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Trans-“X” Communiqué: Letter to a UFO Recruit 

WHAT YOU KE ABOUT TO READ TS 
LARGELY UNVERIFIED 
Gul that doesn t mean its not true. It's the 

type of LIFCO mtormation that would typicat- 
ly be deeply buried, then carefully studied 
and compartimentalized by a smail faction 
within the intelligence community, as suits 
any sensitive black operation. As such, 
é | raightforward corroboration 1s difficult af 
best. Gul UFO Magazine nas fhe advantage 
of more than a decade's worth of collected 
bits of information and broadbased facts on 
which ta construct some fatr extrapol ations, 
Drawn from a range of sources, the follow- 
ing incident reflects upon one of the blackest 
of American covert operations that deal 
directly with the UFO phenomenon. 
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by Greg Halitax 
J hey recruited him when he was fresh from 

a not-too-harrowing assignment in the 
Middle East. This was one area of the 

globe, at least, where the CLA had hftle 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 
technolory assignment overseen from Wright 
Patterson Air Force Base. What he'd heard at the 
first briefing didn’t exactly fire his professional 
instincts. The task sounded less than challenging. 
ile was assured that more infonmathon would be 
coming his way, and that much of it would 
change his mind about the degree of intrigue his 
new assieniment would holed. 

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. (ince inside, he was escorted by the 
airman into a room where his security badge 
was taken from him and a ditterent one given to 
him in its place. A different airman with a wnu- 
form that Masters had not seen before, armed 
with an M-16 and a sidearm, escorted him into a 
private room, That man left, and in less than fo 

  



minutes, another armed and uniformed man 
entered, Me said nothing: Masters was used to 
this routine. When the saldier had positioned 
himself 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 began to read. 

The letter on top carried a number on the first 
pace, but no date or letterhead. 

Lear Wir, Masters, 
Consider this a deeper introduction to your 

present assignment, As you were told in last 
week's special briefing, you were selected for 
the program less for your wide intelligence 
background and technical skills than tor the 
results of your psychological profile, both the 
one VOU took when vou first joined the : apency 
and the one administe ‘Ted earlier this year, Nec- 
essarily limited to technical experts and profes- 
sionals in only a handful of milita ry, scientific 
and medical disciplines, the procram neverthe- 
less cannot sacrifice its dependence on absolute 
secrecy and the personality traits that go with 
that exceptionally crucial need. | and my cal- 

leagues want to conpratulate you on nearly halt 
a lifetime of unwavering circumspection in 
regard to the restricted information to which 
you have been privy, from the the long lists of 
classified technology to the panoply of trade 
craft which you have successfully and coura- 

rTeQuUsiy prachced in many areas of the lobe, 
What you'll be doing with us should be 

rea are ded asa complete change not only in your 
understanding of conventional tradecraft, but in 
the very attil udes and habits that you have come 
to accept as SOP in your work, We're dealing 
with something that falls well outside the nor- 
mal boundaries of classical espionage and 
couriter-espionage ays practiced since the advent 
of World War I, and yet has always been includ- 
ed within the classified mission statements of 
the various agencies and mulitary branches com- 
prising the intelligence community since before 
the formation of the Agency in 1947. The pro- 
fram has been carried on since then, albeit with- 
out acknowledgment or DEOaC dissemination 

vithin the community itself, for reasons which 
Will be obvious as You ane the material below 

lt must be emphasized that a good deal of the 
nformation set forth below is of the highest sig- 

nificance to the national security and cannot be 
divulged, even to those of VOUT 2 associates and 
colleagues in the community in whom you 
repose implicit confidence, withor it authoriza- 
Pon be ne IVC th WL ca. We will discuss MLOre 
anout the actablished proboco! hor ENS |Lin the 
dave ahead, For now, re ‘fer to the attached 
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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 committed inad- 
vertently, with the severest consequences to you 
and any recipient of the information contained 
in the communication, regardless of whether the 
recipient solicited the information. 

During the years preceding World War II, 
informal contacts made by Americans touring in 
Europe—tasked fo do so by then-attorney 
William Donovan Ovho was later the head of the 
55 in World War llj—revealed that there had 
been a number of sightings 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 LD. 
Roosevelt that the nature of these siehtings be 
explored, as it was assumed that they might be 

evidence of advanced weapons being developed 
by the Nazi government. [hose gentlemen and 
other Allied leaders likewise assumed that we 
would shortly be at war with (sermany. 

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 

  



ing the nature of the sightings. Military intel : ee || 
cence made modest efforts to flesh out these 4 

ttle 3 hon was ephemeral reports, but little informati 
developed. In retrospect, the most ominous of the 
reports claimed that a downed eaucer-like craft of 
indeterminate origin was recovered by Wehrmacht 
troops in the days immediately preceding Ger- 
many's invasion of Poland. 

The rush of events focused the attention of the 
military and the OSS on other matters of more 
pressing concern, although it had been resolved to 
look into these reports again at the war's conclu- 
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. Naturally, each side assumed | 
that the devices were new weapons ot 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 
occupied 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 II, 1t became 
apparent that the German Nazi regime hae been 
developing a number of advanced missile anc 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 that 
extensive technological intelligence gathering would 
he necessary to determine the full extent of German 
technological advances in these and other areas. 
This effort was both impelled and hampered by 
worsening relations between the Western Allies and 
the USSR, initially played out in occupied Germany 
where most of the investigative work was being 
oursued, 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 
Intelligence and military personnel. 

And there the matter might have rested, buf for 
the Project Twinkle phenomenon’s occurrence and 
the sighting by private pilot Kenneth Arnold in 
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much information which could be of use in assess- | 
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planet or solar system other than OUT OW:ilia 
they were occupied by fwo kinds of beings 
which clearly were not of earthly origin 

The occupants of the deltoid cratt were tangs 
ly intact after the crash. When the specialties 
ery team established for this purpose loratec 
the crash, two of the occupants of the delttie 
craft were still alive, although one was bade 
injured and would later die upon being taker 
the Roswell Air Corps base. The other Sumas 
was alive and remained so for almost 30 day 
after the crash. It was able to walk and seemet 
to understand thatit was a capfive ar ong, inte 
ligent beings like itself. All efforts at communi 
cation with the survivor were inconelus 
largely unsuccesshul, 

The three other occupants were deace wher 
the recovery tearn found them. The pene 4] 
appearance of these creatures was as reported Im 
the recently published, somewhat fanciful 
“Investigative” books on the subject which have 
recelved a certain amount of popular acce otance 
and which resulted in the recent 50th anniver- 
sary celebration of this event. (Popular attentior 
to this event remains strong.) 

The occupants of the second craft were no 
found for several more days, as their bodies had 
been ejected in what appeared to be safety pods: 
similar in purpose to those later employed in 
sucn high performance aircraft as the B-58 Hus- 
tlerand Ab-/U supersonic bombers. These crea- 
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 from prolonged 
exposure to the elements and some having been 
parhally eaten by Coyotes and other creatures, all 

  



of the latter of which were found 
dead near the allen corpses. 
Analysis of the animal remains 
and the alien bodies led to the con- 
clusion that the animals died from 
potsoninge caused by ingestion of 
chemicals in the alien flesh, It 
appeared that the second group of 
auens could not survive if exposed 
to the Earth's atmosphere. The 
need to remove all evidence ot the 
event from the two crash sites lim- 
ited the amount of crash recon- 
struction which could be accorm- 
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 civilian and military per- 
sonmel who witnessed physical 
evidence at the crash sites and 
back at the Roswell base created a 
slgmuiticant security hazard which 
was dealt with by intimidation 
and bribery of the witnesses to 
the extent that those means 
proved effective. Until unofficial 
investigators, journalists, writers, 
and others began renewing inves- 
tization of the subject in the early 
U80s, these techniques were 

lareely successful in keeping the 
truth of the Roswell event from 
the public, as well as its ominous implications. 

The autopsies on the bodies of the creatures 
showed that they were of very light build and 
clearly not from this planet. The simplicity o! 
their brain Strucrmres and non=cOMmMmMunicalion in 
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 in the incident. Kather, it 
seemed that they were “biological robots, ” 
designed and bred for the purpose ot undertak- 
ing such dangerous missions as flying through 
the atrnosphere of an alien world. [he survivor 
finally a ed when its body accumulated toxic 
waste products from its metabolism. There were 
no apparent excretory system or sexual organs- 
Consistent with this “biological robot” hypothe- 
sis was the complete absence of any galley o1 
food stores aboard the c 
bility of there being a “mother sn ipo from wine 
Tatette craft ea nme Was ", ort eons ered, aS wWweals Tie 

sibility that these small craft could 
less likely pos Sty . Pranslumunal Sp Peds. 
themselves attain Moen 

The prop uision system of the craft, of obvious 
[= oe he . 

