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ENCOUNTER 432
A Short Story by Paul Lanbrecht

When the aliens took Violet away, Tomcried. They'd
been taking her in her sleep for years. He would wake up
in a tear and | ook over at the runpled enpty side of the
bed. But his linbs were paral yzed and then his eyes slowy
bl acked over, and he was off in sweet sleep again. And
they always returned Violet, except for this last tine.

Tom sat at his kitchen table in the gathering gl oom of
the evening, his face resting in his hands. This was not
fair. Holy cats, no.

Vi ol et had endured these abductions with grit and
occasional sarcasm She had grown cautious of falling
asleep at all. She naively figured that if she didn't

sl eep, they couldn’'t take her, but a woman can only fight
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her eyelids for so long. They had di scussed novi ng, but
this inevitably brought on a deep nalaise. Sonething in
t hem deni ed the abductions were taking place. And besides,
if the aliens were that attracted to Violet, they surely

woul d have no trouble trailing her to the new house.

* k% *

On the ship they made Violet shower. These details
only recurred to her in snippets, as if fromerotic dreans.
Then they put her on a cold slab and poked and prodded her,
and probed of course. This emascul ated Tom He cursed the
perverse extraterrestrials who usurped his nmarriage, his
bed.

The night before Violet was absconded with, she had
paused in front of a painting of the Last Supper. She had
touched the print wwth her hand. Then she had conpl ai ned
of a headache and taken a pill. Lastly, with her head on
the pillow and a conpress on her forehead, she had repeated

a phone nunber to herself. Tw ce.



Lanbrecht / Encounter / 3 of 14

The next norning, Tom woke up feeling conpletely
rested. He had not awoke in the mddle of the night, and
Violet’s side of the bed was still runpled. Usually in the
nmorning it was pristine, as if her side of the bed had been
made silently. It was therefore with growing alarm the
way in which he descended the stairs, as if he wouldn’t
find her in the kitchen making breakfast. Alas, there was
no coffee, no toast, and no eggs on the table. And no
Vi ol et.

The aliens were very technol ogi cally advanced, Viol et
had said once, and nice enough on nost occasions, but they
needed our air and mnerals, she said. They hoped we coul d

help with that.

* k% *

This bothered Tom for sone reason. Fuck those heeby-
jeebies. He didn't like to think of his wfe as nediating
sone form of apocal yptic nessage, but he went along wth

it. Seenmed like just the thing a bored housew fe woul d
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cone up with, but Tomcouldn’t deny that the abductions
were taking place. That part nade sense, so he guessed it
stood to reason they woul d have sone type of nessage for
her; sone role for her to perform Tomreally honestly
resented that.

He had been on the ship once, he thought--and had seen
many wonen showering in stalls. They didn’t even appear to
be aware what they were doing. Tomfelt guilty staring at
t he wonmen’ s naked bodies for any length of tinme, so he
remenbered running around the corner as if being pursued by
hi s conscience w el ding a bl oody bl udgeon--and there was
anot her bank of shower stalls with showering naked wonen in
them That is all he renmenbered about the alien ship. It
was kind of like a giant girls’ |ocker roomfloating in

outer space.

* k% *

Viol et had been a | ooker in 1972 when they had net.

She had suffered fromterrible headaches at the tine, but
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she seened to like him and six weeks after they net, they
were nmarried.

They pretty nmuch stopped having sex after a year of
marri age, and the year after that, the di sappearances had
started. They happened about once a nonth after that
poi nt .

Tom | ooked up fromhis hands at the clock on the wall,
nmounted in a nautical steering wheel. 9:06 p.m

When Tom | ooked at the clock and noticed the runpl ed
side of the bed and that Violet was mssing, it invariably

read 5:23 a.m

* k% *

The phone was ringing but Tomdidn't answer it. Then
he thought it mght be Violet so he ran to the handset and
| ooked at the flashing caller ID. The phone nunber | ooked
famliar. H's heart pounding, he dialed the nunber.

The nunber that Violet had tw ce repeated the previous

ni ght was for a warehouse in New Jersey. 1In an office on
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the second floor perinmeter of the warehouse was a little
phone on a desk, a desk blotter, several chairs, a file
cabinet, a safe, and a map of Newark. The little phone was
ringing.

The file cabinet was open to a thick sheaf of paper
poking out of a manila folder with the | egend, Gary Gygax
on it. There was a pounding noise originating fromthe

saf e.

* k% *

Gary Gygax had been a scientist but had been erased by
the CIA. The CIA had rifled through the office of Gary’s
busi ness partner, Harry Weaton, and finding the warehouse
abandoned except for a cat, had put the poor beast in the
safe as a surprise for Harry.

Harry Weaton had a theory that aliens were already
[iving anong us, and were subtly convincing world | eaders
to make the Earth an inviting toxic soup for our ET

overl ords.
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Harry Wheaton’s little phone seened to have a m nd of
its own. It would appear to nake and receive calls of its
own accord.

Tom |l et the phone ring six times before he put it back
in the cradle, and breathed a sigh of relief. Then the
phone rang three tinmes before he could answer it.

“Hel l o,” he said.

“Yes,” said a voice on the other end, finally.

“Where’'s ny w fe?” he asked.

“Miolet is home, now.

* k% *

Tom s knuckl es had turned white, and his tone was
clipped--tanping down the rage he felt.

“You are calling Violet’s hone right now. Now pl ease
return her,” he said, neasuring out the syllables, in a
cal msil ky voi ce.

“Violet is a good wonan. W need her help.”
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“Listen you alien bastards, | don’t care what you do
with this planet. You couldn’t do any worse than those
nmorons in Washington DC, but Violet is just a wfe, nother,
and a civilian. She can’'t be that great a help to you.”

