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  This is a work of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.




  Prologue




  The scout ship, UurBereck, skimmed over the arid plain of Planet HG-281 at better than 700 miles per hour. The gravity drive was barely audible as no real effort was required to maintain the integrity of the anti-gravity pocket surrounding the space craft at such a low speed. Sitting in the command couch was DrrTrr Zennk, a ruthless officer of the Chrysallaman race, who had spent the last six months of his life trying to determine if HG-281 was suitable for colonization by his people. The ultimate decision was in the hands of the Emperor, but from everything Zennk had seen and heard, Planet HG-281 was a perfect prize. Excellent climate, gravity, fertile soil, and inhabited only by a primitive, animalistic culture so physically and technologically inferior they truly deserved to be annihilated to make room for the Chrysallamans. Zennk grinned to himself as he thought about the elevation in rank and privileges he would enjoy as a rewarded member of the exploration team that found the new world and claimed it in behalf of the Empire.




  Standing beside him, watching the view screen that covered nearly half the bulkhead in front of the ship's main control panel, was his son, WrrNrr Zennk. Bringing the 12-year old on the mission had been the decision of the kid's mother, who berated Zennk constantly, badgering him to agree to go on the exploratory mission and take their son with him. She had claimed the boy would gain valuable experience from the journey making him more apt to be selected in the future for military service. DrrTrr had finally agreed to take the boy with him. After all, agreement would stop her nagging, and HG-281 was 30 light years away from Chrysalis, the home planet of the Chrysallamans. DrrTrr and his son would sleep away the years in stasis while his horrid wife would continue to grow older. With a 60 year round trip and 6 months on the ground at HG-281, Zennk would return to a wife almost 61 years older than when he left. Fantastic! Maybe she would be dead by the time he got back. Wonderful!




  Taking his eyes off the view screen and glancing at his son, DrrTrr Zennk was inwardly appalled at how much the boy looked and acted like his mother. All emotional and weak-minded. It was definitely for the best that he had spent the last 6 months with the boy, teaching him respect for the power and dominance of the Chrysallaman military and its way of life.




  "Father, why are we flying so slowly?"




  "On this planet, the speed of sound is 768 miles per hour. If we go over that speed, our ship will create a shock wave audible to the animals on the ground. Flying silently gives us the advantage of stealth."




  "Are we almost ready to go home?" the youngster whined. "I'm getting tired of being cooped up in this metal can all the time."




  "Yes, our mission is virtually complete," DrrTrr responded. "If you're bored, perhaps we can find something to stir up some excitement."




  Pointing his finger at a faint, bluish glow on the left side of the view screen, Zennk said, "See that glowing indicator on the view screen?"




  WrrNrr nodded his head and crossed his arms with childish impatience. "Father, I don't want to do any more exploring. I just want to go home!"




  "Yeah, yeah," DrrTrr mumbled.




  Pressing a stud on the comlink built into his combat vest, Zennk linked up with his onboard crew and announced, "All personnel. Prepare for capture of two animals. I want to stock up the larder. If we're going to be heading home in the next week or so, I want to enjoy some fresh meat before we get stuck in stasis for another 30 years."




  A loud buzz suddenly sounded from the control board and Zennk looked up just in time to watch the ship's automatic defenses use a cutter ray to blast a silvery object out of their flight path.




  "Father, what do you think that floating, silvery thing was?"




  DrrTrr smiled at his son and said, "It matters not. There is nothing on this planet that can harm this ship."




  Turning his attention back to his control panel, Zennk swiveled the joystick that controlled the directional heat ray and locked its targeting sensor on the bluish image glowing now in the bottom center of the view screen. A look of smug confidence covered his face as he pushed the activation button.




  Chapter 1 – Roswell, New Mexico




  There is a widely held belief that on the evening of July 8, 1947, a disc shaped space craft crashed in the desert near Roswell, New Mexico. Just look up the references yourself.




  What really happened was one of the most closely guarded secrets the U.S. Government ever kept. The key word in that last sentence is ‘was’. Now that the cat is out of the bag so to speak, it is up to me to chronicle events spanning a time period of more than 6 decades.




  John Paul Moon Seeker was born Navajo and after 35 years in the New Mexico desert felt comfortable with his Native American heritage. Constant exposure to the sun had already begun etching the permanent dark creases at the corners of his eyes and mouth despite his young age. He had grown up a cowboy at heart and had spent way too much of his hard earned cash on the huge steel belt buckle engraved with his initials currently wedged between his stomach and saddle and on the spurs strapped to the well-worn leather boots pushed into the stirrups of his equally well worn saddle.




  John Paul loved to take his horse for a trot in the desert after sundown. The searing desert heat dropped a good 30 degrees from mid-afternoon to dusk, and the peace and quiet of the sand muffling his horse's gait and no co-worker demanding his attention or advice was like music to his ears. This was a daily personal time where he could be alone with his thoughts. Only thing was, tonight was the last time John Paul Moon Seeker would be alive to enjoy his peaceful desert.




  One thing about being out in the quiet desert, evening after evening, is that your brain knows what is normal. Mountains don’t change. The positions and angles of giant boulders don’t change. The color of the sand doesn’t change. Human eyes are built to recognize change because change could indicate a threat. Whether John Paul realized it at the time, his human eyes were doing their hereditary job. Suddenly, his eyes twitched to the right. There, just coming over the top of the mountain range to the north, a couple of miles away maybe, he spotted a movement. The sky was clear, and John Paul’s eyes locked on the movement and focused.




  The movement became a speck that quite suddenly darted at tremendous speed directly towards him. To say that John Paul Moon Seeker was startled, shocked, and curious was an understatement. He stared as the speck grew from the size of a marble to the size of a baseball almost instantly. And as the speck got bigger, a weird humming vibration seemed to come out of nowhere, deeper and louder as the object came nearer.




  There was a wavy, blurry, mist-like corona about the glowing ball, and the brightness intensified to the point it began to take on the appearance of a welding arc. The light became so brilliant and strong that John Paul threw his arm up instinctively to shield his eyes. The humming vibration kept growing stronger, escalating until John Paul’s teeth felt like he had just bitten down on a frozen ice cream bar and broken out a filling to expose a raw nerve to the cold.




  His head began to feel funny, increasingly warm, and his nose began to drip as if his sinuses suddenly started to drain. His horse started shaking its head as if it was being tormented by stinging flies buzzing its ears. There was a moment of extreme heat in the back of his eyeballs, and then a popping in the head like your ears do when reaching higher altitude, and John Paul Moon Seeker’s body, and that of the horse he was riding, toppled over and lay deathly still.




