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Introduction

In the blackness of space something stirred, a something that had been watching and waiting for a very, very long time…

Unseen eyes scanned the upper atmosphere, searching for any sign of activity that it deemed hostile, or in contravention of its rules of engagement. There had been activity and various signals had been intercepted, and now it prepared itself to strike…

Another set of eyes looked up in the opposite direction, also watching and waiting, as the stand-off which had been taking place over several decades, now developed into a game of brinkmanship.

The ominous form of the alien satellite known as the Black Knight made its next move, slowly turning to face towards the British Isles, as its orbital path swept it over the European continent.

It had originally been discovered by the renowned scientist Nikola Tesla back in 1899, who detected strange rhythmic sounds on the radio receiver in his Colorado Springs laboratory.

It was eventually located in the 1950′s in a Polar Orbit, and later photographed by a tracking camera at Grumman Aircraft Corporation’s Long Island factory. They had calculated that it weighed in excess of 10 tons, and had purportedly been in Earth’s orbit for around 13,000 years, circling some 7 miles above the planet’s surface.

For centuries it had been transmitting a regular pattern, which had been decoded as a message. However, this message was not a welcome one, as it signified a treaty between its creators and the planet’s inhabitants, not to leave orbit.

This had caused consternation, as it was not only believed to possess a number of advanced missiles, but also due to the fact that if it had only been recently discovered, then who had signed the treaty in the first place?

The only certainty was the fact that it had suddenly changed direction, and a number of openings had appeared from within its structure.

It was indeed black and shaped a little like a penguin of all things. From one angle it had a curved top almost like a beak, with a straight body and what appeared to be engines which almost resembled feet. From another angle it looked more like a bat with its wings outstretched. Now that the openings had appeared, it looked more like a proverbial bat out of hell…

One

A stunned silence fell over the main control room hidden deep beneath the Groom Lake facility of the Edwards Air Force Base which lay within the Nevada Test and Training Range, and was often referred to as Area 51!

Many strange rumours had been in circulation for years, although there were none stranger than the image which appeared on the main viewing screen.

Who would have believed that not only did this strange alien satellite actually exist, but that after countless millennia it had sudden come to life?

The large former Marine who was now the man in charge stood facing it, like a Wild West gunslinger ready to draw. His heart was racing, but not as quickly as he had raced down here from his office on the floor above.

“Report!”

His commanding voice boomed out breaking the silence.

“DEFCON 1 activated!”

One of the men sitting at a desk nearby pointed to his computer screen.

The defence readiness condition DEFCON indicated the alert status of the United States Armed Forces, and obviously the Joint Chiefs of Staff had deemed the situation to be of the greatest severity moving it from the normal DEFCON 5.

General Swartz nodded.

“And the SDI?”

The Strategic Defence Initiative (SDI) missile defence system was first publicly announced by President Ronald Reagan in 1983, and it had advanced significantly over the last few decades.

Firstly there was Thor’s Hammer which was a kinetic energy weapon utilizing tungsten rods designed to hit installations and military forces using a very lethal but non-nuclear system. It could also be rotated to fire these rods out into space at slow moving targets or with the correct trajectory, it could theoretically be fired against larger bodies like the Moon or even Mars.

Then there was See-saw which was a particle beam weapon that was mounted on an orbital defence platform, and Brilliant Pebbles, which was a canister of high velocity pellets. These pellets or pebbles travelled at a very high speed and would effectively shred the target in a cloud of kinetic energy.

Last but by no means least, there was Solar Warden 1, which consisted of three satellites, the first two being parked in an equatorial orbit and used a particle beam weapon, and the third designed to be an autonomous hunter killer.

“All active, Sir!”

The General nodded his head again.

“Any signal from the Black Knight?”

A smartly dressed young woman on the desk beside him looked up.

“Just the usual transmission, Sir!”

General Swartz wiped a bead of sweat off his forehead.

“Any other signals?”

He was busily gathering information, before he spoke to his superiors.

“We have intercepted something, although it appears to be in pictorial form.”

The General looked over her shoulder and frowned at what was being displayed on her computer monitor. It reminded him of something that he had seen in one of the top secret files he had been flicking through earlier that day in his office.

There were a whole series of classified documents, which were normally kept securely in a wall safe, and he remembered reading this particular one which referred to an incident that occurred nearly a century ago.

Back in 1924, a formal request was sent by then Chief of U.S. Naval Operations Edward W. Eberle, for a National Radio Silence Day. The purpose of this was to try and establish whether there was intelligent life on Mars, and if there was, to capture any transmission. Bizarrely, a signal was indeed received by naval stations and astronomers in the form of a radio photo message, on a Radio-Camera invented by the early cinema pioneer Charles Francis Jenkins.

