
minute. Hodges sees two giant, liv-
ing brains in the middle of the road
in front of him, and he just drives
around them? Just like that?

Culp laughed. "I told you that it
didn't make any sense. He said that
they were afraid of them and felt that

getting away was the most important
thing to do at the time.

Masters remained incredulous.
50, did they call the cops about
this?"”

Culp laughed louder, still. “Well,
no. Of course not. If they did that,
then their story would begin to
make sense.” Masters shot her a look
of intense skepticism. She seemed
amused at his frustration in dealing
with what he clearly regarded as
NONSEnse.

"Okay,” she said. “The story
wouldn’t make sense in any event,
but the point is that it was weird that
they didn’t call the cops, honk their
horns, go bang on their friend’s door
or a neighbor’s door. Instead, they
just try to get home without any
effort to report it to anyone. And it
somehow takes Hodges two hours
to get home, even though he lives
nearby.

"He was recently regressed under
hypnosis by one of my colleagues
and he remembered a much different
story to explain the two hour gap. He
said that he encountered the brains
again outside of his apartment,
whereupon he was projected out of
his car and into an equipment-filled
room, where he was confronted by
humanoids who warned him of the

dangers of nuclear war.

“"Hodges was abducted a second
time under similar circumstances and

was given a brain implant that he
was told by the humanoids would

Increase his ‘psychic awareness.

'Il"hE}r also told him that humankind
15 .th-E product of millions of vears oof
sclentific experimentation ™

EI-]_,' now, Masters was chuc kling
to himself. C ulp herself smiled

with a hint of embarrassment

“What?” she said, pretending
not to know why he would be
laughing aboul the kidnapping
brains of Dapplegray Lane

"Beth, it sounds like bad drugs
to me, not bad brains,” he said
between bursts of laughter. She
started laughing, too. "Well, | tned

to avoid telling vou about it; |
know it sounds hike that stupid old

movie, ‘Donovan’s Brain,” or some-
thing.”

“I think that we ought to add a
blood test to these interviews,”
Masters said, not laughing as hard,
now. “These things have to be hal-
lucinations.”

Culp stopped laughing at that.
“Sedgewick, this is no hallucina-
tion, I'm not standing tall for the
brain story. But it is clear to me that
these two young men that we met
today really believe that they saw
what they say that they saw. And
thE‘!ﬁ' ﬂ'I'lljl' hﬂd one beer .ElFif.'fE"
when they visited that fellow.”

“"Did we check the address where
they saw the ball?” he asked.

“Yez. The problem is that 1t was
being leased to the guy with the
welrd music. He moved out. Trac-
ing him went nowhere. The intrigu-

ing question is whether he is the

=Me guy who was visited by
Hodges and Rodrig .
carlier. L'm'-r!-rmmre]g.-. we lost con-
tact with Hodges and
I:I'II.’[-I."II‘I'.' W Knew about

UeZ S1x vieare

Rodnguez
A -:I“-!I||-.'-|1_

and Earnest S W Ve B unahle

tor check. We're working on 1t.”
They were procesding west on
I"alos Verdes Dnive, the street thal
encircled the entire Malos Verdes
Feninsula. Adter they passed the
reservolr above San Medro, the
quality of the dnve changed, with
the road narrowing and the trees
becoming much more dense
Toung girls were nding horses
along the side of the road, with
their dogs bounding along ahead
It was a beautitul place, ansland
of rural tranguility above the
brown urban sea of LA, pur
chased and maintained wath
money, lots of money. [t was not
Virginia, but it reminded Masters
of his home state, the horses and

the rural peace

Soon they came upon the sign
for Dapplegray Lane. They turned
right and followed the short road

up and down a couple of hilly nses
and dips. It ended 1n a cul-de-sac,

with no curbs at the side of the
road. Most of the lane was shaded
with the 4(-vear-old trees which

lined 1t on both sides. There were
ranch homes spaced out at some
distance from one another on both
sides. Masters could see the stables
and tennis courts in the back vards.
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utterly unlikely
alien probes and glant, disembodied

brains. Which

eMporary a
of this alleged alien agEE:; Nl'ir]’ hﬁfli:
looked more likely than another They
all seemed quintessentially domestic
and serene. They would run all of the
records, but he already knew that
they would find nothing.

