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First Lieutenant John Simpson of US Naval Intelligence knew he shouldn’t be able to see the object on the photographs from space. 

But there it was. 

He was working on classified projects in a top secret military film studio that was part of the Lookout Mountain Air Force Station in Laurel Canyon, high in the hills above Hollywood. His tasks were concerned with helping to prepare for America’s upcoming lunar landings (which had not yet been announced to the public), by processing film returned from satellites and making prints in one of the several darkrooms in the facility. He was also called upon to process other images having to do with spying, but usually these were relatively mundane.

What he found that day in the images was way outside any of his expectations...

“What is it?” Simpson asked, as he peered closer to the dark image projected on the table. “It doesn’t look natural.” It was a positive image, a blowup of a 35mm slide film negative, the image having been taken from a space probe. 

He twisted the focus knob on the enlarger, and the image swam, becoming blurry before getting sharper again. The oblong blob came into focus: it was a rectangular, black, metallic-looking object floating in orbit around the Earth. The only problem is that it wasn’t on any of the space maps, at least the ones that Simpson had been allowed to see.

“That's it! Hold it there! That's about as good as we're gonna get,” said Major Cleaves, peering down at the image. 

The two men in military uniforms were in the main darkroom, sealed from any outside light. The only illumination was the white bulb from the enlarger, as they'd shut off the amber safe lights in order to not have any color influence while they were scrutinizing the slide images. The only sound was the low hum of the air conditioning, blending with their heartbeats in their ears. 

“This can’t be right. It might be the result of some damage to the lens, or maybe a fault in the film emulsion. These things have been known to happen, Major. Could also be dust,” Simpson said, trying to explain away the alien object to his boss.

Cleaves wasn’t having it and shook his head as he said, “We thought something like that might be the case at first. But it's not. We've got multiple images here, taken by different satellites at different times. The object is consistent. We don’t know what it is, but it’s not ours, nor is it from any other nation on Earth. It’s old, by the looks of it, which figures. Something fitting this description was noticed hundreds of years ago by those with powerful enough telescopes, which were not many at that time, so it was easy to keep under wraps. This is the first time we’ve gotten pictures of it. But times are changing now; long-range optical technology is getting better and more affordable for the public. It won’t be long before this object is common knowledge. We need to have a cover story in place before that happens. Or get rid of it.”

Simpson was silent for a moment, letting the weight of what he was being told sink in. It gave him a heavy feeling deep in his gut. “It looks like a big hunk of metal just floating around. Kinda like a horse’s head.” 

“Yes. That's why they call it the Black Knight,” Cleaves replied as he rubbed his chin, scratching at his five o-clock shadow of beard.

“Knight as in chess, or night as in black?”

“As in chess. K-n-i-g-h-t.”

“That's a strange name for a satellite.”

“It's no satellite, we don’t think. We don’t really know what it is. Could be a space ship or a probe, sent here from God knows where a long time ago, to watch us and report back. Radio signals have been detected coming from the thing, but we’ve not been able to decipher them, yet.”

Simpson felt a wave of fear going through him. “W-where were the radio signals going to?”

“We don’t know, exactly. Into deep space.”

“You knew about this?”

Major Cleaves looked Simpson in the eye. “Like I said, it’s been known about for a long time. But only by those in the know. What's really strange is that no one knows where it's from, who put it into orbit, or what it does; if they do, they aren't talking. Some samples were taken a few years back from a flyby that scraped metal flakes off it. The analysis came back, said the thing is thousands of years old.”

“You're putting me on, right?”

Cleaves shook his head slowly, all serious. “I wish I was. That thing gives me the heebie-jeebies.”

“Me, too! No one knows more about it, even those above our level?” Simpson was referring to their security clearance level. He had Top Secret clearance, but he'd recently learned there were levels above that, after he was transferred to the Department of Naval Intelligence. He'd seen many classified photos, as part of his job was to make enlargements of satellite photos of Russian targets during the “Cold War”, and also photos sent back from space probes. But nothing like this.

Cleaves straightened up, smoothed out his dress uniform jacket with many impressive mission patches, medals, and insignias on it. “That's need to know, and you don't need to know.” 