-aft, CF course, the possp 

priority interest to our group, was indeterminate 
for long after its recovery, While shill subject to 
the laws of pnysics (as we umpertectly under- 
stand them), the craft's workings went far 
beyond our technological grasp at that ime. 
_/nfamiliar, nearly magical technolopy was 
displayed, devices that we now know as inte- 
crated circuits, fiber optics, supertenacious 
fibers and metals, and an untathomable power 
source and drive mechanism, as well as other 
technology which it is not necessany to ciscuss 
in this document. 

The military implications of the presence ot 
these craft in our atmosphere and the possibility 
that they may have established friendly commu- 
nications with our Cold War enemies were obyi- 
cus and unsettling. The discovery of these craft 
led to an equally unsettling reexamination of the 
European intelligence reports referred to above, 
as well as the postwar investigation by Gen. 
Jimmy 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 prom 
scientists, Cabinet, military arid intelligence alte) - a 
cers. The popular literature bandies about the 
name of “Majestic 12” or “MJ-12” for this spe- 
cial, secret task force formed by the President. 
Other names by which it has been identified in 
the public mind through disinformation pro- 
crams are “Project Saucer” and “Aquarius. 
While it is possible that any one or more of these 
was the name of the group at one time, for most 
of its existence the code name for the group and 
the extensive program which 1 spawned has 
been and still is “#Zodiac,” with each of its opera- 
tional subdivisions known by the name of a dif- 
ferent zodiacal sign, inchiding Aquarius. 

As the years passed, the operational involve- 
ment of high government officials in Zodiac 
waned to a certain degree, especially with the 
conclusion of the Eisenhower Admunistration, 
although most presidents were still kept in- 
formed of key overview facts as they came to 
ight. However, it fell to the Agency's supervisors 
of £ociac to determine who else in the govern- 
ment should have access to this very closely-held 

and highly compartmentalized information, ta 
the point that, like the heads of military intelli- 
gence before World War I, they sometimes decid- 
ed not to share information with certain presi- 
dents, including Nixon and Ford. All other presi- 
dents were kept reasonably well-infonmed, 
including Jimmy Carter, who went back on his 
pledge to reveal all of the information the povern- 
ment had on UFOs once he was elected president. 

As of the early 1980s, the Agency exercised 
complete control over Zodiac, with the coopera- 
tion of the rest of the intellazence community 
and the military branches, particularly the Air 
Force and the Navy. From 194/ to the early 
Yh0s, “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 Wright Patterson by dead 
of night. Some cratt were turned over to our 
fovernment by friendly powers, most notably 
Denmark, which allowed the U.S. 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 
so far these efforts have met with limited suc- 
cess, The materials technology and knowledge 
of physics of the builders of the craft still present 
considerable obstacles to matching their 
observed Pe rformance cha racteristhics. 

Besides the technology, the beings found with 
these craft are central to the Program’ = investiza- 
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dence. We never encountered this phenomenon 
betone. 

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

We selected you for your unique experience in 
debriefing and interrogation. We kept some oat 
the more senior team members on base for you 
to interview. Your assignment 1s to find out why chard Dean te! ee 
even the most senior members of the team ~SOTt O1 CEMpalnetic Manipulator 
shared in this memory gap, and to find out what SA Sy reer 
happened during that hourand a half. Youareto WHOUBIDD COMGDU aULuiby, 
keep in mind that each one of these team mem- oe 
bers is a highly-valued person of unique abilities 
whose loyalty and patriotism is above reproach. 
Although you are to draw your own conclusions 
in Your report to me, you should be advised that ment, counting the pages. ee 
the impression of those who've conducted the The captain took out a cigarette lightera and it 
interviews so far is that the team members gen- the corners of the pages, ginger ey ca oping them 
uinely cannot recall what happened out there. into a red “burn barrel,” stirring the ash e533 ' tT al 
Indeed, they were not even aware of the time metal rod. After the seen ad been re duce 2c to 
gaps in their reports until they were advised of small wisps of white ash, the ca ptain took anotn acelin 
them by the debrieters. er piece of paper out of his briefcase, Your report is to be in writing and ts to have and presented it to the airman, wh also signed 
one original and no copies. Itis to be hand-deliv- | it. The airman then presented it to NV las ste) ar wh 
ered by you to me. lf is to bear the security signed the sworn declaration of wit essing the 
stamps “TOP SECRET," “ZODIAC” and “BYES destruction of the document. ve | 
ONLY.” You will let no one see your report but 
me and you will not share its contents with those A writer-researcher for oper 20 years, Gr reg ie with whom you are working at Wright Patterson lives in Southern California, Dh ts ft ofl st ma 
without my authorization. Ve cannot be certain occasional series of stories that, trie sented tous 
of anything just yet, but need to collect as much from seemingly trustworthy sources, are mae Lar IF 
data as possible in order to deal with this phe- | third-hand anecdotes, and canmot be verifie d at thi 
nomenon inna manner consistent with the nation- | finte. They should be weighed as sich. 
al security. | will require 
your report within 48 hours. 

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

Very Truly Yours, 
Col, David H., USAF 
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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 ina 
flat tone. “I'm done with it,” 
Masters sighed, and for the first 
time in his professional career 
heard his own voice waver with 
what sounded like nervousness. 

He handed the letter to the cap- 
tain, who took it without com 
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Y k. pedge Masters’ Story, Par I 
6S 95 Trans-"X”-~ 
mLOST 
Retric va) 
Phas: 
By Greg Ha..ifax 
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Details on the deepest and blackest of clandestine UFO operations, 
such as they are, stay safely beyond the reach of average citizens. 
While this inevitably frustrates us, it allows the secret-keepers te 
do the job of collecting UFO intelligence that might best serve the 
military’s agenda of maintaining at least an appearance of control. 
The saga of Sedge Masters, interrogation specidlist.and jaded vel- 

eran of CLA covert ops, began in the lastd8suée) Masters was sw) 
inducted into UFO program “Zodiac” after reading a special brie! 
ing on a bizarre UFO crash-retrieval, That operation left the enti” 
6'7-man recovery team with over an hour of “missing time,” an° 
Wiasters has been tasked to help find what lies behind this colle’ 
tive memory lapse. WHAT YOU’RE ABOUT TO READIS LARGELY 
UNVERIFIED... but that doesn’t mean it’s not true. 
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he captain intro- 
duced himself and 
then requested that 
Masters follow him 
to one of the debrief- 
ing rooms. [hey 

entered a spare room with a metal- 
lic table, neon lighting, and three 
metal chairs—two occupied, On the 
table sat a clipboard, a water pitch- 
er and three microphones wired to 
aSony recording unit off to the side 
of the room. 

Seated in the first chair was a 
civilian wearing a polo shirt and a 
cardigan. Fle 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- 
pray hair and steely eyes to match. 
He gave the initial appearance of EP 

Inspection, Masters could see that SWS: being relaxed, but upon closer 

f= te, the man was shill ready for action. ee ee a eae 
He knew the look, having seen it Si ee i eee 
many tumes betore. [he shrink ana 
the tall tellow 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 £odt- 
ac, and also to help orient Masters before he 
picked up the thread of the debriefing. Mas- 
ters was not entirely at home with this 
arrangement. He had long ago become the 

fen master of his own show within the Agency, 
e. nd was not used to being a spectator at a 

@ebriefing. But he inwardly acknowledged 
the wisdom of the approach. 

Mu reover, he knew that he was still hav- 
moimaculty in coming to terms with the 

i ne to asse: what was to be done, and 
isiepareful that he would not have 

Hednterrogation. 
with the steady, steely 

an hi rendition of the 
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Me 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 
craft. Radiation, gas and biochemical readings were 
taken by men in multihazard suits. There were some 
Tadiation readings, but nothing dangerous. The craft 
was mostly intact, even though it 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 to work to 
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 betore, © 
without difficulty most of the time. “And this particu- 
lar operation went smoothly because the site was 
blessedly distant from population centers and air 
routes,” he noted. “There were no security Intrusions 
whatsoever | 

The colonel steadily flipped through his notes on 
the clipboard and gave a detailed accoun! of how 

security was established for the area and maintained 
throughout the recovery. But then it happened. [he 
st ink noticed it, too, anc cast Masters a fleeting, | 

sidelong glance. Up to this point, the colonel’s rendi- 

45 Vol. 7 FE} | Wi. 5 7998 

tion of events had been moment by moment, alin. 
burlesquely detailed in the minuliae of the ehalje : 
presented, tasks performed and decisions mach 
the relatively mundane mission of establishing jy 
maintaining securily around an area that had aly. 

been secured by a much larger Army cordon ost. 
lished beyond the horizon of the crash site, Mier, 
without skipping a beat, the colonel jumped als 
the point in time when the crane lifted the dowry: 
craft with a harness onto a lowboy to be trucked 
to the base, covered by framing disguise and an 
lic tarp. In effect, the colonel had abruptly skippo 
hour and half of the process, after reporting alm 
minute by minute what had occurred in the prey i: 
three hours! 

