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 Preface

The Strangers’ Universe. One universe parallel to our own. One
timeline from the beginning to the end. Many stories under one epic
overarching story set across universe and time. The stories from
the Strangers’ Universe told so far are: Truths, Half-Truths and Lies; End of an
Era; Dawn to
Dawn and Just Another Scout.

Each story is linked to other stories by one or more of the
following: character, event, location or time. For example: Alex
from Just Another Scout
makes a brief appearance in Dawn to Dawn, and the brunette
girl from Dawn to Dawn
is one of the main characters in
Truths, Half-Truths and
Lies.

The events of End of an
Era happen 200,000 years before the
Revelation. Dawn to Dawn
happens on May 27th, 2927, the day of the
Revelation. Just Another
Scout is set five years after the
Revelation. Truths, Half-Truths and
Lies happens between years 1947 and
2932, five years after the Revelation, so Chapter 5.8: Truths, Half-Truths and Lies
happens at the same time as Dawn to Dawn,
Chapter 6.0: The Next Dawn
is a direct continuation of Dawn to Dawn, and
Chapter 6.2: Our Raison D’être
comes immediately after the epilogue of
Just Another Scout.

 


 



 Chapter 1.0 – Message from
Space

Captain Rogers
of the United States Army looked disbelievingly at the message he
had just received.

He’d dismissed
it as a joke at first, but when the message had started to repeat
itself over and over, he thought the joke had gone too far and
decided to catch those who dared to joke with the Army.

When he
triangulated the source of the message, he couldn’t believe it. He
double-checked it. He triple-checked it. All checks pointed to the
same origin, somewhere directly above from the listening post. He
went outside and looked at the sky but saw nothing, just a clear
sky full of stars.

He went back
inside and browsed through the manuals he’d not opened since being
stationed here a couple of years ago.

The captain
nearly fell from his chair when he found what he was looking for:
“What to do when receiving messages from space.”

Rogers shook
his head in disbelief and didn’t know whether he should laugh or
not. He even checked the date of the manual, perhaps it was printed
on April Fool’s Day. But it wasn’t, it was printed in October 1945,
right after the war.

The manual
instructed him to listen to the whole message and triangulate the
source to verify if the message really came from space. The manual
also mentioned looking at the actual signal and not just the
message.

He read the
instructions further and again couldn’t believe it when he read
what he was supposed to do next. The manual instructed him on how
to answer the message: the operator should direct the antenna
toward the source and say aloud to radio, in plain English, the
words: “OK. SAME PLACE. SAME TIME.”

After
responding to the message, he had to immediately call to a certain
listening post, in Alaska of all places, and inform the resident
officer there.

Rogers sat down
for a while, still not believing what he had to do. Perhaps this
is a joke after all, a practical joke from my superior
officers, he thought. Or a test of what I’ll do.

After a while,
he shrugged. Instructions are instructions, he thought and
picked up phone, calling the officer in Alaska.

“Yes,” a voice
answered, not even introducing himself.

“Have you
received the message?” the voice asked, and Rogers didn’t know what
to say.

“Apparently,
you did,” voice said. “It’s about time. And did you answer as
instructed?”

Now Rogers had
to answer, so he said quietly, “Yes.”

“Good. Well
done. I feared that you might dismiss it as a joke,” the voice said
and continued, “I am the one you needed to contact. I am Commander
Johnson, United States Navy.”

“Sir,” Rogers
managed to say. After clearing his throat, he continued, “Is this
real, sir? Really?”

“It is,”
Johnson said and waited for the captain to continue. Johnson knew
that the captain would have something to say.

“But it can’t
be real,” Rogers said. “I mean, we’d know if we were waiting for
contact from men from outer space!”

“It is real.
And it is not we who have been waiting. I have been waiting for
them for several years now,” Commander Johnson said.

“But that tale
has to wait for another time. Are you ready?” Johnson asked
abruptly.

“Ready for
what?” Rogers asked, surprised and suspiciously.

“I want you to
come with me,” Johnson said, “because you received the message and
answered it.”

“But,” Johnson
continued, “if you do accompany me, your life will change—forever.
And you can’t turn back after you make the decision.”

Rogers was
quiet again. There was no way he could have expected this. In fact,
he had expected no one to answer the call. And even if someone did
answer, he hadn’t expected that someone would be waiting for a
message from space. Now, that someone was asking Rogers to
accompany him to meet the men from space.

“What do you
mean?” Rogers asked, still suspicious.

