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Introduction
I was stationed at Walker Air Force Base,
Roswell, NM from March 1955 through November
1957. During that period of time I never heard anything
about the UFO incident of July, 1947 that we have
heard so much about in the last few years.
While in Roswell in the year 2000, I stopped by
the UFO Museum and mentioned that to Walter Haut,
who was the base officer who had written the first
article about ranchers finding the debris of the UFO
and was also the one who wrote the retraction article
the next day. His reply was that there were orders not



to discuss this issue.
Apparently, Sheriff George Wilcox was
threatened by someone in the Military with bodily harm
if he or his family discussed what he knew. By the
accounts I have read, Mac Brazel brought the debris he
picked up on his ranch near Corona, NM into Sheriff
Wilcox. The sheriff was the one to call in the Military, a
call that I think the sheriff later regretted.
I have written three books about teenage
cousins living in rural Alabama in the 1950’s. The first
one titled “Cousins” introduces you to most all of the
characters I write about. Book Two, “Mrs. Old Lady
Thornton’s Treasure” is taken from Chapter Seven of
Cousins concerning Mrs. Thornton’s return from the
dead to protect something and the Cousins think it is a
buried treasure. Along the same story line, “Cousins in
Mulberry Branch Hollow” they are confronted with a
band of ghost musicians protecting another buried
treasure. In view of the mystery involving the UFO crash
and since the cousins
are so full of energy and really like to delve into the
unknown, there wasn’t but one thing to do and that was
to bring them to Roswell and let Doug and Pete back
up their smart cousin C.C. And since ten years had
passed, they may not solve the mystery but I am pretty
sure they will have a good time trying.
I just hope I can make it interesting to you the
reader and at the same time present the folks of
Roswell, NM in a good light. I raised my family in
Carlsbad, NM, a town a few miles to the south of
Roswell and have friends and family in Roswell today.
Some of the best folks I know live in that part of the
world.
So, in my opinion, what happened happened.
Just like those first reports said they happened. I don’t
understand it all and I am not sure I agree with those
who say some of”them” live among us, but there is a
small thought up there that says, “What happened to
the one who was reported to be still alive?”
And over at the Plains of San Agustin in
Western New Mexico at the crash site reported there,
(which some say was a hoax) three creatures were
reported dead, one injured and one completely
unharmed sitting in the shade of the spacecraft. What
happened to those reported to be still alive when
found?
And what happened to the remains of those
found at the Roswell crash site? One was reported to



still be alive when seen by a person who happened
upon the scene before the military arrived. What
happened to him or her?
It gives you food for thought, does it not?
Well, maybe some things are not to be understood, in
this lifetime anyway.
With all that in mind, let’s get these guys started.
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Chapter One
As I stepped on the train and looked back at C.
C. and Doug a great big old lump came up in my throat.
Here I was, leaving home and my buddies, who just
happened to be my cousins as well. But we had spent
our entire lives running around together, especially in
summer. From daylight until dark, every day of our
lives we had been doing things together. Sometimes it
was fighting but most of the time it was fun stuff. And
a lot of time it was working. But the three of us were of
the nature whether it was work or play we just naturally
made some kind of game out of it.
I was departing for the United States Air Force,
Training Command Center, San Antonio, Texas. Doug
and C. C. wanted to go also but they needed to finish
high school. C. C. will graduate next year and Doug will
graduate the year after that, if he can keep his grades
up. Doug is just as smart as C. C. and me, but it seems
like he can find a lot more things to do with his time
than study books and do homework.
Not only that, ever dad blame girl in school
seems to have a hankering for a date with that boy. I
personally didn’t know what they see in him. He’s not
all that good looking, but he doesn’t look bad. He is
always smiling and happy. Kids just like to be around
him, including C.C and me.
But if you are down at the high school and you
see a flock of girls around some tow headed boy,
chances are very good that it is Doug. Even though he
is younger than C.C. or me, he is about six foot one
already. He is always dressed neat as a pin and never a
hair out of place, unless I could catch him sitting down,
then I mussed it up. Then I had to out run him to keep
from getting beat up.
But there is just something about him that
draws the girls. I was talking to Momma about him
drawing the girls so much and Momma said it might



end up being a curse. I don’t know how that could be
but that’s what she said.
Anyway, the two of them came down to the
depot to see me off and they didn’t seem to be handling
it any better than me. But we finally got our good-byes
said and I climbed on the train. The conductor had
already shouted out,”ALL ABOARD.”
You know, I had heard him shout that out
many times watching other folks leaving our town, now
here it was that I was leaving. I turned and looked at the
two of them and Doug was waving real big, but I could
barely see the top of C.C.’s head. He and I are about
the same height; about five foot seven in good-soled
shoes. However, I could tell that he was waving too.
I sat by the window on the right side of the
train because it would be going through the very
community I live in about 5 miles from where I
boarded. It does not stop at our community anymore.
We just plum ran out of people to ride it.
Anyway, I saw all the things that I was used to
seeing but they looked different from the train looking
out. It’s going so fast that it did not give me the time to
see all that I would like to have seen. I thought I would
have plenty of time to look everything over as we went
down the tracks, but that was not the case. I finally
figured out that the further away from the train I
looked the better I could see things.
I could hear the whistle blowing for the
crossing just east of my community so I got ready to
look for the trestle where we did our bathing and
swimming. We built a dam there one time to irrigate my
uncle’s corn. That train went over that trestle so fast I
couldn’t believe it.
It always took us boys forever to walk across
that trestle, especially if a train was coming. Anyway, I
was planning to really look that place over but I didn’t
get to at that speed.
I could see my house from the train and my
Momma was standing out in the back yard waving. I
guess she knew I would be looking out that way but
about that time my eyes went to watering something
fierce so I could not see a dad blame thing for about
five minutes. However, something like that seems to
stay etched in your mind forever and when certain
things happen, you can have instant recall. I even
missed the trestle over the creek where we spent so
much time fishing.
About the time my eyes cleared up, it was all



new country, and it was flying by. Every once in a while
I would see some kids out close to the tracks just like
my cousins and I used to do, waving to the train like it
really mattered to someone. It mattered to the kids
more than anything else. It was kind of like they were
saying, “I want to wave at you Mr. Train because
someday I’ll be riding you and going to those distant
places that I read and dream about.” I know that is the
way I always felt watching them go by.
The tracks were not like the highways where
you had Welcome to Alabama or Welcome to
Mississippi, you just had to guess where you were
unless you looked at just the right moment when you
could see names on the buildings or such. After my
hometown, the first city that I recognized was
Columbus, MS. We ran around in Columbus quite a bit
so I recognized a lot of the places there.
After Columbus I was totally lost. I was pretty
sure I knew where we were when we crossed the
Mississippi River. You can hardly miss something like
that, can you? That was my very first time to see it.
Gosh, ain’t that river something? Reckon where all that
water comes from?
I could see a tugboat pushing a line of barges. I
think I would like to work on one of the riverboats you
see on the river. That looks like fun, but like everything
else I imagine it gets down to pure-old-dee work after
awhile. But just looking at it from the bridges, it has a
way of appearing so peaceful and serene. You expect to
see Tom Sawyer on his raft or at least some kid acting
like he is old Tom.
I had to change trains in New Orleans. It was
night when we pulled into that station and that was all I
got to see of New Orleans. I met up with a couple of
other guys heading down to Lackland AFB, TX. same
as me. That helped out quite a bit just having someone
else going the same way.
Also, it’s not easy finding the correct train and
the railroad folks ain’t all that friendly either. It would
be nice if we were all born smart and knew our way
around places like that. Like this one conductor thought
we were so dumb because we did not know the number
of the train going to San Antonio and even dumber
because we didn’t know where it was parked. Having
those boys with me made me feel better even though
they seemed pretty dependent on me helping them.
The few weeks of basic training at Lackland
AFB, TX went by so fast that I could hardly believe it.



That Mr. D. I. Man kept us running every where we
went. He made me the squadron guidon. You
remember what that is don’t you? He is the guy you see
marching out in front of the others carrying the
squadron flag. He is supposed to set the cadence and
the direction of travel while marching.
One day our drill instructor called a halt and a
right face. By the time I got over from the right column
to the left column and popped my heels together, like I
was supposed to, Sergeant was waiting on me. He says
to me, real loud and not very polite, “Where the hell are
you from airman?”
Well, I said, “Alabama, Sir!”
Then he said, just as loud and just as nasty,”Did
you ever plow a mule?”
I didn’t want to say not much, so I said, “Yes
Sir!”
Then he said, “I would have hated to have seen
those damn rows. You have wandered all over this
parade ground, just like a snake. When I give you a
direction to march, you look out in the distant and pick
a point and march toward that point. Do not take your
eyes off of it. And when I give you a new direction, you
pick another distant point and march right at it. Do you
understand me airman?”
I gave him a healthy yes sir and we went right
back to marching. You know what, that’s a good motto
for your life, ain’t it, I mean putting your eyes on your
goal, no matter how distant and march right at it and if
life turns you slightly off course you pick up a new goal
and march right at it.
Well, pretty soon, after the training at Lackland,
I did something else that I didn’t figure I would ever
do. I got to fly in an airplane. They flew us from
Lackland AFB, TX to Lowery AFB, CO. That is the
only way to travel, ain’t it folks? You could see cars
driving around on the highways. They looked just like
ants they were so small. It seemed like we had just
gotten started then they were telling us to get ready for
a landing. I wasn’t sure we were already in Colorado,
but we sure were, Denver, Colorado.
Now folks there’s a town. I liked San Antonio,
TX pretty well and there were a lot of beautiful girls in
that town, but they did not like “flyboys”. But Denver,
CO was really special. It was a fun place and they
treated the servicemen ok.
There was this one girl I met at an amusement
park. I made a date to see a movie with her. After the



movie she wanted me to come over to her house and
meet her parents. That was just a little to fast for an old
country boy like me. She was a cute girl and all and I
thought I worked pretty fast, but nothing like her, I can
tell you that.
But I was really impressed with the Rocky
Mountains, but who wouldn’t be. It was wintertime but
we still went about half way up Pike’s Peak. I could
hardly breathe half way up so it was probably good that
we didn’t go all the way up.
Have you ever been up there folks? It is a
breath taking view, isn’t it? God must have taken a lot
of time carving those mountains and valleys. You want
to keep standing there staring at the grandeur of it all. I
often wondered if maybe God called Colorado home
because he made it so special.
I thought boot camp went fast but my
schooling in electronics at Lowery AFB went a whole
lot faster. I had no idea you could go to school at
night, but we did. But I guess it worked ok. I graduated.
And just as I was getting used to everything around
Denver and Colorado Springs I was being transferred
again. You know, they let you put in for bases of your
choice. My first choice was Florida, my second choice
was Louisiana and my third choice was Arkansa
When they got around to giving me my orders it
came out Walker Air Force Base, Roswell, New
Mexico. I thought,” What kind of a choice is that?” I
had to grab me a map because I must have missed
school the day they were talking about New Mexico.
Every one of the guys I was in tech school with was
giving me a hard time and telling me I was going into
the middle of nowhere, nothing but horn toads, rattlers,
tumbleweeds and sand. Well, I didn’t know enough to
doubt what they were saying but I felt like they might
be laying it on a little thick.
But the best thing about tech school being over
was the 15-day leave I was getting. And was I ever
homesick. It has been said that everybody that leaves
home to set the world on fire always has to return
home for more matches. That was sure true in my case,
I can tell you that.

Chapter Two
Wow! Everything moved so fast while I was at
home. My leave was over and it was time to head back
to Lowery AFB, in a flash. They wanted me to come
back there before I went to Walker AFB, NM. I bought



a 1953 Ford coupe that my brother helped me pick it
out. He was real good in choosing cars. He picked out
one that had an overdrive and he said it would pay for
itself in a very short time because it would save so
much gas. I thought we’ll see about that.
I was ready to leave since my girl friend had let
me know she had been dating someone else and was
now going steady with him. I was feeling rejected and a
little bit sorry for myself, so I was now looking for
something different for myself. Trying out my new used
car was a part of that. It made me feel independent and
somewhat free, even if I did have a car payment now,
$50.00 a month. But dang, I was making about $300.00
a month so I should be able to handle it. Momma said I
sure needed to be putting something back for a rainy
day.
C.C. and Doug were there to see me off again.
Doug was so excited about me going to New Mexico.
You remember me telling you I must have missed that
day in school. Doug was there. He must have studied
on it several days since he seemed to know everything
about New Mexico.
He told me about White Sands. He had seen
pictures and the sand was so white it looked like snow.
He told me about the Pecos River and Judge Roy
Bean’s Law West of the Pecos.
He knew about the Mescalero Apache and Navajo
Indians having reservations there.
Then he told me about the Atomic bomb being first
exploded somewhere in New Mexico during WWII. I
asked him where he got all that information.
He said the daddy of one of the girls he was
interested in had served out there in the military and
had brought back literature. He told me I would really
be in the wild, wild, west and as soon as he could he
wanted to come visit me.
C.C. spoke up and said it does sound like a
good place to visit. “I’m not so sure about living there,”
he said. I told them both as soon as I got settled in out
there that I would invite them out to see me.
I drove all the way through, non-stop, to
Denver. It didn’t take the base folks but a few days to
process me out and to get me on my way to Walker
AFB, NM. I left as soon as I got my orders and drove
all the way through to Roswell, NM.
You know what? You can see forever driving
down Highway 285 between Vaughn, NM and Roswell.
It was about 3 o’clock in the morning when I saw the



lights of Roswell. I had gotten gas in Vaughn and the
service station man told me it was about ninety miles to
Roswell. I topped out on a hill somewhere down
through there and I could see the lights of the city in
front of me. I drove and drove and drove and finally I
said this couldn’t be. Maybe it’s a mirage, but I thought
mirages only happened in daytime.
Every so often the lights would appear and then
they would disappear again. After what seemed like
forever I finally got there.
You know it was kind’a eerie driving down the
streets of Roswell. There was hardly anyone out at that
time of morning and the tumbleweeds were rolling
down the streets and the wind was making a sorrowful
sound and kicking up dust and all. I had never
experienced anything like that before making me think
Doug was right about the wild, wild West.
I had breakfast at an all night diner before
checking into the base. There was the cutest little
Mexican waitress working there and I was nearly ‘bout
in love after the first cup of coffee. She was about five
foot two and had the cutest little figure. She showed up
well in the little uniforms they wore. When she bent
over to wipe a table you didn’t have any trouble
remembering you were a guy.
I was looking at her and just kept pouring sugar
in my cup. It tasted like syrup, because I poured sugar
as long as she wiped the table, but I didn’t want her to
know what I had done, so I just drank it all.
After she had wiped a few tables and filled up some
salt and pepper shakers, she came over to visit with me.
We talked for a long time.
She told me she really liked my accent and I
told her the very same thing. She had a way of saying
everything that really interested me. Like, she had one
guy walk out that night and did not pay his “Sheck”.
There wasn’t anyone in the diner except the cook
and us, so we had plenty of time to talk. Her name was
Maria and she told me she had a steady boyfriend so I
tried not to get too interested in her. It wasn’t working.
I was.
I asked her if I could see her sometimes. She
said she worked the graveyard shift all the time and for
me to come in and visit anytime I was up late.
However, she was in a committed relationship right
now. That was ok since I had just met her. Things
might change, you can’t never tell.
I finally tore myself away from Maria and



headed on out toward the base. They sent me to the
barracks where they put up the transient airmen.
They said as soon as I was assigned a squadron I would
be moved out.
They had two wings on Walker, the 509th and the 6th

