Prologue

Military Base - Alberta – 0213 Hours

The staggered screeching of the alarm system on the base was bombarding the desolate silence and the tall, blond haired man who was responsible for setting off the alarm was wishing that someone would turn the damn thing off before he went totally insane.  Several more explosions ripped through the facility and he mentally checked off what he remembered them to be.  Hangar, Repair and Spare Parts building and Photographic Processing Lab, he thought as he gathered up several more papers from his desk and stuffed them into an already bulging briefcase.  He didn’t give any thought to the loss of human life that those explosions were responsible for, as he continued to get ready to leave the office.

A small plane awaited him on the tarmac just outside the office hut and the whirring propeller seemed to telegraph the pilot’s impatience to get going.  The pilot snapped to attention and saluted as he approached the aircraft.

“Sir, we really have to hurry before the field goes up.”

As a civilian he wasn’t supposed to be saluted but he reactively returned the salute just as explosions ripped through the control tower and the kitchens.  The barracks and communications areas had been the first to go, and with it being so late, there was little doubt that the small detachment of soldiers sleeping peacefully in the barracks had gone up with the building.

The droning of aircraft engines overhead cut through the alarm klaxon and the explosions.  He looked up as he threw his briefcase into the back of the plane and saw the white silk of the paratroopers ‘chutes opening.  The pilot saw them too and began to move the plane even before the man could get the door closed on the right hand side of the small aircraft.

“Relax, they won’t do anything to us.  They know that one aircraft is going to be leaving the airfield,” he said matter-of-factly and slammed the door shut.

The pilot had been in the air force for over five years and had seen orders get confused or forgotten and obviously wasn’t buying it as he pushed the throttle forward, seemingly willing the plane to get off the ground quickly before the paratroopers could land.

When the aircraft left the ground, the sound of small arms fire indicated that the first wave of soldiers had already landed.  The man in the passenger seat knew they would meet little resistance as they began working their way through the facility, systematically killing anyone that had survived the explosions.

He looked over his right shoulder and back towards the base.  He was straining to see through the tiny window mounted in the door when a huge explosion lit up the nighttime below.  The enormity of the explosion made him wonder about what it was that had just blown up but then it shifted to the burning buildings that stood in outline; a sharp contrast against the blackness of the moonless nighttime.  He felt bile rising in his throat; now that he could relax in safety, and actually choked back a sob, realizing that some he once called friends were dead or dying.  He tried to console himself with the thought that he had just followed orders and that it had to be done.  They were orders that he thought and wished would never have to be carried out.

He still found it hard to believe that he would never see Ivana again.  He knew that even if she survived the crash, her incredible strong sense of duty would ensure that she carried out her orders and would take her own life before she would allow herself to be captured.

His brain was racing and as a new thought ran through it he heard himself make a strange sound and immediately stopped himself.  It was the sound of a guffaw of a choked back laugh and it drew the attention of the pilot for a second, but he hadn’t been able to help himself.  

Whoever would have thought that we would be thinking of the Yanks as the enemy? 

He considered sharing his little joke with the pilot, but kept silent as the plane wound it’s way through the early morning sky.

He took several deep breaths and calmed the emotional flood coursing through him.  Sitting quietly, he began to sort through the past six months of his life.  

It was incredible how easy it had been to plant the charges and prepare the base for demolition.  Nobody questioned all the explosives he’d had shipped in.  The work crews he assigned to dig the trenches and lay the wiring just thought that it was standard electrical or communications cabling that the electricians would wire up later.  Mind you, being the chief engineer in charge of building construction and maintenance made his job easier.  His superiors had seen to that.  Even the Colonel in charge of the base had not imagined that it had been wired for destruction.  That lack of knowledge was evident when he received a phone call from the Colonel, informing him about the crash and consoling him about losing Ivana.  What the Colonel didn’t realize is that the call also served to notify him that he had to implement the Code R time schedule and destroy the base.  

The pilot offering him a coffee from a thermos interrupted his thoughts.  He accepted it, but when he took the first sip, he realized how much he missed a good English tea.  He wondered briefly if the main objective of the mission had been accomplished or if it had all been for nothing as he sipped the sweet, brown liquid.  He was sure he’d find out the real status of what they’d managed to do, when he got home for debriefing.  He hoped that they’d at least gotten the necessary information they were seeking before being found out.

Have we been found out, though?  Coursed through his mind as he continued to sip the coffee.