The machine produced flashes of light that were recorded on film whenever an incoming radio wave was detected. When the film was developed, it contained a fairly regular arrangement of dots and dashes, which seemed to appear at intervals of about a half hour. The most puzzling part of this whole experiment was the fact that the patterns formed what appeared to be a human face, which was reported to the public five days later in the New York Times!

The General remembered it well, as it was one the earliest reports he had read. What had drawn his attention to it was the fact that a similar picture now stared back at him…

Two

Buried deep beneath countless tons of rock, a light suddenly flickered on after being dormant for aeons. Far above, swirls of red sand gathered in the air, before sweeping across the barren landscape. Where once there was just the faintest of beacon signals, a vast crystalline holographic brain began to awaken from its enforced slumber.

“What the…”

General Swartz never had time to finish his sentence, as a telephone rang. The whole room then fell silent, as they all knew that the bright red device was a hotline to the White House.

“Sir, yes Sir!”

The General’s face began to glow in a similar fashion to the telephone. The President, who was not known for his tact or diplomacy, had given him a direct order.
Get this situation under control, or it will be your head displayed on that screen!
The telephone receiver was quickly replaced on its cradle, as the General gave a direct order of his own.

“Put plan Alpha into operation, and keep me informed if there are any sudden developments.”

With that General Swartz turned and left the room. He was going to return to his office and search the classified files to try and find a way of deactivating the Black Knight.
The famous nineteenth century Prussian military theorist Carl von Clausewitz had hypothesised that war was the continuation of politics by other means. That may well have been the case, and if he did not find something, and soon, then that is where they would be heading…
A bead of perspiration dripped slowly down the General’s forehead, catching in one of his bushy eyebrows. It was not the first, and would undoubtedly not be the last. He wiped it off with the back of his hand as he stood in front of the picture of the President, which hung on his office wall.

Every General had one, although his version was a little different. It may have looked like a normal Government Issue portrait, but behind it was a virtual Aladdin’s cave of knowledge.

General Swartz was old school, and proud of it!

He liked to have things done in a certain way, and that involved paperwork. Behind the picture lay a safe, which contained a series of reports, all of which were of the highest classification. There was a secure self contained computer system within this facility, but wherever there was a computer there was the risk of it being hacked. Paper was far more secure, unless it was removed and copied by one means or another.

Espionage was the art of deception, and the obtaining of information considered secret or confidential without the permission of the holder. That was definitely old school, and something which had become more akin to an art form in the days of the Cold War. There may not have been a Check Point Charlie these days, although his office was guarded just as carefully. Joan Tutwiler, his Personal Assistant was just as good as any guard dog, and the General’s Rottweiler, as she was often referred to, would not let any unauthorised person pass.

If she was not formidable enough, then there was another line of security which lay ahead of her in the form of his hand-picked and trusted Marines. The General had served with most of them, and their loyalty was beyond question. Loyalty was something he valued more than anything else, and he would need as much of that as he could muster over the coming hours.

Reaching up, he found the concealed catch, which he depressed and the picture slowly swung forward. There was then a plain board which resembled the surface of the wall, which had been fitted so accurately that it was almost impossible to tell that its edges were there at all. General Swartz then placed his hand over the hidden scanner, being careful not to touch it as he did not want to leave any traces.

There was then a bleep, as the panel slid back and to the side revealing the front of the safe. Having passed the biometric scanner, there was then the voice and iris recognition, and then finally a number combination to get past, until the safe could finally be opened.

When the General had successfully passed all of the security features, he reached out and took hold of one of the plain manila folders which were stacked neatly inside.

Earlier that day he had been studying the one on Edward Rogers, and now he needed to refresh his memory on another top secret report, which also contained a similar insignia along with the highest security classification. If the contents of that file ever got out, then it would cause one of the biggest national security crises to ever have arisen. If the contents of this one were leaked, then it would be multiplied ten fold!

General Swartz removed it, and walked calmly back towards his desk. He then sat down, and after taking a deep breath, he opened it and began to read.
The Van Allen belt is a naturally occurring magnetic field which shields the Earth from much of the deadly X and gamma rays from the Sun, which routinely sends out solar flares.
The General could picture the Aurora Borealis glowing in the night’s sky.
Solar radiation is deadly, and six feet of water or the equivalent mass of another material is needed to protect life forms from one of these flares.
General Swartz cringed, as he thought about the impact on anyone caught outside the belt.
There is no safe way of traversing open space without adequate shielding.
That was a problem both NASA and the Military had to contend with, as the use of conventional rocket and capsule technology had never been an option. All space flights and subsequent time spent in orbit had to be undertaken within the protective cover of the belt. The alien satellite or Black Knight, as it was often referred to, also sat within it, which was at least something.
Going beyond the belt would require at least 6 feet of radiation shielding, and it must completely surround the crew and all of the vital components of the craft.
He then flicked through the calculations, pausing at those for the supposed Moon Missions.
A ship that was 13 feet in diameter with a paper thin hull would have needed to have been at least 30 feet in diameter. There was no way the Saturn 5 rockets could have lifted that amount, and the fuel needed combined with that of landing and then launching the module back from the surface of the Moon.
The whole thing had been in some part, nothing more than one big glorified hoax!