Fis tone never varying, the colonel went back ty 
describing the minubae of establishing security fo 
the convoy back to the base, use of helicopters, loca, 
police, Army MPs, etc. The frustrated psychologis! 
was about to interrupt the colonel 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 operational briehing, but in a tone appropriate 

for the intimate circumstances of the small audience 
Ina small room. 

In another hour, his rendition complete, he finishec 
off with the securing of the craft and the remains ina 
special receiving building on the base. He then saw 
to his men getting fed and reporting to the debriehing 
area. The tapes whirred on quietly. [he shrink looked 
over at Masters. 

“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 clippoard to Masters, who flipped through the 
pages. [The notes were written in small, block letters. 
The time was carefully noted in military, 24-hour 
notation 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 to mark its place in the flow of events; 
the hime margin notes simply skipped ahead an hour 
and a half from 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 felt for Agency spooks out 
of his voice during the introduchions and in hus eyes 
on two other occasions during the debriet. Masters 
made a mental note to leverage that attitude in his 

exploration of the gap. Un the other hand, the captain 
had given Masters a quick run down on the colonel’s 
resume on the brisk walk over. He was one tough 
eustomer, ane of those men that the command struc- 
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:oy 

biologists there 

pronounced that all alien 
occupants were dead,” he 

ture called upon to rake care of the rough stuff, a man 
much like Masters himself, This was nota guy 10 mess went on. “The recovery 
with lehtly. : 

“Colonel, your notes éappear to be very thorough.” team docs were disap- 
“Thank you, sir, the colonel! responded flatly, with 

the barest hint of a smile.; “You seem to hi ave recorded pointed, but Iwas 
every event in fine detail here in your notes," Viasters relieved,” the colonel continued, gesturing toward the colonels c! ‘pb oard on , 
the table. “Yes sir,” said the colonel. now without a admitted. 
smile. The colonel could sense it coming, even though 

  



he seemed to have no notion of what this CLA spook pushed his chair back from the table. “Colonel, 
Was getting at. thank you.” 

What Hite hell, thought Vlasters. Here goes ssid he Wloka minute! is that IT?” the colone! barked. 

spoke firmly, “Colonel, what happened back here, “Well, for the moment,” said Masters. “Let's sic 
ren Papes back, down at the bottom?” The colone!] on itand we'll resume this in the morni Mer, You 

looked at the page, then looked up at Masters. your men have had a long day. Maybe everyt! 
‘I'm sorry sir; 1 don’t follow you.” | be more clear after everyone is more rested.” \4 
oir, there is over an hour gap in your was able to dodge the colonel’s impu! 

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- 

argue, spinning about and leavin, 
room, dragging the diminut: 

shrink along with him. HH, 
pulled the shrink into th, 

unoccupied debrieting 
and closed the doa: 

For 

the first time, his 
aa aan) rofessional demeanor fee th looked at his notes. He Pp written transcript: 
Was clearly taken slipped, anc. a look ot each of the intervie. 
aback by the gap in with the recover, 

confusion crossed his face. team,” Masters mu 
mured, his Vorce sicw Masters could see that the 

the margin notes. It 
was equally clear 

ee was err and even, “and I want 
ing fs recollechon of lonel ha them as soon as possi- events for some eh ! dno clue as to ble, even if you ha ve to 
explanation. For the 
hrst time, his profes- 
sional demeanor slipped, 
and a look of confusion 
crossed his face. Masters 
could see that the colonel had 
no clue as to why there was a gap. 

keep everyone up all 
might and even if you 

have to have brigadiers 
typing them. Lan vou do 

that?” Masters asked, makine 
if clear that it was not a question. 

The doc took a small step back 
The colonel said nothing, just flipping “Uh, sure, [ll check with the captain, 
the note pages back and forth, as if there A lot of them are alrea dy being transcribed 
was a page that had gotten stuck to the one aboveit. | right now.” 
Then he just stopped, looked at the psychologist and Masters warmed to his place of authority. “Please 
then Masters. He stammered, “I-I don’ know. sir. | arrange to bring them to my quarters as they are COMm- 
have no idea why there are no notes for that period. | pleted, along with the tapes.” . 
Perhaps things were poing so smoothly that I had | The smaller man hesitated. “Well, I'l] need to check 
nothing to note down.” Masters decided to press: | with the captain...” 
But colonel, the entire operation went smoothly, yet | “Look, Doc, check with anyone you want, but get 

you found every detail worthy of note before this me the damn transeripts. I'll take care of the captain.” 
point. What made this portion different?” AS it tumed out, the captain was way ahead of 

At this, the colonel’s face went blank. After a them, and had already made all of these arran pements 
moment, his expression brightened. " ¥ve can check and more. It went just as the letter had said. Every one 
with my XQ. I’m sure that Chet can fill in this time _ of the team members drew a blank when pressed 
period. He’s a good man for detail. Thats why | about the missing time. After the fifteenth transcript, 
selected him for the team.” Masters turned off his light, rolled over and tried to go 

"We already checked with your XO, colonel,” the to sleep. But sleep would not come. 
shrink broke in, his jaw tightening. “His notes and The accumulated knowledge of the past few days 
his rendition of events have the same gap. - jammed into his mind. First, he learned that his zov- 

The colonel was plainly nonplu ssed by this intelli ernment really beheved that there were flying saucers 
gence, Masters pressed on. “Colonel, forget about and little green (grays) men, and that they were 
your notes for a minute. Do you recall what hap- covertly hundinge this rather elaborate Program to run 

pened during that hour and a halforso? [he around at night surreptitiously collecting these things 
colonel stared at the government-issue, gray metal whenever they slipped a cog and crashed. Then, as if 
table surface, as if his notes of that period were writ: that were not enough, a bunch of hard-bitten cold 
ten there. After 45 long seconds, he said quietly, as it wWalriors gO out fo hold the eggheacs hands and keep 

away the riff-ratf while the egeneads recover this his answer were a surprise to himself, “No.” Masters as saucer thing, and no one can remember what the hell looked at the psycholop st fora moment, then 

  



happened. Worse still, they all forget the same hour 
and half! 

What the holy hell is happening here? He finally 
drifted off to a hthul sleep yust before dawn, about 20 
minutes before the airman knocked on his door to 
wake him. 

Masters decided that it was all fine 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 office, 
escorted by the 
LIpiquibous 
oVver-armed 
ALrimani. 

"You all 
right?” the 
captain asked. 
Masters could 
not tell if he 

was being cute 
or if it was a 
SINcere IMQuULry. 

Once he and the 
captain were 

alone, the captain 
made it clear that 

the inquiry was gen- 
uine. “Look, it's quite 

a jolt to everyone the 
first time that they re 

introduced to this stutt. 
On top of it, you get pushed 

into something that none of us 
has seen before. No one can 

blame you for feeling a little dis- 

oriented by all of this,” the captain 
commiserated. 

' Yeah,” said Nasters. 
“oo, What next?” 
We start again. And you get to start with the 

colonel...” 
-¥vaita 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? I mean, I’ve been at this for a while, and | 
Can tell you that your colonel there is the kind of guy 
that if he thought he had something to tell us, he 

al 

would have already told us. We're wasting our lime 
here.” But Masters could tell from the captain's reac- 
tion what the answer would be, The captain stiffened 
and said with pointedly measured words, “MISter 
Masters,”“—whenever the military types did not 
much care for someone, they would place uncom- 
mon emphasis on the first syllable of “mister” — 
These are our people and their loyalty 1s beyond 
question. We do not use truth serum on people like 
this. And were not going to hypnotize them, either. | 
don't know how they do things at the Agency, but 
that’s how we co it here, sir.” 

