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It was a falling star the boys saw that Friday night at the Two River Orphanage.  It landed among the tree’s in the nearby woods. That following Saturday after breakfast and morning chores.  Ricky Riddle 16 and his younger brother Todd 14, with Gary Stanely 16, Paul Temple 15, Billy Milley 12, got permission from the Headmaster Albert Treebeard to go to the woods so Paul a talented sketch artist could do some drawings of any wildlife and flowers they could see.  Now the Two River Orphanage is for boys and girls age 11-16 just a mile outside Two Rivers.  A small sleepy rural town too small to be called a city and two large to be a village.  It has a one-room school house where our orphans attend in town with local students.  It called Two Rivers because it has a one river called the First River flowing outside of town between town and the orphanage.  The Second River is now an old dried up river bed that once emptied into the First River many decades ago.  More a shallow narrow spring feed stream then a river.  Where it once poured into the First River it was a very small water fall no more than two feet high.  The boys fishing hole and swimming hole in the First River.  Now that Saturday morning in the spring of 1950 once across the dry river bed, into the woods they came upon there falling star, or was it?  Grandpa Ricky Riddle said to his 3 grandchildren that afternoon.
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Chapter 1
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Two Rivers Orphanage

––––––––
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Grandpa Rick, our teacher Sara Milly-Black today in class mentioned your name, something about when you and great Uncle Todd used to be orphans in the Two Rivers orphanage when you were teenagers.  Is it true that you and Uncle Todd with other boys from the orphanage one night snuck out to go night fishing in the River. Is this true grandpa Rick?’  Teddy Riddle 11 asked.

“Teddy, if Sara Milly-Black said it was true, you can believe her.  You see she was also an orphan along with my brother. Now I was 16, my brother 14.  Then there was Gary Stanely 16, Paul Temple 15, Billy Milly 12, Sara’s brother, Sara was 13.  Then there was Mary Shirely 11, and Sue Terri, 15.  Your grandmother who I married when I was 18 years old.  Now this story starts in 1950.  My brother and I had been orphaned since we were 14 and 12.  We lost our parents in England during World War Two when I was 10 and Todd was 8.  My Dad was there training pilots, and mother was a nurse.  We where taken in by our widowed Grandfather until he died when I  was 13 and Todd 11.  We then having no living relative known to the authorities were placed in the Two Rivers Orphanage.  The other boys and girls in the orphanage where there before us or after us.  All losing parents with no relatives known or wanting them.  Now Orphan life back then isn’t like what it is today.  Some Orphanages where good places to be back then, and some not so good.  It all depended on who was running the Orphanage. Now we had a Headmaster of Boys, Mr. Albert Treebeard and a Headmistress of Girls Mrs. Millicent Walker.  A cook named Betty Crock a widow, A handyman Buddy Smith.  It was a small Orphanage, with just one dorm for the boys and one for the girls.  The Headmaster had a private room next to the boys dorm on the second floor and the Headmistress a Private room next to the Girls dorm on the first floor.  The cook lived in the village and the Handyman had a small outbuilding he lived in that was the auto garage.  Eight of us total orphans.  We went to a local one room school that had 15 other students from grades k-8 and one teacher. When in school it was like a vacation for us from life at the orphanage.  When in the orphanage it wasn’t really bad.  We always had housekeeping chores to do.  The Headmistress was a tyrant when it came to doing chores.  The Headmaster less so, but the boys had to pass the Headmistress inspection.  The only time we saw the girls was at meals, and in the common room one hour a day or at school.  In the orphanage the girls we kept busying with needle point work, and the boys kept busy with making bird houses.  Meals were plain fare but good tasting and nourishing.  The Headmaster when the Headmistress wasn’t around was nice, gentle caring man.  While the Headmistress was harsh and authoritative.  After our evening meal, we were given that one hour in the common room to mingle under the watchful eyes of the Headmistress.  After that we had to go to our dorms, and no boys were allowed down on the first floor after that. In bed by 8 pm up at 6 am to shower and take care of our toiletry needs, dressed and called down for breakfast at 7:30. The girls took baths at night their own bathroom.  I guess we were all counting the day we would be 18 and could leave the Orphanage to be on our own.  I knew then when I left Todd would go with me, me being of legal age then I could be his guardian.”