Wings. The 509th were flying the B-50’s but they were
being phased out and the B-47 would be replacing
them.
The 6th Wing flew the B-36. You talk about a
big sucker, man that plane was big. You know, I could
just watch them taking off and landing all day long. I
was pretty sure I was going to like my new job.
Anyway, pretty soon I was told that I was going
to be temporarily assigned to the 6th wing until the first
of the B-47’s arrived for the 509th. That was ok with me
since I wanted to check out the B-36. Did you ever see
one of them? They installed the engines backwards on
those big suckers, on purpose, six of the props engines
plus another two jet engines on each wing, which were
not put on backwards. They pushed the plane the plane
also.
Funny looking contraction when you first
looked at it. After a while, it grew on you and you got
used to it.
I went out on work orders with some of the regular
electronic technicians. Since I was on temporary
assignment I just got to do the grunt work, taking off
panels, removing or installing electronic components
and the like. That was ok with me. It was fun work and
just being around a big airplane like this was fun.
There was this tunnel with a little trolley that
you had to lay down on and pull yourself back to where
the tail gunner rode. Lot’s of times I would make up
reasons that I had to go back to the tail gunners section
just to get to ride down the tunnel.
I talked with some of the crewmembers and I
kind of wished I was assigned to them. They would go
up and stay for many hours; flying all over the U. S. of
A. Everyone of those guys, to the man, enjoyed what
they were doing. They told me the Strategic Air
Command kept a loaded bomber in the air at all times.
I don’t know that for sure but that is what I was told by
several people and I believe them.
You know what else. An awful lot of these guys
had flown with General Curtis Lemay during WWII;
one of them had been his tail gunner.
One-day General Lemay flew into Walker AFB
for a routine inspection of the base. His ex-tail gunner



was in the receiving line and after returning his salute
the General gave him a warm handshake and they had
some lively conversation for a while. You could tell they
had a common respect for one another.
I worked with different guys all the time so I never
made real friends with any of them. It seemed like all
the crews were very tight with each other and they were
reluctant to let a short timer in with them.
When I had some time off I would go down to
the diner and visit with Maria. A couple of times I went
down there and she was on her days off and I would be
so disappointed. But pretty soon I got to know the
cooks and the other waitresses pretty well.
One night I was talking with this waitress, Betty,
who was an older lady. She was probably forty years
old, but she was still nice and pretty and redheaded and
had a darn good figure. You didn’t have any trouble at
all watching her clean up around either. I wasn’t the
only one to notice.
I guess all the waitresses around here walked so
fast and so much doing their job that they kept all of
the excess weight off. I thought she was real pretty too,
for an old lady. Anyway, she said something about “the
crash”. I thought she was talking about a recent airplane
crash so I asked her about it.
She said, “Well, a few years ago there was
something crashed out west of here and some wreckage
was found and the base people first said it was some
type alien craft. Then a short time later they said it was
a weather balloon. But I wondered because some of the
people around here had been reporting some strange
lights in the sky for some time before that happened.”
“Over around Alamogordo they have had some
sightings as well. One of the sightings was by a state
policeman. One of the cops that come in here regular
knows him and says he would not lie about something
like that.”
Betty continued, “A lot of the folks around here
think the base people are covering something up, but
we depend on the military dollars so much that we
don’t push about it. But there is one civilian, a guy
named Jim, who comes in here from time to time and
he told me he was camping out about thirty five miles
northwest of here on the very night it happened. The
Foster Ranch which is a whole lot further than that also
had some debris on it.”
“Jim tells that something with very bright lights
came right over his head and it crashed about a mile



from where he was camped. He went out to the site the
next morning to check on the crash. He told me there
were little people lying around the wrecked craft,
strange looking little creatures with green skin.”
I said chuckling, “Yeah, sure. Did you ask him
what he had been drinking?”
“No,” she said a little snippy with me, “I don’t
think he was lying. How can you make something like
that up? It really bothered him that people would give
him that wondering look, just like you are giving me
tonight, when he told the story. Many would ask him
what he had been drinking and did he also see flying
elephants and the like. He stopped telling others and
me about it after a while.”
“But he always told the story the same way.
One other thing he said was that he looked inside the
craft and it had a throne chair and some smaller seats
around the throne chair.”
I said, “Betty, you can really tell some good
stories.” I finished my coffee and returned to the base
disappointed that I didn’t get to see Maria.
The next day I told several of the guys about the
story Betty had told me and we had a good laugh about
it. I mentioned that maybe one day I might get to meet
that Jim fellow and try and get the story direct from
him. I plum forgot about it and went back to work.
The next day an airman came out to the flight
line looking for me and told me to report the first
sergeant. The first sergeant was a mean looking old guy.
I think maybe he joined when Teddy Roosevelt was the
Commander in Chief. He called me into his office and
had me shut the door behind me.
He said, “Airman, I understand you been doing
some talking about an alien craft crashing around this
area. Nothing of the kind has happened. It was just a
misunderstanding of some of the base personnel and
some of the locals about what was seen and found.”
“To further complicate things, we had issued an
erroneous article from the base confirming such a
crash, and even put it in the papers. When we retracted
the erroneous article that was in the paper, people got
the feeling that it was some kind of a cover up.”
“Airman, there is no such thing as little green
men running around here and UFO crashes, don’t you
agree?” I was thinking about whether I agreed or not.
He said, real loud, “Do you agree, Airman?”
Without any further thought I said, “Yes sir.”
Sergeant said, “Well, since it was an error and



since the base commander does not like his people to
be talking about it down town, Airman, you will not
mention this anymore, in town or on base. Do you
understand me Mr.?”
I said yes sir again then he dismissed me. I came
away from there scratching my head, wondering why I
needed to keep quiet about nothing happening, but I
kept my mouth shut, as long as I could anyway.
Well, I don’t know very much at all and I certainly
don’t know anything about any little creatures running
around. When I first heard the story I figured some one
was drunk or someone made something up. But with
that speech I don’t know. I don’t think the first
sergeant would have been concerned if nothing had
happened. If nothing had gone on, would he have
called me into his office? Something must have taken
place to get him so worked up.
His beady little eyes just about stared holes
through me. This guy was pure military and he enjoyed
his level of authority. It showed. I sure wished C.C. was
out here with me to help figure this out.
C. C. is so smart. One night we were out
camping and he started naming stars and planets and
galaxies. I cannot for the life of me figure out how he
has learned so much in such a short time. He’s a year
younger than I am and sometimes I think he knows as
much as a college professor. I guess he just gets it
natural from his momma and his daddy. They are both
real smart too. I have mentioned this before and you
might have heard me talking about them.
Anyway, I’ll bet you C.C. could put the figure
outs to this in a very short time. I thought if and when I
ever get him out here we are going to do a little
investigation, first sergeant or no. It has been several
years since this thing happened but it had also been
several years since Mrs. Old Lady Thornton had died
too. She was a ghost and we found out that little tidbit
the hard way, she chased us. So if there are some aliens
around they better look out because they might have to
chase us too. Since we got running from ghost down to
a science we might just as well add little green creatures
to the list

Chapter Three
Saturday morning I decide to head down to see
Betty, arriving there near the end of her graveyard shift.
The night before, I had asked Maria when Betty was
working again and I noticed that Maria acted just a little



bit jealous, which made me feel pretty darn good. I did
not tell her that I just wanted to ask her a few
questions. She told me it was Friday night but she made
me feel like she was thinking, “what about me”. If she
had said that instead of thinking that, I’m sure I would
have changed my mind about when to question Betty.
It turned out that Maria got busy filling the
sugar bowls and totally ignored me. I thought about
trying to follow her around but I decided against it. It
was very interesting watching her reach across the
tables to fill the sugar bowls.
I was still in shock from my little talk with the First
Sergeant and I just needed to hear from Betty again,
hopefully to settle some of the issues I had in my mind.
Just the same, Maria’s actions were music to my ears
and to my eyes at the present time.
It was about 5:30 am Saturday morning and
Betty was looking pretty tired, but for an old woman
she did not look to bad. I hope I look that good at
forty. I walked over to a booth in the corner, which
kind of surprised Betty, since I normally sat at the bar
when it was just me.
She brought the coffee with her when she came
over and asked me if I was expecting more people to
come in.
I said, “Betty, I really need to talk with you
privately. When do you have some time that you could
spare?”
She informed me that she would be getting off
in about an hour or so and that if I wanted to buy her
breakfast, that would be very nice. I agreed.
After finishing that cup of coffee, I drove out to
the edge of the base and watched a few planes shooting
transitions and practicing take off and landings.
By the time I got back to the diner, Betty was
taking off her apron. We took the same booth I had left
earlier. Betty said, “What’s on your mind? I can tell
something is bothering you. What is the problem?
Maria has been a little cold with me of late. Is that what
you want to talk to me about?”
I was thinking, wow, maybe I’m making some
headway with Maria. But I do not go that way at all.
“Betty, after you told me the story of the crash the
other night I repeated some of it to some guys on the
base. I guess word got around about it pretty fast
because the next day I was called into the First
Sergeants office and I was told there was no crash, just
a weather balloon, and for me to keep my mouth shut



about it. Has anything thing like this happened before
that you know about?”
Betty’s eyes got big and she looked surprised.
She said, “You know, I forgot that a few years ago I
was talking to a couple of guys from the base about the
crash. I never saw them again, but word got back to me
that they were transferred to another base. I sure hope I
have not gotten you in trouble. I just have to remember
Cousins Come to Roswell 21
to stop talking about the crash altogether. Its past
history and nothing good can come from discussing it
anyway.”
I asked her, “Have you told me all you know?
Are there people in town who know more than you do
who will talk to me?”
Betty thought for a minute and said, “I don’t
know anything else. But I have a couple of friends who
have some friends who might talk a little. But you do
know that a few people in town have been threatened
with bodily harm if they do any talking. Others, who
were ordinary ranch hands who witnessed the crash,
suddenly had money to buy pick-ups and other things.
Several moved off to other towns in New Mexico. If
you are asking me what to do, I will tell you up front to
do just exactly what your first sergeant said, keep your
mouth shut. But something tells me you want to know
why you are keeping your mouth shut.”
She shrugged her shoulders and gave a heavy
sigh, then continued, “Well, I need some sleep, but I
will try and come up with some names for you. Do you
want to come up to my apartment with me?”
That was a pretty interesting offer but since I
had been up most of the night myself and I had to
work the night shift that night I begged for a rain check
on that offer.
But since we were talking about apartments I asked
Betty if she knew of a place that my cousin’s could stay
if they came out to see me. She told me her mom had a
small two bedroom house out behind her place that she
might let a couple of guys stay in, if they would help her
do some repairs and clean up work. I thanked her and
told her that these two guys were perfect for a job like
that and I would let her know if and when they would
be coming out.
After I got back to base I wrote a short note to both
C. C. and Doug asking for them to come out as soon as
school was out and to plan on staying all summer if
they could.