He ran over the details that they’d taken to make sure they couldn’t get traced.  No identification of any kind was allowed.  No cigarettes, gum, food or any other materials that could identify their country or site of origin.  They even went to the point of putting the crew on a bland diet so, that even in the event of an autopsy; the contents of their stomachs couldn’t be used to identify where they’d come from.  They weren’t allowed to carry any weapons because they could give important information away about what country they came from.  Even if the crew had been allowed weapons, they couldn’t even wear a sidearm on those silly suits they were fitted up with.  Although he knew all about the suits, he never did discover the reason the body hair from the crew had to be shaved away.  He laughed out loud again, drawing attention from the pilot.  The look on Ivana’s face when she told him about that little tidbit was priceless.  He enjoyed helping her shave away the pubic hair and they even incorporated it into a sexual game, which made it easier for her.  He grew sullen as he realized he’d never enjoy those kinds of games with her again.  God, how he had loved that woman!  It was a dangerous thing in a line of work where loneliness was the accepted norm.

The pilot pulled him back to reality by nudging him and pointing to a couple of pinpoints of light below them.

“That’s where we’re landing,” the pilot yelled over the noise of the small aircraft.

He nodded that he understood just as the plane began its downward approach to the deserted airfield.

They were on the ground in a matter of minutes and he drew his hand across his throat to illustrate to the pilot to cut the engine, so he might speak with him.

“Did you follow your instructions completely, Captain?”  He didn’t realize it but his accent had begun to creep back into his speech patterns now that his mission was almost over.  The pilot had worked with English officers for a long time now though, and he didn’t seem to notice or care.

“Yes sir, I didn’t even file a flight plan.”

The man without a name reached into his briefcase, saying, “Thank you, Captain, that’s precisely what I needed to know.”  

The .45 caliber pistol had already been cocked and he fired three, deafening shots in quick succession, nearly blowing the pilot’s head off his shoulders at such short range.  He reached into the bag, replacing the gun and withdrew three grenades, pulled the pins and threw them into the aircraft.  He gathered the briefcase under his arm and started to run toward the shack on the edge of the field.  Just as the explosions began he hit the ground in a tumbling forward roll.  The leftover fuel in the tanks caught fire and began a secondary set of explosions.  The aircraft practically disintegrated, spreading smoking and flaming debris all over the airfield.  A piece of one of the doors of the aircraft sailed just over top of the man’s head and skidded to a stop in front of a tall pine tree.

He got up and looked at the scene of destruction for a moment, wondering if the craft Ivana was in looked like that when it crashed.  Sighing loudly he quickly shook off those thoughts and walked the remaining few feet to the shack.  He opened the door and noted how the desk, the chair and the phone looked so new and strangely out of place in this dilapidated old shack.  He picked up the phone on the small wooden desk and dialed zero for the operator as he sat down on the recently placed wooden chair.  He was beginning a long series of transfers that would finally place his call overseas.  When he had finally got through, he began his telephone report with, 

“Sparrow here, reporting in as ordered.”

The disembodied voice at the other end told him to hold for a moment.  He actually rose from his seat when the person he was required to report to picked up the phone.  Even with the poor connection, there was no mistaking the highly recognizable voice of the Ex-Prime Minister of England when he answered the phone.

“Sir, Common Foe Base has been eradicated.  Our friends were arriving as I left, so I’m sure there will be no trace left by morning.”

There was a long sigh and pause at the other end of the phone.  “Thank you, Captain.  I’ll expect to see you as quickly as possible for a full report,” Churchill said quietly.

“Per my orders, I’ll be taking commercial transportation home, sir, and should see you within the week.”  Sparrow was thankful that he was going to be giving the old gentleman some time to deal news of the failure and loss.

The Honourable Winston Churchill wordlessly hung up the phone and walked slowly back to the table to finish his breakfast.  His face showed his sadness but it also showed how deep in thought he was.  With this news, he couldn’t help but wonder how soon it would be before the call from President Truman came in, accusing them of all sorts of things.  Taking his seat he was already beginning to plan out how to deal with questions and the investigation that would inevitably come after the Americans discovered the operation that he and Stalin had named Common Foe.

#

Three soldiers began to set up the heavily modified quad .50 caliber machine-gun on its firing platform.  They checked and re-checked the aiming sights and the wheels for proper operation enabling elevation and rotation of the gun.  They were completing their preparations as the gunner walked towards them.  The ammunition feed mechanism was one of the most highly modified devices on the weapon and they checked the lead lined chutes for the ammunition over and over to make sure all was fine.  The special suit and hood the gunner wore made it impossible for any of them to recognize him but Sgt. Frank Malley saluted and spoke as his men were finishing the final touches.

“She’s all ready for you, Sir.  The men are eager to help you shoot down that son of a bitch!”

“Thanks Sarge.  Well, all we got to do is wait and see if it comes in to snoop around tonight.”

Four more men in special suits similar to the one the gunner wore, approached with the ammunition cases.  They waved off the unprotected crewmen and only when the men were standing in a designated safe area, opened the containers and connected them to the feed mechanisms of the gun.  They fed the belts of large caliber shells down through the chutes and locked them in place to each of the four machine-guns.

This was the first real mission that the Project Crossbow team had been called on to perform and everyone was very nervous as was evidenced by the number of cigarette butts on the rail car flatbed.

