2062, August 7th, 1630 hours
An excerpt of the UGS Patton from official X-COM historical documents… 

The UGS Patton is withdrawn from her patrol duties. It is intended that she provide transport and protection for the Mars expedition, and as a result is stripped of weaponry. Delicate sensor arrays and more scientific equipment replace it. She is manned with scores of top scientists and engineers, with only a tiny complement of X-COM mercenaries remaining to pilot the vessel and fulfill other mundane tasks. On April 23rd, she departs.


Four months later, the vessel reaches Mars. A stable orbit is achieved and detailed scans of the surface are initiated. To test and calibrate the equipment, they begin by scanning the Cydonia base with their new hyperwave pulse sensors. Shortly after the scans, sensors show a tremendous power surge from the base. On Earth, technicians are shocked as contact is lost. Three days later, with still no communication, a high-speed probe is launched. After a three month journey, the probe relays reports back to Earth - there is no sign whatsoever of the missing vessel.

The UGS Patton, mere hours prior to the rendezvous in orbit around Mars, it’s crew abuzz with activity. With such a short ETA to Mars, they were running sorely behind schedule. Engineers struggled frantically to make sure that the hyperwave sensor dishes were in perfect working order and in optimal coordination. Scientists checked and doubled checked the data in regards to Cydonia’s supposed concentration of elerium. All signs pointed to the mission bearing fruit.


Piloting the ship, and performing minor security and police duty, was a small team of X-COM soldiers.  Commander Richter Weindhoven, the leader of the small contingent of mercenaries, sat on the bridge of the Patton, alongside his civilian counterpart Professor Anny Ko. Weindhoven’s jurisdiction was his men, the X-COM soldiers. Anny was the coordinator and overall boss of the civilian personnel on board. Both respected the other’s command and authority with little problem in either direction, as they tended to keep each other in the loop in order to maintain a friendly respect.

“ETA is currently 2 hours and thirty minutes, sir.” Said the X-COM pilot, at the Patton’s helm. “Mars is currently within visual distance. Shall I display on the viewer?”


“Affirmative, on screen.” Said Richter, leaning back in his Captain’s Chair. There was no practical reason for displaying Mars, everyone knew what it looked like. But those under the Commander’s wing for long enough were aware that he was the type to appreciate the visual majesty of a planet floating in space.

“Mars… Red like blood, named after the roman god of war… The aliens couldn’t have picked a more suitable planet.” Said Anny, in a playfully cynical manner. “One would wonder if they picked it out deliberately out of spite, if not for the mere fact it’s the only other planet in the Solar system with the potential to sustain carbon based life.”


“Cease your science jabber. I just like the view…” said Richter, as the forward bridge viewscreen switched from a simple navigation display to a color visual of Mars. The planet took up a majority of the screen, the ship being so close, it was only due to the resolution technology that prevented it from filling the whole screen.


“As you wish, Commander.” Said Anny, as she looked over to a console on the port side of the bridge. It dictated the progress charts of several events taking place, ranging from setting up the hyperwave sensors to simply making sure certain equipment was tested and in working order before the scanning could begin. Text based reports came in from all over, indicating things were on schedule everywhere except in regards to the sensor array. “I wonder what is taking them so long…”
UGS Patton Hyperwave decoder array maintenance room…


“… And so my dickhead lieutenant was shouting at the pilot to move the ship out of there. I mean seriously… Is there really a gauge at which you can dictate how much you ‘fly’? If he simply wanted the pilot to go faster, he needed only to say so!” ranted an X-COM security officer, as the engineering crew put together the needed components for the sensor dish.


“Really?” asked one of the more interested engineers. “And those grenades… None of them worked?”


“Damn right. We musta threw, like, five of those things at the Cultists. Every one of them was a dud!”


“I find that a little hard to believe…”


“Believe it! We just… Pulled the pins and threw ‘em and nothin’ happened. Our CO at the time was one of those dickhole psionics. He didn’t even try lookin’ to find out why our ‘nades didn’t work. He just…”


“PRIVATE SCOTT!” came a firm voice from the entrance into the room.


“Uh oh… Yes sir?”


A man stepped in wearing a Captain’s insignia, clearly not happy. “What the hell are you doing here? These men are working!”


“Just uh… Y’know, keeping a friendly social atmosphere! So they’re comfortable with us walking around with guns ‘n’ stuff.” Said the private with a nervous smirk.


“Get back to your post, now!” demanded the Captain. He promptly turned to the rest of the engineers working, noticing that they were paying more attention to Scott than what they were working on. “And all of you, don’t talk to this man anymore! He’s nothing but trouble. Besides, I don’t think Professor Ko would be very happy to know you’ve been socializing with one of my men instead of getting the array up and running.”


The two X-COM soldiers exited the room, leaving behind a room full of chuckling engineers. Half of which making fun of the private’s absurd, yet unknowingly true, stories.



---1900 hours, the event unfolds---


Crew filled up all the bridge stations, manning the appropriate terminals for sending the hyperwaves into Cydonia, the alien base of the first Alien War. At which point, they could scan and isolate the exact readings of elerium they were looking for to begin with.


“Opening the ventral sensor array now, Captain.” Said the Patton’s pilot.


“Good, what’s the status on the reactor?” requested Richter.


“All power flow is functioning normally, the array is being fed the appropriate amount of energy.” Said one of the scientists manning a separate terminal.


“All other systems nominal?” asked Anny.

“All systems are a go, save for standard external sensors. Those are offline to prevent system confusion when we send the hyperwaves.” Said the same scientist.