I explained that I had them a job of sorts. I told
them they should put back as much money as possible
because I was not sure how much Betty’s mother could
pay them, if anything. That gives them a couple of
months to be thinking about coming out for a visit. I
did not tell them anything about "“the crash” or
anything that had been happening lately, saving that for
when I could see them in person.
A few days later, Betty took me over to meet her
Momma. She reminded me of my Big Momma. She was
not nearly so big but something about her facial
features just reminded me of her.
We hit it off immediately and she started showing
me some of the things she needed done. Some of the
clean up I did that very day. It was mostly scattered
stuff that was too heavy for her to lift or it involved a
lot of bending and picking stuff up.
Anyway, I spent a couple of hours in her back
yard cleaning and mowing. She fed me a real good meal
that night and told me if my cousin could work like I
had she would let them stay for free. She even gave me
a hug when I left going back to the base. Ain’t it funny
how just a little effort goes such a long ways? I truly
enjoyed helping her and it made me feel good on the
inside, I mean besides the good food.
She fixed me Mexican food, which I had not
become completely used to. It was good and all but boy
was it ever hot. She told me she made it mild so I could
handle it. If she had made it hot I would have been in
big trouble. You know, Mexican food makes you
hot at the front end today and the back end tomorrow,
least wise that’s how it affects me.
I few nights later I was down at the diner and
Betty waved me over to a booth she was cleaning. I
took a seat and she told me she had a couple of names
of some girls that were close to my age, maybe a little
younger, but that both of them were daughters of local
lawmen. One of the girls Dad was a policemen and the
other one’s Dad was a Sheriff’s deputy.
Betty said both of them had been around for a
long time and she had heard both of them talking about
the crash. If anyone else ever came around while they
were discussing the crash, they clammed up
immediately. Betty thought that one or both of the girls
might talk some about the crash especially if we
brought it up.
She told me where one of the girls worked and
said that the rest was up to me. She also told me to be



very nice, matter of fact she made me promise, which
made me all the more curious and more anxious to
meet them.
The way things turned out, I never got to meet either of
those girls. One went off to college and the other
married and moved to a distant city closing that
particular door of learning about aliens.

Chapter Four
For the next few weeks I hit the work pretty
hard and tried to stay out of the first sergeant’s way,
which was not easy to do. I was lonesome for my
cousins, because in the past any time I had problems or
concerns, they were there to talk with. I dang sure did
not want to talk to anyone on base about the chewing
out I received from that old geezer.
The sergeant I reported to down on the flight
line sent me down to Biggs Air Force Base in El Paso,
TX to go through rapid decompression training that I
needed to get on flying status. I was really excited about
that. Keeping out of the first sergeant’s way for a few
days and getting on flying status to boot.
My NCOIC was also waiting on the B-47s to
come in. We would both be transferred to the 509th

upon their arrival to Walker AFB. He thought I would
work out as a radar man aboard that aircraft. Rapid
decompression was only a couple of days training but
they sent us down on a weekend so we would be there
on a Monday morning to commence our training. Being
there over a weekend gave me the opportunity to visit
old Mexico.
Boy was that ever an eye opener and really
made me appreciate being a citizen of the United States
of America. We were warned to stay out of trouble over
there as the Mexican government considered you guilty
until proven innocent. Of course, we had heard all
kinds of war stories of GI’s being tossed in jail and
spending months in them contending with terrible
conditions until buddies could get them out.
One of the guys from the base hit a bartender
over the head with a beer bottle and the Mexican
authorities would not release him until they could
determine if the guy was going to live or not. He did
live, but he was in a coma for a couple of weeks, and
they let him out after we raised money for his bail.
That was some tense times for all of us, especially the
old boy in jail waiting to see if his victim would live or



die. He was one happy boy when he got out.
But my journey into Mexico was an uneventful
trip, no trouble whatsoever. I did try to get one of my
buddies to eat with me over there. He was very
adamant about not eating. When I pressed him as to
why, he said it was very obvious that there were no
dogs visible over there and he was sure they were used
for meat. I tried to convince him otherwise, but only
halfheartedly since there really were not any dogs
around.
But he did not have any trouble drinking their
beer. After two or three of them they did taste pretty
good. Well, either that or you quit worrying about taste
after a while. It improved your eyesight as well. After
several of them all the girls looked much better.
We went through the rapid decompression very
easily and passed with no problems. Matter of fact, I
don’t know how you would fail that. But I know some
guy’s back home that probably could have failed.
I was ready for C.C. and Doug to come out and
see me. Ain’t it funny how when you get homesick that
is about all you can think about? So I went to talk to the
first sergeant about a leave and I was hoping that I
could get the boys to come back with me. That way
they would only be out a one way fare on the bus. Well,
that’s what I did.
That old son of a gun was not at all glad to see
me. You can tell when you bother someone, when you
kind of get under their skin and they want you out of
their sight. I could really tell about this guy. He had
beady eyes anyway, but when those two brown little
suckers zeroed in on me, it sure made me
uncomfortable. I had just not been around anyone who
ever acted like that toward me before.
I got a whipping from the high school principal
one time and he was mad at me, but he never looked at
me like this guy does. It’s for sure I was not going to
stay around just to have a cup of coffee with him.
The old fart, I was sure he was a hold over from
WWII, (that don’t make him an old fart, but it did make
him old) and was absolutely miserable for some reason
and getting on my butt seemed to give him some relief.
The squadron adjutant, a lieutenant, seemed to
go the other way completely. He was as nice to me as
he could be. He had to log so much flight time every
month, so he flew a lot. A while back he asked me if I
would like to go up with him sometimes. I told him I
would be ready anytime he had room for me.



Anyway, he was where he could hear what was
going on between the Sergeant and me and he
intervened and told me to fill out the leave papers and it
would be approved. I shouldn’t have I know, and I also
know that it just made matters worse, but when the
lieutenant turned around to do some work, I looked at
the Sergeant and gave him a big smile.
Well, buddy, I mean to tell you his eyes got real
beady, like an eagle when he sees some food, just a
glaring at me and I got a pretty good idea what part of
my anatomy he was thinking on attacking.

Chapter Five
The trip home went well; the drive across
Texas was easy on the pocket book since the price of
gasoline is cheaper there than anywhere I have been. At
one town they were having a gas war and I paid eleven
cents a gallon on one fill up. That bearly covered the
cost of taxes, I think.
Anyway that sure helped out on expensive. I
wanted to remember that town and fill up there on the
way back to base. I drove straight through again and
made it home on less than twenty-five dollars. My
brother was right about the overdrive transmission. I
was getting about twenty-seven miles to the gallon and
that ain’t to shabby, is it?
C. C. and Doug seemed happy to see me and
first thing I wanted to do was go fishing. I visited with
the folks for a few minutes and then we headed off
down to Middle Creek for some all night set hook
fishing.
While we were sitting around the fire between
running our set hooks, they wanted to know about the
fishing out in New Mexico. I had to tell them that the
Pecos River down around Roswell was not the best
place to fish. I had heard that the Pecos in Northern
New Mexico was excellent for trout fishing, something
neither one of us had ever done. I had heard good
things about all the streams and lakes in northern New
Mexico. However, my plan for my Cousin’s in New
Mexico was not about us fishing, not for fish anyway.
Aliens, maybe.
I’m just not sure C.C. and Doug know what
aliens are. I’m not too sure I know what aliens are. One
thing I am fairly confident of is the good folks of
Roswell saw something. And my first sergeant was
pushing me to find out more about the whole affair



with that attitude of his about “nothing happening” and
for me to keep my mouth shut about “nothing
happening”. I’m kind of dumb but not quite that dumb.
I was somewhat concerned about taking on the
whole dad-blame Air Force. The privates and the
corporals may believe me but if that old beady-eyed
first sergeant says sic’um to those guys, they are
obligated to obey. Shoot, I’d have to do the same thing
if he told me sic’um to some of my buddies..
I had to tell the guys everything that had
happened to me since they had last seen me, except
about the UFO crash. Then they had to tell me about
school and what all had been going on during the
school year.
Finally, C.C. spoke up and said, “Pete, I have
the feeling that you are not telling us everything. Seems
to me like you are too reserved and are not acting like
your old self. You know, if you have a problem we are
the ones to talk with about it.”
You know, I have told you before how smart
old C.C. is. I swear you can’t put anything across on
that boy.
Doug said, “Yeah, you have not picked at me
or even fussed at me about anything. Something dang
sure ain’t right.” So, they could tell.
“Well, I have mixed emotions about some
things that have been going on and at the same time
very ignorant about some things also.”
Doug said, “What’s different about that?” I
jumped over the fire we had going and landed right in
the middle of Doug knocking him off balance and off
the log he was sitting on, landing on his back with me
on top.
I was screaming, “You fart knocker.” He went
to laughing and hollering and rolled me over into some
mud on the creek bank. I managed to free myself from
the bottom and had just gotten Doug good and muddy
and here came C.C. jumping right in the middle of both
of us and the free-for-all commenced. About the time
one of us would get on top, someone would get free
from the bottom and yonder we would go again.
After about fifteen or twenty minutes of this we
looked like we were kin to my old buddy Homer, black
as we could be, clothes and all. We stood there looking
at ourselves and at one another and me with my back to
the creek.
C.C. and Doug went for me at the same time,
pushing me toward the creek hard. I managed to grab



each of their shirts and with my momentum was able to
pull them with me. The three of us made a mighty big
splash. You might have heard me talked about
Middle Creek before and how dad-blasted cold the
water is. Well, it dang sure has not warmed up since I
been in the Air Force. It will just plum take your breath
away when you hit it like we just did. The weather was
not all that cold, but at night and being wet brought the
fishing to a halt for a while. We were standing there
shivering and shaking standing next to a mighty cold
fire.
We decided that maybe we better high tail it for
home. Of course after changing clothes, eating some
black berry cobbler my Momma had made, along with a
couple of glasses of cold milk, we went back to our old
fishing hole and continued the business of catching
some fish.
After we returned to our camp site I told the
guys that I had some investigations for us to do if they
could come out to New Mexico with me. C.C. had
already asked Uncle El if he could go with me for the
summer and all Uncle Elrod said was, “You will have to
pay your own way.”
Which interpreted means it’s ok for you to go
so don’t pester me any more about it. But it also means
you still have your mother to deal with and if she says
it’s ok, and then it’s ok with me.
Doug still has not asked but he told us both he
thought it would be ok since he had been talking about
it ever since I was sent out to New Mexico, the wild,
wild, west as he called it. Matter of fact, his folks said
that they would like to come out one of these days also.
But he does need to formally ask permission to go.
I let them both know when I would need to
leave for the eleven hundred-mile trip back to Roswell
and the latest date they could let me know of their
decision. Both agreed that they would let me know in
two days, which would give us plenty of time for
planning for the trip.
Two days later I had word from both of them that
everything was a go for the trip to New Mexico. I was
excited as they were about them getting to go. Both
C.C. and Doug had been saving their money since I had
written my letter to them a few months ago. Doug had
taken my place down at the mill stacking lumber, part
time during school, but they were still making 20.00 a
week. Both of them had over 200.00 saved for the trip.
With some assistance from Betty’s Mom on a



place to live, we would be in pretty good shape.

Chapter Six
We took turns driving the eleven hundred
miles to Roswell. We also took turns trying to sleep,
which was almost impossible. If C.C. wasn’t pointing
something out to us, Doug was. I had not seen Doug
so excited since C.C. had “Mr. Bigun” on his line and
his line broke.
It started just after we crossed the Alabama line
into Mississippi. Doug wanted us to go up through
Memphis, TN. He heard about a new singer from up
that way that was supposed to be very good and
Memphis was that fellow’s hometown. His name was
Elvis something or other, Doug couldn’t remember his
last name.
Doug said he was known more for his shaking
than he was for his singing. I asked him what he shook
and Doug said he thought he shook all over. That
didn’t really sound all that exciting to C.C. or me. We
finally got him convinced that Memphis was a little too
far out of the way and we would have to check that out
on a later trip.
As soon as we got to the Mississippi River, both
C.C. and Doug wanted to stop and do some fishing. I
told them we had to be getting on down the road and
that we did not have time for any stops for fishing.
Then they asked if we could just watch the riverboats
for a spell. I tried to explain to them about my boss, the
first Sergeant. That old geezer was just hoping I would
mess up and be AWOL so he could toss me in the brig,
so I had to be getting on back.
After we got through Dallas and into the wideopen
spaces of West Texas, things went real fast. Doug
didn’t want to sleep any, afraid that he might miss
something, and he did a very good job of staying awake.
Doug was really impressed with the fact that
you could see the lights of a town at night, and then
drive and drive trying to get to it. Sometimes you would
see a sign telling you how far to the next town, like
Seminole, TX. 30 miles and then you could see the
lights of that city as if you were almost there. It was
nothing to see for twenty or thirty miles.
Of Course, when morning came they could
understand why we could see so far. The land was so
flat and the population so sparse there was nothing to
impede your vision.
The other thing that really got both of them



talking was the jackrabbits. Every few feet, one was
along side the road, eating grass I suppose. I had never
seen so many jackrabbits before either. We tried
counting them for a while, but there were so many, you
just couldn’t keep up.
And every once in a while you would see a coyote cut
right in front of you chasing one of those jack rabbits
too.
We arrived in Roswell about 5am in the
morning and guess who I wanted to go see. I told both
of them about Maria and about Betty and since it was
time for breakfast they were ready to meet them both
also. There were two or three diners in the place and
Maria had just served the table closest to the door. I’ll
be dang if all of a sudden she came running up to me
and hugging me and telling me how much she had
missed me and that she had broken up with her boy
friend and she was thinking I had skipped out on her
also because it had been so long since I had been in to
see her. She said all of that in one breath.
My heart went to beating pretty fast also, but
completely opposite of Maria’s talking, I could not
think of anything to say. I really just wanted to grab her
and hold her and let her know that was just what I
wanted. I was so taken by surprise that I was speechless
and could not say a word.
I noticed her looking at C. C. and Doug so I did
get the introductions made and was also able to tell her
that I had been on leave for a couple of weeks. She had
not been at work when I left for Alabama, so she did
not know where I had been. She ushered us to a booth
and I had the presents of mind to keep an arm around
her while she was seating us. I whispered to her that I
would call her a little later that day and stole a little kiss
right there in public. So, while I was not able to do
much talking, I did want her to know that I was pleased
as punch about the turn of events.
Both C.C. and Doug went to bragging on her as
soon as she left the table, talking about how cute she
was and all. I knew that already and I also knew that
they would think she was cute. And I knew that as soon
as she reached over to wipe one of those tables in her
little outfit she called a uniform that they would go to
carrying on again. She did and they did! Its kind’a
funny what can make you feel proud, ain’t it?
I asked Maria about Betty, since she was not
working tonight and let her know that C.C. and Doug
would be staying in the one bedroom house behind