“Grandpa, what about the story about sneaking out to go fishing one night.” Mark asked Teddy’s twin.

“Mark a good story has to have some back story to it, so the listener or reader can get a broader picture of what surrounds the story.  To understand the characters and where those characters lived.  Now any good story is going to have a hero, and a protagonist.”

“Grandpa what is a protagonist?”  Nine-year-old Margret Riddle asked.

“Maggie, a protagonist is the villain, the bully in a story.  The person who the hero must deal with.  You can’t have roses without thorns.  So, you first remove the thorns so you can admire the roses in your hands.  Now my story has its bully, while not a vile Villain just as troublesome. Villian’s and bullies come in all sizes and ages, each with their own motive for being a bully or a Villain.  Now a Villain can be an evading army, or the bully a gang of kids picking on younger kids in school.  In my story it is just one bully, a misguided soul that needs a lesson that turns him away from becoming a harmful villain without any redemption.  Now let me continue my story.  I would like tell you about Gary Stanley, Paul Temple, and Billy Milley.  Five teens in one room with five beds.  Now you would think we all got along together, fellow orphans sharing life together.  Well, you would be wrong.  We each had our own personalities and back story.  Now Todd and I had a decent life while our parents were still alive.  Our widowed Grandfather was a kind and loving man, who shared our grief in losing our parents, his son and our Mother  He loved us dearly, and his passing after he became our guardian was devasting for me and Todd.  But we were Riddles, who had parents and a grandparent who loved us dearly..  Not all are so lucking.  Nor do they come from a happy home like Todd and I did.  Take Gary Stanely, orphaned at age 5, tossed between one relative to the next, unwanted and unloved, a burden you toss away in trash ben..  By age 14 he was here at the orphanage with a very large chip on his shoulder.  Paul Temple arrived a battered and abused boy at 12, not very talkative, withdrawn, afraid of his own shadow.  When Todd and I arrived, we sort off didn’t let Gary’s chip on his shoulder to get under our skin.  As for Paul, he soon learned that no-one in the dorm was going to do him any harm, including the Headmaster or Headmistress.  Then Sara Milley 13, and her brother Billy 12 arrived.  Sara at first was very worried about being separated from her brother being in the boys dorm on the second floor and she stuck on the first floor.  They been together living on the streets in Chicago, hiding out from the authorities.  She was very protective of her brother.  Now at first Billy was a quiet boy, barely said a word or two.  But when he warmed up to us, he was a chatter box you couldn’t get the lid closed on.  Sara soon learned Billy was going to be all right with us boys.  She was fitting in with Mary Shirely, who was 11, and Sue Terri who was 15.  

Now Mary was a tattle tale.  I suppose she couldn’t help it.  She was so afraid of getting into trouble with the Headmistress if one of the girls or us boys did something against the rules.  We would all be punished if we did.  She thought she would be spared that punishment, until the Headmistress punished her for tattling on us.  She soon learned eventually to keep her mouth shut when we boys tricked her in tattling on us with a falsehood we made sure she overheard us saying we had done did this or that against the rules.  She tattled and the Headmaster confirmed to the Headmistress we had permission to stay up after lights off.”  Grandpa Ricky said.

“Which was true we had permission.  The second-floor dorm was the Headmasters domain, and the first-floor dorm the Headmistress domain.  The Headmaster was less lenient then the Headmistress who ruled over the girls to  stick like clue to the rules.  She took her job seriously, like an overprotective mother hen of her chicks afraid the fox would raid the hen house.  The girls had to go through deportment lessons.  How to be refined ladies so they could impress the right man to marry.  We boys went through well manly things like how to be polite, around girls, no coarse language.  Open doors for the girls, carry there schoolbooks to school and home from school.  Pull a chair out for them at the dinning table.  The Headmaster instructed us on those manly deportments, then told us when in our dorm to be boys, not men.  Not that we were crude and coarse, we could enjoy a good joke or horsing around as long as we didn’t get to rowdy and out of hand.  While the girls had to be ladies right up to bedtime and in bed right on the strike of the clock at 8 pm.  No talking after the lights were off.  The Headmaster let us talk after lights out as long as we didn’t get into long discussions and lack of sleep.  We had to be up on time wide awake and refreshed. Of course, we never let the girls know we had a few privileges then they had.”