“I mean that if
you come with me, your life will change,” the commander answered.
“Other than that, I can’t say anything else yet.”

Rogers was
again quiet for a moment. He no longer thought this was a joke. The
commander’s tone was dead serious.

Rogers took a
deep breath.

“I know this is
a big decision,” the commander said as he heard Rogers’ deep
breath. “I had a similar experience, expect nobody asked me to
decide. The decision was made for me.”

“Do I have to
decide now?” Rogers asked. Part of him definitely wanted to see
this through, but another part was terrified.

“Not yet. But
when I come to the rendezvous point and we meet, I will ask again,
and then you have to decide. So be prepared,” Commander Johnson
said.

“Where’s the
rendezvous and when it is? I answered ‘Same place and same time.’
So you know,” Rogers said.

“Of course I
know,” the commander said. “It’s at Roswell, New Mexico. In three
months. Tuesday, May 27th at 22:00.”

 Chapter 1.1 – Messages to
Pentagon

Commander
Johnson put the phone down. The captain is a good officer,
Johnson thought. After all, he did as was instructed.

He’d agreed
that Rogers would meet him at Roswell in the morning of May 27th,
and there Rogers would tell him whether he would accompany Johnson
to the meeting with the extraterrestrials.

“At last,” the
commander said aloud and leaned back in his chair, looking at the
ceiling as if he were speaking to someone up there; or, more
accurately, to someone beyond the ceiling.

Perhaps they
can hear me, the commander thought as he looked at the ceiling.
But he knew that they couldn’t, not unless they chose to. And
Johnson was certain they didn’t choose to hear him now—if ever.

They’d been
quite clear about the upcoming meeting when the commander met them
the last time; in the Pacific during the early days of the war. And
finally, in only in three months, he would meet them again and
they’d negotiate the terms of mutual cooperation.

Johnson sighed.
He’d been waiting this for years, and now he, and he alone, would
decide the future of Earth. For better or for worse, he hoped he
could get a good deal, but that was far from certain.

They had said
they would barter for three items, which could be anything. They
would name three items, one at a time, and the commander would name
an item in exchange. But there was a catch. They’d have to reach
agreement at once. It wasn't possible to change the item after it
had been named.

So, they would
name one item, and if Commander agreed, then he would name one item
in exchange. Then they would both judge the value of the offered
items, and if both parties agreed, the deal would be made. If
either didn’t agree, then that was it and they’d move on to the
next item. Commander Johnson would walk away from this meeting with
anything from zero to three items.

Since the
encounter in the Pacific, he’d thought a lot about what he would
ask for, but he had absolutely no clue what they might require in
return.

The commander
knew he had to be careful and not agree to anything that would have
permanent, and negative, effects on human civilization.

He sighed again
and looked out of the window. It was snowing, and it looked like a
serious snowstorm was coming, perhaps before nightfall.

Now he had to
take care of some official business. Although he had been
responsible for communications with the men from outer space since
the war, there was something he needed to do to cement that
position.

Johnson smiled
as he thought about that. Everyone thought this position was a
joke, and sure enough, he’d been sent here as punishment.
Well, he thought, The joke’s on them. And he laughed
out loud when he thought about what he could achieve.

He took a
message he’d already prepared, filled in the Captain Rogers’ name
and sent it immediately. Then he worked through the night and the
following day until late evening before he’d managed to prepare all
the messages he needed to write and had sent them to the
Pentagon.

He left the
office and was surprised to see that the snow had stopped. Johnson
ignored the cold as he looked at the sky full of stars and walked
home.

 Chapter 1.2
– Another
Opportunity

Captain Rogers
was a very confused man after his call with Commander Johnson. As
he put the phone down, he felt as if his life had already
changed.

In three
months, the Captain thought, in Roswell, New Mexico. How am
I supposed to get there? And what choice did he have?

The captain’s
listening station was in Bermuda, and his post there wouldn’t be
finished for another two years. He couldn’t think how he could get
to Roswell. He didn’t have any vacations coming, and his commanding
officer wasn’t known to be very people friendly when it came to
anything other than military duty. Even if Rogers got time off, his
superiors would want an explanation, and he really didn’t think
that he should talk about this to others.

He kept the
message from space and the call to Commander Johnson to himself and
made sure that no one would know about them. Then he sat quietly
thinking until the morning, and if there were any other messages,
he didn’t notice them. At last, when morning came, he went home and
realized he didn’t remember anything of what had happened after the
call with the Commander Johnson.