Betty’s mother’s house. I was hoping that I could get
permission to move off base and stay there as well.
Since the base was so crowded now-a-days maybe they
would let me.
She told me Betty was off today and gave me
her telephone number. I played like I didn’t know her
number. I don’t know why except that I had
remembered her acting a little jealous a while back
when I was asking about Betty.
Anyway, after eating and saying bye to Maria we
called Betty and asked about getting into her Mom’s
rent house. She told us where her Mother kept the extra
key for the place and told us also to just go on in. We
did.
It did not take very long before all three of us
had found a place to lie down and we had a long nap.
Matter of fact, Mrs. Thomas (Betty’s Mom) woke us up
banging on the door.
I got the boy’s introduced to Mrs. Thomas and
she seemed to like them both, but just like the girls at
school, she seemed to be drawn to Doug. There is just
something about him that draws most females. I guess
old females are not much different.
She was not at all bashful about telling us what
she needed done and she was not bashful setting limits
for us while staying there and just what her expectations
were. We could not fault her for that, after all she was
letting us stay there in return for work around her place
and she certainly had the right to make sure we took
care of her house.
C.C. and Doug agreed that she was somewhat
like our Big Momma. The way she told us things, you
just got the feeling that you had better get cracking,
right now and not tomorrow.
We got the chores done pretty quickly that she
had assigned us. Then we had to buy some groceries
and supplies for the place. After I got the boys settled
down for a while I slipped off to the base and signed in
from my leave.
Since it was a weekend the first Sarge was not
around or I would have asked permission to live off
base. That will just have to wait I guess. I stayed out at
the base like I had planned, washing my uniforms and
shinning my shoes getting ready for next week. You
never knew when that sneaky old first Sarge was going
to hold a surprise inspection.
We still had reveille every morning at 6 am and
most times Sarge could make the day go downhill from



there. As he was shouting out the orders and
instructions for this day, he mainly looked at me. You
know, there is one in every crowd and in this crowd, I
seemed to be it as for as that guy is concerned.
After spending a few minutes down on the
flight line, I asked my NCOIC if I could go up to
squadron headquarters and visit with the first Sarge. He
gave me permission and I hurried up there. As soon as
I stepped inside, icicles started forming in the building.
I explained my situation to the first Sarge,
Cousin’s and all and he surprised the crap out of me
and said ok, right away. Apparently, base housing was at
a premium. Houses in town were in short supply as
well. However, I was not to move out until after I
got off duty that afternoon and he also said he would
be keeping a close eye on me about being to work on
time, including reveille, and I knew that he was not
lying about that. He may have been giving me extra
opportunities to screw up, hoping I would be late or
something.
The boys had everything arranged when I got in
that afternoon and it only took me a few minutes to get
my gear in and stored where I could get to it quickly
and easily each morning. They told me they did not
want me waking them up getting my stuff every day.
I was just thinking about telling them about
Betty and her story of the crash when she showed up at
her Mother’s house. It was not but a few minutes until
she came over to our place to meet C.C. and Doug.
One thing about a good waitress, they have a
way of winning you over real quick like. I guess they
have to learn how to do that in order to get good tips. I
could tell that C.C. and Doug warmed up to her even
quicker that I had.
Anyways, she had not been there but a few
minutes when I asked her to tell C.C. and Doug about
the crash. She gave them a pretty quick overview of the
incident. Then Betty said, “I have been meaning to tell
you, Mom has saved some papers about the crash that
you guys may want to read.” I told her that would be
very interesting.
She brought over copies of the Roswell Daily
Paper that had reported the crash and also the Paper
from the next day that said it was not a Flying Saucer
but a weather balloon. That first report said that
Roswell Army Air Field has come in possession of a
flying saucer or disk stating it had been recovered from
a nearby ranch.



In a related article in the paper when it was first
reported, General Twining, chief of the AAF material
command, said that none of the armed forces had any
planes, guided missiles or any other aerial devices under
development which could have been mistaken for a
saucer. He said that the witnesses evidently saw
something,” but we don’t know just what we are
investigating.”
That first report was dated July 8, 1947. Well,
Betty had the July 9, 1947 front page as well and
General Ramey said every thing had been cleared up. It
was just a weather balloon, not to worry. And according
to Betty, that worked and everybody kind’a relaxed, for
a while.
Then word started getting around that things
not reported in the papers had happened. The local
undertaker had received a call from the base asking how
many children caskets he had on hand, and used eleven
or twelve as an example amount, just in case there was
ever a disaster of any kind. Then word started
getting around from rancher to rancher as they had
round-ups and dances where they would gather and
talk. The items they had taken into town did not
resemble any kind of balloon they knew about. Then
Betty says that the fellow Jim had not really started
talking to anyone about it until just lately. She thinks
that if the Army had not played down the crash that Jim
never would have talked. But with them covering it up
with the weather balloon story and all was just too
much for Jim and he just had to tell some people about
what really happened. He is the one who saw the little
creatures laying all about the craft and his description of
the crash material more matched what the other
ranchers in the area had seen. He even reported strange
writing on several braces. Why would a weather balloon
have strange writing on their braces?
Well buddy, you talk about getting somebody
attention, we did. Old C.C. went to asking Betty
questions and wanting to know about this and about
that. Betty told him as much as she knew, but that was
not nearly enough for old C.C.
You might remember me talking about C.C.
and how smart he is. He was saying right away that
something about this deal does not add up and he
wants to get to the bottom of this. Betty helped me out
by telling C.C. not to involve me in any investigations
he might make because my first sergeant had already
warned me about saying another word, on base or off.



She also told him that solders who had talked had been
transferred away from Roswell and in a hurry.
That caused C.C. to pause some, but old C.C.
might not get to the bottom of this story, but the
bottom will have to be real deep for him not to get
there. I think I might just have to settle back and let old
C.C. be the chief investigator in this affair.

Chapter Seven
C. C. spent several days down at the library
trying to find information on Unidentified Flying
Objects or Flying Saucers. There was not very much
available at all. One of the librarians there remembered
some articles in newspapers that she told C.C. about
but she could not remember which towns’ newspapers
they were in or what date. It was always, “awhile back”
or “a few months ago” and I think it was the Houston
Chronicle or the Amarillo Dispatch so C.C. could never
find the articles in question. She did remember enough
about them to confirm that sightings were being made
all over the country.
One sighting was up in Minnesota or Wisconsin
and the official answer to the general public was
“swamp gas”. C.C. says, give me a break. These guys
can’t even lie good, can they? It got to the point to
where I would say something about the military or the
training or government and C.C.’s attitude was, just
because they said it doesn’t make it so.
C.C. had also read where a United Airlines crew
had followed a flight of UFO’s, first five of them and
then four others joined them. The pilot said they
followed them for approximately 45 miles. And when
the pilot talked with folks at radar sites all over th
United States they were reporting strange and extremely
fast aircraft on their screens.
We decided to visit the crash site over
Independence Day weekend, a three day off period for
me. July 4, 1955, was approximately eight years after the
original date of the crash.
We talked to Betty extensively as to the exact
location as far as she knew it to be. She let us know that
there were a couple of sites so it was according to
whom you talked to and whom you wanted to believe.
So I said, “We don’t have the foggiest idea, so we
will have to depend on your assessment at the moment.
After we learn more, we may look in a different
direction. Where do you think the crash site was or do
you think there was more than one crash?” We went



under the assumption there was only one crash.
Since none of us really knew New Mexico, we
had to drag out a map and study what the paper of July
8, 1947 had to say about the crash site. As best we
could determine, the rancher by the name of Brazel
lived 30 miles southeast of Corona and also in another
related story it was reported he lived 75 miles northwest
of Roswell.
So, old C.C., our chief investigating officer in
charge of aliens and flying saucers took a New Mexico
map and with a compass he had bought at the local
drug store we pin pointed where the two mileages came
closest together. We had hoped they would intersect,
but they did not.
That was out in the middle of nowhere. We
would have to cross ranch land to get to that point and
we knew that would not work. Maybe if we had been
locals it would have. But not for three old Alabama
farm boys. You can’t fake being a cowboy. You either
are or you are not. I cannot explain that to you unless
you have lived in the west for a long time. You just
know and that’s all there is to it.
So we did not put on any “airs”, we were just
us. Anyway, Betty said, “the fellow Jim I was telling you
about was closer to here.” Pointing to an area in and
around El Capitan Mountain, 10,080 feet in elevation.
Taking a trip in that area is a real excitement for me. I
found out when I was in Colorado that I loved the
mountains and I was looking forward to getting back
into them again.
Betty said, “You can go up to Arabela, a small
community west of here, then hike northwest three to
five miles. That will get you pretty close to where this
Jim fellow was, I think. At least, you will be in the
general area of the crash and since you have no idea
what you are looking for or hope to find, one location
is about as good as the other the way I see it.”
Neither one of us could argue with that. We had
brought our camping gear from Alabama. We spent a
couple of days buying supplies and bottles for water.
Back in Alabama we never worried about water but
here in New Mexico you did not want to leave home
without it, some for drinking and some for the radiator
just in case.
I was worried about taking my car since the
roads appeared to be dirt the last part of the trip. Mrs.
Thomas had a Fifty Ford pickup she let us use to haul
off trash and run errands in, so when she heard where



we were going she insisted we take the pickup. She did
not have to insist much as it was really an answered
prayer.
We took extra gas in a five-gallon can of Mrs.
Thomas’s as well.
On the way out of town on Friday afternoon
late, we stopped at Jan’s A & W drive in and ordered us
some food to go, but we went ahead and had a
hamburger and a root beer while waiting. Did you ever
eat there? Man, that was some good food and it was
always busy too.
While we were at Jan’s A & W this cowboy walked
up to the driver’s door
of the pickup and says, “This looks like Mrs. Thomas’s
pickup. How did you guys come to have it?” Personally
I like it when someone looks out for another person. It
told me he was concerned that we might have stolen
Mrs. Thomas’s truck.
I said, “We live in the little house behind Mrs.
Thomas and she loaned us her truck to take on a
camping trip up in the mountains. I have a car but we
were concerned that the car might not make it up some
of the dirt roads. I’m sure Mrs. Thomas appreciates you
looking out for her interest. You can never be too
careful these days.”
Cowboy says, “Oh, you the boys Betty has been
telling me about. Not too many people would go
looking for what you are looking for, especially if they
are military. You got a gun?”
“Oh, ah, why do you think we need a gun?” I
asked.
“Well, there are snakes a plenty out where you
are going. And just a little further west of where you
will be there is quite a few brown bear. There are some
mountain lions around and bob cats and a few wolves
are still roaming around. Sometimes wetbacks come
through and if they are hungry or need money they can
give you a hard time. Other than that, no reason that I
can think of. If you want to borrow one I can take you
by the house and get you a 30-30 Winchester, what you
think?”
I immediately say, “No sir, I think we will be
alright. I do think it’s right nice of you to offer it to us
though. Do you have any ideas on what we can see up
there, seeing how it has been nine years since the
event?”
He said, “I can tell you exactly what you will
see. Nothing but salt grass, tumbleweeds and juniper, a



few salt cedars and it depends on how high up you go.
If you get up in the timberline on the mountains, a
bunch of pine trees. And I forgot to mention a minute
ago, deer, a lot of deer. It is worth the trip. If I weren’t
working this weekend I’d come with you. My name is
Clifford. You can call me Cliff. I’ll see you guy’s
around. Be careful up there, ok?” Cliff left and walked
over to his car.
Doug said, “I wish you had taken him up on
that gun. We have never been out in this part of the
world before and it sounds like some pretty vicious
animals live around these parts. What if we see a snake
up there, then what?”
“You say there are trees up there and if they are
maybe we can find a tree limb. However, I ain’t at all
convinced there are any trees within 500 miles of here,
except these few around town. I saw some salt cedars
down on the Pecos River the other day when we went
down there. One other thing, that river would not make
a good creek back in Alabama. Why are there trees up
where we are going when there are none around here?”
I said “Doug, it has to do with the elevation of
the land. When clouds come over a higher elevated land
area, like El Capitan, the clouds rise quickly and cool
off. That cooling action causes the clouds to drop any
moisture they contain. Sometimes it rains every
afternoon in the summer so I have been told. But I
have been out here several months and I have only seen
a couple of afternoon showers with not even enough
moisture to keep the grass green. It does make it hard
to believe about raining every day up in the mountains.
Maybe we will find out real soon.”
Doug said, “Rains every afternoon. Who says? I
don’t believe that at all.”