“Grandpa, what about Grandma Sue, what was she like in the orphanage.”  Maggie asked.

“Well Maggie, she was precocious 15-year-old girl.” 

“Grandpa what does precocious mean?”  Teddy asked.

“Teddy, precocious means she was intelligent, mature and clever. More like she was 18 years old then 15.  She had been an orphan since she was 1 years old aged out of her last orphanage and sent here for older orphans at 12.”

“Grandpa why was Grandma orphaned?”  Mark asked.

“Your grandmother parents, her grandparents, and an aunt and uncle and her only cousin  age Four perished in a terrible storm when a tornado destroyed their neighborhood when she was one years old she survived.  Your Grandma has very little memory of that night, her being so young.  Being an orphan at that age, with no memories of her parents and family is a blessing your Grandma would tell you.  No nightmares, regrets, or resentments.  It made her who she is today.  That first orphanage right up to 12 years old  prepared her to be mature, clever, and intelligent in ways that made her strong and resilient.  She never let the system defeat her.  I suppose her attitude as she grew older also, prevented her from being adopted, and the fact she had a bum leg since birth.  No one wanted a defected baby to adopt.  At the Three Rivers Orphanage she knew she would age out and her prospects for a good marriage was slim.  She was determine to make it on her own if she had too and no was going to tell her otherwise.  Now don’t get me wrong she wasn’t a bully, just mentally mature to not let anyone take advantage of her lameness.  She made that very clear to us boys.  She was both a girl and a tom boy and at age 15 she was blossoming out into a girl that it was obvious she was a girl, not a tom boy.  Well, I always saw here as a Tom boy, and she did her best to show the older boys at the orphanage she was a women.  She tried her best to catch Gary, Paul, and my eyes.  I eventually noticed.  Not that Gary and Paul didn’t, it was your grandma who decided who she wanted.  She cornered me one day and made it very clear who she was interested in. I was 17 then and she 16.  She kissed me behind the garage, walked away leaving me in a faint and in love.  When I left the Orphanage at 18, with Todd.  I had asked your grandma to marry me when she turned 18, which was 6 months later.”

“Now let see, life at the Orphanage had its up and down’s.  In general, us orphans were kept busy both in our education, chores, deportation, and our arts and crafts, and sewing for the girls.  Now the money for the school came from the state back then it paid for the salary for the Headmaster, Headmistress, the cook, the handyman, food, maintenance and utility costs.  Not much else.  Our clothing was hand me downs from donations, coats, shoes and boots. The local doctor provided free medical services.  The two churches in town always aided the orphanage with clothes drives.  The state had annual inspection and the occasional surprise inspection.  The place had to be kept clean and safe to live in.  The accounts books had to be in order to the last penny.  Headmaster Albert Treebeard saw to that and the caretakers need for maintenance money.  While Headmistress Millicent Walker, saw to the food budget, cleaning chores and to the girls hygiene products.  She was okay with cutting our hair and styling the girls hair. We always had seasonal parties, Halloween, Christmas, and participated in Fourth of July events in town.  Birthdays was always our favorite time, as the cook went all out with a cake and we would have homemade ice cream.  Gifts where homemade affairs and of course party games.”

“Grandpa, the story about you and the boys sneaking out one night, when did that happen?”  Teddy asked.