The Captain who was the gunner for the crossbow had been field-promoted to the rank in special recognition of his talent.  He had been carefully selected as the best, quad .50, anti-aircraft gunner out of all the branches of the Army, Navy and Air Force because of the number of kills he’d recorded during his duty in World War II.  Although his hitch had been up in ’45 with the surrender of Japan, he was given an officer’s commission and a substantial increase in pay to persuade him to stay in just for this special project that the boys in the Pentagon had dreamt up.  If that wasn’t enough incentive they had also appealed to his sense of Patriotism, telling him that it was necessary to the country’s national defense for him to take the job.  

The project had been the brainchild of the army and when they had found seaman Fronter and his capabilities, they had arranged a quiet transfer from the navy to the army and had assigned a crack army crew to man the weapon.

Captain Fronter sat in the lightly padded seat and checked the wheels to make sure he could turn and elevate the gun without difficulty.  The assistant-gunners were there to help him turn faster, but the accuracy of where he guided that weapon was in his ultimate control.  There was a microphone nearby and he yelled to be heard through the mouthpiece of his hood.

“Permission to test fire Crossbow, Sir?”

It seemed that everyone was a little nervous as the increased volume levels that came through two loudspeakers mounted near him startled the heck out of him, although he’d heard them many times before.

“Permission granted, Captain.  Just make sure we’ve got enough left over to get the target.”

He elevated the weapon to approximately 40 degrees and squeezed the dual triggers with both hands, for a long, five-second count.  The resultant vibration as the recoil coursed through the platform and up his arms made him hold his breath and he watched the red tracers light up four lines through the New Mexico night-time sky as the shell casings clattered around him.

Satisfied that all was in working order, he got out of the seat and as the suited up soldiers began to collect the spent casings, he walked to a designated safe area where Sergeant Malley was standing.  He took his hood off to accept a cigarette offered by Malley, drew out his lighter and thumb-turned the wheel to ignite it, noting that there wasn’t much of a breeze as the flame burned steadily.  

“Well Frank, I guess we’re just going to have to wait and see if our friends show up again tonight,” he said as he lit the smoke and inhaled deeply.

Frank Malley gestured towards the gun and asked, “Think she’s going to be able to get the job done, sir?  I mean the flyboys haven’t been able to catch them and even when they did get a little close they claimed their bullets were bouncing right off!”

“Matter of fact, because we’re here the planes are grounded tonight so we don’t accidentally shoot any of them down.  That’s the nice thing about this type of gun; we’ve only got to get close to cause any real damage.  You know what happened at Hiroshima.  Should be the same type of thing here, only on a much smaller scale.”

“I hope so,” Malley replied weakly with a small grin.

The Captain clapped him on the back in a gesture of reassurance, much as he used to do with his gunnery mates onboard ship, before the waves of Japanese suicide planes showed up.

“Don’t worry Frank, we’ll show these guys that they can’t mess with good old Uncle Sam.  We’ll bag that bird and find out where the hell it comes from.”

The air raid siren sounded, signaling everyone to battle stations and the men quickly moved into the places they were assigned to and trained for.

The men on either side of the gun used ranging binoculars alternatively with their naked eyes to try and be the first to catch sight of the aircraft for the Captain.

Excitedly one of them yelled and pointed slightly to the right.

“I think that’s her!  Look!”

“No, that’s not it, it’s over there,” another of the men said but the gun was already tracking to the right as Fronter had spotted the craft.

The soldiers moved quickly to find the aircraft in their binoculars and try to determine the range but it moved faster then anything they had ever tracked before and as they caught sight of it, it just as quickly whizzed out of view.

The Captain was watching it carefully, trying to gauge speed and distance from the moonlight glinting off it.  He turned the wheels on the platform attempting to follow it as it got closer and closer, wondering if the strange humming noise in his ears was from the craft or from the excitement.

The soldiers either side of him were yelling excitedly for him to fire but he maintained his calm and waited until he was pretty sure he was going to get it.  He led it with the barrels of the gun and then as everyone was beginning to wonder if he’d ever shoot, he squeezed the triggers.

The tracers spit out of the gun like angry fireflies and sped towards the strangely shaped aircraft, but it was gone by the time the shells reached where it should have been.

“Damn, that thing is quick,” he said to himself through gritted teeth recalibrating his thinking to try and account for its speed.

While Captain Fronter was trying to gauge just how far he had to lead the craft it did something that he had never dreamed of.  It stopped in mid-air!  The aircraft was hovering like one of them new fangled helicopters he’d heard about and he didn’t lose any time in moving the guns back onto the target.  He lined his sights up dead center of the craft and once again squeezed the triggers.  He watched appreciatively as his bullets were actually guided up in an arc towards the craft and could see pieces of it blowing away as it wobbled with the impact and then began to speed away to his right.  It was trailing some kind of smoke as it tried to get away from his hail of bullets and he did his best to follow it.  The gun was getting hot as he never let up on the triggers and with the help of his assistants the gun was rotated faster to follow it.  The whole crew watched as it finally descended out of sight but they were rewarded with seeing a bright flash indicating some kind of crash very far off in the distance.