In another section of this complex there was the original film set, which the General had visited on several occasions. It looked very impressive, although the technical mistakes made by the film-maker had been shown up many times. He had got some of the lighting all wrong, and there were a lot of strange anomalies which had been picked up by the various conspiracy theorists.

General Swartz tapped his fingers on his desk, before reaching for his customary cigar.

The Black Knight was believed to have been in Earth’s orbit for around 13,000 years, circling some 7 miles above the planet’s surface. During this time it had been transmitting a warning message to not leave planetary orbit. The General lit his cigar taking a large puff, before gently breathing out a cloud of white smoke.

Space faring craft had indeed left orbit, although they had not been shot down by its advanced weaponry, which begged the question.

If that was the case, and there had been nothing he knew of that had recently been launched, then what exactly had the Black Knight detected...
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A trail of white wispy cigar smoke snaked its way up towards the ventilation grid perched on the ceiling above General Swartz’s desk. Being underground, it provided clean air for him to breathe, although technically, there was a policy of no smoking within the complex. In the General’s particular case however, it had been thoroughly disregarded, much to the dismay of the maintenance engineers. He was the Big Boss after all, and there was no one able, or indeed willing, to press the matter any further.

Sending out another cloud of thick smoke, he sat there in contemplation, mulling things over in his mind. His eyes followed the trail, as it was caught by the ventilation system. There would be nicotine deposits all over the fins and well into the ducting itself, although that was the least of his worries as there was the distinct possibility that the whole base could be vaporised at any minute.

No one knew for certain just how powerful the alien satellite’s weapon systems were, or indeed who had built them. It was a bit of a mystery, just like the face which was beginning to haunt the man who was responsible for the trail of cigar smoke.

Returning his gaze back towards the files which now littered his desk, the General placed his cigar down in the ashtray before reading on...
Back in the late fifties, NASA successfully launched and recovered a flying saucer into Earth’s atmosphere off the coast of the Hawaiian island of Kauai. The giant parachute did not fully deploy but it was still deemed to be a success when it splashed down in the Pacific Ocean.
The pages were quickly flipped over, before the General proceeded to another file.
Horten HO 229

The German World War II era craft was a significant advancement, being the first jet fighter bomber incorporating stealth technology.
It was not so much stealth he needed, but answers!

The next file contained the heading:
Operation Paper-clip

Over 1,500 German scientists, engineers and technicians, were brought to the United States from post-Nazi Germany for government employment starting in 1945.
Underneath that file, there was one entitled:
Die Glocke

A bell shaped craft that incorporated an anti-gravity propulsion system.
General Swartz continued, placing that one aside.

The General already knew all about them, as their evolution had led to the creation of anti-gravity stealth craft. This particular facility is where they had been housed and tested. The Van Allen belt and solar radiation, was not a factor with these vehicles, which is how they had managed to go to the Moon.

There was so much subterfuge, with duplicate vehicles and astronauts, that it was difficult to make sense of it all, even when you had all of the classified information right in front of you. Suffice to say that Man had ventured to the Moon, although not in the way it was portrayed to the general public.
The Brookings Report
General Swartz sighed, as he read through the first few pages.
There is the extremely grave potential for cultural shock and social disorientation, if artefacts are found by NASA on the Moon or Mars, and if they point to the existence of a superior civilization the social impact is unpredictable.

Various negative social consequences, including the rise in religious fundamentalism and the complete disintegration of society are a distinct possibility. The 1938 Orson Welles War of the Worlds broadcast provides a prime example and serious consideration should be given to withholding such information from the public.

NASA’s founding charter was one of a defence agency of the United States, and it has therefore consistently, consciously, and deliberately hidden such events for decades, not only from the American people, but the people of the entire world…
General Swartz sighed again.

“NASA - Never A Straight Answer!”

He then went on to yet another file.
Solar Warden 2

Off-world ships, troops and crews which function as a space fleet, under The United States Air Force Astronaut Corp.
The file was duly cast aside as he picked up the next one.
Project Horizon

A project to build a Moon base by 1967.

 The base would have offensive and defence capabilities and staffed by a crew of over 200 specially trained Army soldiers and astronauts.
It was all getting too much for the General who needed to know why after all of this time, the Black Knight had suddenly been activated?

It seemed rather odd that all of the space based defence systems had been built and tested in plain sight of the thing, which had ignored them all. Craft had ventured to the Moon and back, and yet it did not seem to care a Jot!

There was a wealth of information in front of him, and any one of the things could have potentially triggered a response.

The General sighed more heavily this time.

He could not get the nagging thought out of the back of his mind, that despite everything, his instincts were telling him that all of this had something to do with Edward Buck Rogers…