Captain Rogers
went straight to bed and, surprisingly, he fell asleep almost
immediately, not waking until late afternoon when somebody knocked
at the door. Feeling tired, he went to open the door and, to his
astonishment, his commanding officer was standing there.

“Good day,
Captain,” Major Stevens said.

“Sir. This is a
surprise,” Rogers said, straightening himself up. “I apologize,” he
said, as he was wearing only bathrobe. “I was still sleeping after
the night duty.”

“Don’t worry
about it. May I come in?” the major asked.

“Of course,”
Rogers replied and waved the major in. “Please.”

Rogers pointed
the major to a couch in the living room and asked, “Can I get you
anything? Coffee?”

“No thanks. I’m
in a hurry, but I wanted to give this to you personally.”

“Sir?” Rogers
said, slightly worried. He was afraid Stevens might have learned
about what happened during the night.

“I just
received an interesting message,” the major said.

“Sir?” Rogers
asked and cleared his throat.

“I got orders
from the Pentagon that you have been reassigned. Effective
immediately. It’s signed by the Admiral of the Pacific Fleet.”

Rogers didn’t
know what to say, and his face betrayed his complete surprise.

Stevens
continued after a short pause. “What’s even more interesting is the
location of your reassignment. It’s at the Roswell Army Air Field
in New Mexico.”

Captain Rogers
had to sit down. It must have been Commander Johnson, he
thought. He’s behind this. He tried to sound normal when he
asked, “Sir, was there any reason for this reassignment?”

Of course, the
Rogers guessed quite correctly that the reason for reassignment was
the meeting with... the men from space, but he couldn’t say that to
the major.

“No. I tried to
call this admiral, but I was routed to some Navy commander. I
believe he said his name was Johnson. He told me that your profile
fits a certain, and highly classified, operation that the Navy has
in mind for later this year,” Stevens said. “He wouldn’t say
anything more.”

Both men stood
from the couch.

“So,” Major
Stevens said, “I guess you need to start packing. These orders say
that your travel arrangements have been made and your flight to the
mainland leaves tomorrow morning.”

The major
walked to the front door, but before leaving he shook the Rogers’
hand and said, “Too bad to lose you. You are a good officer and
you’ve done a fine job here.”

“Thank you,”
Rogers said and saluted the major, who returned the salute and left
Rogers to his apartment.

Well,
well, Rogers thought. No need to worry about how to get to
New Mexico in three months.

Captain Rogers
didn’t have much to pack and he was ready before the evening.

He decided to
have a dinner in the local restaurant in town. He hoped to see the
waitress there, Tracy. He and Tracy had talked a couple of times,
and Rogers liked the girl. But now he was leaving and wouldn’t get
a chance to get to know her any better. Rogers sighed. Another
lost opportunity, he thought.

Rogers walked
to town and watching the stars come out and then abruptly stopped
and gazed upwards. Before last night, the stars had been just
lights in the sky, but now... he felt small, and he felt more than
a little afraid. He knew what his decision would be when the
commander asked him.

Rogers gazed at
the stars for couple of minutes, enough time to draw the attention
of a couple coming back from the town. Rogers pretended to clear
his throat and then continued towards the restaurant.

He had a good
dinner and managed to concentrate on reading the local newspaper.
After dinner, he had a couple of drinks at the bar, hoping to see
Tracy. He didn’t know what to say to her if he did see her, but
that wasn’t a problem, as Tracy wasn’t there that evening so Rogers
went home to sleep and wait for the morning flight to the
mainland.

 Chapter 1.3 – The Preparer

Commander
Johnson received responses to his messages within a month, and he
was like a little boy on a Christmas Day when he opened the
letters.

He couldn’t
believe his eyes as he read the responses, and he had to read them
several times to be sure that they were real.

Then he laughed
and literally jumped up and down in his office. All his requests
had been approved and, most importantly, they had been signed by
President Harry Truman himself. That made them official—very, very
official. Although Johnson was certain that nobody had read the
messages he had sent entirely. He’d carefully crafted very lengthy
messages and had hidden the most important requests within the
letters, but the requests had been there, in plain sight, if anyone
had looked, and now they were signed, they were official and they
were legal.

Johnson laughed
again and noticed a handwritten note among the responses that he
hadn’t read yet.

He read the
sender first; it was from the new Commander-in-Chief of the U.S.
Pacific Fleet. Johnson had served with him before the war and
remembered him as a good officer. He didn’t think the admiral would
remember him.