“Which house was it?” Masters
asked.

“I'hat one over there, on the north-
west side of the street,” she replied.
He could see that it was vet another
of the ranch-style homes, perhaps a
little more in need of maintenance
than its neighbors, but otherwise

serenely normal by all appearances.
He brought their car to a halt and

umped out to look around. There
appeared to be no one home. The
windows were shuttered from the
inside. He pulled haimself up on the
backyard fence. Nothing unusual
there. What in the hell had happened
here? He walked back to front vard

and looked at the faded lawn next to
the front walkway, the place where

the ball had been seen. There was no
sign on the grass of anything out of
the ordinary, except for small patches
where lab samples had been taken.
Culp told him that lab tests of the soil
and grass revealed nothing unusual.
"see?” said Culp, breaking
through his reverie, “There is noth-
ing here, and now you've made me
miss my plane to Vancouver.”
“Sorry, but | thought we had to see
it ourselves, and | figured that | better
take a former native with me, in case |

needed an interpreter for the brains.”

She laughed. “I've been gone for
years, and most of the people who |

knew here were a little short of brains,
frankly. In any case, we've seen it.
Now, can we go to the airport?

]ust an hour after landing at
Wnght-Patterson Air Force Base in
Dayton, Ohio, Masters gave his report
in writing and orally to the Air Force
captain with whom he had the cordial

disagreement three weeks before. The
captain made no comment until Mas-
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ters completed his presentation. |

The captain then said, “Don’t be
too disappointed that you couldn’s

come up with much out there, Mr.
Masters. We've had quite a few of

these reports, and, so far, they've
led us nowhere.”

Masters was a little surprised by
l'h iE,. aithl::l'l_'lgh E:I-}l' |"|-|;_]1.-l|.l'._ h]_lt. a Fafll.-_lrr

for surpnse had been somewhat

diminished. “You've had more of
these?"

The captain rose from his desk.
“Let me show you something;

please come with me.” He directed

Masters down the hall from his of-
fice until they came to an un-
marked door that looked like a

broom closet. He unlocked it,

turned on the lights and escorted
Masters into a very large file room
which contained rows of file cabi-
nets.

“There are over 2,000,000 files in
this room documenting an copuial
number of separate reports involv-

ing tacts similar to vour red ball
story. sometimes the balls are

white, green, vellow, blue or
orange. But the basic outline of the
story vou were told 1s repeated
millions of imes in these Giles.
which weive been compiling since
1945, The wiseguvs around here
refer to this place as ‘the Ballroom,’
a hittle play on words.” The captain
chuckled wanly

“2 000,000 since 19457 Have all of
these been investigated?” Masters
asked, impressed by what he was
told.

“No way that we could devote
the resources to such an effort. In
fact, vour interview of Castillon
and Earnest was more effort than
we usually go to with mere ball
incidents. We dug deeper in their
case because of all of the other
:ii-l;_';h’ringﬁ thiat tl:!{"_'!.' X p-t'rienu:ed I
addition to the red ball business.
There are just too many of these
ball stories to follow up on. We
don’t even put these on the com-

puter. ¥We just convert the reports
to our format and put ‘em 1n here

on the off chance that they turn out

to be more significant than we
think they are.”
Masters could feel his frustration

with the captain’s way of doing

things rising once again (only this
time he’d only been on the base for
an hour; last time it took two whole
days). “And just how significant do

you folks think that they are? he
asked, trying to give no hint of hi-
feelings.

“Near as we can figure from the
stories 1n these files the balls are
some sort of scanning device. [t
could be that when Castillon and
Earnest said that they just stood
there for three hours they did just
that, while this red ball scanned
them for data.”

"Yeah,” said Masters, without
conviction, "It could be ™

"Besides,” the captain added,
we had bigger concerns to acoup

OUr resources.”

"Such as?” Masters asked

“I'm glad you asked that. Come
with me. The colonel instructed us
to show you some things that we
recovered several vears ago, one of
which has recently presented us
with a somewhat unigque problem "

“Lead the wav,” said Masters,
still thinking about over 2,004, 00X

ball incidents, and wondenng,
what next?