  The humming continued for a short time and then faded like the volume on a radio lowers when the dial is turned. The ball of light continued to grow in size as it approached the bodies until hovering overhead, its size and shape were plain at last. A disc shaped object about 40 feet in diameter and 20 feet in height at its center from bottom to top. The bottom of the craft was all that now glowed and appeared slightly blurry. A spotlight spiked out of the underside of the disc, illuminating the dead rider and horse. What happened next was unexpected and violent.




  From three hills overlooking the death scene, puffs of smoke flew into the air. The dimming light of dusk made it easy to follow the red glare of the rounds as they bracketed the flying disc. Two thundering explosions rocked the object, and even with its size and apparent weight, it shook and lurched to one side as a massive fireball burst out where one of the explosive shells had struck. It became apparent the disc was trying to rise into the sky and the glowing, blurry light seemed to ooze from the bottom of the craft upwards but when the blurry region reached the hole blown in its side, the craft wobbled like an off-balance pie plate on the end of a juggler's stick. After elevating about 200 feet, the disc seemed to run out of air like a deflating balloon, and at that moment it suddenly gained speed on the side opposite from the gaping hole and rammed itself into the desert floor with a resounding crash, shaking the ground with tremendous force. The disc skipped like a flat stone thrown at a pond, leaving gouges in the earth as it propelled itself in short hops to its final resting place about half a mile away. White steam mixed with an orange glow curled up from several gashes torn in the metallic hull of the craft.




  All was quiet for about 5 seconds. Then a line of vehicles appeared and sped towards the downed craft. Armored personnel trucks, jeeps pulling large spotlights, trucks with mounted cranes, all seemed to come from nowhere, but actually were emerging from camouflaged-tented coverings that had blended so well into the desert landscape that they were, for all intents and purposes, invisible. Large dust clouds billowed behind the lines of trucks and jeeps converging on the grounded disc.




  “Approach with caution”, growled from the radios. Military men don’t really need to be told this, but saying it made Colonel Daniel Grant feel better.




  “I can’t believe we were so lucky tonight”, said Cpl. Tom Unger. Unger was the communications expert.




  “A lot luckier than that guy on the horse. His number came up and that’s all she wrote. Definitely wrong place at the wrong time for him,” replied Captain Jim Blunt, a pensive look shadowing his face.




  “I want a medical team pronto to take the cowboy and his horse, full autopsy on both,” ordered Colonel Grant. “I want to know precisely what happened to him!”




  Blunt barked, “Alpha Team. Take the lead. I want a minimum of 7 men inside that thing, take control of it. Shoot anything that even looks like a threat! Keep in constant radio contact! Remainder of Alpha Team, cover all possible points of escape from the hull!”




  “I want lights on that thing like it was daylight!” Grant ordered.




  Illuminated by the powerful searchlights, the craft’s hull was revealed in stark detail. There were no rivets or obvious fastenings holding the metallic looking plates to a hull reflecting a dull sheen ranging from dark gray to darker gray. The only apparent opening into the interior was the gaping hole blown inward by the shells that had ripped the craft out of the sky. There were no obvious antennae or other projections jutting from the smooth hull. The trajectory of the crash had left the disc leaning at about a 30 degree angle when it had plowed to its final resting place on the desert floor.




  Per instructions, 7 members of Alpha Team inched their way towards the gash blown into the hull and crept inside. The remaining team members took positions in a semi-circle covering the opening. There was radio silence for about 10 seconds.




  “Place is a mess. No resistance so far. Corridor inside opens up left and right. TAKE COVER!!”




  Automatic gunfire drowned out any further words. Two streaks of what appeared to be silver light about the width of a cigar flicked out into the night sky. One of the light beams glanced off a curled piece of the blasted hull with a sizzle like bacon frying. Silence followed. Seconds can seem like an eternity when utter silence follows the sound of gunfire. A weird scream broke the ominous silence. There was something about that scream, some quality that raised the hairs on the back of the neck and arms. It was not a human sound, and it was not a sound produced by any animal that was of this Earth.




  A body flew out of the hole in the hull of the craft as if it had been shot from a circus cannon. It flew a good 50 feet through the air before it began to fall to the ground, ending its unnatural flight in a crumpled heap. More gunfire erupted. Out of the blasted hole came three soldiers, Master Sgt. Deke Williams, Cpl. Eddie Smith, and Cpl. Donald Carson, and as they backed out they fired back into the hull breach. Suddenly, a hand-like appendage came out of the hole and gripped the edges. Pulling itself out into the searchlights was what appeared to be a muscular, tail-less iguana. Reptilian-slitted, black eyes with darker black pupils focused on the soldiers, and the creature’s mouth appeared to turn up in a grin. Gunfire from the covering positions that touched the lizard wasn’t reaching its body. Sparks could be seen flashing near its body as the bullets glanced harmlessly away.




  One of the tanks positioned around the craft started firing its 50 calibre machine gun at the lizard, but just like the small arms fire from the rifles of the surrounding soldiers, the larger bullets and the tracers built into the machine gun fire glanced off the reptile without ever touching its body. Tank commander John Green watched in horrified fascination as the 50 cal bullets firing from Walter Burns' tank ricocheted off the alien. Several of the rounds ricocheted back to pound against the armor of Green's tank with a sound like a muted bell.




  "Hudson," he shouted.




  "Aim the big gun directly at that thing's chest and fire at will! Let's see if it can handle a cannon shot!"




  The turret of Green's tank was already pointed at the saucer. Private George Hudson made a quick site adjustment with an equally quick, gliding movement of the tank's cannon as it focused on the alien lizard. Hudson pulled the activator.




  In the meantime, the iguana alien, confident in its safety from the gunfire, took a step and quickly reached out, like a striking snake, grabbing Cpl. Smith around his waist and pulling him close. The creature reached up, taking hold of Smith’s left arm with its other hand and with apparent ease, very deliberately jerked the arm completely off Smith’s shoulder with an audible tearing sound. The creature threw the writhing body of Smith off into the night, casually dropped the torn off arm, advanced a step towards Sgt. Williams and began the movement to grab him around the waist.




  It was at that moment the tank commanded by John Green shot the lizard full in the chest with an artillery round. The high velocity explosive shell was well aimed. The creature exploded spectacularly, spewing entrails over a wide area.




  In the sudden silence that followed the massive explosion, you could hear Green and Hudson off in the distance screaming triumphantly. "Weren't expecting that were you, Asshole?!"




  As medics rushed to the aid of Cpl. Smith, trying as they could to stanch the fountain of blood gushing from his mangled shoulder, Master Sgt. Williams and Cpl. Carson looked at each other and with matching nods of their heads hastily picked their way back into the broken hull. After what seemed like an eternity, really only a couple of minutes, a terse radio burst from Williams broke the silence. “CLEAR!”