Chapter Eight
We had driven for an hour or so, most of the
time behind some slow moving trucks, and it seemed
like it was taking forever. We started to climb some hills
and the traffic line just kept getting longer. Most of the
time had been spent climbing since leaving Roswell.
Pretty soon we dropped off into a valley, a
beautiful small stream ran down though it, meandering
down through the valley cutting about a ten foot deep
trench. I found out later that it was called the Rio
Hondo Valley.
There were meadows, pretty and green, not at all like
the brown grass we had been traveling though most of



the afternoon. Cattle were grazing and they looked very
content and well fed.
Some of the pastures had beautiful horses in
them, some with foals and that really was a pretty
setting. Also, there were apple trees all up and down the
valley. There were fruit stands that were not yet open
that still had last year’s signs proclaiming cider and
apples. Some of the signs read, cherry cider, so I guess
they had cherries trees around here also.
When we got to Tinnie, we turned between the
general store and the service station and immediately
started an uphill pull on the truck; I had to stay in
second gear for quite a ways. Matter of fact, I would
just shift into high then end up going right back into
second. So we were climbing most of the way.
We had only gone a couple of miles when we
saw our first mule deer. Two of them were right in the
middle of the road just standing looking at us. What a
beautiful sight! They did not move until we were right
up on them. I wish Uncle El and Pop could see this
country.
The road was gravel but it was in pretty good
condition. Occasionally we would pass a ranch house
but they were few and far between. It was almost dark
when we went through the community of Arabela,
which consisted of a few houses and a volunteer fire
department. The El Capitan Mountains were on our
left. These mountains are clearly visible from Roswell, a
distant of close to seventy miles. It looked like maybe a
mile or two over to the slope of the mountains.
After passing through Arabela we continued on
for a good ways pulling off the road near a dry wash.
We had been told by several people not to camp in the
washes. It could be raining several miles away
producing a flash flood down that very wash. But it was
tempting to do that very thing because the ground was
clean and there were a lot of good places to set up
camp in them. We resisted the temptation and put our
camp between a couple of fairly large pine trees. The
pine needles would help make our bedrolls a little more
comfortable.
We warmed up the “to go “hamburgers we had
picked up at Jan’s
A & W along with some chips and coke. It made for a
pretty good supper.
Doug said the following morning that he kept
hearing something moving out the woods toward the
mountains all night long. C. C. said he also had heard



something a time or two during the night. Not me. I
was out like a light and slept like a baby all night long.
After breakfast, we started hiking over toward
the northwest, not going up the mountain, but along
side the mountain gradually getting closer to it as we
hiked. It had rained the previous day and the ground
was very soft in spots. Every so often we would see a
track of something I could not identify, but then I am
not the best tracker. This looked like a small child’s, but
with only 3 toes. However, the stride was much longer
than a child’s would be.
I had Doug look at the one I had been tracking
and he remarked that he had seen the very same tracks
back closer to our camp. We fanned out some and
started tracking that varmint. The varmint was going in
the same general directions we were. We would lose
him, and then run across him. This led us to the very
base of the mountain and to three very distinct trails.
All of them appeared to have been used frequently and
recently.We decided to split up and walk no more than
thirty minutes following our respective trail. Doug took
the trail that headed right up toward the base of the
mountain. C.C. took the trail that continued on
northwest. I took the trail going southwest originally,
and then it turned back toward the mountain almost
due west and almost straight up.
Shortly after the trail turned west I came upon a
spring that was bubbling water. It was a great invitation
for me to drink. It was cool and very tasty. You know, a
lot of water has no taste. This did and it was very good.
Tracks of all kind were in abundance. Probably
more deer than anything else. I could see raccoon
tracks. Also, some dogs or coyotes had been in there
recently. Just down from the main spring, the flowing
water spread out over some rocks and traveled another
20 or 30 feet over the ground, then the water just
disappeared underground.
Just before it disappeared, there were a couple
of deep holes where rocks had been pulled from the
streambed. It looked like someone had been laying in it
and the rocks had been placed to channel the water into
that pool. At the far end of the pool rocks had been
placed to make a mini-dam with a small waterfall going
over the dam. I thought about all the holes we had on
Middle Creek back in Alabama where we would bathe
and swim. One could not swim here, but it was just
right for bathing. It had to have been man made.
Those funny looking tracks were all around.



They looked like a child’s footprints except it only had a
big toe and two small toes. I’m not a big guy, but my
print was wider and a lot longer. This was a foot print,
not a shoe print, so it ruled out humans, but the toes
seemed to rule out animals as well. I looked at my
watch and my thirty minutes were almost used up. I
immediately started back the way I had come.
C.C. reported that other than seeing some
bones around a campsite he really did not find
anything. Doug reported his came to an end at an
entrance to a small cave. It had an opening just right for
a hibernating bear come winter.
Doug said he had no desire to enter it, but the
small footprints had entered the cave because he could
see where the big toe had dug into the ground as it
pushed itself in. Whatever it was made a nest in there
from time to time anyway. I told them both what I had
found and we all agreed to visit there tomorrow and
take a bath while we were up there.

Chapter Nine
Pork and Beans, warmed up wieners, bread and
cheese made for a pretty good supper. We got started
before dark with the campfire and cooking so we had a
little more time for talking after supper.
The stars are so pretty in the mountains of New
Mexico. It seems tonight like you could just reach out
and touch them. It was great to be lying there, talking
and watching the stars, you can just see more of them
in the country than in the city, especially in the high
country.
Doug said, “What was that? Did you see that?”
Both C.C. and I said, “What” At the very same
time.
Doug said, “It may have been a shooting star. A
bright shinny object just shot across the sky off to the
east. What ever it was, it was moving at a great speed.”
C.C. asked, “Did it move in a straight line or did
it change directions any?”
Doug allowed it only moved in a straight line so
we all reasoned that it was a shooting star.
That got us to talking about the small footprints
we had seen earlier today and the fact it looked like a
child’s print or a small alien’s print, as C.C. pointed out.
He said. “You know, one of those creatures could have
survived the crash and ran off from the crash site
during the night and still be living up in the hills around
here. It’s a long shot I know but it could have



happened. I wonder what they would feed on. If they
are they carnivorous or herbivorous? I wonder if we
could determine that.”
I looked at Doug and said, “What do you think
they are, Doug?”
Doug said, “Oh no, you go first. I would not
want to venture a guess on this one. You go right
ahead.”
“Please Doug, you go ahead and say what you
think and then I will either agree or disagree. I think the
youngest should go first.”
“But Pete, being the oldest you are obligated to
go first. I do not want to be disrespectful in any way.
After you, sir!”
I said, “If you insist. I think that they are meat
eaters. However, I don’t think they eat people or folks
would have been reported missing and body parts
would be found or at least bones from human body
parts found. I think they probably catch small animals
and rodents, maybe raccoons, since Cliff said there are
lots of them up here. But they may vary their diet the
same as we do. If they find nuts and berries, they
probably eat those as well. I have not seen any evidence
of a cache of bones in the area though. If he is smaller
than the bear, which I am sure he is, he would not want
anything lying around to attract them to his den. His
foot print almost looked human. I wonder if he is an
animal and if he can talk to them?”
Doug said, “Don’t start with that line of
thinking Pete. Next thing you will have him connected
to ghosts in some way.”
“Well, Mr. Doug, for your information, he is
somewhat like the ghost. We know very little about
them. We don’t know if they are real are not. I’m sure it
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is like most anything, you believe if you are the one
doing the seeing. You remember us seeing the light*
chasing us on bicycles over at the Thornton place,
right?”
Doug and C.C. both were shaking their heads
up and down, nodding agreement. “We believed it was
a ghost right away and we ran like it was very factual
and rightly so, because Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s1

ghost was carrying that light. We did not doubt that for
a second. Maybe because our Uncles and my Daddy
were always talking about her helped us believe it was
so. But anyway, to us she was as real as can be. When
she smiled at us after chasing off**Herr Karl and his



helpers, I mean we could see her plain as day, an Old
Ghost Lady who had been dead for I don’t know how
many years. We had no problems believing in her, did
we?”
C.C. and Doug were still nodding their heads up
and down listening, totally in agreement. I continued,
“Now, we come to some of the good folks of Roswell,
NM who have seen something and the military is telling
them, “No, you did not see anything. Just a weather
balloon!” I do not know how they suppressed the news
of the little green creatures. Most of the people who
saw them were military personnel except for that fellow
Jim and the military did not know about him until years
later. But anyway, I guess the fear of the military
moving away from Roswell kept all the folks from
talking. Except for a few ranches and farms, there was
not a whole lot left to do. The oil patches were further
* Cousins **Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s Treasure
by E. V. Hester by E. V. Hester

south and east for the most part. So they kept their
mouths shut is the way I see it. They did not personally
see or hear anything, so it is easier not to believe and to
scoff at those who do believe. None of us want people
to make fun of us or accuse us of being crazy and such.
So when the lights of a space ship or what ever passes
overhead and someone says did you see that, they say
“see what”. Doug, you saw something just a few
minutes ago. What if it had stopped and started and
moved at great speeds, as has been reported all over the
nation. C.C. and I did not see it. How long would you
have stayed with your story if we had belittled you or
made fun of you, especially in public?”
Doug said, “Well, what else is new. That what
ya’ll do now. But if you did me like that in public, in
front of a pretty girl, I probably would have backed
down pretty quick. I know what you are saying and I
completely agree with you. If I had seen something in
Roswell I would have probably kept my mouth shut
too, especially if I had been a businessman. You have
been pretty quiet, C.C., what is your opinion?”
C.C. had been looking at the stars most of the
time we were talking, which is very easy to do, but more
intently than a casual gaze. “I have always been
fascinated with the stars and the heavens. I believe
there could be life out there somewhere. Do they serve
the same God we serve? If so, are they also made in
God’s image? Do they look like us? They would have to
eat to replenish the energy they burn. They would have



to sleep to reestablish their mental capacity and relax
the muscles and mind, right? They would have to be
able to see, to hear, to feel and maybe even have
emotions. If all that is true, then how different can they
be from us? Tell me, how different?”
I said, “C.C. those are truly good points and
deserving of considerable thought. I agree with you on
all of that. But I guess I wonder if they are more God
like or maybe I should say, more super human
somehow. You know, like Superman being from
Krypton or wherever, leaping tall building and seeing
through everything except lead. What if the creature is
up in the hills and with his super hearing knows
everything we are saying and with his super sight is
looking at you this very minute. Better than all that,
what if he reads minds and knows what we are thinking
or he can talk without moving his mouth, going right
into our brains with his thoughts. What if he is a super
dooper trooper? Huh, then what?
Both guys just looked at me, for a long time.
Finally, Doug said, “Shit. Maybe we should have
borrowed Clifford’s 30 – 30.”

Chapter Ten
The sun woke all of us up the next morning.
We had stayed up pretty late talking and the mountain
air was so cool that the covers of our bed roll was all
cuddly and warm making it very nice just lying there.
Anyway, we finally stirred up some breakfast.
Fried eggs, bacon, beans and flour tortillas (something
Mrs. Thomas had already taught us how to appreciate),
made for a quick and easy breakfast She made us a
batch of flour tortillas before we left and we just had to
warm them up. By the time we got the breakfast dishes
cleaned up and our utensils put away it was getting
pretty warm.
We decided to go on up to the spring and take a
bath. We were not sure if we would spend the day up
there by ourselves or not. We had been told that lots of
people visit this area from time to time. While we did
not bring our swimsuits we had already decided to keep
our underwear on just in case. We also took some of
our water jugs so we could refill them.
I did not realize that it was a couple of hour’s
hike to get up to the spring. Even though I had been
there, it was in a round about way and I had not timed
it.



After Doug and C. C. got their baths, it was
getting on toward time to start lunch. Both of them
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offered to start on back to camp and start the
hamburgers. We did not want to keep the meat another
day, since our ice was about to run out and we did not
want to go back down to Tinnie unless we just had to.
I could hear them talking as they walked away
from the spring. I was laid back and enjoying the bath
when someone said, “Hurry Up”.
I looked around behind me, all around me
scanning the brush and could not see a soul. I asked,
“Who said that?”
The answer was as plain as if he had been sitting
on the edge of the little stream. “I did and you cannot
see me by looking around. I am back up in the hills.
Last night you were talking about beings that could read
your thoughts, see through anything and talk without
moving their mouths. Little did you know that you were
so right. Matter of fact, that is the very reason I singled
you out to speak with today.”
“Dare I ask who you are and how you are able
to speak to me from a distance and I hear you as if you
were right here with me.”
He spoke, “I am the little creature you referred
to last night; the one that you said could be a super
dooper trooper. I was wondering how you knew so
much about us. However, we are not from the planet
Krypton. You can see my home from earth, but you
have to know what you are looking for. My people are
on the way to pick me up and should be here in the
next few months. I am in contact with them daily but
the distance is so great it takes many years to make the
trip. I yearn for close contact with some intelligent
beings. I have a few soul brothers here on your planet
but they are chameleons and I am forbidden to make
contact with them. I can understand what the animals
have on their minds, but I cannot speak with them nor
exercise any control over them. Nor can I control you.
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However, your thought patterns are so similar to my
own that I can converse with you and without moving
my mouth as you said. Matter of fact, you do not have
to move your mouth. We exchange thoughts. I will not
speak with your Doug or C.C. but I will intercept their
thoughts. This will be just between you and me.”
I spoke up, “Wait a minute, these two guys are
kin to me and I have always shared whatever happens



to me with them. I do not think I can keep a secret
from them now nor do I think that I want to. I do not
know you, or know what you are about, whether you
intend harm or to endanger my cousins and me or harm
to our nation for that matter. You do know that I am a
soldier in the Armed Forces of the United States of
America and I am very loyal to my country. I will not
make you a promise that I cannot keep. I swore
allegiance to my country and that’s the way it is going to
be.”
He immediately replied, “I knew all that and
before you said it. Neither my people nor I mean any
harm to your country. A few years ago, you exploded a
bomb of such magnitude and with so much radiation
emitted that we had no choice but to check it out. We
had a squadron of crafts in your galaxy doing some
exploration so we were diverted here to investigate. My
craft was checking radiation levels in this area and we
were close to the ground checking our instruments for
radiation, the levels were very erratic and the entire
crew was absorbed in reading them and we clipped a
tree top several miles from where we finally crashed.
Our craft just started coming apart. Your people found
pieces of our craft scattered for many miles around.”
“I heard them talking about it. My best friend
was still alive when I heard your vehicles approaching
the crash site. I had to leave him but we conversed until
they got him to the operating room at your Roswell
location where he died on the operating table. Fear was
probably the main cause of death. They were so scared
of him and he could sense it then he in turn became
extremely afraid of them. That combined with his
injuries was too much for him. Your planet does not
have enough Carbon Dioxide for us if we are breathing
very heavy, like you depend on oxygen in larger
quantities when you are frightened.”
I asked him, “Why should I believe anything
you say? I have not met you and I have no reason to
trust you. Why do you not want me to say anything to
my cousin’s about you? Do you even know what
cousin’s are? Not telling them about you is too much.
They would know in an instant that something was
wrong if I tried not to tell them about this conversation.
You need to think of something else.”
“We also need to discuss soul brothers that are
chameleon. Just what does that mean?”
There was a short pause then it said, “You
know what it means, I can read your thoughts on that.