They were met by an AI" who
drove them in a Jeep out to one of
the hangars somewhat removed

from the flightline, The hangar was
guarded but unmarked. The cap

tain saluted the guard and they
entered the hangar, going through
the usual security routine and
changing their security badges
before going further into the
hangar.

When they went through the sec
ond set of doors, Masters saw a lot
of men and women in unbuttoned
white coats standing around some
sort of drone aircraft which was
connected by cables and wires to

racks of test L'L]uipment and com-
puters attended by prototypical
"nerds” whose unkempt hair
appea rivd 10 stark contrast to their
crisp white coats. No one seemed to
notice when they first walked in.
E1..'E'r:l.'l;_'!-["|li_= seemed intent upon a test
that was being ran

As they drew closer to the group.,



viasters realized that what he
thought was a drone was actually
built as a piloted craft. It had a cock
pil with a secamless clear canopy. But
there was something wrong
something not quite right. The cap-

tain looked a hittle smug as he led
MNasters up Lo Lhie craft. At hirst, Mas-

ters told himself that he would not
bite, He would wait to be told, Bul
he couldn’t stand 1t any longer
There was something so odd aboul
this little flying wing model .

“Captain, what is this thing? And
who flies it? The cockpit’'s so small, it
would have Lo be a seven-year-old
And what's that humming sound?”
Masters asked.

“Do you notice anything else odd
about it, Mr. Masters?” the captain
asked, obviously enjoying this

“Well, yeah. Where are the
engines? There are no props and no

jets. There are no ailerons. And the
=-.|'|..'I||_'!'|_" u[ |:|'||=_" l.-l.-'||'|I,_rl:-. 15 14t r'.;.:|l.! FOFE 40
plane, [t's just a wing, with no
ruselage, no tail. And what is that
humming sound?”

“Quite right, Mr. Masters. This s
a recovered craft which we picked
up mn a field in the M st
around 1972, It's a sort of single
scater flyving wing crall superficial-
v similar to the I'|:|.:|'|!_'_ WInse priosto-
tvpes developed by the Germans

and us during World War |

Ihe caplann went on w bale desancd
ing Masters over toa i bl walh A
civffer urn and colfieo Cups b

kind of lucked into this ones. ¥y
didn’t see it on radar or anvthing
like that, There were three pood ol
povs who were out hunting one
hne fall dav in 1972 to the wes| ok
|'-'-'|"l.' | Fear l.'|ll:.'_'-. Fam across 11s
small gray who had died in the

WAL I'-.I"- [ B oo |-|"||I|-.'-. 5 Pk -
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tracked down the trail of the gray

once they got over their shoack at
the APPearance of the alien. About
a mile back up his trail, there was
the plane, sittin £ 1n a field, just as
PTetty as you please. There was no
crash. The alien had made a perfect
landing, as far as we can tell, But

something went wrong for him. He
was dead. These old boys, being

the good patriotic members of the
World War Il generation that they
were, hightailed it back to their
truck and got to a telephone to call
the Air Force.”

“We rounded them up, retrieved
the body and the plane, and scared
the hell out of our hunters while
still appealing to their patriotism,
Une really nice thing about the
World War II generation is that they
know the value of national security
and don’t put up much of a fight

about keeping these things secret.”

"50, | take it this was the same
kind of small gray that we recov-

ered from Roswell? ventured Mas-
ters.

“Yeah. That's right,” said the cap-
tain. “For all we know, that little
guy was bred just to deliver thas lit-
tle plane to us. The way it's scaled
down, some of the engineers have
taken to calling it ‘the Scooter.” Kind
of cute, because of the small scale of
the thing and all.”

¥eah, cute,” said Masters. “5o
what did they use it for?”

“We have no idea,” said the cap-
tain. “We speculate that it 1s just
some sort of small shuttle craft for
one creature to come down and
gather samples or whatever, but
we may be guilty of anthropomor-
phism. For all we know, this thing

may B A |.‘-':'1.|Zl'|l:‘ of 'lI'IlE’rEHlEI chiC
travel. It doesn’t seem likely, but,
then, neither does the entire situa-

tion, if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah,” said Masters, “l know
what you mean. So, do you know
how it works, after having it for six
years?”