“Alright, begin the procedure.” She finally commanded…


A portion of the Patton’s external hull on the ventral side opened up, revealing a pair of rods that extended outward like antennae. The tips of each rod began to separate into two appendages each, molding each into the shape of a “T”. The two appendages began to rotate and spread in a fan-like motion, ending in the creation of two disk shaped hyperwave dishes, aimed at the surface of Mars.


“The hyperwave sensors are online, ma’am.” Informed one of the working scientists.


“Good, aim them at Cydonia’s coordinates…” Anny replied.


“Hit ‘em right between the eyes.” Added Richter, jocularly. A smile was yielded from Anny.

“Initiating scan… Success. The hyperwaves are mapping the geography of the planet as we speak. Reading… Holy crap… The sheer readings of elerium are off the scale.”

Suddenly, as though on cue, a repetitive beeping noise was coming from the same scientist’s console.


“Now this is strange…”


“What is it?” asked Anny, pausing momentarily before walking over.


“I’m getting odd readings… As if… There’s some sort of strong energy build up around the elerium deposits. But I can’t identify it… The hyperwaves don’t recognize that type of energy source.”


“Can you switch back to standard sensors?” asked Richter.


“Negative…” responded Anny, as she double checked the readings. “It would take too much power to deactivate and then reactivate the hyperwave sensors. Besides, I don’t think we’d get much a difference on standard external sensors… Hyperwaves are the most advanced we have.”


“SIR!” shouted out the helm pilot, pointing at the view screen. The whole bridge responded and looked with confusion as a source of light, visible from orbit, could be seen pulsating on the surface of Mars. “What the hell is that? Is that Cydonia?”


“Yes it is…” said the scientist taking readings. “Whatever it is, it appears to be the source of these strange levels of energy.”


“Must be helluva strong, if we can actually see it from way up here…” said the pilot in response.


“It’s growing too… I have no id…”


Suddenly, in a split second, the pulsating light transformed into a long thick beam that blasted from the surface and into the Patton. A violent tremor flowed through the ship, knocking everyone on the bridge out of their seats. The gravity dampening field inside weakened after being struck, and, in conjunction with the inertial dampeners, suddenly everyone on board felt a very slight shift of gravity towards the forward portion of the Patton.

“Damage report!” commanded Richter as he struggled to get back in his chair.


The pilot struggled back into his seat as well and started hitting buttons. “I dunno sir, but whatever that was, it just disabled our engines. She’s dead in the… Oh god no… Sir! Without the engines online, we’re being pulled into Mars’ gravity well!”


“Get the auxiliary thrusters online!” Richter shouted. At this point, most of the scientists were either on the floor covering their heads or wedged under a console. Anny was the only one struggling to get a better report from a stray panel.


“That’s not going to work, Commander.” Said Anny, over a series of automatic klaxon wails that began to fill the bridge. “Power is going erratic… According to this, distribution conduits are blowing all over the ship!”


Suddenly a second beam blasted into the hull of the Patton, this time the beam was perpetual and a greater tug was felt in the forward direction.


“Dear god, sir… The displacement showing on here… The beam is pulling us into the surface at a dangerous velocity! We’re going to crash!”


“All hands abandon ship!” cried out the Commander. He reached for a button on his captain’s chair, activating the ship-wide PA. “All hands abandon ship!” he repeated. “I repeat! All hands abandon ship!”


The rest of the bridge personnel began crawling for the door leading to the aft section where there were life boats and a shuttle. The gravitational force only increased dramatically as they fought against it, causing all of them to trudge towards the door as if fighting back a powerful opposing wind storm.


The Commander stayed in his chair, waiting for the rest of the crew to exit before allowing himself to leave. But he knew it was hopeless. The crew only had seconds to escape. He watched the viewscreen as the surface of Mars rapidly got closer… And closer… The crew had not even managed to make it to the doors of the bridge when the face of Cydonia could be visible to the naked eye, emanating the very beam pulling the Patton in…

“Brace for impact!” he shouted at the top of his lungs, at which point he covered his face with his arms, expecting the blunt embrace of death…


Seconds passed... About a minute… Nothing…


After a few moments the klaxon alarms halted. Richter moved his arms from his face to look out the viewer, nothing but the cold darkness of space dotted with the twinkling beauty of the stars.


“What the hell just happened?” he asked aloud.


The bridge crew stood up from a nigh unanimous fetal position and stumbled over to their respective terminals. The gravitic pull was normal at this point.


“I… Don’t know sir. But…” the helm pilot hit a few buttons on his console and had a purely confused look on his face. “Mars… It’s gone. Nowhere to be seen. I can’t find it through the hyperwave transmitter.”

“Power is normal…” Said Anny. “There is some serious damage to some parts of the ship due to exploding conduits, but fail safes are in place and regulating power normally where it can… The hyperwave dish is functioning normally.”


“Somebody get a full damage report on systems and casualties! Helm, bring up X-Command and send them a may day. As far as I’m concerned, this mission is done.” Weindhoven then stood up and was about to move to another display console.


“Richter…” said Anny, as she stared out the empty viewscreen.


“What is it?”


“The stars… I don’t recognize them. I made it a priority to memorize the pattern of stars around Mars… But… These… I don’t recognize a single pattern!”


Richter moved over to the helm, studied to viewer himself, and turned to the pilot. “Move the external camera about, see if you can get anything out of these stars, Professor.” He exhaled deeply and thought to himself. ‘Where the hell are we?’
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