Tom pi ctured the voice on the other end of the |ine
considering this, but realized his attenpts to reason were
nost likely futile.

“I'f you want your wife to return to you, then kill
Harry Weat on when you see him”

Then the voi ce hung up on Tom as he was just about to
ask, “Who in thunder is Harry \Weaton?”

Then there was a sharp knock on the door, followed by
two nore.

“Who is 1t?” asked Tom his voice shaking, and then
br eaki ng of f.

“I't’s the CIA, can you let us in? W need to talk.”

Tom answered the door and let two nmen into the house,
both dressed in Hawaiian shirts and khaki shorts.

They all sat at the lanp-lit kitchen table.

* k% *
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Agent Matt Dross began.

“Sir, | regret to informyou that your wwfe is dead.”

“I know,” said Tom dropping his head forward agai n.

“Her body was found with this man’s,” Dross said,
hol ding up a picture of Harry Wheat on.

“Hs nane is Gary Gygax,” continued Dross. “They were
having an affair.”

Tom stared at Dross, and then the other agent, in
di sbel i ef .

“Now you hold on a cotton-pickin nonent.”

“Now, M. Adans, | know you nmay have heard sonet hi ng
el se, but | assure you, we are telling you the truth.”

“You re working with them”

The ot her agent shifted in his chair unconfortably.

“Wth whon?” asked Dross, synpathetically.

“Wth the aliens.”

Dross | aughed but the other agent scow ed.

“Aliens! Have you been drinking?”

“Maybe that’s why your wife was out there | ooking,”
pi ped in the other nean-tenpered agent.

Tom stared himin his spiteful eye. He |ooked on the

verge of doi ng sonet hing.
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Then t he phone rang again.

Tomrose to his feet.

“Don’t answer it,” said Dross.

The ot her agent rose up and picked up the phone.

“This is Tom Adans,” he said nuffling his voice with
hi s hand.

“Yes, Harry, 1'd love to neet you.”

He signaled Dross for a paper and a pen, and then
proceeded to wite for about five mnutes, filling up half
the page wth m croscopic handwiting, then he hung up the
phone, and nodding to Dross, wal ked right out the door.

“Conme on Dross,” he said gruffly.

Dross | ooked at Tom

“Tom |I'msorry for your loss. M advice to you is to
keep your nose out of this.”

When Dross had left, Tom quickly fished his jacket out
of the closet, and as quietly, swiftly, and surreptitiously
as possible, he snuck out the door--and hearing the voices
of the agents trailing down the street, he foll owed.

They wal ked to a beige car parked a bl ock down and
around the corner. Here they |ooked around obviously and
wi thout real regard, and then got into the car. The car
sped of f, though each streetlight it passed gl owed bright

for a nmonent, and then was just as quickly extingui shed.
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* k% *

Tom coul d hear a strange whirring noise, |ike a can-
opener, and | ooki ng above he saw an opaque nass slowy
heading in the direction the car went. The border between
the object in the air and the surroundi ng darkness was
nearly inperceptible. It was so large that Tom coul d keep
pace with it just by wal ki ng.

He had wal ked a few m|es before he noticed the |arge
obj ect had stopped. It was hovering over an enornous gl ass
buil ding. Tomrecogni zed the beige station wagon in an
arcade next to the building. Beyond it he could see in the
gloomtwo nen in Hawaiian shirts speaking with a dark
figure in a white linen suit.

Tom reached in his pocket for the famliar weight of
the mlitary-issue handgun he carried around since being

harri ed and harassed by unearthly visitors.
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He snuck as close as he could to the neeting. “Wy,
it’s Gary Gygax. He’'s not dead,” thought Tom renenbering
the red herring photograph.

Harry Weaton aka Gygax | ooked worried. Then
suddenly, Dross and the other agent pulled their guns out
and pointed them at Wieaton. Tom not thinking, blasted
them away in the back.

Harry Weaton | ooked over to himin shock.

“Are you Tom Adans?” he asked.

“I am Are you Gary Gygax?” Tom asked cocking his

gun...
“No, I'mHarry Wheaton. Gary Gygax was ny busi ness
partner.”
Tom al | owed hinself to be puzzled for only a second.
“Well, | hate to tell you this, but I’mgoing to have
to kill you. It’s the only way | can hope to see ny wife

again.”
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"Wait,” said Tom in an authoritative voice, “Wo is
your w fe?”

“Vi ol et Adans.”

“And where is she? Wo said you had to kill ne?”

Tom poi nted upwards at the dark blob in the sky.

“Them”

“I'f you kill me, they wll prevail. | was going to
take this story to the nedia. Your wife was going to help
me. | was trying to get a hold of you, because the
evidence is in your house. Your wfe nmade a recordi ng of
herself the last time she was up on the ship.”

A cel | phone rang in Wheaton' s pocket.

“Excuse ne,” he said, reaching in and answering the
phone.

Tom | ooked wistfully up at the ship, and then as if
torn apart by two gi ant magnets, back over to Harry.

“Yes, NBC, | have the |ady’ s husband here now. W' Il
have the tapes in thirty mnutes.”

“She was keeping themin ny office, so | would have
themto break the story at the optimal tinme, but | couldn't
trust Gygax, so | gave them back to her,” Harry expl ai ned
to Tom

“And what was the nature of Gygax's relationship with

my wife?” asked Tom
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“VMiolet was a peach,” said Harry, patting himon the
shoul der .

“That she was, Harry,” said Tom enptying the clip
into the man’s chest.

The bl ob overhead made anot her whirring noi se, and
descended.

Tom wal ked into the building towards the elevator. In
his head he could hear Violet’s voice calling to him

“Come honme, Tom” she said.

“Baby, |I'mcomng,” said Tom

END.