Yeah, yeah—nall honorable men, Masters thought to 
himself, Qut 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 
awhile, 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 recollee- 
ion 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 titis? er ship overhead. 
thought Masters. The shrink noted it, too, Masters “No, nat exactly;” the colonel said slowly, “| 
could see. “Tape on, Doc?” Masters said to the psy- wasn’t telepathy. It was more just like being al 
chologist. feel their hostility. We could feel that they dici | 

‘Veah * want us there. We all understood that. We di: 
seed to talk about it. But it wasn’t verbal. It yw 

“Okay, colonel. Did you get a good night's rest?” like we received a thought-out sentence or an, 
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 colonel started slowly, his Masters took a deep breath. “Okay, colon 
voice a hoarse, tremulous whisper, “S-s-something did you and your men do, once you felt this 
happened this m-morning. | rem@mbernowlltsall | ffomethe ship?" he asked. 
right to tell you now. It wasn’tall right before.” | “lordered the men to go weapons hot and 

Momentarily taken aback, Masters queried, “What fire On my command or at the first sign of a: 
do you mean by that?” | attack, He looked down to the floor for a f 

onds) The order was superfluous, really, A! 
“I don't know, really. [ just know that I couldn't tell had already done that the minute the darn | 

you yesterday, but now, it’s okay.” He blinked and showed up.” 
repeated, “It's just okay, now, thaf’s all” ‘Was there any sign of hostility?” 

“Well, colonel, who told vou thatit was okay?” Mas- “Wo. It just hovered there, emanating hostility for 
fers probed. the mext hour and a half. We just held our ground, 

THEY did,” the colonel replied, logkingas if hedid | steady to shoot it out of the sky at the first move it 
not quite believe it himself. made. But it didn’t do anything.” 

Who is ‘they,’ colonel?” “So, what happened, eventually?” Masters asked, 
“The... the aliens on the ship,” said the colonel, | Ms voice softening. 

clearly shaken by his own realization of Whathe was The colonel squinted in frustration. “It just flew 
ath ode straight up into the night, and that was it,” he said. 

Masters looked at the shrink. “The dead things on TRE guys went back to lifting the wreck onto the 
the crashed saucer?” 

No. The ones on the big ship tht showed up as we 
were fitting the harness on the!¢rashed one.” 

Masters and the shrink shéteach other a look and 
both said at once, “WHAT Big ship that showed up?” 

~ Th-there was a ship.” Ais voice trembled. “A huge 
mother, twenty times lagger than the one we were di¢- 

trailer and that Was.that. | guess we were all a little 
foo busy to bother with noting our procedures at that 

point’ The slichtest tinge of sarcasm and defensive- 
ness entered his voice again. 
hy didn f you tell us this before?” Masters 

pressed again. 
“There was no way. | couldn't tell anyone. | couldn't 

ging out. lt just suddenly... showed up overhead, even remember But when | woke up this morning. | 
took up a position rightabove us, co low that we fig- suddenly remembered it all, and knew that it was okay 
ured... we thought thatthe Army boys at the outer | with them (to) tell you all about it now.” : 

perimeter wouldn't be able to see it.” scree “Okay With them’ ...” Masters repeated slowly, 
"What did it da?” asked Masters, tipping a pen under his breath. There was a knock on the deor and 

between his thumb and forefinger. the captain ducked in. “Excuse me. pentlemnen, 
“Nothing,” said the colonel “Itjust hovered up colonel, Mr. Masters, Doc, could I see you outside fer 

there, threatening us and trying to scare us off from _ a minute, please?” 
the wreck. They didn’t want us there.” He closed his “My apologies, colonel.” But the colonel seemed 
eyes, his face drawn. “They didn’t want us to take the lost in thought, and merely planced up and waved the 
craft or the bodies.” | captain Off Masters and the psychologist followed the 

“How did you know that? Did they tell you that captain outinto the hallway. The captain seemed very 
over a p.a. system or something?” excited, “I don't know what's happening in your 

A look of amusement, quickly gone. The colone!] room, but I would bet money that the colonel sudden- 
shivered. “No,” he said. “Believe me, they did not ly remembered a Mexican standott with some bi 

need any pa. SYS0CTN. It was real clear how they felt on ship that showed Lip and ted to scare our BUYS off, 
the subject.” . | Am [ right?” He looked expectantly from Masters to 

The colonel and the shrink agaim €xchanged sur- the psychologist. “Quur first fifteen team members all 
prised glances. Masters ventured, “Are we talking said the same thing. Can you believe if? The colonel 
telepathy, here, colonel?” He made'no effort to hide said it, too, didn't he?” 

to notice, too busy reliving the mc ment Mitiithemoth- | yeah— that’s right! It’sas if the—uh— aliens ‘turned 

52 Vol. 13, No.5 1998 

  



on’ their memories of the incident. The little gray bas- Masters 51 ghed, “Well, captain. One thin g we te xs 
tards have thought control and empathy projection. damn sure. Your fine colonel, your ee og 7 | 
But can you believe this shit? These gray critters get of action in there and his group of heel path iss : 
scanner at every turn!” But Masters could see that the did not just stand there coc ked and locked for an hou 
-hrink was actually thrilled that they were making this —_ and half without doing something or without somc- 
discovery. At the same time he noticed that the captain thing happening. Your colonel is also one meticulous 
wasn't nearly as thrilled. The truth, as it were, had not muthuh who doesn’t take a breath without docu: 
set him free. A thought occurred to him. “How do we menting it. But for an hour and a halt, he and all of 
know that this version is the truth, either, gentlemen?” our team didn’t write one damn thing down on their 

The captain and the doctor spun around to look at clip boards. Doesn't that make you just a little aoe 
Masters. “Whaddya mean?” the captain asked ina to know what REALLY happened out there, captain: 
rush. “They remember what happened now. - “Hell, yes, I'm curious, the captain snapped, 

“Yeah,” Masters agreed slowly, “Maybe “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- 

self up and stared into Mas- 
ters’ eyes. “No, MISter 

Masters. We are not 

... Maybe not. These memories are 
now ‘allowed’ by the aliens, the 
same aliens that would not let 
them even talk about it 
before.” He turned to the 
shrink. “Doc, you know 

well, captain,” 

anything about hyprio- Masters said coldly. “I roing fo do what you 
sis?” ; suggest. Besides, their 

The psychologist just hope we have the real memories will 
brightened. He saw time to find out what we probably surface 

eventually—no mat- 
ter what we do or 

what Masters was 
petting at Lou re need to know about this 
talking about screen don't do.” 
memory, aren't you? before these gray bastards “Wery well, cap- 
Like, the aliens only | tain,” Masters said 
allowed the team to have taken over the coldly. “[just hope we 
remember what they have the time to find out 

whole damn 
place aan 

what we need to know 
about this before these pray 

bastards have taken over the 
whole damn place. What good 

will your people's dignity do for 

wanted them to remem- 
ber, right?" 

“Yeah, something like that,” 
Masters replied. He could see 
that this line of questioning was 
making the captain cross and uneasy. them then, captain?” 
Masters looked squarely at the captain. “Sa, Doc, Thatis about enough, Mr. Masters,” the 
how would ane go about punching through that captain spat, as if he were dressing down a new 
screen memory to get at the truth?” recruit. “In any case, the decision is not up to me. The 

“Well, it isn’t clear that it can be done at all,” the base commander will have to take care of this one.” 
captain snorted. “But if it can be done, it will be with 
either deep hypnosis or some sort of inhibition-reduc- oko 
Ing drug, like sodium pentothal. Even then, it isn't cer- 
tain that we can break through or that we can even get Masters looked out the window of the 727 as it low- 
ta the truth if we do.” ered into Washington. There would be no hypnosis 

“Hypnosis is very unreliable,” the Doc injected. no truth drugs. The base commander was uncon- _ 
Also, if these alien guys are this good, they might be vinced of Master’s artument. In any case, that is not 
able to implant several layers of screen memories. It “how we treat our people.” And so on. Masters 
Would be a crap shoot at best,” he added, then shrank sneered to himself and then knocked back hic Scotch- 
into silence, sudden! y¥ aware of the captain’s discom- on-the-rocks. On balance. he Vastly preferred the Kus- ___ fort with the whole discussion. sians and the Iranians to this shit. Maybe it was ae 

The captain turned to Masters. “I remind you again, to retire, after all. | 
Mr, Masters,” he said, “that we do not put our people But the Agency had other ideas, as he would soon 
under hypnosis or drugs unless they are under suspi- discover. «iii 
cin of counterespionage, which is not applicable here, 
Moreover, you heard him: Fiypnosis is unreliable, and 
even if we used drugs, we couldn't be sure of the | 
results.” 