“Now Teddy I was just getting to that part.  You see it was when Billy Milly turned 13, and we celebrated his birthday that evening.  Now we gifted him some wonderful things we had made ourselves.  The Girls presented him with a winter scarf and new mittens they had knitted.  The Headmistress presented him with a new flannel shirt she had made.  Us boys made him a small wooden chest to hold his favorite things in. The best gift was by the handyman Buddy Smith who presented him with a picture book on the star constellations in the sky and the planets.  Headmaster give him a small handheld brass telescope,  Nothing new. It was a bit dented, but the lenses where intact and clear.  Billy was always at night looking out the window at the stars above.  That night the night sky was cloudy after the party, and Billy was dismayed he couldn’t use his telescope.  Headmaster let us stay up later than usual hoping  the sky would clear.  By 10:30 that night the sky had cleared and Billy was at that window focusing on the night sky.  Back and forth looking down at his book to see what constellations he could spot in the sky.  We each took turns on the small telescope looking at the night sky we could see from the window.  It was Billy who commented we could see more if we were outside away from the orphanage.  We looked out each other and nodded why not.  Now this particular window set over the kitchen roof that had a gentle slope to it.  At the end of the roof there was a ladder attached to the side of the kitchen back wall.  It was our designated fire escape route, and we had drills out the window often enough to feel safe sliding down the roof to the ladder and down the ladder to the ground.  Now that window had an alarm on it when it was open, it would alert the headmaster.  That night he had turned it off for us.”

“We made up our beds to look like we where asleep in them, rolling up our extra clothes under the blankets.  Then out the window we went me first, then Gary.  Billy followed next, then Todd, and last Paul.  One by one we climbed down that ladder and the last out the window closed it behind him.  Once on the grounds we walked away the from orphanage far enough to see the sky above the roof giving us a 360-degree view of the night sky.  With our naked eyes we spotted first the Big Deeper then with the telescope we took turns focusing on the North star.  The magnification was around 250 to 1.  Giving us a closer look at the North star about the size of a penny. We spotted several constellations and we each took turns with the telescope.  Billy was watching the night sky while I was on the telescope, and he shouted at me.  Well not to loud.  In the night air a whisper would be loud.  He got my attention.”

“Rick, one of those stars is moving along the night sky.”

“Grandpa was it a satellite Billy spotted?”  Mark asked.

“No Mark, this was 1950 and the first satellite Sputnik 1 launched by the Soviet Union, what we call Russia back then was in 1957.  No this wasn’t a satellite.  At first we thought it could be a plane, and we were seeing it lights.  Then it did something strange for a plane or even a helicopter.  It was zig zagging across the night sky, tight turns a plane or helicopter could never do. Nor was it shooting star we thought.  Then it stopped zig zagging and went in a straight line down.  Maybe it was a shooting star.  It was moving to fast to focus on it with the telescope.  Then it appeared to get bigger and bigger as it fell to earth right toward us.  Now meteors were common since the time earth was new and asteroids as well.  Meteors showers were common certain times of the year since ancient times as recorded in history.  But this one was just one, not a shower of meteors who normally burn up in the atmosphere before they even hit the ground.  Could this be an Asteroid something bigger that would hit the earth.  Then it did sometime strange again.  It turned level off like a plane and headed over our night sky over us.  A glowed brightly when it first showed up in the night sky, then as it came nearer it faded became hard to see in the night sky, yet it blocked out the stars behind it, then slowed made another turn then landed in an area Northeast of the Orphanage, into the woods where the dry riverbed went through.  It didn’t crash there was no explosion heard, nor sound, or flashes of light or smoke rising above the woods.  Something landed in the woods, just a few miles away....”

“Rick, we need to go find out what landed there.”  Gary said.

“We can’t Gary, we need to get back up to the dorm and in bed before the Headmaster checks in us.  We have been out here long enough we don’t want to get caught out here by the Headmistress either.  Listen it is Saturday tomorrow or rather it is now we have free time to do what we want after breakfast and chores.  We get caught by the headmaster and he won’t let us have that free time.  Paul get up that ladder to open the window, then Billy, Todd, Gary and then me and back into bed.  We will deal with this mystery tomorrow.” As Paul climbed the ladder a dark shadow left the window above the roof.  In no time at all the five boys where in bed taking no time to slip into their pajamas.  Morning came to soon for them.