You want to know what they are or better said who
they are. They take the form or identity of a human and
work amongst your people. Our thought waves are just
like radios and all we have to do is to tune into them
and then we talk. They converse with their superiors
when they can without distracting from whatever they
are doing here. They can pretend to be sleeping and
they in reality are talking to supervisors millions of
miles away.”
I asked, “Is one of your men a first sergeant
down at Walker Air Force Base? Probably not though,
he is too damn mean to be one of your guys. I’m sorry
buddy, I don’t really trust you and I have to tell my
cousin’s about you. That’s all I’m gonna say about that.
As far as keeping you a secret from the military people
down at the base, I will just have to sleep on that
tonight. However, since you can read my thoughts, you
can tune in tomorrow morning and determine
everything that I have decided. Going back to our
original introduction, you told me to hurry up. Why?”
“You are bathing in my drinking hole. I take
baths there also, but the main attraction of this
particular hole is drinking water for animals and birds
and one alien. I catch birds here frequently to
supplement my diet of berries and nuts.” replied the
creature.I asked him, “How do you cook the birds? Or
do you just eat them raw? Or alive?”
Ignoring the last part of that statement he said,
“Back home we have prepared food, chemically
prepared high protein meals in special packaging that
we can either eat there or take on long journeys. We do
not have to eat animals or birds or fish, your mind just
put fish in for me, but here I have had to learn to eat
many things that I otherwise would not have eaten. I
cook the birds with a magnifying glass and a piece of
the skin of our spacecraft.”
“The skin of my spacecraft also is my shelter. I
can fold it up and keep it in my pocket and unfold it
until it is large enough to make a shelter, yes, you just
thought, tent, and that is how I use it. I have smaller
pieces to do other things with such as a bedroll and
cooking utensils.”
“Yes, I do have a name. It is Pleiades. I was the
only female on this particular craft. I can tell you do not
recognize my name. It is pronounced differently on my
home planet. You just thought Play-a-dez which is
close enough. However, I do believe C.C. will know
about my name since he is more versed in the heavens



than you are. I was named after a group of stars in the
constellation Taurus. I can tell that you grow excited by
my statement that I am female. Just cool down, I don’t
think that you will be excited if you ever see me. We are
too different.”
I paused for a time, thinking about what she
would look like, and then said, “Well, you are nice to
visit with, but you remember that I may have to turn
you in to my superiors. I do not make you any promises
at this point. I have to speak with my cousins first.”
Pleiades said, “I thought I could trust you. I
must have read you wrong. Now I am sorry I singled
you out to speak to.”
I could tell, just like with any girl, that she was
crying. Damn. “Ok, ok, just hold on! I have not made a
decision yet.” She just kept on and on and on. Nothing
for me to do but wait!
Finally she said, “I have waited so long for
someone to come along that I felt like I could trust, and
I was sure you were the person. I examined your mind
very closely. I saw a wholesome, innocent and trusting
person. Now you will betray me.”
I jumped up out of the pool and I am sure my skin
had a very wrinkled appearance from such a long stay in
the water, “Now wait just a cotton pickin’ minute. I
have not yet betrayed you nor have I decided that I am
going to betray you. If you promise me that you mean
me, my cousins or anyone on this earth any harm, then
we may come to terms on what I will do. Do you
understand “promise”? You have one up on me since
you can sense what is going on in my mind. I cannot
see into or read yours until you speak. You tune into
me in the morning and we will discuss this further.
OK? Until morning, I make you a promise not to tell
anyone about you. Then you will be the first to know.”
I looked down at my scantly clad body and wet
underclothes and said, “Can you see me?” She told me
that she could indeed see me and was not all that
impressed, but she was sure that the females of my own
species would probably like what they saw. I asked her
to reveal herself but she said she was not ready for that
since she knew how my people had reacted to her
buddies.A fter toweling off, I put on clean clothes. I did
not bother to hide my body since she showed no
interest anyway. But she said, “Someday, you will have
to explain your body parts to me."
I laughed.



Chapter Eleven
C.C. and Doug already had the hamburgers
cooked when I finally got back to camp and did they
ever let me know about taking so long. “Did you fall
asleep? Is everything all right? Where you tracking more
footprints? Where in the hell have you been?” One
question right after the other and before I could answer
a one of them.
“Well,” I replied, “I guess it was a little of all of
those. Anyway, I did not determine anything exactly up
there.”
Doug’s head shot up, “What does “anything
exactly” mean?” he said. “What I meant was the
tracks did not tell me anymore than they have before.
They were fresh tracks though.”
We made our burgers and because we were so
busy eating, things got real quiet, even the birds had
hushed their singing for some reason. Pleiades spoke to
my mind, “You did not tell them, did you?”
Without thinking I said, “NO, I DID NOT
SAY ANYTHING” I said it good and loud too.
Both C.C. and Doug jumped I spoke so loud
and harshly. “Oh. I was just thinking to my self. Sorry I
startled you.”
Both of them looked at me as if wondering
what I had been drinking. They both knew we did not
bring any beer or hard liquors with us. I just shook my
head and prepared for more thought invasions from
Miss Pleiades. Right away she said, “How do you
know it is Miss? I have read enough human minds to
know about Mr. Mrs. and Miss. Also, how the male and
female humans interact with one another. What they
say and even what they don’t say, which is always more
interesting.”
I thought, “You know Miss Pleiades, you could
get to be a pain in the ass.”
She said, “What is an ass?” I went to laughing
out loud.
C.C. said, “What on earth is wrong with you.
You are acting weird.” Here we go again. “Oh, I was
just thinking about me scaring you by talking out loud.”
I stood up and took my burger and chips down
the wash aways, like I was in deep thought or
something. I did not want any more mind invasions
causing more weird reactions from me. “What do you
mean, “how am I going to handle this”. Are you still
planning on telling your cousins about me?”



“Yes, Pleiades, I am going to tell the guys
about you. I have to. I have never kept secrets from
them and I do not intend to start now. It is just a matter
of when.”
She said, “Ok, when you walk back to your
camp I will invade their thoughts and see what the
reaction is. If it is bad or I sense danger from either of
them, you will not hear from me again.”
I said, “I understand, but believe me you will
not sense any danger from either of those guys. You
might do a little laughing if you understand human
humor.”
Pleiades said, “Please understand that I did not
just arrive here yesterday. I have been around for a
while so I understand some of your humor and some of
you emotions, not all, but some. Have you heard the
one about the female alien saying to her good-looking
human captor, take me to your leader, later?........ You
will get it in a few minutes.”
She even sensed that I was stumbling on the
punch line. I did finally smile and thought, “Did you
think that about me?”
She said, “You have got to be kidding me. I did
not think anything at all like that about you.”
I said, “Are you ready to reveal yourself to me
and my cousins? I would like to see what you look like.”
“Well,” she said, “I do not have any decent
clothes to wear. Mine are so old and worn out that I am
ashamed of them. All I have is this old flight suit that I
have been wearing for forty seasons.”
I said, “What does forty seasons mean?”
“I came here in hot weather, then cool, leaves
changing, then cold with wind, snow and ice, then wind
and warm, then hot again. I have gone thought forty
such seasons.”
I said, “I think you mean ten of our years. We
do have 4 seasons in a year. Yours is a good way to
keep count. How old are you anyway?”
“In your years, I don’t know. During our long
travel here we were put into a deep sleep which slows
down the aging process. In terms of your earth years, I
could be 500 to 600 years old; in terms of my home
years I am what you would consider middle age. I
elected not to have children and became an adventurer
instead. I have never regretted my decision even with
my crash on your planet. I have gained knowledge and
insight that I can give to my people in their study of
your planet”



All this time I had been walking back toward
the campsite. I don’t know where the heck Pleiades is.
She is probably back up in the hills somewhere.
“Of course, I’m back in the hill, silly. What if
one of you decides he wants to be a hero and tries to
capture me. I would then be in big trouble. No, thank
you. I’ll stay hidden up here in the hills. With my
eyesight I can see you good enough.”
C.C. and Doug were putting the utensils back
into their proper places when I walked up. Both of
them just looked at me, not saying anything. I went
over and sat down and looked back at them. They were
both staring at me.
“What?”
C.C. said, “You are acting so strange. What is
going on?”
Pleiades said, “He has been visiting with me.”
Doug and C.C. snapped their heads up sharply.
Pleiades may be ugly as sin, I don’t know about that,
but her voice would melt sugar.
They said in unison, “Who are you?”
“I will tell you my name, which is Pleiades.
Well, finally someone knows something about my
name. Tell Pete and Doug about my name, C.C.”
“You are named for a group of stars in
constellation Taurus, six of which are visible. There is
thought to be another, I am not sure why they think
there is one more.”
Pleiades said, “Humm, I think there is more
than that, but I’m not real sure. I was the dietician for
my crew on this journey and that probably helped save
my life. As the dietician, I did not have much to do with
navigation through the heavens. Let me catch you two
up with Pete in the understanding of who I am.”
So, she told them and I listened again. You
know, thought transfer is the easiest way to talk and is
really very fast. As quick as you can think of something
it is in the other persons mind and the answer or nonanswer
is so quick coming back to you. And there is no
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lying; none, nada, zilch. You cannot lie. What ever you
are thinking, she is reading. What ever she is thinking,
you are reading.
Out of the clear blue Pleiades said, “I really like
Pete. He is my kind of human. Maybe it is because we
have had more time to talk. Who is Maria, anyway?”
Both C.C. and Doug laughed somewhat but I
was stunned. ”I did not think about Maria or say



anything about her. How do you know about her?”
“I can get deeper into your mind than you can
into mine, for now anyway. So some of the things you
feel deeply about I can pick up. I think you can only
read the thoughts that I have directed toward you. By
the way, the little uniform she wears that you can see in
your mind. I can also see that very clearly in my mind.
What does that tell you?”
I said, “Well, it tells me that you are to damn
nosy. Some thing’s are not meant be shared. Those
things are personal and private and are better left that
way.”
She said, “Ok, sorry. I am digging a little too
deeply.”
Anyway, she went to talking to Doug and C.C.
and telling them all sorts of things. She spent all the rest
of the afternoon telling us about life in her world. They
are extremely intelligent and have learned things that go
far beyond what we have learned. They developed keen
eyesight and hearing because of the conditions on her
home planet, or whatever it is called. Some of the
words she used were not words that I recognized.
We went to sleep that night with Pleiades still
talking to us. That is the talkingest one woman that I
ever heard in my life. I guess being up in the mountains
with no one to talk to for so long, she just naturally had
to spring a vocal leak some day. And today was the day.
And the bad part about thought invasion is that
you cannot shut it off. Brother, you are stuck with it.
Pretty soon, she gets the message that humans have
limits that are easily reached and she realized she had
been there. One thing about it though, C.C., Doug and
myself said Good Night to one another and our lips
never moved. I wonder if we can do that after Pleiades
is gone. Probably not.

Chapter 12
I woke up the next morning listening in my
head for Pleiades. She was not there, yet. I appeared to
be the first one to be awake and I got up and started
breakfast. Shortly, both Doug and C.C. were stirring
around.
I asked them when they wanted to leave for
Roswell since this was the last day of our three days off.
We all agreed to stay until 3 or 4 o’clock which would
put us home before dark and we would have plenty of
time to unpack and clean up Mrs. Thomas’s pickup
truck.