  Now more soldiers began clambering up the craft’s hull to the ripped gash, squishing and sliding on various pieces of alien body parts, and disappeared inside.




  “Recover ‘Junior One’, barked Grant.




  “Problem, Sir. Junior One destroyed. UFO trajectory was right through it as the cowboy was attacked. It’s laying in pieces about 2 klicks NNE of our current position. Looks like Junior was targeted and destroyed as they zeroed in for the kill,” was the response.




  Grant didn’t like hearing his eye in the sky was no longer there. The Observation Balloon called Junior One (one of more than a dozen put into service in the 1,000 square mile trap area) had been lofted over a week ago to give a quick warning about unusual aerial phenomena. Made from a top secret silvery foil-like material that could stay up for months, each balloon carried a package of long range cameras, heat and sound sensors and recorders, radiation detectors, barometric and thermographic tracking devices, and was in constant radio communication to ground units. These so-called weather balloons were like having a full-time squad of human observers on-site 24-hours a day. Tethered at selected locations, it was the analysis of reports from Junior and its siblings that had led to the positioning of the tanks that had blown the UFO out of the sky.




  It had been months in the planning and execution of the operation. World-wide reports of UFO sightings over sensitive military facilities in the U.S., Great Britain, U.S.S.R., India, and South Africa, had caused quite a bit of concern at the highest government levels charged with protecting national security. Many people were still sensitive to military security following the aftermath of WWII. It was obvious that someone or something was determined to observe and to interfere with humans. The need to do something more than simply respond after the fact had been deemed absolutely necessary by the highest governmental authorities, both military and civilian. Was there a threat? If so, what was the threat? How could the threat be removed?




  Trying to predict when and where became priorities. Info from the Juniors was updated every 4 hours with any substantive info then being prioritized to hourly updates and eventually minute-by-minute updates. Location ‘Chihuahuan03’ had become very active over the past 2 days for whatever reason. The tank trap had been set.




  “Captain Blunt. Send a team to recover all traces of Chihuahuan03. I want this entire area scrubbed. I want every bolt and nut, scrap of paper, metal shavings, and body parts, everything bagged up and removed to the Nevada facility. Carry on!” ordered Colonel Grant.




  “Sir”, replied Blunt, and trotted away.




  A hint of a frown and deep worry lines across his forehead were the only outward displays of emotion from Grant as he watched the silver body bags being removed from the broken, dark gray craft. Five of them human. Four others, including the tattered body of the creature blown to bits, were too large for body bags and so were wrapped in tarpaulins and dragged out.




  “God help us”, Grant thought to himself.




  “Captain Blunt, we have a live one!”




  “Say again, Alpha Team. A live what?”




  “Sir, you have to see this to believe it! A real whatsit! Hiding under a cabinet of some kind!” came the excited reply.




  Blunt trotted out to the downed craft, clamored up the angled hull and moved inside the gaping hole. Just inside the blasted outer wall of the craft there was a wide corridor about 9 feet high that appeared to circle the inner core of the UFO. The artillery explosion had blasted through not only the outer hull but had breached the inner core wall as well. As Captain Blunt worked his way down the slanted deck toward the inner core, he could see three of his men surrounding a metallic cabinet-like object lying blown over onto a table of sorts, creating a shelter. His men had their weapons aimed at a smaller version of an alien iguana creature hunched down and trying unsuccessfully to hide as much of itself as it could under the cabinet. The creature’s size was not immediately apparent, but its eyes were not near as large as the one the tank blew up so the first impression was it had to be a young one.




  As Jim Blunt stared into the black eyes, impressed by the size of the dark pupils, he felt a tugging in the front of his head, seemingly right behind his eyes, and suddenly, he had the distinct feeling, in fact, he knew that there was no threat from the creature.




  “Lower your weapons. Stand down,” he ordered as he moved to get a closer look at the lizard.




  All the men slowly lowered their weapons on his command, but quick as a wink, as if it had been waiting for the opportunity, the lizard flipped up what looked like a small, toy ray pistol you might buy your kid at Woolworth’s as a Christmas present and proceeded to kill each soldier with practiced ease. The same silvery light about the size of a fat cigar swept across the middle of each soldier, neatly slicing each in half at the waist and then moving on to the next. Almost instantly, two men were down and the beam was moving toward the third.




  Jim Blunt had never moved so fast in his life. He dove at the iguana, grabbing the creature's hand holding the ray pistol, forcing it down right on top of the creature’s foot. The silvery light had the same effect on the iguana’s foot as it had on the now dead soldiers. It neatly sliced off half the foot, and Blunt was inwardly pleased to hear a keening wail coming from the iguana as he wrestled the ray pistol from its grip.




  Blunt pointed the ray pistol at the creature, but again made eye contact with it, noticing the size of the thing’s pupils and how completely black they seemed, feeling the now familiar tugging in the front of his head, seemingly right behind his eyes. But this time, he was both scared and prepared. He broke eye contact and quickly pressed what he hoped was the activating stud on the ray pistol, quickly, neatly, and immediately slicing the other foot, the whole foot, off the iguana. The creature flopped to the deck, writhing in pain. There was no blood where the beam touched the soldiers or the iguana. It appeared the beam cauterized the flesh as it sliced through. The tugging in Blunt’s brain ceased.




  “Stings like hell, doesn’t it?” he shouted toward the lizard creature as it rolled around on the deck.




  Blunt quickly pulled off his jacket and threw it over the head of the now docile, whimpering lizard, tying the arms of the jacket tightly around the thing’s neck, covering its eyes. Only then did he pick up his walkie-talkie and order in a medical team.




  “I want this thing wrapped in duct tape like a mummy. Do NOT remove the covering from its eyes under any circumstances! Put it on my plane for the trip to the Nevada facility!”




  Taking the ray pistol with him, Blunt exited the craft and moved quickly to his jeep. The trip to the airfield with the iguana youngster seemed to take an eternity.




  ***




  Hisspat Zeck reclined on his couch watching a monitor where the glowing blue dots showing the global positions of his five scout craft on the planet below danced around the screen. Soon, he thought with great satisfaction, I will be able to start the journey home, bringing great news of a grand find, a world imminently suitable for habitation with a relatively weak race of odd beings infesting it, easy to control or kill, and actually quite tasty when ground up into a nice, gritty paste. At the thought of eating, Zeck's stomach growled with a petulant murmur.