After breakfast and chores, the boys approached Headmaster Treebeard with a special request.  Ricky made the request for the rest of the boys.  “Headmaster, the boys and I on behalf of Billy’s special birthday gift.  Was wondering if we could be allowed to entered the woods northeast of here at an attempt to do some birdwatching with that fine telescope.  We all appreciate you letting us stay up last night to do some star gazing with it from the window.  We usually go into town for an hour or two.  This time we thought we vary our education and in seeing a bit of nature for a time.  Paul is very good at sketching, and he could give his hand a try at drawing some wildlife.  He still has plenty of paper left over in his sketch book he got from his birthday last year.  It is such a fine day for an outing in the woods sir.”  Ricky said.

“I see no reason why you boys shouldn’t broaden your understanding of the Fauna and Flora in the woods.  Paul has a very good hand with his sketching.  Might I suggest you stop and speak to Mrs. Betty Crock in the kitchen and have her put up a sack lunch for each of you.  Stop and see Buddy in the garage I am sure the can provide each of you with a water Cantine to take with you.  When the sun reaches directly above your heads that should be high noon or near enough, stop and have your lunch, then return home.  Nothing more after lunch boys you understand, or I shall be cross with you.  Mine you watch your footing, and no tree climbing and certainly no unnecessary fooling around.  Time does fly by fast when you are fooling around.  I expect to see some find drawings from Paul.”  Mr. Treebeard said.

“Will Headmistress object Sir.”  Billy spoke up.

“I am in charge of your boys, not her.  I understand she is taking the car and the girls into the city, for some shopping for knitting supplies and plans on treating them with lunch.  She plans not to be back until 2 pm this afternoon.  She will be leaving shortly with the girls.  That should give you plenty of time to be ready to leave after she does and back before she is with the girls.  She and the girls need not know how you spent your morning.  That is between me and you.  Now visit the cook after she leaves then Buddy after that and on your way.  Don’t forget your sun hats either gentlemen. It promises to be a hot and sunny day.  Wear long pants and light long sleeve shirts against bugs and the sun as well.  Now off to change your clothes.  I shall tell you when Headmistress and the girls have left with the car.  Which should be any moment now it is an hour drive to the city.”

“Thank you Headmaster, you’re the best.”  Billy said and hugged him.

“None of this Billy Milly you will spoil my image with the Headmistress.  I have a reputation to uphold here. I was a boy once, right here in Two Rivers and I roamed these woods and swam in  either river with my buddies.  Sadly, the river through the woods has dried up, it wasn’t much back then, more a brook at the best of times.  Enough, go enjoy your youth, before you know it you’re an old man like me.  Just don’t expect to many favors, or I shall have to be your Headmaster for real abide to the rules of conduct with my charges.  Now I have some accounts to catch up with.  Off to your dorm and dress appropriately.”  Headmaster Treebeard turned around and headed to his room to his desk to go over the accounts.

“Old man Treebeard can certainly surprise you these days.” Gary said.

Ricky got into Gary’s face.  “That is Headmaster Treebeard Gary Stanely, he deserves our respect.  He often goes out on a limb for us, against the rules of conduct for a headmaster.  He could be worse, twice the Headmistress is with her strict ways with the rules.”

“Sorry, Ricky, your right. Still, he does surprise us then he does stick to the rules he is like the wind you can never know which way it is going up or down, sideways or nowhere.” Gary pointed out.

“I say he if he was in charge of the girls and us too, he would always be kind, gentle and understanding person, never surprising us but the same person all the time treating us like a father rather than a headmaster of an orphanage.  Unlike headmistress Walker a warden of a prison.”  Paul said.

“Paul you must not let Headmistress Walker hear you call her a warden of a prison, or you will be locked up in solitary until you are older then Headmaster Treebeard.”  Billy said.

“Headmaster Treebeard stuck his head out the door of his room.  “Are you boys still here. I am sure I can find a place in the cellar to use as place to put you all in solitary.  Headmistress Walker does not scare me one iota.  If she did, I would have left this establishment ages ago, then where would you boys be, knitting with the girls.  Modeling dresses for them.  I am sure I can suggest that to the Headmistress if you like.  Now scoot before I change my mind and make you stay in your dorm until Monday morning.”  The five boys scooted back into their dorm and changed clothes, heard the car leave the garage, then went down to the kitchen to have the cook make up sack lunches, then over to the garage to see Buddy to get those water Cantine’s.  With there lunches packed in an old army backpack, they were off to the woods.  From the boy’s dorm window Headmaster Treebeard watched them cross the field and soon lost sight of them.