Breakfast was almost over and no one had said
anything about Pleiades. Before anyone mentioned her
though, she spoke up, “Good Morning. I hope you
three slept as well as I did. It was so nice to have
someone too talk to and get my mind off of me for a
change. May I speak to you when you get back home?
It is really a silly question because I can tune into you at
anytime. Should you not want me to tune into you, I
will try and honor your wishes. Well, may I?”
Every one of us replied “Yes” without
speaking and we all heard the other speaking. She could
tell that reading each others thought were really
confusing us and she explained that when she tuned
into us, she just made a three way circuit somehow.
She said “I do not have any trouble reading
your thoughts even when you are all thinking very fast.
And Pete, I am not going to cause your government
any more problems. We had no intentions of warring as
some of your people thought. We were just
investigating those atomic blasts in your desert. You
will have to admit, that was an extremely large
explosions, not only on your earth but for the universe
as well. I am going home just as soon as my people
come for me. They are having some trouble homing in
on me for some reason. The ionosphere and the
exosphere has an extreme imbalance of electron that
our crafts magnetic motors will not operate, they just
oppose one another and simply stop functioning.
Without power our crafts cannot get through. It only
happens every so often, but when it does, you can
forget about visiting earth until the polarity returns to
normal between the two spheres.”
We continued on with the morning chores
while she was speaking to our brains and trying to
understand just what she was saying.
She became very quiet, not interfering with our
thought patterns at all. After a short while, I thought
Pleiades had you gone to sleep.
She came back with, “NO, I’M JUST HOME
SICK. DON’T YOU EVER GET HOMESICK?”
I could tell she was sobbing. Females, gosh darn
it all, what do you do with them. I don’t guess it matters
what part of the universe you are in, or from, the
females of the species are all the same and the male of
the species is dumbfounded when females go to crying.
I thought, well come on down here and I will
hold you and let you cry. She came right back
with, “You wish. You would do anything just to see



what I look like wouldn’t you? It is not going to
happen.”
Well, ok, I thought, tune us out for a bit and get
your crying over with then you can tune us back in.
There is nothing either one of us can do about your
homesick. Then one of those weird thought hit me, do
aliens cry tears or is it a dry cry. Do they go waaa, waaa,
when they are babies or what?
She came right back at me on that, “yes, we cry
tears and yes our babies cry.”
I said, “Well, I just wondered. You know
Pleiades; I am enjoying talking without moving my lips.
It is a lot less work. If you would come around and let
me see you I might get to liking you quite a bit.
She said, “I don’t think I am built right for you.
What is your idea of a beautiful human female anyway,
Pete?”
I kind of laughed, thought for a second, and
then said, “Well, first off, she has to be cute or pretty, a
nice figure with nice boobs, nice legs, rounded hips, not
too tall and not to short, with a good sense of humor.
That’s about it I guess.”
“What are boobs?” she said.
I stammered, “Well, it’s, they, you know,
breasts, where babies feed.” “You were thinking
where men like to feel, were you not?”
“Oh, eh, well, yeah, I guess.”
She did not tune me back in for the rest of the
day. C.C. and Doug both said that they were beginning
to like talking without being vocal. You just thought a
thought and the others responded. When Pleiades
tuned into one of us she had a way of tuning in to all of
us and hence an immediate three way conversation. We
all agreed that would be easy to learn to like. We already
had, but there was no way to make a connection
without Pleiades being in the loop.
About 3 o’clock we went to breaking camp. It
did not take very long at all. It took longer to clean up
our litter than anything else.
I walked out toward the mountains from the
camp and tried thinking, Pleiades talk to me, to no avail.
So I commenced yelling, “Pleiades, Pleiades, talk to me,
we have to go home today. Hello…… Hello.”
Nothing, absolutely nothing. She would not
communicate with us at all. And so our first trip to
Arebela came to an end and we were all very sad on our
way back to Roswell.
We had gone several miles when Doug spoke



up, “I wonder what she looked like.”
C.C. answered with, “Me too. But I bet you she
was a lot different than us or she would have shown
herself. What do you think Pete?”
“I think she is having a hard time with life on
our planet, just existing out here all by herself. She is
homesick, by her own admission and waiting on a space
craft to pick her up. She said it was having trouble
homing in on her and she was probably very worried
about that as well. As to her looks, we discussed the
other day, about her eating, which requires a mouth,
right. If she can hear, she some kind of hearing device,
or ears, I think. But her being able to read our thoughts
kind of worries me. She may also have antennas, to be
able to do that. As far as how she is put together I am
afraid to guess. I would hope she would be easy to look
at. She sure was easy to talk to and smart, she is very
smart. I just hope they don’t lay eggs and hatch their
young.” That brought a laugh from both of them.
C.C. said, “This really stirs up my interest in
space and space travel. We have to be pretty narrow
minded to think that we are the only ones to inhibit this
entire universe. Surely out there somewhere there is a
planet placed in the same proximity to our sun, or may
another sun, as we are to ours. The heat and cold are
not extreme and where life as we know it can exist and
thrive. Pleiades is proof that life exist somewhere out
there. We can’t just ignore her. Our government may
choose to deny her and her kind but some of us know
better. If we tell folks about the events of this weekend,
who would believe us? Ten years after the crash you
talked to a survivor? Yeah, sure you did! How much
liquor did you guys consume up there this weekend,
Huh? We all know that what happened to us is
unbelievable. This is something each one of us must
sort out in our own minds.”
“What would Big Momma say if we came home
telling her about speaking with an alien from outer
space. There is nothing in the bible telling about people
living in outer space therefore, there is nothing out
there. I believe that is the way she would think and the
same with a lot of other folks. But that makes me think
of Ezekiel’s wheel. What was he describing? He had to
describe something that he and his fellow man could
relate to at that time in history. Don’t get me wrong,
I’m am not saying Ezekiel saw a space craft, I just don’t
know and wonder if it could be. I sure don’t want word
getting back to Big Momma that I’ve been adding to



what the Good Book says. You know, she always
warned us not to add to or take away from what the
Bible has to say. But really in this case, it is a full
understanding of what the Bible has said.”
Doug spoke up, “I guess I am Big Momma’s
kin, because that is exactly how I feel about the bible, it
just does not say anything about space alien’s and had
space aliens been important to Him he would have
spelled it out. “THOU SHALT NOT MISTREAT
SPACE ALIENS WHEN THEY COME TO EARTH
FROM OUTER SPACE”
“Doug, give us some space. We are trying to
make some sense out of all this and you are not helping
with that line of reasoning.”
Doug huffed up and spoke very loud and
boldly, “There is no room for outer space aliens in the
Bible, it is just not there, so don’t try and push it down
my throat. Big Momma would be on us all if she heard
us talking like this.”
C. C. said, “Now, Doug, we are not disputing
what you say, what Big Momma has taught us or what
we understand the Bible to say. But how can you
explain Pleiades and her reading our minds. How do
you explain ghosts? There are numerous things we
cannot explain now. Maybe one day it will all make
sense.”
“But, Doug, let’s get back to square one. Who did
the good folks of Roswell see? Or what did they see? It
was not done for financial gain or fame. It has been
almost ten years and still only a very few people know
about this. Why? I will tell you why. The federal
government cannot explain it in a logical format. Just
like we feel about Big Momma and us to a degree, the
federal government just has no room for them in the
grand scheme of things. Besides that, they would have
wide spread panic amongst the people. We fully expect
the great white father to take care of us completely and
he does not have the foggiest idea what has hit
southeastern New Mexico and is completely satisfied to
call it a weather balloon. You and the rest of the world’s
population just have to buy into that program. If you
don’t, you are a little bit wacko.’
“Since it is sparsely populated New Mexico it is only
going to impact a very few people and they can buy or
strong arm any who do not go along with them. It has
been nine years and just a few people talk about this
event at all and then it is quiet whispers.
We had talked our way into Roswell and almost



home. We had many chores to get done before dark, so
we had to get started. Cleaning up Mrs. Thomas pick up
was the most important chore we had. We did that first.

Chapter 13
Our base was put on alert the very next week. I
had to spend long hours at the base helping ensure all
the aircraft were ready to fly, in our flight anyway.
I would occasionally think about Pleiades and
our trip to the mountains. I still missed talking without
moving my lips and I found myself not talking as much
as before. It was good, I guess, that I finally did a little
thinking before I started talking. What I ended up doing
was saying it in my mind then realize that I needed to
say it out loud. After a few days, however, I was back to
normal, blurting things out as before.
Doug and C.C. tried to keep busy around Mrs.
Thomas’s place. When she did not have enough work
for them she would farm them out to friends and
neighbors to help with some of their chores. Doug and
C.C. did not seem to mind and those folks would
generally give them a few bucks for their efforts.
July was over in a flash with all the work at the
base and with the guys staying busy as well. Both of
them had promised their folks they would start for
home the 1st of August.
Doug had to go to school and C.C. had not
decided just what he was going to do. We all wondered
where the summer went. I had hoped that we could
come up with some answers about the UFO crash, but
other than meeting Pleiades we had not come up with
anything. But she made the crash real and put us in a state
of wonder about it all. At the same time we were
pulling for her hoping she would be picked up by her
space ship and returned to her home planet. We could
sense calmness in her even in this completely strange
and alien world. She seemed to have mastered her
destiny under very adverse conditions. I feel sure it is
because she can still communicate with her family and
friends at home on a daily basis. I imagine they give her
hope and encouragement.
It came to the day Doug and C.C. had to catch
a bus going back home. You would have thought we
were family the way Mrs. Thomas was carrying on. She
had invited us over for dinner. Betty was there and had
helped prepare the meal. And it was delicious, as usual.
C. C. whispered for me to hurry and let’s get started.



He did not like long goodbyes.
Doug seemed to be eating it all up, however.
Mrs. Thomas and Betty just kept hugging him. I just
don’t know how that boy does it. He eventually figured
out that C.C. and I were ready to go so he came on out
to the car. Putting those two on the bus was
almost as bad as me leaving Alabama the first time. I
had really enjoyed having them this summer and I let
them know.
They wanted me to go back to the mountains
over Labor Day weekend and see if maybe I could
make contact with Pleiades or find some evidence of a
space craft landing around there. I assured them that I
would go up there and try to find her.
The bus was almost ready to leave when we
pulled up so we really did not have time for long
goodbyes at the bus station. They each chose a seat on
the window side that I was on about middle ways of the
bus. We talked and said our goodbyes as the bus was
pulling out of the station.
They were giving me last minute instructions on
how to handle Maria, both of them telling me that I had
not been giving her enough of my time and that if I
didn’t watch out I would be losing her. We waved until
the bus was so far off you could barely see their arms
waving.
I left the bus station immediately with Maria on
my mind and wondering how she had been the last few
days since I had seen her. It was only a few blocks to
the diner so I was there before the bus had reached the
city limits.
There was a new girl waiting tables. I looked all
around for Maria and did not see her. I asked the new
girl if Maria was working today. The girl said she did
not know any Maria but she had just started working
here a couple of days ago. I smiled and thanked her and
went on home knowing that I could find out all the
details of Maria’s whereabouts from Betty.
I did not feel comfortable with things. It was
hard to describe but I just had this feeling that
something was wrong. I did not go on back to the little
house since Betty was still at her Mother’s and I wanted
to talk to her pretty badly.
Betty walked out on the front porch just as I
walked up. She looked at me and said, “You have been
to the diner.”
“Why, yes, huh, how did you know? What is
going on? There is a new girl there and she does not



even know Maria. How can that be?”
Betty looked at me, like she was trying to decide
what to say or how to say what she was thinking. After
a short pause, Betty says, “Maria discovered she was
pregnant and she knew it was her ex-boy friends. She
called him and told him the situation, then a couple of
days later they were married. She went with him to Fort
Benning, Georgia where he is stationed. I asked her
what I should tell Pete. Maria shrugged her shoulders
and said, “The truth”, so there, you have the truth.”
I felt like as was going to collapse so I walked
over to the porch swing and sat, almost fell into the
swing. That was a complete surprise. We had not made
any long range plans and I did not feel beholden to
Maria, however, I felt at least she could have called me
and explained it all. Maybe she was too embarrassed to
discuss it with me so she did nothing. Maybe that way is
best as nothing could be gained by discussing it.
At times I felt like she dated me just to get back
at her ex for some of the things he had done to her. I
did not feel that way all the time. She was a lot of fun
most of the time. She liked to drink beer a whole lots
more than I did and that was a part of her I had a
problem understanding. I had seen the affects of
alcohol on people in a very negative way. She
apparently did not see any problems with it at all, which
was ok but I did notice that difference.
Betty sat down by me and tried to comfort me
as best she could. I assured her that I would be ok but it
would take a while for me to work my way through this.
It was a long night, rolling and tossing in bed
and the phone rang at there a.m. stating that I should
get to the base with my duffle bag packed as we were
put on alert again and we may be shipping out.
Of course, it is always hurry up and wait when
you are working for Uncle Sam. After spending several
days and nights on the base it was finally determined
that we were not shipping out just yet but we were told
to keep our bags packed and ready to be go on a few
minutes notice for a few days.
I finally made it back to my little house after
what seemed like forever. The milk had soured and the
bread was molded so I knew it had been a few days
since I had last been home.
I went to the grocery store for milk, bread and
lunch meat. I was not going to do any heavy duty
cooking, however I did need to eat something.
While in the check out line, I noticed this young



lady in the next check out lane. She was looking at me
and she had a definite twinkle in her eyes, like she knew
me or something. I did not know her, that was for sure
but she did look familiar.
I was wondering if maybe Doug or C.C. had
pointed me out to her while they had been here. We got
though the lines about the same time and I said,
“Pardon me, but have we met before?”
She looked at me with the same twinkle in her
eye as in the store and said, “I do not think so.
However, you do remind me of someone I once knew.
But no, we have never met.”
“You look familiar to me also.” I said.
She continued walking while she talked to me
and with the never met bit, turned and continued on
toward her car.
I spoke again, “Excuse me, but could I call you
sometimes?”
“I’m sorry, I’m in a rush but I don’t think so.”
I had stopped dead in my tracks and was looking at her
when it hit me that while I was describing the girl of my
dreams to Pleiades, the picture I had in my mind was
identical to this girl. “Wow” Now if I can just get her to
talk with me.
By the time I had this figured out, she had
driven off. And dumb me; it never occurred to me to
follow her until she was out of sight. Well, at least I
knew where she bought her groceries so I would simply
have to come here more often.