A wirifer-researcher for over 20 years, Greg Halifax lives in southern California. He has a number of good friends From 
ine mulitary-industria| Complex. | 
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SEDGE MASTERS 

PART III BY GREG HALIFAX 
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 we 
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 

edge Masters hac 
been back in VWWash- 
ington, LC. for twa 
weeks. Most of the 
time he had spent 
drinking in his 
townhouse in Fair- 

fax. A small part of the time he had 
spent reporting on what had 
occurred at Wright-Patterson: the 
entire UFO recovery tearm 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 overria- 
den by the local commanders, and 

_ his own supervisor within the 
“, Agency had gone along with that 

fp) (determination. The first debriefing 

: 
= / 

took place in a safehouse in the 
countryside outside Fairtax. Fits 
boss, the colonel, took in Master's 
oral report impassively, asking no 
queshons. 

Masters and the colonel had 
worked together for some time in 
a vanety of contexts. They were 
not chummy by any means. The 
colonel had never lett any doubt in 
Masters’ mind as to who was in 
charge and that the colonel was all 
business. The colonel had made no 
effort to justify or explain why he 
had backed up the commanders at 
Wright-Pat in overriding 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 captain, for 
chrissakes! So, he drank... and 

= ibe 

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. 

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 L rUs al 
all, that the ROVeMMeEnt was recover 
ing them, had been doing so for 
decades, and that there was a secret 
network within the government, 
“Oodiac, that seemed to be able to skirt 
the chain of command with impunity, 
spend money earmarked for other 
projects, and generally do whatever it 
damn wel! pleased, all in the name of 

UFOs and their importance to Nation- 
al Secunitv, One of Master's strengths 
had alwa v5 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 for 
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 his personal reactions to   



the UFO revelations. It 
was clear that if Masters had 
too negative a take on what he'd 
learned he would be terminated 
from UPO-related assignments. Or, 
perhaps, just terminated. The colonel 
had broken with the usual protocols 
of introducing new recruits to Aocl- 
ac slowly, gradually, to allow them 
time to adjust to the radically difter- 
ent paradigm. There was not hme to 
do that in Masters’ case, the colonel 
sald. Me was ordered to report to 
Fort Belvoir for three days of psy- 
chological testing, and then he was 
told to sit tight, relax, and wait for 
further 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 BOE 
to meet Woodward and Bernstein 
while running along the woods. Or 

ae 

} 

maybe they just 
want to see if | crack. 

SH, he couldn't be sure- 
His wite was out of town, as 

usual, on yet another sales punket on 
the West Coast. She had not ex- 
pected him to be back so soon. Not 
that it would have made any ditter- 
ence. Although their marriage had 
Started out happily enough, her life 
had become her work. His frequent, 
prolonged absences on foreign 
assipmiments WeETE NOW MIrrored by 
her sales travels, conventions, and 
temporary postings all ower the 
world except here at home in Virgin- 
ia. She was supposed to be assigned 
to DC., 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- 
ed someone to talk to. The colonel 
teld him not to discuss the UPU 
matters with his wife. Everyone 
knew that was the rule. Everyone 
also knew that the rule was almost 

It was clear that if Masters 

had too negative a take on 

—N1 —— what he’d learned he would 
be terminated from UFO- 
related assignments. Or, 

perhaps, just terminated. 

never observed. Except by Mlasters 
He had never shared with his wite 
what he did. Up until now, he had 
never wanted to. For some time, he 
had been mussinge their lost intuna- 
cy, their joyous partnership and the 
sweet conspiracy of their youth. 
But now, he realized tor the first 
hime just how much they had lost 
as the chasm behween them 
widened. It was for times like these 
that they were married, every bit as 
much as for their sense of shared 
beauty, cleverness and wit when 
they rere young. He thouenht 
about her increased drinking when 
she was home and wondered if she 
shared his yearning lor comumu- 
nian. If so, he wondered what had 
driven her to reach the same con- 
clusions. After all, no one had tolc 
her that UFOs were real ard that 
most of what she thought she knew 
was false. Or perhaps she had been 
told something very much like that 
by his show's of indifference. She 
thought of her marnage to bim as a 
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fie 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 

))) was'Some kind of we: 
Y est, a set-up. 

said, noting with irritation the grog: 
cy, slurred sound of his own voice. 

“Sedge, put that bottle away and 
get yourself cleaned up. We're send- 
ing a car around for you in 5U min- 
utes fo take you to the fort. Pi] meet 
you there. Your wife still out of 
town: 

sort of fulfillment of her life's expec: He had turned over in his mind As if he didn’t know, thought 
tations, and it did not exactly turn night after night that this was some Masters. “Yes sir. she's still in San 
out that way, did it? kind of weird test, a set-up. [here Francisco at that dealers’ convention. 

He poured himself another drink. | were no UFOs, There were no little Won't be back ‘til Friday.” 

There were old friends he could green men, pray men, whatever. It “Good. See you then.” The recelver 
call. But he knew that the lines were | was all just some sort of perverted clicked twice as the colonel] hung up. 
tapped. More to the paint, ne had test. They were checking his stabili- Masters dangled the receiver fromm fs 
not been good about keeping up his ty or his conhdence in his own per: cord for five seconds without me fs 

relationships outside the Agency. cephion or something hike that. ing. New assienment? Termination | 
His work was his life, and, for the He poured another drink. Well, from Zodiac? Or just plain old te rig 
first time, he regretted how isolated he had had it with this bullshit! Me | nation? Or with extreme prejudice 
aay dependent upon the Agency he would call the colonel and tell him Oh, fer chrissake, just get ooo iT 

had become. He therefore resented that he had put in nis an years and the shower and get on oh ce . 
-hat he was thinking and feeling. he was taking early retirement. Me thought. If they wantec % ot, 
ar : looked over at the phone next to they'd just come in here and do it. No 
This was the first time m his career 
that his supervisor had undercut 
him. This was the first time that he 
feltso... out of the loop. Intelh- 
gence was always compartmental- 
ized, always shared only on a need- 
to-know basis. But this time, he felt 

need to summon you back to Fort 
Belvoir, With that, he slammed down 
the receiver and heaved himselt awk- 
wardly out of the chair, weaving 
down the hall for the cold shower 
that he hoped would give him some 
cemblance of alertness by the hme he 

his chair as if it were a Venomous 

snake. Gingerly, tentatively, he 
extended his hand towara the 
phone. Serew it! He reached for 
the phone . . . just as it rang. 

“Sedge?” the colonel's voice 
that he was like one of those rats in came over the phone, more like a ‘ed the fort. 
the paych lab back in college. He | barked command than a question. reac ig . : ae ee 

felt that he was being played with. | “Yes, sir. I'm here,” Masters Aner it * 
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with the changed badges and | 
whatnot, Masters was admitted 
to a small conference room with 
4 table and hwo chairs. The 
colonel was sitting at one of 
them with two breting folders 
in front of him. 

“sit down, Sedre.” 
Masters took the chair across 

from the colonel. The shower 
and the tresh air on the drive over had 

helped, along with the quart of ice 
Water he had pulped down right after 
the shower. Sill, he was in no mood 
for any more mind games. He..- 

‘T'll get right to the point,” the 
colonel began. “You made quite a case 
for use of aggressive debriefing bech- 
niques where these UFO devices are 
involved. I was impressed, but there 
Was more at stake 1m rhe situation 11 
Ohio than just getting to the facts. 

: 
" a 

a 

- 
| i i 

at once. 
=a 

a —_ 
| : oo 

7 i 
ee ; a om 

ie 

eS Se 
i 

Thal retrieval tearm is valua ble bo Las. 
They’ ve proven their worth manv 
Himes over. We cannot easily replace 
‘hem and, what's more, we don't 
want to. | know you didn'tagree 
with me or the flyboys out al 
Wright-Pat, but you pust have to 
eek it up on that one, Sedge. | | 
Lnow that you didn’t like the way 1 
Was handled, so I’m going to give 
vou a chance to test your theory, al 
least the hypnosis part,” the colonel 

‘Lne officer told them that 
they were trespassing on private 
sroperty and that they would have 

i r : 

Ee “ap ee eee 

e<turine howard ‘ahs holders 
said, 2 

ome OF in front of horn. ! [ie pushed 
them toward Sedge. 

“Read this while I met us some 
" the enlone! mt niche He 

colree, 
i eft the room, ane as as 

roe Wap ware 

he left, an MP with an automatic 
Weapon entered the room an 

stood guard at Masters back. 
What da they think | om TUT iw 
do, he thought, eat the tile: 

The report in the folder was 
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brief, followed by surveillance 
reports and standard, no-contact 
security background checks. The 
subjects were two young graduate 
students in the Los Angeles area, 
Mike Castillon and Bob Earnest. 
Earmest had contacted a UFO orga- 
mization 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. So we actually spend 
assets on these UFU whackos, Mas- 
ters thought. 