“Grandpa, what did you and the others find in the woods?”  Mark asked

“That will have to wait until after the evening meal.  Your Grandmother is fixing your favorite food, now scoot, I will join your shortly.”

***
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“Now where were we in our story.”

“Grandpa, you and boys where heading for the woods.”  Maggie said.

“Right, you are Maggie.  Headmaster Treebeard watched the boys cross the field and soon lost sight of them in the woods.  “I hope you find what you are looking for boys.”

“Of course, we had no idea at the time Headmaster Treebeard was watching us.  Billy as usual was always the eager one to run ahead of us I had to holler at him to wait for us.  Billy waited as we caught up to him and we as a group entered the woods.  We came up to the old dried up river bed.  Really not much of a river in its day.  The banks rose up about a foot high on either side, and where we crossed was only around 150 feet wide. Lots of water smooth stones were what was left in that old dried up river bed.  Some no bigger than 2 feet around it would have stood out above the water about a foot or less.  Mostly small stone that would have been hidden under the surface of the water.  Billy was hopping from one stone to the next, carefree and happy.  The rest of us soon followed behind him from stone to stone until we reach the other side and from a stone we leaped up onto the bank.  Then Billy turned to us asked.

“Do anyone reckon how far that object landed in the woods.”

“Billy hard to tell at night.  Can’t be to far or it would have been pea size above the tree tops if it was miles away.  From the orphanage it did look like it was no more than a mile or two away in the tree’s.  At the angle it was going into the tree’s it had to leave a trail of tree’s knocked down.  Maybe a gouge in the earth as well until it finally lost speed and came to a stop.  Then it again it might have once in the tree’s made a soft landing.”  Paul described.

“Paul’s right we just need keep going until we come across it path of knocked down trees.  From what I recall it came down near the Second River where the woods end northeast.”  Gary said.

“Northeast Gary how do we know which direction is Northeast?”  Billy asked.

“Billy in the schoolhouse there is map of the area that shows where the dried upriver bed leads to the First River.  The map has a compass on it at the top. A cross that has north on the top, South at the bottom leg of the cross.  East on the right arm and West on the left arm.  The dried upriver bed goes from the southeast to meet the First River Northwest.  The First River flows from the Northeast to just about true west.  A compass is like a clock.  Twelve is true north, 3 is true East, 6 is true South, and 9 is true West.  Northeast would be between 1 and 2 or Southeast would be between 4 and 5.  Where we are standing now I say we are between 4 and 5.  Were the First River is 1 and 2.  We are standing at the bank of the dried upriver bed once known as the Second River with our backs toward the opposite bank.  That means our left side of our body is pointing more or less north to where this old riverbed meet the First River.  Our right shoulder is facing roughly south.  You don’t want to get turned around or lose your direction going through the woods.  We could get loss going south for miles in these woods or East for miles and never see the Frist River.”  Gary explained.

“Gary why don’t we look for moss growing on a tree.  I am told it always grows on the north side of a tree.  That way we know where north is.  Face that direction and south will be at our backs, East on our right and west on our left, or is that west on our right and west on our left.  I give up I am already lost fellows."  Paul said.

“Well, I am not.”  Ricky said and pulled out a compass from his pocket.  “Now stand apart from me about two arm’s length away.  A pocket compass can be affected by any metal that has a magnetic property.  The needle always points to the magnetic north pole.  Right now, I am facing North the direction the black needle points.  That means right shoulder is pointing east and my left is pointing west; my back is facing south.  I turn a bit to the right facing 2 on the clock tells me I am facing Northeast.  Face 3 on the clock it true east and 4 is east south and so forth around the clock west back up to north.  As long as we don’t have any metal near it that the magnet end of the needle can point to north and more or less find our way to the northeast area where that objected landed or cross it path going southeast.”  Ricky explained.