“Well, not exactly,” the captain
said. “We're still trying to figure
out the basics . . . like, er, how

to turn it oft.”
“What?"” said Masters. “"You
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mean that humming sound is
coming from that thing? [ thought

that you guys didn’t know how ta

rumn ik "

“We don't,” the captain said a lit-

tle sheepishly. “One of our
researchers just got a little frustrat-

ed at having an intact craft without
being able to turn anything on after

years of tests and experiments, so

he just abandoned the protocol one

day and started punching touch-
screens and proximity switches on

the thing without even taking notes

and it suddenly sprang to life. The
instruments came on, the thing
started making that humming
sound, and it obviously was and is
ready for action.”

“20! What's the problem? Juss
have the guy reverse his steps and
the thing should shut off, nght?”
asked Masters.

“Yeah,” the captain said, “that
might work, but the guy who got
It going was so surprised when it
powered up that he forgot the
sequence of what he did. We can’i
duplicate it, and evenif we could,
we have no assurance that revers
ing the command steps would
reverse the current result They
may not think as we do and may
not wire things the same way,

“Has anvbody trnied to switch
anvthing cii[fr:*n;ntlj.' since the
thing fired up?”

“Uh, no. Look around yvou, Mr
Masters. We are in a building. Sup
pose one of these geniuses punch-
es the wrong button and this thing
decides to go transluminal nghi
through a wall?”

“What if it runs out of fuel?
Masters asked

“Again, we don’t know. [t's

been humming for over a vear and

half without running down so far
Since we don't know how they
generate the power foritin the
first place, it is ditficult to deter-
mine what to throw at the prob-
lem. But we're working on it and
we'll solve it someday”

“Has everything that vou recov-

ered been alcl-ng the hines ol the
Scooter?” Masters asked, his

curiosity piqued.

"ot at all. Let's go back to the e
and I'll show you another one we an
supposed to show you in connecto:
with your next assignment.” Mastor
took one last look at the Scooter with
its lithe, otherworldly lines and
walked out to the Jeep.

The AI" drove them to a differens
hangar further down the flight lin,
This one was also guarded, althoug]
it now occurred to Masters that non
of these hangars were as heavily
guarded as he would have expectied
under the carcumstances. He men
toned this to the captain, who
replied, “We're just taking a page ou
of your book, Mr. Masters, It vou
want to protect something really well
vou don't telegraph to the world
where it is by placing a heavy secun
ty force around it. Besides, there are
II'I-:"“lFIII-E' n_l.;ht om this base whio an
Way biwed e oS ._1|"l-| ik wwokial gFOHEs (BN
here. The best disguise 1s no disgurs:
at all.”

Once again, they exchanged thor
security badges inside lor special
fodiac clearance badges. Masters
was then escorted into the large
enclosure of the hangar. He involun-
1.1r:||:..f inhalivd and held his breath at
what he =aw, a large, ovond disc,
which had to Be over 50 feet wide
and 23 feet tall at the wadest point. 1t

looked ke one of those opaque
glass ornaments his parents used Lo

hang on their Chnstmas tree when
he was a kd. There were service
scaffoldings and ramps all around i
with about 55 people working on it
and cables and hoses snaking awas
from the craft

“Uh, . .. ours or theirs?" Masters

asked.

“Theirs, if yvou mean the aliens,
the captain said.

Masters said nothing, but kept
walking slowly up to the craft, keep-
Ing an eye on it to be sure that this
wias not a dream or that it would nof
st fly away despite the closed
hangar doors. Une look at the thing
and 1t seemed clear that his question
was rhetoncal. He felt that he knew
From 1S Very .=.||;"'|i"L':'1 TANCE, EVEN 45
__'E.I-:lm'F'""'-"J I||!'|T-|.'-I..I |-;',|!"I the "'-l..'-El-H'l.'l'l-l.:.l-!IﬂE_. I

human had ever designed this vehi-
cle There was qust something about



the proportions, the an gles, the
material, the whole thinkir £ that
had gone into it which was no
famihar, not . . . human Masters
nia]kﬂ:l Uup to it very slowly, craning
his neck up to follow the upward
curvature of the ship's hull.