  Six months of local planet time his research team had observed and measured, captured, tested, killed, and eaten the planet's bipedal 'humans', as they called themselves. The humans were no match for the physical strength of his men, easily subdued and captured. In fact, Hisspat Zeck's men had to be very careful when handling the beings since they were so easily injured. There were only a handful of the humans who had been able to resist mind control, and those had been eliminated quickly. Various weapons had been used to measure effectiveness for easy kill. The directional heat emitter and the cutter ray were very effective in this regard. The humans had no space flight capability and what aircraft they had were so primitive they might as well have been paper toys flung into the air. Their power production was limited to burning a mineral they called coal or a liquid they called gasoline. Large military weapons were limited to explosive devices. The misguided humans had banned chemical weapons for some odd reason. The only real danger was their Level One atomic explosives. The Chrysallamans had surpassed Level Fifty in atomics over 200 years ago. This planet was already part of the Chrysallaman Empire. Its inhabitants just didn't know it yet.




  Zeck's mental musings were interrupted when one of the glowing blue dots suddenly turned orange, expanded slightly, and reduced itself to a slightly pulsing orange tinted cinder.




  Jerking erect, Hisspat's fingers flew over his entry pad, keying symbols that flashed reports across his monitor indicating one of the scout craft had been severely damaged. He quickly tried to contact DrrTrr Zennk, commander of the scout ship, UurBereck, but just as the comlink built into DrrTrr Zennk's combat vest linked up, showing him outside his craft, reaching for what appeared to be a uniformed combat human crouching near him, a flashing explosion destroyed the communicator and temporarily blinded Hisspat Zeck with its intensity.




  The look of stunned disbelief on the countenance of Hisspat Zeck was almost comical. After pushing the communicator activating key several times without success, Zeck became convinced the impossible had happened. DrrTrr Zennk was dead or at the very least his communicator was destroyed. The only way DrrTrr Zennk would have been outside the UurBereck was if he had landed to pick up more samples or if somehow the humans had disabled the UurBereck, and it had crashed. Logic indicated the explosion shown by the communicator in its final transmission meant a planned attack by the humans.




  Impossible! DrrTrr Zennk was one of his best commanders. Dedicated, ruthless, cunning. How had the humans known where to find the UurBereck? They had no known technology capable of locating a Chrysallaman craft let alone the power to disable one. Yet there before his eyes was the proof.




  Hisspat Zeck pushed the toggle that recalled all his remaining scouts from the planet back to his ship's docks. His monitor showed the glowing blue dots begin rising from the planet's surface in response. Only the orange tinted cinder remained on the planet's surface in the western area of the land mass called the United States by some of the captured humans. Wrinkles formed in Zeck’s brow. He keyed a sequence of symbols on his entry pad to search for crew life signs onboard the UurBereck. Comlink data indicated no survivors. The young son of DrrTrr Zennk, WrrNrr Zennk, wasn't equipped with a comlink since he was not officially military, but since all other crew members were dead, Hisspat decided WrrNrr Zennk was dead as well.




  Planetary exploration protocol dictated that the loss of any scout craft required immediate recall of all remaining scouts to the mother ship, shutdown of any reconnaissance, and return to Chrysallaman home base. The whole point of the stealthy reconnaissance explorations was to discover new planets for possible colonization without alerting the planetary inhabitants.




  Zeck was truly upset as he pondered the awful events of the last few minutes. "No scouting mission in the history of Chrysallaman lore had ever suffered a loss. Curses be heaped upon these humans!" he thought to himself as his large black eyes narrowed.




  He could just imagine the report that would be issued for all to see. "Never in the history of the glorious Chrysallaman Empire has a scout ship been harmed, let alone destroyed, and Hisspat Zeck was the commander of that ill-fated mission. Hisspat Zeck was stripped of all rank and privileges just before his humiliating death."




  Revenge against the human worms for their atrocity would be so sweet, but Hisspat knew his duty, and he must obey his masters. The need to obey your masters was ingrained in the psyche of all Chrysallamans. He would return to home base and report. There was no choice. A slight shudder ran over his torso and his normally dark green skin seemed to turn a shade lighter.




  "At least", Zeck thought, "Stasis during the 30 year journey home will be a welcome way to avoid thoughts of the ingenious ways the Emperor will attend to my death."




  Glancing down at his indicator board and seeing that the four remaining scout ships had completed their docking maneuvers, Hisspat Zeck flipped the warning lights and 10 seconds later, a blurry, glowing fog enveloped the Chrysallaman mother ship, VrrSilliac Xur, and it flashed away from the planet Earth toward its home world 30 light years distant.




  Chapter 2 - Disclosure




  Springtime in Washington, D.C., is really quite beautiful. Major General Matt Collier sat at the head of a large conference table in a wood paneled room, staring out the large windows. Off in the distance across the Potomac he could just make out the Washington Monument. Collier got up from his chair and walked to one of the windows, looking absently off into the distance. Matt Collier was a barrel chested fireplug of a man, 5 feet 8 inches tall, looking as strong as a bull despite the silver-white color of his crew cut hair. His assignment for the last 5 years was officially designated as Army intelligence. His real job was Head of the SIP Department. SIP stood for Strategic Invasion Planning.




  Frown lines nurtured by years of worry were permanently etched across Collier’s face. The last 8 months had been particularly stressful. The meeting today would set into motion a series of events designed to make sure that the people who lived in the land of the free and the home of the brave would not perish from this earth.




  Men and women began filing into the conference room. Six people chosen for their educational background, youth, and emotional stability. Although they didn't know it at the time, their emotional stability was about to be put to the test. "Nothing like baptism by fire", thought Collier.




  Lt. Mike Jenson, fresh out of West Point with the youthful, eager look of a young and inexperienced novice. Lt. Jerome McPherson, weapons expert, straight from the research labs hidden in the Virginia mountains. Captain Thomas LeBlanc, electronics whiz drafted straight out of Cal Tech and currently assigned to a top secret research facility in Nevada that reverse engineered foreign technology. Dr. Diane Hoffman, civilian liaison from Johns Hopkins University and a published researcher in a new field called BioGenetics. Dr. John Heinbaum, Astro-Physicist from Harvard University, a leading theoretical scientist on the unified field postulated by Einstein. Dr. Lucretia 'Lucy' Smith, Xenobiologist and publisher of numerous theoretical research articles on extraterrestrial life.




  Everyone found a seat and the room became silent, expectant. Collier flicked a switch near his left hand and black out curtains quickly closed over the windows. Recessed lighting began to glow, creating a soft, pervading light for the room.




  "I would like each of you to give a brief introduction of yourself to the group. You will be working closely together for some period of time so we all need to know each other. Include some personal information as well as education."