The men all began cheering and clapping Captain Fronter on the back with yells of congratulations.

“You got the son of a bitch!”

“That’ll teach ‘em.”

“Good shooting, Sir.”

The Colonel in charge of Project Crossbow came out of the command shack and shook his hand before Fronter could get out of the gunner’s chair.

“Well done, Son.  You’re probably going to get a medal out of this one.  You may have just gotten your first kill from an enemy not of this planet.”

The celebration of the crew and their victory went on well into the early hours of the morning, with the tale of the three-minute engagement being told over and over.  Sergeant Malley was feeling a little of the effects of the beer and whiskey that he’d been drinking but he made his way back to the gun to make sure everything was in order because they were going to be returning to their own base in the morning.  All the talk of how advanced the aircraft was and that it couldn’t be anything else but a spaceship didn’t sit well with him.  He couldn’t help wondering if the whole thing had been almost a little too easy and why the thing hadn’t fired back with some kind of death ray or something.  The whole thing made no sense to him at all.  

He was checking the gun to make sure that it was properly packed away and all the points were tied down when a glint of Brass caught his eye and he reached down to pick up a spent casing practically jammed under the gun platform that the special clean-up crew had obviously missed.

“Damn idiots.  I’ll have their hides for this in the morning,” he slurred a little and then looked around to see if anyone had caught sight of him picking the shell casing up.

The highly polished casing still felt warm to the touch and as he put the casing into his pocket, he decided to let his crew off the hook because he wanted to keep this little souvenir to show his grandkids when he told them about his part in the “Battle of Roswell, New Mexico.”

Chapter 1

83 Lindisfarn Cr. - Toronto – 0458 Hours

He rolled over, picked up the phone and almost immediately hung up again as he heard the beginning of what he was assuming was an electronic wake-up call from the hotel.


“Good morning Sir.  This is your 5:00 a.m. wake-up call and in forty-five minutes we are going to be there so you had better drag your sorry ass out of that bed before we arrive!”


Jean-Val Fincoeur moved to sit-up on the side of the bed and shook his head groggily.  He wasn’t in some hotel but in his own home and his mouth felt like it was full of cotton as he spoke.


“Errol, when I said let’s start out early, I figured that you’d be picking me up after breakfast.”  He half-mumbled the words into the receiver, keeping his eyes shut in a vain hope that Errol would say he was just kidding and Jean-Val could just go back to sleep for another few hours.


“When I mentioned breakfast to the guys, they thought you had a great idea and that a getting to know each other breakfast meeting would be a great way to start the trip.”


“What?  What the hell are you talking about?”  Jean-Val responded still somewhat groggily but quickly becoming more and more awake.


“Well, it makes perfect sense to me too.  We’ll be over in about 45 minutes and you can cook all of us up some eggs and bacon, toast, fresh coffee and we can get to know each other before piling into the van.”


“Home Fries!  Tell him to make some home fries,” some disembodied voice said on the other side of the phone.


“Are you serious?  Give yourself a shake!  I hardly cook for me, let alone for you and your pals.  When you get here, I’ll be ready and then I’ll take you to a nice little restaurant around here that does early breakfasts.  OH, and by the way, for getting me up before the birds, you will be doing the buying, not me.”


Jean-Val hung up the phone on a protesting Errol Bruston, rose from the side of the bed and made his way into the tiny ensuite bathroom attached to his bedroom.  He adjusted the water in the shower and stood with his hands pressed up against the cold tile, letting the water just wash over his body to help wake him up.


This was the first day of a three-week vacation that he’d been planning for a long time.  It was also the first time that he managed to actually plan out some free time for himself since he had begun his business over 6 years ago and he had been looking forward to this.

He smiled to himself as he realized it was the beginning of his vacation and began the process of shampooing his hair.  Yesterday, at this time in the morning locally, he had been just getting up for the final day of a four-day conference in Vancouver, British Columbia.  The job had come up suddenly and he accepted the contract without thinking that he’d be returning home to Toronto around midnight last night.


“Damn, I hate the reverse west coast jet lag.”  He said aloud as he began to scrape away the grime traveling had left on his body.  He hadn’t taken time to bathe before falling into bed, knowing that Errol would be coming early.


It was a good show though, he thought.  It had been a dealer show for one of the car companies and they had unveiled one of their new sporty electric prototypes that would be available in the fall.  His handpicked western crew performed flawlessly and other than the president of the company forgetting his copy of the speech, there really hadn’t been anything that went wrong on the show.  Even that little kerfluffle went un-noticed by the audience as the Teleprompters worked flawlessly and the back-up copy in writing had proven un-necessary.