In the first of these episodes, 
Eamest 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 USO had then 
become a UFO, flying right over 
their heads while they were driving 
around the peninsula in an open 
sports car on Palos Verdes Drive 
North. This was around midnight. 
They were going to visit some 

“officer” was unmoved and 
ordered them again to leave. 

One odd fact came out in the 
telephone interview: the “officer'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 “oda” 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 driving the same sports 

car on the same road to see the 
same young woman. [his time, a 
shiny, much smaller UFO was 
seen 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 

Rolling Hills Estates, a small, exely 
sive community on the Palos Verd,: 
Peninsula. They took him up on hi 
invitation one night later that wee} 

The siranze fellow" 5 home was 
heated too much for their liking and 
after Castillon grew tired of humor 
ing Farnest's interest in this guy's 
strange recordings, he finally pe: 
suaded Earnest that they needed |, 
be going. Masters noted that when 
Earnest was pressed by the telep! 
interviewer to provide details oi 
happened in the home, he was r 
vague. Other than the excessive 
warmth and the music, all that bh 
could remember of the evening » 
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 thet 
host noticing the ball or even staying 
with them as they walked toward 1! 

young woman they knew who 
lived on the other side of the penin- 
Sula. They first noticed the USO as 

night sky. They heard no sound 
trom the object. 

The third sighting involved only 
a large, brightly glowing mass Castllon, who had a UFO hover- to check it out. They stood there look- 
under the surface of the ocean ing over his sports car as he drove ing at the ball for what seemed like a 
which was moving at high speed through Wilmington on Pacific moment and then got into Earnest's 
directly toward the part of the (oast Highway on a Saturday car, a VW. 

[t was then that Earnest nobced 
that the clock in the VW showed the 
ome a5 3 a.m. He menhoned this 
with surprise to Castillon. Their 
watches confirmed the ime. Some- 
how, they had lost three hours look- 
ing at the red ball. 

There was a fifth episode which 
occurred in New Crleans 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 
gTay coming right through ther 
locked door, startlingly tast. It 
loomed over them tor a tew seconds 
While they were paralyzed, and then 
withdrew through the same door just 
as swiltly. 

The transcnpts ot the telephone 
interviews were always with Earnest, 
not Castillon. Earnest told the inter- 
wewer that Castillon was not particu- 

peninsula on which they were dri- 
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. [he 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 

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 fourth incident was the 
focus of the report. Earnest and 
Castllon had met some fellow ata 
friend's party who shared with 
Farnest an interest in very avant 
garde music. Strangely, neither 
Castillon nor Earnest could recall 
the fellow’s name. Earnest was 
more friendly toward this tellow 
than Castillon; the latter consid- 
ered the fellow “a little strange” 
and did not care for his taste in 
music. A few days after the party, 
Earnest called the fellow, who 
invited them to visit him at his 
house on Dapplegray Lane in 
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larly interested in these odd 
events, even though he 
acknowledged their strange- 

ness. Farnest, on the other 

hand, had apparently become 
a UP enthusiast ae a conse 

Quence Oo these encounters. 
Me tound out about the UF 
organization and wanted 

(astillon and himself to be 
hypnotized to try to find out 
wha happened during the 
missing three hours. 

As it turned out, the hyp- 
notherapist, one Dr. Beth 

Culp, who donated her services to 
the organization, was an Agency 
asset. She had done work for the 
Agency for the past [5 years ay Tcl ae 
been working on LJPO-related inc | 

dents off and on for the last | | years 

A, am oa | 

su) tote 

he short walkway 
J , they both saw a brig 

7 

a a = = 
| S = —=n 8 

‘ aches Tart a it 

mn days Am rire 
view the tv Che arranged to intervie ! 

ehidents in the nex! | | “ail 

Wiasters Was to go along as ! ney were a 

resem halve il war [ a PTE CSS 
organization to observe the hyp 
notherapy regression St 51011 

  



it had taken some salesmanship on Farnest’ S part just to get him to go 
along with hypnosis. 

The colonel reentered the room as 
the MP left. He set down the coffees 
on the table. “T left yours black,” he 
said. “Well,” said the colonel, “here 
IS your chance to see if hypnosis can 
bring back those memories you Say 
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 yours 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-debniet, | want 
you to swing by Wiright-Pat again 
and tell your frend the captain 
what you learned. He may have 
more information for you on this. 
Then come back to D.C. and we'll 
talk. Have a good tnp, Sedge, and, 
uh, keep it professional while 
you're on this mission, all nght?” 

Masters was sorely 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 Fairtax, 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 

| +. , 

United States in violation of the 
National Security Act of 1947. Lf 
this were a test, he had no idea 
where it was going. 

By the time his plane leveled off 
from its climb out from Dulles, 
Masters had already ordered two 
Scotches from the middle-aged 
tight 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 J&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 Dr. 
Culp, agit turned out. She was 
almost as tall as Masters himsell! 
(S'11", Masters guessed), with long 
blonde hair, beautiful, lange, clear 
blue eves. Her dossier said that 
she was 45 years old, but she 
looked at least 15 years younger. 
She was very pretty, slim and had 
a dazzling smile. Masters was a 
cool customer in a crisis, but he 
could feel his voice sounding a lit- 
tle off-key as he introduced him- 
selt to the stnking therapist. She 
was very much in possession ol 
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 
years. Masters was irntated with 

himself for being so taken aback 
by her. 

She asked him uf he would like a 

dnnk, and he thought, now, that’s 
more like it. Culp poured Masters a 
Coke over ice. She poured herself a 
Perer with lime. So, that's how it 

is, he thought. Little Miss Prim. 
“l understand that the colone! 

has already gone over the protoco! 

for these interviews, Mr. Masters’ 
Wee You will put each of them 

under individually and ask them « 
battery of questions aimed at tiguy 
ing out what happened during ain 
‘three hours that they thought that 
they were looking at the ball, They 
were instmucted mot to talk with ea. 
other about the incident, but, giv. 
the passage of time, you know th 
they did, right?” 

“Right. But we do the best that 
can to filter out the corrupted re 

lections. As you know, hypnosr 
not perfect, but it beats sitting 

around scratching our heads, v 
dering what happened.” 

“Lagree with you on that.” s 
Masters. He also noted that the 
were the same words that he hw 
used in arguing with the capta 
Wright-Patterson about using fh 

nosis to debrief the recovery tes 
She must have been given am 

thorough briefing than | was to 
Masters thought. 

“Have you done this before’ 
Culp asked. 

“Yes, but under much differer: 
circumstances.” Masters did no! 
elaborate, even though it was cleo 
from Culp’s expectant gaze that sh 
expected him to do sa 

When it became clear that he hac 
nothing more to say, she cnsply in- 
structed, “In this instance, | will do 
all of the talking. If you have anv 
queshons, you wall wrote them down 
and pass them to me. Please do not 
make any sudden movements or 
noes while the session is in pro 
gress. Do you have any questions’ 

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

“LE by ‘real’ you mean alcoholic, 

yes they do. But the colonel was 
quite specific that vou are not to 
have any during this assignment.” 

“tsee, And if | were to disregard 
that instruction?” 

“Then | would be forced to stop 
You and put your lack of coopera- 

tlonin my report.” She looked at 
him levelly, as it to say ‘even though 
Llook like a willowy woman, I can 
deal with you physically, if the need 
be.’ He believed that she would real- 
ly try, too. 

  



“Okay, Dr. Culp,” he 
smiled. “It looks as if | 
am Your prisoner for the 

time being. 
“(aocd,” she said, 

“Let's rearrange the fur 
niture to make it more 
comfortable and geet 

ready for our cuests 
“One other thing, Lioc- 

tor.” said Masters, “VVWhy 

did you rule out sodium 
pentathol or some other 
psychoactive drug” 

"| didn’t rule it out; our 
subpects did. Mike (astil- 
lon was not at all 

enthused about doing 
thus. [he only wav he 
would agree was i only 

hypnosis were usec. 
besides, we otten tind 
that hypnosis gets better 

results with hidden mem- 
ones than drugs. As you 
know from your back- 
PrOuUnd, drugs are more 
useful when there 15 a 
subjective inhubihon mak- 
ing the subject less than 
forthcoming.” 