  Miss Smith was the first to speak. She had pretty facial features, but it was obvious she spent much of her time glued to a microscope. Her hair was black and the style kind of reminded you of your mother. Her horn rimmed glasses, lenses as thick as the end of a coke bottle, magnified her eyes. "My name is Lucretia Smith, but my friends call me Lucy. I have a Doctorate in Biology from Yale and a medical degree from Columbia University. My specialty is biologic survival in toxic environments. I am especially interested in how alien life may have evolved under conditions that might kill a human being instantly."




  "I am single", she said softly, "and I love cats."




  Lt. Jenson spoke next. He had the clean cut, fresh face appearance of a fraternity president, every brown hair combed in place with precision. His mouth was wide and a smile seemed to come easily to his face. Other than his smile, his military background was quite evident. If his back was any straighter, you might think there was a steel rod clamped to his spine. "My name is Lt. Mike Jenson. I graduated from West Point in September of last year with a major in military tactics and planning. I was assigned to the Pentagon where I have been working with advertising. Yes, advertising for lack of a better word. With one war ending and the new Korean War heating up, people around the country are tired of constant fighting and need encouragement to get into a new war. I am one of the guys who plans and organizes the campaigns aimed at keeping the U.S. Citizens feeling good about their military," he explained with a practiced, friendly smile.




  "I am single, as well, Miss Smith", he said as he looked her way. "But I am a dog fancier, myself," he grinned.




  McPherson was next to speak. "I'm Lt. Jerome McPherson, proud of my Scottish fighting ancestors, and bearer of the red hair!", he exclaimed with a slight Scottish brogue as he stroked the top of his head unsuccessfully trying to smooth down his curly mop. His skin was very light, as if he had never been exposed to the sun. "I can disassemble any weapon or bomb known to our military boys and shoot the eye out of a turkey at 1,000 feet! I just have a knack for working with things that make other people bleed," he smiled.




  "I train people to recognize and use even common objects not normally considered weapons to defend themselves. Even a sharpened pencil will do." And saying that, he plucked a pencil out of the holder on the table and with a flick of his wrist, threw it at a cork bulletin board across the room where it stuck with its point imbedded through the head of a picture of Stalin sitting with other dignitaries in a New York Times article pinned to the board.




  McPherson added with a sly smile, "I don't have any pets. They don't appreciate the frequent gunfire at my place."




  Captain Tom LeBlanc was the next to speak. He had a boyish face when you first glanced at him, but closer inspection revealed wrinkles in the corners of his eyes indicating he had been exposed to bright sunlight for many years. His blond hair was short cropped, and he sported a Clark Gable mustache. "Don't quite know how to follow that, but here goes anyway", he said with as straight a face as he could muster. "I am Tom LeBlanc. I have an advanced degree in electronics from Cal Tech. I can't tell you about my work for the military since that would put you on a list you don't want to be on," he explained in a clear voice as he pushed back the glasses that kept sliding down his nose. "Needless to say, I don't get out much, but I love science fiction books, especially where the good guys win in the end!"




  "I have virtually no social life and don't expect to have one outside this little group, but I am a fair chess player and would love some competition," he concluded.




  Diane Hoffman went next. She had a pretty face and blond hair swept upward into a large topknot of loose curls. Her red lipstick and fingernails seemed out of character for a university egghead. She wore oval shaped eyeglasses that sported bright blue decorations near the hinges of the temples. She peered over the tops of the glasses like a lecturing professor as she spoke. "My name is Dr. Diane Hoffman. I have a medical degree from Johns Hopkins, and I have dedicated my career to the study of BioGenetics. As you may or may not know, every animal, plant, and human being on earth is genetically based upon a unique combination of deoxyribonucleic acid, DNA for short. My area of research involves the breakdown and analysis of how DNA is put together to uniquely form an animal, plant, or human being."




  Looking around the table, she asked, "Did you know that human and cow DNA is only 3% different?"




  When no one replied, she continued, "That 3% is the complete difference between a human and a cow. Between being the food and being the eater of the food. That little 3% diff between cows and humans may be intellect, or it may just be a genetic need to dominate, or it may just mean we are deep down psychopaths with barely controlled needs to kill. I don't know yet, but that is part of what I study. And if that doesn't get the hair on the back of your neck standing straight out, I don't know what will!" she said with a glint in her eyes.




  Dr. John Heinbaum spoke last and very briefly. The shape of his face unfortunately made him look like a rodent. His eyes seemed just a bit too close together and his nose was long and slender. His black hair was severely slicked backwards as if he had poured used motor oil over it when he combed it. He wore round, gold colored metal framed glasses. He frankly looked like a mad scientist ready to do an autopsy. "I am Dr. John Heinbaum, graduate of Harvard with a doctorate in Astro-Physics", he said as he pushed his glasses back up his nose. "Instead of studying how and why the human body works, I study high energy fields postulated by Einstein in his unified field theory and how they can be used in practical applications."




  "My IQ is higher than Einstein's," he said with a smug look on his face. "Like Captain LeBlanc said earlier, I am not at liberty to tell you any more. I had a pet turtle when I was very young, but it died", he said drily.




  General Collier cleared his throat. “All right people, listen up. What I am about to show you is so classified that up to now, less than 10 people in the entire world know the full story. You have all been hand-picked by me to help in creating a plan to save the United States from certain destruction!”




  An incredulous murmur went around the room as the import of Collier’s words sunk in. Heads went back and forth but eventually re-focused on Collier.




  Collier continued. “I am sure that you have all heard of the alien UFO’s that have been reported in the newspapers and magazines over the past few years.”




  McPherson interrupted. He was impulsive almost to a fault. “Sir, the government has debunked all those reports. This is well known. In fact it is the SIP that did the debunking. Are you trying to tell us these things are real?”




  Collier eyed Lt. McPherson with a wry smile. “Lieutenant, what I am telling you now is that I have personally made sure that the government debunked all those reports. Confirmation of aliens visiting our planet would have done nothing but scare the majority of the population and bring out the religious fanatics whose whole belief system is based upon the fact that we are God's creation made in his own image! We couldn’t possibly have given full disclosure because no one would actually believe us if we did and less than full disclosure would have people claiming the government was hiding some big secret. So watch and learn.”




  With that, General Collier flipped another switch and a projection screen rolled down from the ceiling. A projector hidden behind a decorative molding sprang to life and a black and white movie began. The scene shown was from inside a large space, maybe a warehouse. It was hard to tell. There was no sound from the speakers, just the mutter and clicking of the projector as it played the film. What they saw was the flying disc that had been shot out of the sky in New Mexico. The dark gray hull was marred by a large jagged rip, probably from an explosion, and the hull had also been opened in several other places but there was not sufficient light to see and no details could be discerned about the interior of the craft.




  A uniformed man with his back to the camera walked into the frame, motioning to someone off screen.