While he dried himself he chuckled thinking that it felt good to be home and muttered aloud,


“Industrial show business has got to be the only business in the world where you have to check every day to see what city you’re living in.”


With that it mind, it wasn’t strange that he initially believed Errol’s call as just another electronic wake-up call from some hotel in some city other than his own.


He began shaving; being careful not to cut too deep into the closely trimmed beard and moustache he wore; while he thought about how being a Multimedia Project Manager had to be one of the toughest but most rewarding jobs in the world.  He enjoyed working in a field where there was immediate gratification in knowing you had done a job well, especially when there were so many different ways it could go wrong.  The business was the industrial version of live theater and had all the pitfalls that could accompany it.  There were lighting directors, audio engineers, visuals, computer graphics and video technicians along with a slew of audio, lighting and other show business hardware that had to be controlled, coerced and guided into working right.  In addition to this, many times, working in the confines of some hotel, you had to bring a stage and set so there could be an environment that resembled a professional theater.  He had coined a phrase for it and there were more than a few people who lived by it now.


“You have one chance and only one chance to have a successful show.”  There was no going back and doing a re-take when you had an audience of hundreds or thousands that were watching with apt attention.  But, starting today, he could just relax and forget all about that for the next three weeks.

He tied a bathrobe around himself and came down to the main floor of his small 3-bedroom townhouse.  He felt the difference in temperature about halfway down the steps and the cold air of the air-conditioning greeted him, making him shiver just a little.


He flicked on the light in his kitchen and that was enough to wake Sam, his miniature Collie, who came bounding in to see what was going on.


He looked at the coffee machine that he had set last night and flipped it from timer to manual, growling out loud.


“Hell, even the coffee machine isn’t supposed to be getting up for another 2 hours.”


Sam began whining and nosing at Jean-Val because he took the coffee machine going on as his signal to go out into the backyard.


Jean-Val reached down, patted the dog for a moment and walked with him over to the patio door.  When he opened it, the intense heat of the current hot spell in Toronto hadn’t died down any during the night and hit him square in the face making him gasp a little.  Sam didn’t seem to pay any attention to the heat however, and immediately went to the concrete covered area of the backyard that Jean-Val had constructed to allow Sam to do his business, but would allow easy clean-up for Jean-Val. 

 
The coffeemaker bubbled away and Jean-Val went back upstairs to pack for his vacation.  Fortunately he had prepared most of his laundry before he had gone on the trip out west and other than the clothes he wore yesterday, the hotel cleaners had been used for the clothes he had taken with him.  He tossed the few remaining items that he would need into his suit bag and small suitcase, and then pulled the bags down the three short stairs to the bottom landing in front of his door.  He picked up his camera bag and laptop from his office on the main floor of his home.  He stared at his cellular phone arguing with himself whether to take it or not, finally deciding the ROAM charges would kill him.  He left it behind and added the other items to the small pile in front of his door. 


Sam barked to be let in and Jean-Val almost ran to the door whispering, “Shhh Sam, you want to get us thrown out of here?”  The white and tawny dog just ignored him and went straight to his food and water bowls to get his breakfast.


The sun was beginning to rise and Jean-Val poured himself a coffee and composed a note for his next-door neighbor.

Dave, sorry but I had to leave earlier than expected.  Sam is in the house and there is a good supply of food in the usual place.  If you need to buy more, let me know and I’ll pay you back when I return.  I won’t be back for 3 weeks so please, use up any bread or milk so that it won’t go bad.

Thanks,

Jean-Val


Dave already had a key to his place and had been looking after Sam any time Jean-Val went away.  Jean-Val had tried many times to pay Dave something for the bother but Dave had just shaken it off stating that he was beginning to think that Sam was as much his dog as he was Jean-Val’s.


Jean-Val just chuckled as he poured milk into his coffee and wondered what on earth had possessed him to buy milk and bread from the convenience store on the way home last night.


“Force of habit, I suppose.”  He said aloud to an uncaring Sam.


He was just taking his third sip of coffee when the doorbell rang.  Sam barked and ran for the door.  Jean-Val almost spilled the coffee on himself as he tried to shush the dog and the door opened with Errol walking in and almost being tackled by the dog.


“Yes, you’re a good pup, a real tough and ready pup, aren’t ya?  Is that lazy S.O.B. who calls himself your master up yet?”  Errol said as he knelt down and played and patted the dog.


“I heard that.”


“You were supposed to hear it.  If you hadn’t, the next thing you’d be hearing would be the splash from the pail of cold water I’d have tossed over you.”


Jean-Val gave his good friend Errol one of his best you’ve gotta be kidding looks and said,


“You wouldn’t dare!”


“Oh no?  In a heartbeat, buddy.  But, we’ll never know for sure now, since you didn’t go back to sleep.”