Chapter Fourteen
Groceries, groceries, everywhere! Finally I had
to stop buying. I had been to the grocery store every
day to buy something. Always at about the same time as
I saw the girl. I had not seen even anyone who faintly
resembled the girl I had seen that day.
One thing about this girl was she definitely
made me forget Maria. Now if I could just find her. I
hope she was not just passing through town and
stopped at the store for traveling goodies. No, I
remember some of the things she had and it was not
traveling goodies. I remember seeing packaged meats
and packaged nuts, I think pecans, shelled and ready for
baking pies (well, I can dream on that can’t I?).
She did not hang out at the places I did, so it
was time to search some of the stores that I did not
hang out at. So for a couple of days, I spent most of my
time off just walking through different stores,



pretending to be shopping for a present and I was just
not sure what I wanted. Some days it was for Dad, or
Mom, or my sister and so on, depending on the type
store I was in. This went on for several days during my
spare time. Then I just gave up.
One week the pay master got my pay all
messed up and my check was hardly anything and I had
a car payment coming up. It was only $50.00 but with
the groceries and gas and odds and ends needed, I did
not have the 50.00 to spare.
One of my friends suggested the local bank for
a payday loan. The interest was somewhat high but the
loan would be for thirty days and that would give the
paymaster time to get my pay straightened out.
I got to the bank a little before closing and the
loan officer was still there. He gave me some papers to
fill out. While working at the desk he allowed me to sit
at, I looked up to see some of the bank employees
leaving the bank after getting off work. ONE OF
THEM WAS HER! I was so excited. I asked the loan
officer, “Who is the girl in the blue dress?”
He said, “That is one of our tellers, Mary. She is
new here. Do you know her?”
I said, “She does look familiar to me, but I am
not real sure. Huh, I might have gone to school with
her or something.” I got the loan and sent my car
payment off and went by the pay master’s office every
day, checking on my pay. Finally, I think they got tired
of me bugging them, so they paid me.
As soon as I got off work I made a bee line for the
bank. It had not been thirty days but I was ready to see
Mary. I entered the bank and immediately started
looking for the teller that I wanted to wait on me.
I spotted her and she was helping a customer. I
stopped at one of the desk in the lobby and pretended
to be writing while waiting on Mary to finish with that
customer. I almost waited to long as another guy was
heading right toward Mary after she had finished with
the customer.
I cut right in front of him, then looked around
and said,”Oh, excuse me. You go ahead.”
“No, he say’s, you go ahead” and he went over
to one of the other tellers just like I hoped he would.
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I took a heavy sigh, looked Mary right in the
eyes and said, “I have a loan I need to pay back but
before I do that I need to tell you that I have looked all
over this city for you since seeing you at the grocery



store. I want you to know that I am very interested in
seeing you again. I hope I am not being to forward but
I know what I like and I really like what I see in you.”
Mary just looks at me and does not say a word but
her eyes are telling me she likes what she has heard so
far and I say, “Well? Can I see you sometime?”
Finally, after forever, she says, “I work until
noon next Saturday. Maybe we can have lunch
together.”
“Great, I will pick you up here at noon. Great,
Great, Great!!!!” She smiled at me so big and bright, my
heart melted. The direct look from her and the smile
from her eyes is really what was getting me. I counted
out the loan payment and I had some change coming
back.
I have no idea if she gave me the right amount
back or not, I was in a fuzzy state of mind and the
whole world seemed right and happy and warm. I
shouted at the loan officer, “Thank you for the loan, sir.
I really appreciate your help. You have a great place
here.”
All the customers in the store looked at me. I
was trying to figure out why they were looking. I felt
like everyone was excited and happy at this moment.
I turned and looked at Mary again, “See you
Saturday.” She nodded her head and continued smiling
but it was a real and caring smile that melted me all over
again.
I got home without wrecking my car. I was so
excited that I had to go up and visit with Mrs. Thomas.
When I walked in her front door, she asked,”
What in the world are you so happy about?”
I said, “How do you know I am happy?”
“Well, my goodness, it is written all over your
face. What is going on with you?” She reminded me so
much of my Big Momma that I unloaded on her, telling
of my search for this girl and how I had given up on
finding her and then finally seeing her at the bank and
how my head was reeling and how my heart was feeling.
She said, “Pete, you got it bad. Maria kind’a of
had you by the hand, but this girl seems to have you by
the heart. But you really need to slow down and make
sure this is a two way deal. Do you understand what I
am saying to you?”
Of course I did and yes she was exactly right but the
only thing, that is what my head said but my heart was
not listening.



Chapter Fifteen
As I waited out in front of the bank, I could not
help but think that this has been the longest week of
the year. I had paid my loan on Tuesday and with my
date on Saturday I almost went crazy waiting.
I saw the employee’s coming out of the bank,
promptly at noon. Mary was almost the last one to
come out. She was very pretty in the skirt and blouse
that she was wearing.
You could not help but notice her tiny waist.
And you could not help but notice her boobs. Nice. I
got out and opened the door for her; she was several
steps away while I was holding the door for her.
Again, she had such a direct look. At the same
time it was a very soft look. We fell into easy
conversation as if I had done this a hundred times. We
had so much to talk about but yet we had nothing to
talk about. How do you figure something like that?
We went to the diner where Betty worked. Betty
normally worked graveyard shift but today she had to
double back to days because one of the girls was sick. I
picked a table that Betty covered and introduced her to
Mary. I could tell Betty was pleased with my date and as
soon as Betty got to where Mary could not see her she
gave me a thumbs up and a big smile. Our lunch took
most of the afternoon and I suggested we take in th
Saturday matinee. Afterward it was time for supper and
I invited Mary for another meal down at the diner.
She declined this time saying she needed to be
getting home. She was moving to a distance city next
week. Real heartbreak this time. This cannot be. I was
almost willing to ask her to marry me to keep her from
leaving but I knew that would not work.
I asked her if we could discuss where she was
going and if I could see her again. She told me as she
got out of the car that she would call me later. She did
not let me walk her to the door but she did allow me to
kiss her, on the mouth, for a long time. I melted. She
ran.
I stood there watching her run to the door and
go inside. I waited there for a while like maybe there
was something else I could do about her leaving
Roswell. I could not think of anything. That last bit of
information literally destroyed an otherwise perfect
date.
After I had gotten into bed, I was rolling and
tossing and trying to sleep when all of a sudden, “What



are you doing, Pete?” hits me right in the middle of my
mind. Pleiades. Pleiades!!
“Girl, what are you doing is the question. I
have missed you so much and I have a lot to ask you
about. Why did you not say good bye when I was
calling you when we were leaving the mountains?”
“Pete, I could hear you and I already knew you
did not like to hear me crying, so I just did not speak to
you. I have missed having you to talk to and I especially
liked being with you today.”
I sat upright in bed, “What do you mean, being
with me today?”
Pleiades said, “Let me bring you up to date on
some things. My people cannot get through the
exosphere and they have ordered me to become a
chameleon. I have been Mary for about a month and
here in Roswell, simply because I wanted to see you and
have you see me. What a wonderful day it has been. I
will treasure it forever. I became the girl of your dreams
just for a short time. I have already changed again and
not to your dream girl this time. Probably far from it. I
had moved before you let me out of your car to keep
you from knowing where I live. I may drop in on your
mind again some day. By the way, I will never be close
to another male human again for fear of giving myself
away. Some of our people do marry humans but I am
too dedicated to carrying out the mission my people
have asked me to do.” Well, I had to ask, “Just what is
your mission, Pleiades?”
“I cannot tell you that. But I can tell you it is to
help prepare your world for the future. That is as much
as I can say. Goodbye, my love, it was a great day for
me.”
“WAIT, WAIT, DON’T GO YET.” I guess I
screamed her name many times without even opening
my mouth. But she was gone.
Now I was really lonely and completely empty
on the insides. What was I going to tell Betty and Mrs.
Thomas? What was I going to tell C.C. and Doug? The
truth will work for C.C. and Doug but I think a fib will
work better for the ladies.
I got up and drove over to the house where I
dropped Mary off. No lights and the curtains were
open. I did not want to go up and look in the windows
for fear someone would think I was a peeping tom.
I went home and tried sleeping again and finally
got up and made coffee. As soon as I could Sunday
morning I hurried over to the house where Mary had



lived again and this time tried knocking at the door.
There was no answer and this time I did look in the
windows. I could see into the closets and tell there were
no clothes and even with it being a furnished apartment
you could tell it was vacant.
I guess I had hoped that she was still around or
at least some evidence of her was around. There was
nothing.
Nothing at all.

Epilogue
As I was leaving Odessa, TX heading toward
Albuquerque, driving out across the prairies of
Southeastern New Mexico, I could the lights of the
drilling rigs and pulling units bringing the oil patch back
to life.
Since the mid-1970 the oil patch has been up
and down. It had been several years since the price of
oil was such that had prompted a lot of drilling. It was
great to see it happening and it was seen as good news
to the entire southwest, to the nation for that matter.
Its return would be very beneficial to everyone who
lives and works in this part of the world.
My sales area covers West Texas and New
Mexico with Albuquerque as my home port. I had
worked in Odessa later today than I had planned and it
was pretty dark as I was coming into Roswell from the
south.
Walker Air Force Base has been closed for years
but since it has a good long landing strip and plenty of
hanger and tarmac space it was a natural for storage for
the airlines that had gone bankrupt or had cut back on
the number of flights and the number of aircraft
needed to service the routes they were running.
Moonlight lit up the numerous planes parked
on the tarmac and out where we used to have the ready
alert aircraft waiting for the call to retaliate against any
Russian attack, there were aircraft parked out there as
well.
Looking across at all the aircraft brought back a
lot of memories of the forty plus years that had passed
since I had worked there. I had thought of a lot about
the guys I had worked with and was wondering if they
were all still alive when all of a sudden I get, “Hey Pete,
how are you doing?” It had been so many years, but
the sound of that voice had haunted me for years as
well.
I said, “Pleiades, where in tarnation have you



been? I figured you were back in, well, wherever you
call home. What has been going on in your life?”
She said, “Well, I have changed into so many
different people over the years that it is hard to keep up
with who I have been. One thing about it is I never age.
I just get me a new model body and I try to stay with a
very stylish type person. The time is about right for me
to be picked up by some of my people. I am waiting
now on word for the next ship from home to arrive to
pick me up. I have been here so long that I kind of hate
to leave. However, my mission is almost complete.
How have you been?”
I thought about my family, raising them and all
that had happened to me over the years, getting heavier
and bald, having by-pass surgery and was just getting
ready to vocalize all of that and then realized that she
had already picked up on my thinking.
She said, “You are not a bad looking old man.”
I said, “How do you know?”
“You travel, right, and you go into a lot of
offices and speak to a lot of people to get to the person
you want to see, right?”
“That is correct.”
She said, “Well, the other day I was in the office
when you asked to see someone and announced your
name and business. You did look at me as you turned
to look around the office. I was with a group of other
people, but you did look me right in the eyes.”
“Wait; were you the dark haired girl, in the blue
sweater with the real nice boobs?”
She laughingly said,” I remembered all these
years that you liked nice boobs and I have been many
different girls, blonde, brunette and red head; but I
always had nice boobs and nice legs.”
I said, “But you were so young. Are you telling
me you have not aged at all since we last had lunch.”
“No, I have aged same as you, but I can swap
bodies. I am sure my alien body has aged but I have not
been wearing it. Remember?”
I was just thinking about going back to Odessa
when she intercepted the thoughts, “I am not in Odessa
now. I have already left there for new territory. I doubt
that I will see you again, ever. I feel sure that in the next
few weeks I will be picked up by my people then for
sure I will not be contacting you again. Matter of fact,
they don’t like me contacting you today, but unless they
are doing a reading on me right now, they will never
know I spoke to you. My people certainly do not want



the chameleons mixing sexually with your race.
Reproduction of a mixture of our two races could result
in total chaos, something neither of us wants. Our
superior intellect and your aggressive style would not
blend very well. Your propensity for mass destruction
would be greatly accentuated. I fear some of our people
have yielded to the temptation to have sex with humans
so you may have some very mean but very intelligent
crooks in the making. Your world is changing fast.
Some of the things you can see in others come so
gently and easily that you accept it as normal. If you
could go back to simpler times, as in the 1920’s and
1930’s, your world would feel like a much better place
but what is coming to your world is preordained.”
“A human mixed with my race and raised in a family
of very low or no morals will produce the type persons
who could and maybe will destroy your world. Be ever
watchful. I’m so glad I got to see you again and it was
strictly happenstance. Good bye my friend. You take
care of yourself and eat right.”
“WAIT. WAIT. Pleiades, wait a minute.”
I realized right away that she was gone. I felt the
same void that night as I did so many years ago. And
according to her ideas, it is good that I never got to
explain my body parts to her. But I got the impression
that somewhere over the years she had found out.
I drove on several miles saying her name and
thinking about her. I even drove down the street to
where I remember her living and then drove by Mrs.
Thomas old place. It and the little two bedroom house
had been torn down and another bigger house had been
built on the lot.
I spoke to C.C. a few days later and he brought
up the fact that Pleiades had spoken to him about the
same day she spoke to me. He said he just happen to
think about her when he was looking at the stars one
night and she broke in and told him good bye.
I don’t know about Doug, I have not heard
from him in years and I am not even sure where he is.
But knowing Pleiades, she probably told him good bye
as well.
Between Roswell and Vaughn there is a whole
lot of night sky. After all these years I still marvel at the
nearest of the heavens at night in the clear New Mexico
skies. It seems you can just reach up and touch those
stars that are the crowning glory of this earth. Tonight
in particular, after leaving Roswell, I looked the heavens
over searching for a UFO or shooting star. I saw



neither.
Weeks later, driving to work in Albuquerque, I
heard over the news that the sheriff’s office had been
flooded with calls regarding a bright light in the early
morning sky.
The announcer says, “Not to be alarmed folks,
only a weather balloon.”
I suppose it could be a weather balloon and I
suppose it could be Pleiades on her way home. It is
probably one or the other. If it was a weather balloon,
then keep watching for a very stylish young lady that is
smart far beyond her years, always very pretty (I’m sure
of that), nice boobs and great legs, and you will get the
feeling that she is reading your thoughts. She is. It’s her.
And that truly was a weather balloon.
This time I have a strong feeling that it was a
weather balloon and she is watching … and waiting.
I believe I will hear from her again.