  Shortly, a side of beef hanging from a large hook was maneuvered into the scene about 40 feet distant from the uniformed man. You could see nothing beyond the hanging beef, inky darkness in the background complete and revealing nothing.




  The man lifted a pistol-like object, appearing to be nothing more than a dime store toy ray gun, slightly bulbous in shape with twin discs surrounding the barrel. He pointed it at the meat target. Suddenly, a beam of white light shot from the ray gun, and the man flicked the beam sideways and cleanly and instantly sliced the beef in half. He then pointed the beam at the metal chain holding the hook and cleanly sliced the chain in half! The remainder of the beef hit the floor.




  The people around the conference table were momentarily shocked into silence. Collier knew this was going to happen, and he stopped the projector and remained silent.




  McPherson slapped the tabletop with the flat of his hand in a startling smack, exclaiming, “Get me one of those!”




  Everyone was saying basically the same thing. “What the hell? Show that again!”




  Twice more the projector ran through the sequence. Everyone began talking over everyone else.




  “Where could that device get enough power to do what we just saw?” exclaimed Dr. Heinbaum. “I don’t believe it!”




  “How strong is the beam? What are its limitations?” asked McPherson.




  Lucy asked an obvious question, “What do the aliens look like? Where are they?”




  “How do we know this is real? Science fiction stories and comic books are full of ray guns and aliens. Given a couple of days, I could make a film that would show this same effect!” Diane Hoffman exclaimed.




  “Oh, it’s real enough”, came the calm reply of Tom LeBlanc.




  “General Collier, would you please play the next 15 seconds of the film?” he asked.




  Collier re-started the film from the point in time when the hanging meat and its hook had fallen to the floor. As the film continued the uniformed man, whose back had always been to the camera, turned and stared into the lens, a small smile curling up just below his mustache. It was Captain Tom LeBlanc!




  The people at the conference table had been surprised enough, and now they just looked wide-eyed at LeBlanc, some shaking their heads as the new information sank in.




  As they all stared at him, Tom reached into a side pocket of his jacket and pulled the ray pistol out and laid it on the conference table!




  In the soft light of the room, the pistol looked even more toy-like. The color appeared to be a dull red. It had a raised cream colored star pattern and stylized logo just behind the second of 2 dark green discs that surrounded the barrel end. The discs were each about half an inch larger in diameter than the barrel and about half an inch apart. The business end of the barrel appeared to be a black crystal of some kind. The pistol was about 7 inches from the tip of the barrel to the butt of the hand grip. It could be easily held in a human sized hand. There was a trigger guard, much larger than one on a 45 pistol, and there was a button in the place of a trigger.




  Lt. McPherson reached for it, but LeBlanc motioned him away.




  “There will be time for inspection later after you have some training with it. To say it is a little dangerous is a big understatement,” LeBlanc explained.




  “There must be more physical proof.” exclaimed Lucy Smith. “This thing, as she motioned toward the ray pistol, is not proof that an alien species exists! Dr. Heinbaum says he has been working on high energy physics and applications that he can't tell us about. Maybe this thing is the product of his work! I've seen Buck Rogers movies with more believable looking space rockets and ray gun props than we’ve seen here today."




  “I feel I must agree with her. I feel like someone from the ‘Show Me’ state. This whatever-it-is, a ray pistol, does not validate an alien presence.” Diane Hoffman stated.




  General Collier reached under his desk and pushed a button that summoned his aide into the room. The door opened, and a head stuck itself inside.




  “Sir?”




  “Cpl. Adams, please show our guests in.”




  Adams disappeared for about 15 seconds. Then both conference room doors swung open, and Major Jim Blunt walked in, pushing a wheel chair. Sitting in the wheel chair was a person covered with a black sheet. The sheet covered the person completely. The person looked like it was wearing a hat and the hat swiveled back and forth as if the person was surveying all the people sitting at the table.




  Adams backed out of the room and closed the double doors.




  Blunt looked about the room. He stood 6 feet tall and had sandy brown, close cropped hair. He looked like the poster boy for military recruitment. Square shouldered, square jawed, looking very precise, no nonsense. But if you looked closely, and Diane Hoffman did just that, you could see the unmistakable crinkles of laugh lines in the corners of his eyes and the hint of dimples. “Ladies and Gentlemen, my name is Major James Blunt. Let me introduce you to our visitor, Whatsit”, and with a flourish, he removed the sheet covering the person sitting in the wheel chair.




  Surprise and shock erupted all around! LeBlanc knew what to expect since he was stationed at the Nevada facility, but the others did not. The exclamations were followed by a brittle silence.




  The large black eyes and the huge dark pupils seemed to captivate everyone. LeBlanc felt the now familiar tugging in his brain, just behind his eyeballs. He had worked very hard learning to fight against the mental powers of Whatsit, but it took all his concentration to fight against the controlling powers of the creature. He knew if he was distracted for even a moment, he might lose the battle for control.




  Jenson and Heinbaum discovered that they could not move a muscle, no matter how hard they tried. Jenson, who was a little off balance from lurching up out of his seat, fell over in a heap on the floor, unable to stop himself from falling. Diane Hoffman and Lucretia Smith slowly turned to look at each other, each reaching towards the other to grip the other’s throat and begin squeezing. Jerome McPherson reached for and picked up the ray pistol, pointed it quickly at General Collier and began pushing the activating button, over and over again!




  Blunt waited a long moment and then, almost playfully, lightly slapped the creature’s head and said, “Ok, Whatsit, that’s enough.”




  Whatsit turned in its seat and looked up at Blunt, an upward curving movement in the left corner of its mouth and slight narrowing of its eyes indicating it had enjoyed the little demonstration.




  Immediately, each person felt a lifting of the pressure right behind their eyes. Hoffman and Smith, their hands still locked around each other's throats, their eyes squinted in a menacing stare, quickly released their holds, bright red flushing their cheeks. McPherson stared incredulously at the pistol he was aiming at General Collier, gently and carefully lowering the gun to the table. Jenson pulled himself up from the floor and quickly regained his chair, but not his composure.




  Silence, shock, and fright filled the room.




  "Ladies and Gentlemen, please relax, calm yourselves," Blunt said softly.




  "Our visitor here," as he motioned toward Whatsit, "has been in our custody now for almost a year. He is a Chrysallaman, a race of lizard-like beings from a star system about 30 light years away from earth," he explained as he pushed the wheel chair closer to the conference table. Lucy Smith and John Heinbaum, who were sitting closest to where Blunt pushed the lizard being up to the table, quickly moved themselves back and away.