Errol reached down, picked up some of the bags that Jean-Val had piled in the small foyer and said,


“Let’s go, I’m hungry!”


Jean-Val did a quick check to make sure the coffeemaker was off and switched off the lights in the kitchen, grabbing the envelope with the note for his neighbor.  He grabbed his camera bag and laptop, slinging them over his shoulder and followed Errol out the door.  Errol popped the hatch on the rental van and piled Jean-Val’s bags in with the rest of the luggage as Jean-Val stuck the envelope on the door of number 85 Lindisfarn Court.  He ushered Sam back into the house and knelt down to receive a wet slobbery kiss as he explained,


“I’m going to be gone for awhile, pal.  Dave will look after you and I’m going to miss you.  Don’t let anyone into the house while I’m gone, Okay?”


The dog was used to this speech and just licked the tip of his master’s nose as Jean-Val gave him a hug goodbye.


He locked the house door, pulling the remote for his car from his pocket and pressed the button to switch off the alarm system and open the doors.  Then he reached inside his car to retrieve his sunglasses, closed the door and reset the alarm with the remote.  He climbed into the open front passenger seat of the van and said,


“Are you sure we don’t want to take my car, and just why do I get the honor of the front seat?”


Errol looked over at Jean-Val and said,


“I wouldn’t subject Sam to an 1800 mile trip in the backseat of your Camaro, let alone two grown men.  You have that seat because you’ve been appointed navigator, being such a worldly traveler and all.  Patrick and John haven’t been outside of Toronto, let alone Ontario, so the honor is all yours.”


Jean-Val turned around in the Captain seat and shook hands as he was introduced to Patrick Tambler and John Mardon seated on the wide bench seat set in the middle of the van.


Patrick looked about 23 or 24 years old and wore a pair of heavy black-framed glasses that combined with his slight build made him look as though he’d just walked off the set of the latest NERDS movie.  John Mardon however seemed more of your average looking guy, beginning to lose his light brown hair although Jean-Val judged him to be in his mid to late 30’s and the slight paunch around his middle showed that he wasn’t in a job that required a lot of physical activity.  When the initial introductions had been made, Jean-Val leaned back in his seat and said,


“Okay, first piece of business, let’s get to the closest gas station and make sure we’re ready.”


Jean-Val guided Errol to a Duprel station on the corner of highway 48 and highway 7 in Markham and while Errol pumped the gas, Jean-Val checked the oil, windshield washer fluid and other fluids under the hood.  When they had paid, he had Errol pull over to the air pump and they had perfunctorily checked the pressure in all four tires and with prodding from Jean-Val, the pressure in the spare tire as well.  When the two men had replaced the luggage and climbed back into the van, Jean-Val did some rough calculations, making Patrick and John fork over some money to take care of the van and the expenses of driving down to Roswell, New Mexico.


“Is he always this thorough?”  Patrick Tambler asked Errol as they began to pull out of the station.


“Yeah, I think it goes with the territory of what he does for a living, although sometimes it can seem to be somewhat anal retentive thinking.”


Jean-Val looked over at his good friend and then gave him a soft punch in the arm saying,


“My anal retentive thinking has saved your ass on a few shows in the past, hasn’t it?”


The men broke out laughing and Jean-Val guided them to a small restaurant a little further west along highway 7 that specialized in cooking up early breakfasts.


Due to the still early hour and the fact that the restaurant had just opened its doors only ten minutes ago, the four men found themselves being the only customers.  They grabbed one of the large round tables set for six places and spread out a little.


“Coffee…Coffee…”  Errol began to chant in a deep rumbling monotone and then John Mardon added,


“Juice…Juice…” and it wasn’t more than a fraction of a second before Patrick Tambler joined the chorus with,


“Eggs…Eggs…” in some kind of parody of the frogs from a beer commercial.


“Relax guys, here have some coffee first,” said an extremely attractive brunette who seemingly appeared from thin air.  She turned the mugs on the table right side up and filled Jean-Val’s last.


“Denise chere, please find me a separate table from these guys.  They’ve obviously been watching too many commercials on television.”


“Jean-Val, I’d love to do that but then I’d be tempted to sit down to keep you company and they’d fire me.”  She said with a quick wink and walked away before Jean-Val could retort.


Errol looked across at Jean-Val, shaking his head and said,  

“Is there a single lady in this city that you do NOT know?  Gentlemen, be forewarned, Jean-Val has more luck with the ladies than all three of us combined.  As a matter of fact, I just barely trust him with my lady, Sharon. ”

Before Jean-Val could reply, Patrick sputtered out,

“Do you know that waitress?”


Jean-Val just nodded his head and said, 

“Yes, I know her.  Denise and I have gone out a few times.”

Patrick smiled, his eyes narrowed and he whispered conspiratorially across the table,

“Do you REALLY know her?”

Jean-Val just stared at Patrick for a moment and gave Errol a look that said you’ve got to be kidding me?