“Ricky how long have you had that compass?”  Todd asked.

“Since just before we left the Orphanage Todd.  Headmaster Treebeard gave it to me.  He said he didn’t want us to get lost.  The orphanage is west south of the woods.  Well, what are waiting for, we have at least an hour and half at most to find it, an hour to high noon, lunch and an hour and a half to get back to the orphanage. That’s four hours fellows, got to be back before Mistress Walker get back with the girls.”

“Don’t forget Paul has some sketches to do. Or we won’t have a valid excuse why we are out hear Ricky.”  Todd reminded his brother.

“Todd, first he has to see some wildlife to sketch or some wildflowers.  He is a fast sketcher no more than 10 minutes Paul on the way and back.  We will wait for you so you can keep up with us.  If we are lucking that old car will have a flat tire, or the girls will get lost on the Headmistress and delay them getting back.”  Ricky said.

“Something tells me a certain headmaster suggested that to one of the girls.”  Paul said.

“That don’t mean we have to make it back later then we plan on purpose.  Let’s get going no need to test fate fellows.  Who knows what we will find when we get there.  Billy slow down stay within sight of us.”  Less than an hour later we came up on what appeared to be a trail of tree’s knocked down, from the north it was the treetops, and further in whole trees until the trail of wreckage ended at a mound of dirt and broken tree’s shoved up some 20 feet high and a gouge in the earth some 30 feet deep.  We stood there stunned at what we saw.  Half buried in the earth was the strangest things we ever did see.” Grandpa ended his story.

“Grandpa why did you stop.  What did you and the others see?” Mark complained.

“Mark, it is your sister, your brother and your bedtime.  I will pick up the story in the morning after breakfast.  Now no whining time to go to bed.  Don’t forget to kiss your Grandmother good night.”
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Chapter 2
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The Story Continues

––––––––
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“Billy, stop don’t go any further.  Whatever that is it could be dangerous.  Look my compass is going crazy.  The needle is spinning around like mad.  Something weird about that thing is affecting it.”  Ricky said.

“Ricky what do you think it is?”  Billy asked.

“It is to square like a box to be a plane.  It has no wings or a tail either.  No engines I can see.” Ricky said.

“We saw it last night in the sky change direction’s even hover in the air.  It had to have some kind of engine to do that.”  Paul said.

“Maybe they fell off in the crash back there toward the First River.”  Todd suggested.

“I don’t think so that cube looks intact, no damages to it.  The impact would have crushed it at the speed it was traveling through the woods to get this far in.  Rolled it up into a ball.  Just look at it.  It’s a perfect cube on all sides, with sharp corners. It cut through all those trees like a hot knife through butter.  How is that possible Ricky?’  Gary asked.

“It could be solid Gary.”  Billy said.

“Billy, something solid like that at that size would have made a big crater on impact.  It would have created such a bang it would be like a large bomb dropping from the sky and exploding. The shock wave would have wiped out the whole woods, even the town and the orphanage.  I say this cube had some controlled landing, the way it went through the woods like there was a runway here.”  Paul explained.

“Is it one of those meteorites from space then”  Billy stated..

“No Billy, to big for a meteorite. It is not an asteroid either.  This cube is manmade, a construction, a perfect geometric shape that nature could never make.”  Ricky pointed out.

“Now I might not be the smartest kid in town, but for that cube to even fly wouldn’t it have some aerodynamic shape like a plane, even a rocket with fins at the tail end.  This has no tail or nose, whatever. No windows, our anything that would be an exhaust pipe like on a car.  A rocket has an exhaust so the flame can push the rocket up in the air.  A toy water rocket uses water under pressure to send it up in the air, water shooting out of its tail end.”  Gary explained.

“Maybe all that is under the cube or that side buried under that pile of earth and tree’s.”  Todd added. 

“Where’s Billy?”  Ricky shouted in alarm.

The four looked around them to see Billy several yards down from the cube sliding down into the trench on his butt, then walking toward the cube.
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