“How do you know 
that isn t indicated 
here?” he asked, pickine 
up the coffee table 

“Because if isn't thai 
these subjects don't want 
to talk about it. [Thev just 
dont remember,” she 3 
said, lifting her end of J, , 
the table [— SS a i 

“How can vou be sur 

i j au ‘ 
he 

of that?” he asked, think: 

statements that they were ca 
UL} ts Cr the recovery fea & 

later “allowed” to tell a dither t + 
- | aa roon L 

ent version of events. She 
caught his eve and asked, “us! | number of = 3) 
what are you thinking of in ask 1 ee = 
ing that?” (ops, Masters 
theonught 

“Qh, nothing.” Damn, he 

thought. She isn't cleared for 
that. ‘Mister Masters, if we are going to be holding hack durine # 

Culp set down the table and drew work together etfectively on this view? It lam | echa 
herself up to her full 6°17" (in low assignment, You are going to hav luties during these int 
heels), setting her clear, light blue to be frank with me. Now why doa mack t | - : ! i ; : 

eyes right into line with Masters you think that these subjects micht tu have that vou car | : 
  



me. Do | make myself clear?’ 
: Oh, fabulously, Masters thought, 
Lcan't 20 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 
during the missing time Sscquence, 
a5 Opposed to not remembering 
What happened. That's why L asked 
about the drugs. But if it’s to be 
hypnosis, then so be it. [was just 
curious as to what your thoughts 
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 sometinves say 
that they've been instructed not to 
talk about all or part of their experi- 
ence. In fact, they become quite agi- 
tated if pressed on the subject, even 
while under deep hypnosis.” 

“So, how successful have you 
been when you try to break through 
this ‘instruction’?” he asked, 

“It's hard bo say. Sometimes, 
they don't budge. Other times, 
they tell us a more detailed story 
behind the so-called screen mvemo- 
ry. But still, | get the feeling that 
we're just getting the next sengen 
memory and not what really hap- 
pened. You may be right about the 
drugs, but we can't make citizens 
accept them against their will.” 

“Oh, yeah, of course,” said Mas- 
ters, while thinking, the hell we 
can t. | 

There was @ knock at the door. 
Two good-looking young men 
stood at the door, smiling and 
filled with the quiet cockiness of 
menin their prime. Both of the 
young men Were a little surprised 
by the statuesque Dr Culp. Gut 
thev quickly recovered, their sprints 
much improved by her obvicus 
charms, notwithstanding Masters: 
brooding presence and less-than- 

i 

"i 

at the Charthouse overlooking the 
water. Culp declined, stating that 
thev should do their work without 

manner possible, as she had a plane 
a Pie, c catch. 

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 ever penetrat- 
ed behind this story. No alien 
ships, no medical exams, no short 
or tall grays, nothing. Just stand- 
ing there for three hours and then 
leaving. Neither man showed any 
discomfort when pressed; they just 
had nothing more to say) Masters 
wanted to Iie Ebest oof then wath 
drugs, but knew that Culp would 
not go for it. 

One thing that beth Or Culp and 
Masters moticwd) wos thot weal 
Earnest was understandably ote 
ested in whal haa Tange p tera 
Castillon seemed almost weird], 
detached from and disinterested mo 
the red ball expenence aid the 
other incidents that he described 
He said that he had other comcerns, 
with graduate school, hus pending 
mamiage to his fiance, and finan- 
Gal pressures. He al-o sau! that he 
simply did not have tinve for LIFOS. 
Castillon regarded Farnest's inter- 
est with bemusement. Fven sc. 
both Culp and Masters thought 
that Castillon’s outlook was a little 
too detached, as if he had bcencon- 
ditioned to disregard the experi- 
ence and not look into it firther 

Alter saying toodby? to Me two 
young men, Masters sureested that 
Dr Culp and he debnel over dimmer 

heir Impressions of the weer’ 
story. The two men seemed to be 

sincere. [hev had nothing to gain te 

making up the story. Indeed, © asty)- 
lon was uncomfortable with the tim 
that he gave to (us exercise, being 
anxious to get back to his normal 

pu rsuies 

“There's one more thing to do 
before we leave this mudhole af a 
town, Masters said. “We stile 
drive by the house on Dapplegras 
and see what there 1s to sce 

"No necd,” said Culp, as she war 

repacking her brietcase 
“Why mol’? Don't vou think that 

there « something to De Gained fron 

going back to the scene?” 
“Sure. bul not from me downy: so 

wae fared mn Palos Verdes. In tact, | 
wenl to Dapplegray Elementary 

School, ve secn Lapping ra | ath 
dozens of times. Theres nothing 

akoul the strect to sugeest anything 

cutoff the ordinars 
and she hesitated 

CCE EY 

“Except what, Dor Culp’ Masters 
askect 

“(On as ferthire, really Sb 

waved her hand dimissively and 
went back to her packing 

‘Humor me, Beth.” Masters son, 
moving around the table to tace het 

“Well, there was a report which 
fame inte the UAW) center in Denver 
sewers) years age which we pust hte 
Shed unvestraunge, butut was so otf 
the wall that | am sire it has noth- 
my fo do with our boys and ther 
reed iowall. 

“Fnowgh with the coyness, doc- 
tor... give. What supposedly hap- 
Peres | 

"Cyn, it was kind of like one of 
those turible, low-budget scien: 
fiction movies from the Fiftie- | 
fact, that’s what we thow;:h! 
inspired this little story | fowever, 
there are certain sumilarities to these 
interviews.” 

That setties tt, thous ht “lasters. 
grabbing her hands “(ome on. You 
can tell me the storyon the way.” 
Once they were inthe car, Culp 

resumed her story. “It happened 
seven years ago, in Aucust of 197) 
There were these two young guys 

. around the same ages 1- Castillon 
ind Earnest. Their names were john 
Hodges and Peter Kodnguez. They 

  



were visiting a mutual friend on Dap- 
plegray Lane. At2 a.m., they left their 
friend's house and got into Hodges’ 
-ar, Then they saw two large brains in 
the middle of the road ahead of them, 
each about as high as a man’s waist 
when standing, and each apparently 
alive. Hodges drove around the 
brains and took Rodriguez 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. 
“20, 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 arcumstances and 
was given a brain implant that he 
was told by the humanoids would 
increase his ‘psychic awareness. 

They also told him that humankind 
is the product of millions of Vears of 
scientific experimentation,” 

By now, Masters was ch uckling 
to himself. Culp herself smiled 
with a hint of embarrassment 

“What?” she said, pretending 
not to know why he would be 
laughing about 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, | tried 
to avoid telling you about it; | 
know it sounds like 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 la ughing as hard, 
how. “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 caw. And 
they only had one beer apiece 
when they visited that fellow.” 

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

“Yes. The problem is that it was 
being leased to the guy with the 
weird music. He moved out. Trac- 
ing him went nowhere. The intrigu- 
ing queshon is whether he is the 

Hodges and Rodriguez SL vears 
Carlier. Unfortunately. i ie lost Cutt: 
fact with Hod Fes and Rodney ria 
before we knew abour ( astil ls 
and karnes! OO We Ve Deen Unable 

to check. We're working on it” 
Thev Were proceeding West on 

Palos Verdes Drive, the street that 
encircled the entire Palos Verdes 
Peninsula. After they passed the 
reservoir above San Pedro, the 
quality of the drive changed, with 
the road narrowing and the trees 
becoming much more dense 
Toung girls were nding horses 
Along the side ot the road, with 
their dogs bounding along ahead 
It was a beautiful place, an island 
of rural tranquility above the 
brown urban sea of L.A., pur 
chased and maintained with 
money, lots of money. [t was not 
Virginia, but it reminded Masters 
of his home state, the horses ana 
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. lt ended in a cul-de-sac, 
with no curbs at the side of the 
road. Most of the lane was shaded 
with the 40-year-old trees which 
ined it 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 yards. 
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| ortable and seemed utterly unlikely to be the venue for alien probes and 9; ) | eS athte Mant, disembodied 
brains. Which house was it, he won- 

, that was the temporary abode of this alleged alien spent No house 
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, 

~ That one over there, on the north- 
west side of the street,” she replied. 
He could see that it was yet 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 
jumped out to look around. There 
appeared to be no one home, The 
windows were shuttered from the 
inside. He pulled himself 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. 

“wee!” said Culp, breaking 
through his reverie, “There is noth- 
ing here, and now you've made me 
miss my plane to Vancouver.” 

“Sorry, but I 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?” 

Just an hour after landing at 
Wright-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- 
ters completed his presentation. 

lll ST lil. 

The captain then said, “Don't be 
too disappointed that you couldn't 
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 
this, although by now, his ca pacity 
for surprise 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 hile room 
which contained rows of file calij- 
nets. 