  "Whatsit's people are accustomed to complete military-like dominance where rank and position in their society is revered. I captured Whatsit essentially by forcefully taking his weapon, that ray pistol, away from him and shooting him with it. Well, actually, I amputated both his feet with the ray gun, and since I defeated him in battle, he now considers me his superior and the person he is to serve and obey."




  "The Chrysallaman mental powers are highly developed, as you all have just witnessed. Since their vocal chords and tongues are not designed for speech, they were forced by nature to develop a form of telepathy in order to communicate. In dealing with us humans, their telepathy gives them a form of mind control over us. Their bodies are not that much stronger physically than ours, but the warriors wear an armor that includes an electrical based protective force field that deflects small arms fire and also gives them enhanced strength. Also, like many reptiles on Earth, he has the ability to regenerate parts of his body. If you look closely, you'll see that the feet I amputated several months ago are almost fully regrown." Blunt told them all this with such a matter-of-fact attitude that Heinbaum bristled.




  "I will not sit here and listen to such nonsense!" he said levelly, his close set eyes slightly bulging in his effort to bluster, making his appearance almost comical. "That little monster didn't control me!"




  "Listen very carefully, Dr. Heinbaum", Blunt said to him softly, trying his best to remain professional in his response.




  "This creature is a highly intelligent being with mental powers we are only just beginning to fathom. When I first encountered him, he used his mental power to convince me he was harmless and to persuade me to order my men to lower their weapons covering him, at which time he proceeded to slice them in half with his ray gun until I managed to break his mental hold on me and disarm him! In many ways, he is much smarter than most humans," he said rather pointedly at Dr. Heinbaum. "Perhaps smarter than even you."




  Heinbaum sat back a little, but the sullen look of defiance in his eyes caught Blunt’s attention, who made a mental note to look deeper into Dr. Heinbaum's psych profiles and evaluations to see if he was best suited to be a member of the team.




  McPherson was not as diplomatic.




  "Listen up, Heiny," he said, very annoyed and pointing his finger at the man. "Against my will, I picked up that gun, pointed it at the General, and tried my best to shoot him. I don't know why he is not lying on the floor right now with 5 or 6 holes blown through him!"




  "I knew what I was doing, and I knew it was wrong, but I had no control over my actions!” he continued.




  Both Diane and Lucy chimed in with their agreement, nodding their heads emphatically, the red marks on their throats visual confirmation of the mind control that Whatsit had wielded over them.




  "You planned this, didn't you?" asked Jenson, looking directly at LeBlanc. "You knew the ray gun wouldn't work! But why didn't it work? Is it broken? Out of juice? Why the dramatic entrance and scare tactics?” he asked more pointedly as his head swiveled first to LeBlanc and then to Blunt.




  "Good questions," replied Blunt.




  "Yes this was planned. We figured you wouldn't believe us just telling you an alien who can control our minds and is far more technically advanced than us has been living under our roof for the last year. We don't have time to overcome instinctual, uninformed skepticism. Quick and decisive actions must be taken to protect ourselves if we humans are going to survive the next few years!"




  The bombshells just kept coming and coming. Boiling everyone's shouts and comments down into one theme came to: "What do you mean, survive the next few years?"




  Major Blunt then told them the blockbuster. "The purpose of the Chrysallamans is no less than the conquering of Earth and the annihilation of its inhabitants! They mean to take over the Earth for colonization. This committee has been formed to create and implement plans to stop all this from happening."




  Blunt continued. "It looks like the Chrysallamans have been spying on the Earth for some number of months. They apparently aren't impressed with our offensive, defensive, or communication capabilities. Over time they got cocky and sloppy. With some luck, we were able to shoot down one of their saucers, much to their surprise. What we didn't understand at the time was that when we shot down and captured their saucer and killed its crew, we demonstrated that we were dangerous and capable in some ways of defending ourselves. Their response was to immediately return to their planet to report on our strengths and weaknesses, and come back with sufficient overwhelming force to once and for all completely wipe out the human race!"




  "I have been able to get some general information from Whatsit. He 'talks' to me by creating pictures in my mind. I have had a lot of interaction with him over the past months so I am learning to communicate with him more clearly as time passes. Because I have no common reference points between his people and humans, some of the stuff is impossible to interpret. However, it is clear that his people travel in space at approximately the speed of light. Therefore, round trip to their home world and back here is 60 years of our time. We assume they will take 5 to 10 years to assemble a force of ships and troops large enough to throttle our planet and its peoples. The math then tells us that they will be back in force in about 65 to 70 years from the time that we shot down their saucer. That period of time is our defense preparation window."




  Mike Jenson took the lead and asked the next obvious question. "Lt. LeBlanc, you used that ray pistol in the film. You said your job was to reverse engineer tech. So what have you learned from working on the saucer and the gun?"




  LeBlanc shrugged. "One thing is for sure. We can't come anywhere near their power source for either one. Given our current level of knowledge and technical expertise, we are not able to understand let alone duplicate their power sources."




  "The power it takes to create the beam for the pistol is enormous! There is a cylindrical module in the grip of the pistol that apparently provides the juice for the discharged beam. It appears to work just like a battery. Examination by X-rays and electron microscope reveal nothing. The scientists on my team are fearful to cut into the cylinder because it might explode or be rendered inoperable. We removed the module before placing the pistol on the table here, or there would have been holes not only in General Collier but also in the concrete walls."




  "The same or similar power source works the saucer. The center of the saucer's lower deck contains the power source for the craft. The saucer's power mechanism appears to generate some kind of field to nullify gravity and provide propulsion."




  General Collier rose from his seat and flicked the switch which drew back the blackout curtains. Sunlight streamed into the room, a welcome change from the gloomy, emotionally charged atmosphere that had been building up.




  "I have prepared a summary packet of information we have concerning everything our military and scientific research has been able to find out about this threat."




  As he passed out the large packets to each person, he continued, "You will review all this information, create a list of pertinent questions, your ideas on how we should go about preparing to defend ourselves against this alien menace, and your equipment and supply requirements. We will reconvene this meeting day after tomorrow at 0800 hours."




  And with that, the meeting ended.




  Jim Blunt delayed leaving the room and quietly closed the doors after everyone else had departed. General Collier sat down heavily in his chair and waited expectantly for Blunt to speak.




  "I don't have a good feeling about Heinbaum", Blunt began. "He appears to be a supercilious, Harvard educated snob, with delusions of grandeur."




  "Perhaps", replied Collier. "But he is the top man in his field on high energy plasma. If anyone can understand and duplicate the alien power systems, he's the one to do it."




  Both Blunt and Collier felt the pressure tickling just behind their eyes as a picture of a weasel-like creature with facial features closely resembling John Heinbaum appeared in their minds. Whatsit was giving them his assessment of Heinbaum, and both men chuckled.