Simpson had suspected Cleaves had a higher security level, now he was sure. “Why don’t they just grab it and bring it down?” Simpson asked.

“We don’t have the technical means to do that, yet. Maybe in the near future. We don’t even know what the thing weighs, so it may prove very problematic getting it to the ground. Let's make a print. 8 x 10.” 

Simpson sighed. “Yes, sir.” Another mystery would have to wait, to be filed away for a future date of revelation that might never come, as so many other things had been filed away, he thought. 

He turned on the amber safe lights that wouldn’t expose photographic paper, then shut off the white light on the enlarger. In the amber glow, he removed a sheet of 8 x 10 unexposed photo paper from a light-tight plastic bag that was inside a cardboard box. He positioned the paper under the enlarger, set the timer, then flipped on the enlarger which shot a beam of white light through the slide and onto the paper. The enlarger light then automatically shut off to ensure the correct exposure time, only a couple of seconds. Next, he took the exposed paper and immersed it in the first of the chemical baths: large rubber tubs containing noxious chemicals that necessitated the use of a ventilation fan. 

Within moments, the image began to develop on the paper; the Black Knight floating in Earth's atmosphere.

“It gives me a strange feeling, that some unknown intelligence put it there,” Cleaves said, staring at the print as it grew in detail and contrast, due to the reaction of the chemicals on the silver halides of the photo paper.

“I don't like it much, either, I'll tell you that.” Simpson grabbed the paper with tongs and dunked it through the other chemical baths, one to stop the developing, another to clear off any residue. He put the wet print up on a line that was strung across the room, fixing it in place with wooden pins. “Just give it a couple of minutes to dry.”

“Sure. I'll need the negative back.” Cleaves held his hand out. 

In the strange amber light, Simpson thought he looked like some kind of alien creature.

It was standard procedure to give classified negatives back to his superiors after making prints, but this was one Simpson wished he could hold onto. It was the first evidence he had seen of alien intelligence. “Do you think it's real?” Simpson whispered.

“Of course it's real! What do you think? They're playing a game with us, the guys running the satellites and space probes?” Cleaves blurted out, grabbing the slide from the enlarger and sticking it in his pocket.

“No,” Simpson said, as he shook his head. 

Cleaves looked him over and didn't talk for a few moments, making Simpson uncomfortable. Simpson shifted under his gaze. 

“I'd forget you ever saw that picture and forget you ever heard the name Black Knight, got it? And I wasn’t here. No one would believe you anyway. I can hardly believe it myself, and I've got the proof. I don't need to remind you that this is highly classified material, do I?” 

“No, sir!” Simpson saluted.

Major Cleaves returned the salute with a suspicious glare at him. “Good.”

“I'll check if it's dry,” Simpson said. He felt the paper hanging on the line, and satisfied it was ready, put it into an envelope that he sealed up by pulling a red string across the flap and winding it around a small disk. The last thing he wanted was the photo to slip out while the Major was carrying it, leading to a security breach. He handed the envelope over to Cleaves, who had been watching him closely.

“Thank you, Simpson. See you later.” Cleaves saluted again and Simpson returned the salute. 

Cleaves got into the revolving door and spun it around until his way was clear to exit on the other side, back into the daylight world.

Simpson sat on a stool in the darkroom, looking at things in the weird amber light, smelling the lingering stench of the harsh chemicals, hearing the whirr of the fan, and thinking about what he had just seen and heard: the Black Knight. Who had made it, and put it where it was? It didn’t seem real.

“Aliens,” he muttered under his breath. “It must be. What else? My god!” 

He got up and tidied the room, putting away the chemicals that were to be saved, carefully pouring them with a funnel back into their bottles, and then dumping the ones that were done with. His shift was almost over, and he had a strong desire to get out and see the sunlight again before night fell, as a chill of otherworldly fear had descended on him. 

He'd head over to the bar on the base and have a few drinks with the boys, that would shake him out of it, he thought...Maybe quite a few drinks tonight. It had been a confusing day. 

