
Deep below the earth, in a hexagonal concrete room stood an elaborate elevator door.  Huge projector screens hung on the three walls across from where the elevator doors were.  Each screen projects a portion of a map of the earth.  In front of this screen are rows upon rows of people sitting in front of computer work stations.  There are 50 such stations, each with its own military officer.  The atmosphere of the room itself is one of nervousness, even though the room itself gives off a feeling of a strength meant to last. 

The doors to the elevator open.  The first man to step out of the elevator is a five star General.  Dignity and honor pour out of this man; it is obvious he has seen many battles.  The second person out is a woman in her late 40’s, aging, but still very gorgeous.  The last man in the elevator exits.  He is also in his late 40’s.  He is a man who commands respect from those around him, not just because of his position, but because of the knowledge and wisdom that he has gained in his life.  He walks with a limp in his right leg.  An old war wound that would have healed fine, if he would have just let himself rest and heal.  This is a constant reminder for him that his lack of patience has caused him pain in the past.  He would like to think he has learned his lesson.

As the three leave the elevator, the General speaks, “As you know, Mr. President, we have detected an air craft of sorts over the Pacific Ocean.  It’s approximately half way between Hawaii and California.”

“So I’ve been told General.  What would cause one aircraft flying over the Pacific such panic from my Joint Chiefs to make us come here?” He points around, obviously impressed with what he is seeing, but also a little confused.


“Well,” the General replies, “As for this place, we like to call it Cheyenne 2.”  He grins.  “The screens you see in front of you is a projection of the current state of the world.  Meaning that we can pull up, on this map, any details we might need.  Troop placements, aircrafts, ships, and especially every nuclear and biological weapon we have at our disposal.”


To prove his point, the general calls out for all US troops to be displayed.  Immediately, everywhere in the world where troops are stationed, lights appear.  The darker the lights, the stronger the force available.  He next calls up for all nuclear weapons to be shown.  The screen changes and the president comments, “Why are some of the nukes moving…. there in the oceans?”


“That’s our nuclear submarines sir.”


“But I thought even we couldn’t tell where they are unless they checked in.”


“Normally you would be correct, but down here we have access to more information than anywhere else.  It was designed that way so that in times of extreme emergencies the president could have the most information available, and make the right choices.  A choice that could affect every being on this world.”  The General replied, his face turning serious for the first time since arriving.


“I’m assuming you don’t bring the President down here on any old ‘emergency.’  I’ll ask one more time. What is going on?”

The General turned towards the screen and said, “Show it.”  A massive object appeared in the Pacific Ocean.  But it wasn’t moving.  Confusion was apparent on both the President’s face and the First Lady’s.


“It appeared one hour ago, and when I say appeared, I really mean it.  Witnesses who saw it, mostly astronomers, said there was a bright flash of light and then it was there.  It’s like no shape we’ve ever seen.  Horseshoe like, but with huge cones protruding throughout its surface.  We’ve tried looking for the propulsion and weapons ports, but couldn’t make anything out for certain.  It’s in a geosynchronous orbit about 400 km above the Pacific.”
“Who made it?” The President asked, slightly fearing the response he knew was coming.


“At this point in time we have no choice but to assume that it is of alien construction.” The General replied grimly.

“Has any attempt in contact been made, either them or us?”

“A few ambitious astronomers tried, but no luck as of yet.”

“Well the first thing that needs to be done is first contact.”  The President replied with conviction.  He grasped his wife’s hand for reassurance.  Whether his or hers, it was hard to say.  The President and his wife went and sat at a table, waiting for new information.
After awhile the general came over and reported, “Sir, the media has been quieted for the time being to prevent panic.  As we speak a Banshee class submarine has been broadcasting to the UFO from directly below it.”  The Banshee class was a new class of submarine, developed for the information age.  Using its powerful transmitters it could overwhelm enemy satellites, or other receivers, making them useless.  Or it could relay false information using everything from radio frequency to cell phone communications.  It also had powerful ears to go along with its voice.  Able to listen to signals both below and above the waves, it is able to decode any encryption it comes across using the newest generation of quantum computers.  And let’s not forget its compliment of nuclear missiles.  It was a General’s wet dream.
The President nodded at this information, and was about to relay new orders when a uniformed man ran up to the general.  He saluted, “Sir we’ve just received word that the USS Orbiter, the Banshee class submarine that has been transmitting, has just received a communication, Sir!”

The President started speaking a split second before the General could reply, “Well son, let’s hear it!”

“Sir,” the officer replied nervously,”The message needs to be decoded and translated.”

The president looked a little sheepish, “Well get on it, I need more information.”  The officer saluted and left to do his task.  All of a sudden, warning lights and sirens went off.  The General immediately went into action.

“Mr. President.  It appears that something has left the object and heading towards… The islands of Hawaii!”

“Can we shoot it down?”

“No time sir.”

Everyone in the room watched the screen as the light advanced towards the islands.  The map showed the object hit, but after that nothing.  Nothing was there.  The map just showed more water where the 50th state once was. 

“Where is it?”  Asked a shocked president.

“It’s gone sire.”

“In what sense?”

“Sir, the people, the buildings, hell even the land itself.  We’re registering tsunamis coming out in all directions… Nothing is left.”  Replied a ghostly white officer.
The President sat down before he collapsed.  After a moment, emotions struggled for release.  Through gritted teeth he asked, “Any word on the translation yet?”  His answer was that they needed more time.
He hardly heard the answer, “I want a full retaliation NOW!”  It was more than a yell, yet less than a scream.  It was a call for vengeance.

“Are you sure?” Replied the General, “All we have that can hit it is ICBMs, nukes sir.”

The President looked at the man, and the General stepped back.  The hatred and anger in his eyes were more than apparent, “Then use them, now!  We’ve just lost over a million US citizens today, and no telling how many more when the waves hit the shore.”  The General nodded and barked out orders.

“Missiles fired sir!” The General replied, “T-2 minutes 30 seconds till they hit.”

The President just sat there and held his wife, both finding limited comfort in the other, yet both needing the presence of the other more than any thing else.

“3, 2, 1… Detonation.  Sir… the ship…its still there!”  Just then a man came running across the room with a message in his hand

“Sir, the message has been decoded.  Well to tell you the truth it was never encoded to begin with.  You see sir, the submarine received the message above water, its antenna being the only thing sticking out.  But the message was transmitted towards the water.  When we ran it through an underwater filter, we came across the message… in English.” The officer who delivered the message paused to let it all sink in.

“The message reads: ‘To the beings on the planet below.  We are a peaceful race.  Our ship came under damage while in hyperspace.  We need time for repairs.  When we are done we will leave.’ The message pauses for a minute and you can hear what appears to be an alarm in the background. ‘Warning, warning! One of our shuttles that was affected by the damage has left our docking bay.  It is unmanned and we can not stop it.  When it hits your planet many might die.  We are sorry but we can not stop it.  If you try and attack our shop we will return fire, and there will be little left of your planet.  We are sorry.  Heed our warning.”

The messenger looked up at the President with dread in his eye.  The President stumbled back to the table his wife was at and grabbed her repeating, “I didn’t know.” 
The General stepped up, “Multiple projectiles leaving the ship, heading to points throughout the globe.  Sir we’re deep enough underground to probably survive the initial blast but… God help us.”  He looked down in despair.

“No General,” replied the grim President, “We’re past that… May God have mercy on our souls.”