  "You too?" Blunt directed at the alien.




  Whatsit cocked his head and looked at them as the left side of his mouth wrinkled upwards. He then nodded in a very human way, having learned the human signal for agreement.




  Chapter 3 – What To Do




  Everyone was again seated at the conference room table at the appointed time with the blackout curtains closed. The seating arrangement had changed. Mike Jenson and Lucy Smith were now seated side by side with Diane Hoffman taking the other chair beside Smith. Jerome McPherson and Tom LeBlanc were seated together. John Heinbaum seated himself at the opposite end of table from General Collier. If you hadn't known the General was in charge of the meeting, you might have come to the incorrect conclusion that Heinbaum was the chairman of the meeting. Jim Blunt sat to the left of General Collier. Whatsit was not present.




  General Collier began. "You each look rested. I presume you are ready to proceed. Who wants to begin?"




  Dr. John Heinbaum was out of the box immediately. He had decided to wear a white lab coat thinking it would enhance his scientific aura and self-importance.




  "The obvious solution is to duplicate and enhance the power source of the aliens and destroy them with it," he said matter-of-factly, his beady eyes darting to each person.




  "To that end, I will need full access to the alien saucer's power room and the ray pistol. Here is my list of equipment and laboratory requirements. I expect quantitative results within 6 months. With dedicated manufacturing facilities under my supervision, power mechanisms equal to and greater than those of the aliens will provide overwhelming defensive and offensive capabilities for the United States well within the 60 year time frame postulated by Major Blunt."




  Heinbaum then sat back in his chair, a smug look of confidence in the genius of his plan glowing on his face.




  Jim Blunt knew he was going to have to work with this ego maniac for a long time, and he knew that Heinbaum, for all his bluster and overbearing personality, was essential to getting any understanding at all of the alien power source. So he responded as diplomatically as he could.




  "Very good ideas, Dr. Heinbaum, and your suggestions and observations will be given full consideration. Everyone here knows how valuable your contributions are going to be to the protection of our Country." Then he continued. "I want to make it clear right now that it is the entire Earth which is threatened by this menace. It is our goal to protect the entire Earth, not just the United States!"




  "Okay, who wants to go next?"




  "I will", replied Lt. McPherson.




  "These aliens are like a marauding barbarian horde putting a castle under siege. Let's say Heiny over there comes up with an answer to their power source so we have some kind of weapon to defend ourselves with. If I am the aliens, I'm not stupid. Just as soon as I realize that the Earth has powerful weaponry, I’ll just sit out in space far enough away that I can't get hurt. Then I'll lob fire and stones down on the 'castle' from that safe distance until I break through all those defenses. Then I can come in and wipe out all remaining resistance."




  Dr. John Heinbaum was sputtering as he angrily shouted back at McPherson. "You slack-jawed idiot! You have no concept of the theoretical power I will be able to achieve with my understanding of the alien technology. My weapons will be able to reach out and flick away the alien attack with ease. My predictions show Earth casualties at acceptable levels and those will be concentrated outside the United States!"




  "Acceptable levels of casualties!" exclaimed McPherson, with derision written all over his face.




  "Gentlemen, gentlemen", modulated General Collier. "Calm down. We need to be constructive in our responses."




  He then looked at Heinbaum and said, "So Doctor, given your theoretical assumptions about your success in unlocking the alien's power source, what is your assumption about the effective range of a weapon you would devise?"




  Heinbaum had calmed down some, but the angry flush in his face was quite evident. "I would suppose that any large weapon would have a range of effectiveness reaching the orbit of the moon, say 240,000 miles, give or take."




  "Give or take", grated McPherson. The flush in his face was almost a match for the color of his hair. "Our alien friends come from 30 light years away, travel all that distance in multiple spacecraft designed to take over our planet, enslave the survivors, and you think they are going to just sit within range of your weapon and be destroyed. What kind of a fool are you?"




  "Well, Mr. Military Weapons Expert", Dr. Heinbaum angrily replied. "What supposed wisdom do you bring to the table that will do a better job than my plan?"




  "Actually, Heiny," McPherson did his best to sneer, "Having heard your summary, my plan embraces yours, 'cept that mine will work and yours won't."




  "You see, when you have a disadvantage in strength, as we do, you must use stealth and the strengths and weaknesses of the enemy against itself. There is no question that the Chrysallamans are more technologically advanced than we are by a long shot. They have enormous amounts of power available to them with the knowledge and experience of how to use it, and they have room to maneuver. We are stuck in one place, sitting ducks on a planet where we will prepare for a siege that will bring eventual ruin and death to most of us. They are also confident that we are like ants under their feet that they can kill at will. Humans to them are like fire ants are to us. Fire ants can sting us, but we can kill them with fire, poison, or just plain stomping them. So the aliens can kill us by raining fire down on us with their ray guns, poisoning us, or figuratively stomping on us by throwing asteroids at the Earth."




  "The Chrysallamans know we can somewhat defend ourselves because we shot down one of their saucers and killed the crew. However, that demonstration only served to alarm and annoy them. Yes, those fire ants can sting. BIg deal. So just bring a more powerful extermination device and destroy the annoyance. In other words, just bring a bigger hammer!"




  Mike Jenson broke in. "You paint a pretty bleak picture, Lieutenant. Do you have any sunshine to brighten it up?"




  "Yes I do," he responded.




  "It is my idea to move forward with Dr. Heiny's belief that he can analyze, duplicate, and enhance the power source of the Chrysallamans. Once that is done, we will create light to medium based defensive and offensive weapons deployed in and around likely military and civilian target areas. Finally, we will equip ground forces around the world with hand carried weaponry. We let them land their major forces and wait for them to get comfortable with their takeover of the docile Earthlings. Then, in a coordinated attack, we wipe out as many of the aliens as possible and capture or destroy their equipment."




  Jenson asked, "Why not just create several large installations with the power to reach out and destroy them once they are within an optimal range?"




  "The problem is such a plan gives us only one big punch, McPherson responded. "It will simply be a sting although a big one. They will become wary, retreat to a safe distance, and adopt the strategy of the siege of Earth. They will just sit back and destroy us from afar, out of the range of our weapons."




  He continued, "We can't fight a war in space with the aliens. They are way too far ahead of us on space flight. We have to let them land on Earth. We have to convince them that the fire ants are still just fire ants. The principal strategy will be guerrilla warfare. Hit and run. Live to fight another day so to speak. But there is a big downside. Human casualties will be high. An obvious response by the aliens to hit and run tactics will be to obliterate large numbers of humans in retaliation for the guerrilla tactics. This response must be prepared for and frankly ignored if we humans have any chance of saving the majority of our race."
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