“May I touch it? he asked

"Sure,” said the captain. “This one
was recovered a few years ago off
the coast of Denmark, where it had
sunk in relatively shallow water. The

Danish government cooperated with
us in retrieving the thing and getting
it out of the country without a big to
do. Getting it into the base was a bit
of a nightmare. We had to truck it
through the city on a lowboy in the
dead of night, covered with a tarp
and flanked by plenty of security. It
was pretty tense, I can tell you,”
While the captain prattled on
about the difficulty of housing the
ship and the problems they were
having trying to decipher its com-
plex systems, Masters extended his
hand toward the ship’s hull. He
touched it. It was cool and smooth
to the touch, like a piece of fine
sculpture or porcelain. As the cap-
tain spoke, Masters ran his finger-
tips up and down the hull, gradual-

ly placing his whole palm on the
surface and rubbing it back and

forth, as if he were wiping down a
horse after a hard ride.

“"May we go inside?” Masters
asked.

The captain was shot a look by a
general who had just approached
within earshot as this question was
asked. “Not today, sir. We are per-
forming some tests ublizing super-
coolants and it is not a very healthy
place to be right now.”

“Mr. Masters,” the general smiled,
extending his hand and shaking it.
“It is a pleasure to meet you.” Intro-
ductions were made all around.
“I'm sorry that we can’t accommo-
date you on going inside the space-
craft, but [ am sure that you find
even the outside very impressive.”

“That would be putting it mildly,
General,” replied Masters.

“Well, mﬂ].-fbe next time, when vou
visit us again,” the general said.
“Why don’t vou and the captain join

e over at the O-club for a drink? |
Was Just heading there myself "
“General, I'd real] v i
look inside this ship before | report
Lo ’I-fl.l'znsh:ingmn, and I .. " Masters
1'IE'5I’I£EI||.IZ‘II:I On account of the look he
received from the captain. Masters

ke to pet a

hold for the time being, | want you
Lo report to the office of Admiral
Reating this afternoon. Keating’s
people stumbled on :i-l:'lmt*l;h.in].; up
in the Arctic Ocean, and | want
you to be in on the debriefing
You'll be going to Connecticut, so

knew it was Poor chiquetie o refuse
the general’s invitation.

The general cut him off, “Oh,
vou'll get vour chance to see i, but
not nght now, as the captam
explained to vou. Let's take my car,
and you can tell us what yvou found
out aboul these damned red balls
that are cropping up all over the
place. The captaimm mentioned 1o me
that vou were looking into it out in
Califormia.” As he was speaking, the
general shepherded Masters, the
captain and evervone else within
earshot toward a side door of the
hangar where his cor and dnver
were waiting,. It was clear to Masters
that this general was not used to

taking “no” for an answer. With res-
ignation, he exited the Iﬁﬁgar After
one look at the saucer.

Ba::!-: at Fort Belvoir, Masters
had just himshed his report to the
colonel. “Well, so much for hypno-
s18,” the colonel observed.

“Not necessarily, sir,” Masters
said. “We really need to try harder
and longer on this thing and also
use drugs on the tougher cases.”
The colonel’s face showed some
irmtation with Masters” tenacity, al-
though he had come to expect it by
MOW.

"sedge, we're going to have to
put vour screen memory hobby on

vl d better pack some warm
clothes.”

“May [ ask what this trip s
about, sir?”

“Bure, vou can ask. For now,
let’s just sav that it relates to whal
those young fellas in Califormia

told vou about the USD off of

"alos Verdes and that large crafi
we pulled out of the waters off the
coadst of Denmark. But it will be
Admiral Keating who gives you
the bricfing. Meet with him and
no one else when you get to the
Puzzle Palace Then I;'l'I;,'Il"I"| L M
personally when vou get back
from Connecticut.”

As Masters drove to Fairfax to
pack for his next assignment, he
wondered where this was all
going. Alter all, he had never actu-
ally seen a UFO in flight, never
seen an alien, never received any
objective confirmation of their
existence. While the shaps he'd
been allowed to see were initially
impressive, now that he was more
distant from the event, he was
confident that George Lucas’ or
Steven Spielberg’s prop men could
do as well. He shook his head at
what he had gotten himself into
and drove down the highway to
PTEPare tor his next excursion into
the wilderness of mirrors that has
work had become. e
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