“Patrick, I respect Denise far too much to even dignify that question with an answer.”

Patrick seemingly ignored the slight that he had just been given and continued with,

“You DO know her.  Oh come on, you’ve got to introduce me to her.”

“Introduce who,” came the voice of Denise from behind Patrick before Jean-Val could warn him that she’d returned,

“Patrick, this is Denise.  Denise, this is Patrick, a friend of Errol’s.”  Jean-Val emphasized the fact that Patrick was Errol’s friend by pointing across the table to make sure that Denise didn’t associate Patrick with himself.

Denise smiled broadly and said, “Hi Patrick.  Now, what’s it going to be guys?”

Errol spoke up first and Denise copied down his order then went to Patrick and then to John.  When she finished with John, she faced Jean-Val and said, 

“Now, let me see if I remember, 3 eggs over medium, crisp bacon, white toast and a large glass of orange juice.”

Jean-Val smiled and said, “I’m impressed chere.”

“Ah, so you come here often, huh?”  Errol kidded with his friend.

“No, actually, Jean-Val rarely comes here to eat.  I just remembered it because it’s what I cooked him for breakfast after our last dinner date.”

Denise giggled a little and gave Jean-Val a saucy wink before disappearing into the kitchen.

Patrick’s eyes got as large as saucers behind his glasses and he sputtered out, “Oh, that’s it!  You’ve just GOT to set me up with her!”

Jean-Val put his face in his hand and looked across to Errol as much as to say, are you hearing any of this?  Moving his hand from his face he looked over to Patrick.

“I do not set anyone up with anyone.  Never have and never will.  If you want to ask Denise out, that’s your problem.”

He was hoping to change the subject and turned back to Errol.

“So Bud, you think we’re going to get a chance to get out to the crash site down there?”

Errol got very serious and said,  “Actually, if we do get out there, I don’t think there’ll be anything to see.  You’re talking more than 50 years ago and I’ve heard they had bulldozers and all kinds of stuff in there since.”

John Mardon spoke up for the first time.

“I think that we’re going to get to hear a lot of wild stories and probably meet up with some very interesting people down there, Jean-Val.  Other than that, I don’t think we’re going to get to learn a whole lot from this trip.”

Jean-Val studied John Mardon for a moment and thought that what he had said made a lot of sense as Patrick spoke,

“Jean-Val, just where do you fall into this?  Are you a believer or a skeptic?”

It appeared that Errol was about to answer for him and Jean-Val just held up his hand, replying,

“Actually Patrick, I really don’t consider myself to be classified as either a believer or a skeptic.  The facts show that something crashed in Roswell, New Mexico and that the U.S. Air Force was a little too quick to change their story.  It may or may not be an extraterrestrial ship however it definitely was something they covered up.”

“Well do you believe that there are aliens or not?”  Patrick persisted.

“I firmly believe that there are other intelligent life forms in our universe.  We’d have to be one hell of a vain species to think otherwise.”

Just as Jean-Val finished stating this, Denise showed up with the food.

“What are you guys talking about?  Alien life forms?  What are you working on, Jean-Val?”

Jean-Val just looked up at Denise and smiled sheepishly,  “I’m not working at all.  We’re on our way down to Roswell, New Mexico to enjoy some of the 50 year celebrations and have a nice vacation.”

Denise looked puzzled for a moment and finished placing the plates with the food down, realizing that she had missed the side of pancakes that Errol had asked for.

“Be right back.”  She said and scurried off to the kitchen again.

Jean-Val picked right up from where he left off and looked at Patrick,  

“My entire take on Roswell is that nobody has been able to answer my single question on it.”

“What’s that?”  John Mardon asked.

“I would like for someone to explain to me why men and women who live in the region, along with soldiers and officers of the air base started the story and what motivation do they have to keep it going for all this time if it is not true.”

“That’s a very valid question, Jean-Val.  Think you’ll find the answer down there?”  John Mardon asked.

“I don’t know.  I doubt if I will but…”

“Hey, the cook explained to me a little of what Roswell is all about but he said I should ask you guys since you seem up on it.”  Denise exclaimed as she placed Errol’s pancakes down beside his plate.

Patrick saw this as his opportunity but Jean-Val spoke up before he had the chance to pounce.

“Denise chere, I think that the best authority in our group is Errol and I’m sure he’d be more than happy to share the story of Roswell with you.”

There was still nobody else in the restaurant and Denise took a chance and sat down in one of the empty chairs beside Errol with a very hopeful expression on her face.

Errol put down his fork and took a sip of the coffee that Denise had refreshed when she dropped off the pancakes.

“Denise, what do you know or think you know about Roswell?”

“Other than what the cook just told me about a crashed spaceship back in the 50’s and some kind of government cover-up.  Nothing.”