He’d been confused earlier in the day too, about something other than the Black Knight. Motion-picture footage had come to the darkroom marked “Apollo Tests.” They were clearly part of the Apollo program to land men on the Moon, that much was clear, by the insignias on the space suits. But the footage and stills had been taken on Earth, on a movie set, and made to look like they’d been on the Moon. But, why? 

That was a strange thing to ponder, until Simpson was told they were rehearsals for the upcoming missions and were photographic tests. Apparently, it was planned that the astronauts were going to take a lot of motion footage and stills on the Moon, and even beam back live TV pictures. Sounded plausible enough to him, and he had no reason to suspect that the rehearsals were going to be presented as the real thing to the public, even when a film director was seen around the studio with a bunch of NASA guys; Stanley something-or-other, who had been brought over from England to film the scenes with a special effect he’d perfected called rear-screen projection. He’d been given the use of a one of a kind, million-dollar lens on loan from NASA for one of his other movies, as part of his compensation. Simpson was very torn over this, it didn’t seem right.

But he was not in a position to question anything, he was just there to process the film and keep quiet, not saying a word to anyone, as per his Top Secret security clearance agreement. It was a matter of national security, and he could face imprisonment or worse (he heard people were sometimes killed), if he talked. 

In the end, it was another mystery to swirl around in his brain and keep him up at nights...
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Lieutenant Simpson finished his shift in the darkroom, locked his sidearm in the gun cabinet, and closed up the office for the night. It was always then that it really started to hit him, in the silence, after all the secret photos he had looked at during the day that most people never see, just how strange things really were. 

If people did see what he saw, he knew it would confirm for them the reality of many unexplained mysteries in the world. He thought he had seen evidence of extra-terrestrial life; either that, or advanced human technology not commonly known, which would be a big secret in itself. Also, he was witness to the creation of many wild theories and manufacturing of their supporting propaganda, perpetrated by his own government and planted into society as cover stories for clandestine operations, and to hide the truth.

He shook his head and carried on, knowing it was his duty to fulfill his orders even if he didn’t always agree with them or understand them. He was just hoping there was a greater good behind it all, a higher purpose he wasn’t yet privy to. 

He set the alarm and turned the key in the lock, swiped his magnetic card and entered the pass code to seal up the office for the night. His polished black leather shoes with rubber bottoms for working in the darkroom where spills could occur, squeaked on the highly reflective white tiles as he made his way out of the facility and into the parking lot. 

The last rays of the sun were low on the horizon, casting all they touched in a deep honey hue. It would be dark soon, but that was nothing new to him, spending his days inside, as he often worked late. He actually preferred it, as the base was quieter when he finished, and he could get caught up on his work when there were fewer interruptions in the evening. As he walked across the parking lot, the wind from the nearby ocean ruffled through his sandy blond hair. It was a fine, warm evening with some stars already visible at the high elevation where the installation was, up in the Hollywood hills. He felt good. 

Simpson was 29 years old and had worked his way up the ranks from when he had enlisted at age 19, after a couple of disappointing semesters in university. He had found “higher education” anything but, and lost interest in learning things he didn’t think were going to benefit him in the real world. 

But now things were different. He felt like he’d found his life’s mission and purpose, and the last ten years had the results to prove it. He’d been promoted several times, was making more money than he’d ever made before, and was living in the amazing state of California. Life was good! He felt that the world was wide open to him. 

He still had a lot of optimism for the world, not from the negative news reports that were mostly propaganda the average person saw, but from his secret military work. He knew there was more to the world than most did, and that gave him hope for a better future. If that future would ever be realized he didn't know. He was content to be making a good living in the meantime, buying nice things, living in a big house, and chasing women; he was young and single, after all. 

But there were rumors going around in the classified circles he worked in. It was said that in the coming decades there would be very significant Earth changes that would shake up the weather systems on the entire planet, resulting in a series of severe natural disasters, and the world’s economies would fall in turn. It would be a period of severe upheaval. Governments all over the world weren't making contingency plans to help the populations at large when these disasters happened; the masses were on their own. However, the rich and so-called “elite” were building stockpiled underground shelters at a furious pace. And they were not the simple bomb shelters of decades ago. There were whispers of vast cities being constructed deep underground... 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
(Deep Underground Military Bases)

PREQUEL

DAVID SLOMA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