~ There are over 2.00 000 files in 
this room documenting an qual 
number of separate reports involv- 
Ing facts similar to your red ball 
story. Sometimes the balls are 
White, green, yellow, blue or 
orange. Bul the basic outline of the 
story you were told is repeated 

millions of times in these files. 
which weive been compiling since 
1945. The wiseguys around here 
refer to this place as ‘the Ballroom,’ 
a little play on words.” The captain 
chuckled wanly 

2 /000,000 since 1945? 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. [n 
fact, your interview of Castillon 
and Earnest was more effort than 
we usually go to with mere bal] 

incidents. We dug deeper in their 
case because of all of the other 
sightings that they expenenced in 
addition to the red ball business. 
There are yust 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 in 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 lonty this 
time he'd only been on the base for 
an hour; last time it took two whole 
days). “And just how significant de 
you folks think that they are?” he 
asked, trying to give no hint of his 
feelings. 

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

“Yoah,” said Masters, without 
conviction, “It could be.” 

“Besides, the captain added, ° 
we had bigger concerns to occups 
Our resources.” 

“Such as! Masters asked 
“Tm glad you asked that. Lome 

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 unique problem.” 

“Lead the way,” said Masters, 
still thinking about over 2,009,000 
ball incidents, and wondering, 
what next? 

They were met by an AP wha 
drove them in a Jeep out to one of 
the hangars somewhat removed 
trom 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 equipment and com- 
puters attended by prototypical 
“nerds whose unkempt hair 
appeared in stark contrast to their 
crisp white coats, No one seemed to 
notice when they first walked in. 
Everyone seemed intent upon a test 
that was being run 

As they drew closer to the group,   



Wlasters realined that what he 
thought was a drone was actually 
built as a piloted craft. lt had a cock 
pit with a scamless clear canopy. But 
there was something wrong 
something not quite right. The cap- 
tain looked a litth: smug as he led 
AM actors up to the craft. At first. Mas- 
ters told himself that he would not 
bite, He would wait to be told, Bul 
he couldn't stand it any longer 
There was something so odd about 
this little lying wing mode! 

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

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

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

- asters saw a lot of men and : 
women in unbuttoned white coats 

around some sort of 
sraft which was connect- : 

I 
at and wires to racks of 
uipment and computers. 

~icrererntiitintiik. 

ets. There are no ailerons. And the and us during World War 1 

ria ‘eo eer cpa | ce AL : hela 1h Tk if 

colfec urn and coffee cups, © W 
plane, [t's usta wing, with no 
fuselage, no tail, And what is thal 
humming sound?” 

“Quite right, Mr. Masters. [his is 
a recovered craft which we picked 
up ina field in the Midwest 

as pa | around 1972. It's a sort of single 

kind of lucked into this one. ve 

didn't see it on radar or anything 
ke that. There were three food of 
moves who were out hunting one 
tine tall day m Ye? to the wee! rik 

scater flying wing cralt superficial, 
ly simular to the rv are wine proto 

here. Pheir dogs ran across this 
small gray who had died in the 

types developed bY the (oermans woods. These old fellows hack. 
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tracked down the trail of the gray once they got over their shock at the ?PPearance of the alien. About 
a mile back up his trail, there was the plane, sittin & ina field, just as 
Pretty 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 II 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. 
One 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.” 

“20, [ 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 this 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.” 

“Yeah, cute,” said Masters. “So 
what did they use it for?” 

“We have no idea,” said the cap- 
tain. “We speculate that it is pust 
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 be capable of intergalactic 
travel, It doesn't seem likely, but, 
then, neither does the entire situa- 
tion, if you know what | mean.” 

Yeah,” said Masters, “I Know 
what you mean. So, do you know 
how it works, after having it for 51x 
years?" 

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

“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 to 
run it?” 

“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,” 

“oo? What's the problem? Just 
have the guy reverse his steps and 
the thing should shut off, right?” 
asked Masters. 

“Yeah,” the captain said, “that 
might work, but the guy who got 
it going was so surprised when tt 
powered up that he forgot the 
sequence of what he did. We can't 
duplicate it, and even if we could, 
we have no assurance that revers- 
Ing the command steps would 
reverse the current result) [hey 
may not think as we do and may 
not wire things the same way 

“Has anybody tried to switch 
anything differently since the 
thing fired up?” 

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

“What if it runs out of fuel?” 
Masters asked 

“Again, we don't know. It's 
been humming for over a year and 

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

“Has everything that you recov 
ered been along the lines of the 
Scooter?” Masters asked, his 
curiosity piqued. 

“wot at all. Let's go back to the Jee 
and I'll show you another one we ary. 
supposed to show you in connectio: 
with your next assignment.” Master: 
took one last look at the Scooter wt} 
its lithe, otherworldly lines and 
walked out to the Jeep. 

The AP drove them to a differen 
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 expected 
under the circumstances. He men 
toned this to the captain, who 
replied, “We're yust taking a page out 
of your book, Mr. asters. If you 

want to protect something really well 
you don’t telegraph to the world 
where it is by placing a heavy secur 
ty force around it. Besides, there arc 
people night an this hase who are 
way Las CUPOUS aby vue whial rcs, Ch 
here [The has! disruise ms mee pseu 

at all.” 
Once again, they exchanged their 

security badges inside for special 
“odiac clearance badges. Viasters 
was then escorted into the large 
enclosure of the hangar. He involun- 
tarily inhaled and held his breath al 
what he saw, a large, ovoid disc, 
which had to be over 5S feet wide 
and 23 feet tall at the widest point. It 
looked like ore of those opaque 

glass ornaments his parents used to 

hang on their Christmas tree when 
he was a kid. [here were service 
SCAloldings and ramps all around tt 
with about 55 people working on tt 
and cables and hoses snaking awa 
from the craft 

“Uh,... ours or theirs?” Masters 
asked. 

“Theirs, if you 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 
was nota dream or that it would not 
just tly away despite the closed 
hangar doors. Ome look at the thing 
and it seemed clear that his question 
was rhetoncal. He felt that he knew 
From ws Ver, apped nMnce, Ven as 

glimpsed throu gh the scaffolding, no 

human had ever designed this vehi- 
ele There was yust something about 

  



the Proportions, the angles, the 
material, the whole thinkin g that had gone into it which 
familiar, not... human. Masters 
walked up to it very slowly, craning 
his neck up to follow the upward 
curvature of the ship's hull. 

“May | 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 retnieving the thing and getting 
it out of the country without a big to 
do. Getting it into the base was a bit 
ofa 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 utilizing 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 I am sure that you find 
even the outside very impressive.” 

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

“Well, maybe next time, when you 
visit us again,” the general said. 
“Why don’t you and the captain join 

ne Over at the O-club for a drink? 
was just heading there myself.” 

“General, I'd real] ¥ like to get a look inside this shi | P before | report to Washington, and]... iaiioes hesitated on account of the look he 
received from the captain. Masters 

hold for the time being. | want you 
to report to the office of Admiral 
Meating this afternoon. Keating's 
people stumbled on something up 
in the Arctic Ocean, and I want 
you to be in on the debriefing. 
You'll be going to Connecticut, so 

knew it was Poor chiquetic to refuse 
the general's invitation. 

The general cut him off, “Oh, 
vou Tl get your chance to see it, but 
not ght now, as the captain 
explained to you. Let's take my car, 
and you can tell us what you found 
Ol aboul these damned red balls. 
that are cropping up all over the 
place. The captain mentioned to me 
that you were looking inte it out in 
Waliformia.” As he was speaking, the 
general shepherded Masters, the 
captain and everyone else within 
earshot toward a side door of the 
hangar where hes car and driver 
were waiting. It was clear to Masters 
that this general was not used to 
taking “no” for an answer. With res- 
ignation, he ated the hangar after 
one look at the saucer. 

Back at Port Belvoir, Masters 
had just finished his report to the 
colonel. “Well, so much for hypno- 
sis,” 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 
Immtathion with Masters’ tenacity, al- 
though he had come to expect it by 

now. 

“Sedge, we're going to have to 
put your screen memory hobby on 

you'd better pack some warm 
clothes.” 

“Way Task what this trip os 
about, sor?" 

“Sure, You can ask. For now, 
let's just say that it relates to what 
those young fellas in California 
told you about the USO off of 
‘alos Verdes and that large craft 

we pulled out of the waters off the 
coast of Denmark. But it will be 
Admural Keating who gives you 
the briefing. Meet with him and 
no one else when you get to the 
Puzzle Palace. Then report to me 
personally when you get back 
from Connecticut.” 

As Masters drove to Fairfax to 
pack for his next Assignment, he 
wondered where this was all 
going. After all, he had never actu- 
ally seen a UPO in flight, never 
seen an alien, never received any 
objective confirmation of their 
existence. While the ships 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 
prepare for his next excursion into 
the wilderness of mirrors that his 
work had become. <i 
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