“Actually, it wasn’t in the 50’s.  It happened in July of 1947.  Around July 6 of 1947, a Major Jesse Marcel was sent out from the Roswell Army Air Force base to investigate the site of something that a ranch owner by the name of Mac Brazel had reported as having crashed on his land.  Major Marcel was the Military Intelligence office assigned to the Roswell Air base and when he got to the crash site he gathered up some of the debris spread around the site and reported back to his base the next morning.

The base released a story to the Roswell Daily Herald that they had captured a flying saucer and this story went over the newswires with lightning speed.  Later in the day, they changed their story and said that what had crashed and what they had recovered were the remains of a weather balloon.  There was even a press conference scheduled the next day where Major Marcel posed with the supposed remains of the crashed weather balloon for a photo opportunity.

Now this is all fine and good, however, various people around the area began to cry foul.  They talked about what they had seen or heard and they were all saying it was no weather balloon.  In hindsight as well, it doesn’t take a genius to figure out that Major Marcel should have been able to tell the difference between a crashed flying saucer and a weather balloon.

For the last 50 years, the battle cry has been that the whole thing has been a cover up and that the air force is hiding the truth from us.  What even reinforces this theory is that over the years, the air force has been changing their story of what actually crashed near Roswell.  We’ve heard them tell us it was a weather balloon, a top secret Mogul balloon and the latest one based on the Air Force having supposedly recovered alien bodies, is that what was seen were crash dummies thrown out of aircraft that the local inhabitants mistook as alien creatures.”

Denise listened with apt attention to what Errol was saying as he continued,

“There are a lot of really smart people who have done some investigative work on this story, including a former astrophysicist, who believe what crashed was in fact an alien spacecraft and that there were indeed alien bodies recovered from the crash sites.  There’s a few very informative books written on the subject and you should visit your local library if you want the full story rather than my little synopsis.”

Errol smiled softly and whispered,  “Also, my breakfast is getting cold.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Would you like me to warm it up for you and I’ll leave you alone.  Sorry.”

“No, it’s fine just as it is, but a little more coffee would be good,” he replied good-naturedly.

Denise refilled each of the coffee mugs and went back inside the kitchen while the men ate their breakfast in relative silence.  When they were finished, Jean-Val and Errol lit up a cigarette and leaned back in their seats completely relaxed.

“Oh no.  We have another smoker?  Well, I guess I won’t be sharing a room with you then,” Patrick said with some disdain as he watched Jean-Val light up.

“That’s fine by me and actually, I don’t share rooms with anyone, Patrick.  I’m very private about my sleeping habits and I’ve already made arrangements for a single room anyway.”

“Oh.  You’ve already arranged your room?”  Patrick said.

“You mean you haven’t?”  Errol and Jean-Val chimed in together.

“I told you to call the motel and book yourself a room six months ago.”  Errol persisted with Patrick.

“I didn’t think motels took reservations.  Don’t you just get a room when you show up?”

“What, are you crazy?  I’m willing to bet that all the motels and hotels around Roswell have been booked for months.  I hope you like sleeping in the van, Bud.”  Jean-Val said to Patrick.

The men began discussing the best way to deal with this problem when Denise showed up to remove the plates.

“Jean-Val, I don’t suppose you could take me along with you on this trip?  I could stay in your room and I promise I won’t eat much.”  Denise said.

Jean-Val was still trying to determine what to do about Patrick and wasn’t sure if Denise was joking or serious as he replied,

“Denise, chere, I’d love to, but to be honest, we have a problem with Patrick’s accommodations right now and we’ve got to figure that out first.”

Patrick blurted out, “Hey, I don’t have a problem with you coming along and you can stay with me.”

“Yeah, that would be lovely, both of you sleeping in the van,” Errol added.

“Sorry Patrick, but I’d only go if Jean-Val was up for it.”

“Denise chere, sorry but I’m going to have to take a rain check on that.”  Jean-Val said and then added to the guys,

“Look, let’s go back to my place and we can call and see if we can find him a room in the motel or even close by to us.  It’ll be a lot easier to do that from here and get it set rather than try when we get down there.”

They got up from the table, paid for their meal at the cashier station and Denise called Jean-Val aside for a moment.  They were behind a screen that hid the entrance to the kitchen from the customers.

“Look, I don’t know if you lost my number or not so I’ve written it down for you again,” she said as she slipped a piece of paper into his hand.

Patrick moved into position to watch as Denise slipped her arms around Jean-Val’s neck and kissed him hard.

Errol placed his hand on Patrick’s shoulder and said,

“Looks like she was serious about staying with Jean-Val and sorry bud, but I don’t think she’s interested in anyone other than him.”

Jean-Val disentangled himself from the enthusiastic brunette and replied with,  “I’ll call you when I get back into town, chere.”

“I hope so,” she replied almost dreamily.

Jean-Val joined the group and as they went out the door said, “Patrick, I hope you have no more surprises like this for us on this trip.”