He was wrong
because the admiral’s letter said: “You were a good officer once,
and I’m sorry to see your decline. Enjoy Alaska. You’ll remain
there for the rest of your career.”

Well,
Johnson thought. I guess he heard about what happened during the
war. But it doesn’t matter, not anymore after my requests were all
approved. They must think I’m crazy, and they’ve done this to
underline the joke on me.

Johnson laughed
aloud again. It’s a good joke, but they don’t even know what the
joke is. He smiled to himself.

Now that his
requests had been approved, Johnson could work more openly, and if
somebody asked any questions, he would just show them the letters
or say to contact the President to confirm the orders.

The easiest
part had been to reassign Rogers to Roswell, and he had seen
reports that he was already there. Johnson had arranged for Rogers
to be stationed at the control tower, where he could see what was
happening. Johnson and Rogers hadn’t been in contact since the
phone call and Johnson didn’t intend to contact him before the
morning of the meeting.

The reports
he’d seen about Rogers said that he performed his duties well and
without complaints. Good soldier, his commanding officer at Roswell
had said. He was also liked by his commanding officer, Major
Stevens, in Bermuda. Johnson hadn’t been surprised when he received
the call from Stevens about the reassignment orders, so he’d
arranged in advance that any calls would be routed to him.

Johnson
prepared for the upcoming meeting as best he could. He had to
reassign certain people, especially from the Air Force, and he had
to make sure that no one who might understand what was happening
was on duty that night. He arranged exercises, transfers of all
kinds, and he even had to make sure that the daughter of a
particular Air Force general would get married on the Saturday of
the week when the meeting took place. That meant the general would
be very busy as the father of the bride during that week, and he
wouldn’t have time to look into anything odd—in case he happened to
come cross anything odd in the first place.

All in all,
Commander Johnson rearranged events, schedules, travel and
vacations affecting practically all military personnel in the
United States with the exception of a few East Coast states. He
also had to make sure no one would notice anything out of the
ordinary.

Only someone at
the Pentagon looking at whole picture might notice something, but
he carefully kept the Pentagon out of the loop whenever possible.
When it wasn’t possible, he tried to make sure that his own people
would be in the Pentagon at the time of the meeting.

Johnson had
very busy April and the first weeks of May, but he managed to get
everything in order. The next step was to travel to Roswell and
prepare for the meeting. He decided to take a long route by ship
and use the time to think about his approach and what he wanted
from the meeting.

He had three
items he wanted, and he really hoped the aliens would agree to
them. However, it all depended on what they wanted in return. If
Johnson was lucky, he would get all three items, but if not, he had
to decide whether to put his own interests ahead of humankind as a
whole.

Then there was
the question of Captain Rogers. If he decided to join the meeting,
any agreement that Johnson made would also be extended to
Rogers.

Before leaving
Alaska, Johnson had to decide whether or not to come back, even if
the admiral had clearly said in the letter that this was where he
would spend the rest of his career. But Johnson really didn’t care
what the admiral said. He had his back covered, and he could choose
to be anywhere he wanted. He could even build a totally new base.
But that might draw unnecessary attention, Johnson thought.
Well, it all depends on the meeting anyway. I guess I need to
come back here after all regardless of the meeting results.

Johnson took
his luggage and left to the ship heading south.

 Chapter 1.4 – Bored in
Roswell

Captain Rogers
had been in Roswell for a while now, and he was bored. His duties
as a radio operator weren’t quite what he’d wanted or expected
after the transfer. However, in all honesty, it was actually pretty
close to what he’d wanted after the war–an easy job.

That was before
he received the message, however, and before he’d talked with
Commander Johnson.

Rogers now
wanted some action to speed up time, which had crawled ever since
he got to Roswell, and each day seemed longer than the previous
one. But in just two days, on Tuesday morning, he’d finally meet
Commander Johnson. Rogers couldn’t even begin to imagine what would
happen later that day when they met the men from space.

The base
commander had given Rogers a few days off starting on Tuesday, and
timing for it was a little too convenient to be coincidence. When
he received the message about the time off, he welcomed it as a
pleasant surprise and didn’t think too much about it. But then,
when he heard from colleagues that there had been changes in the
roster, he became suspicious.

He didn’t tell
anyone that he had a few days off and, out of curiosity, he went to
the commanding officer’s office to see the roster. There were
indeed a lot of changes, but they were so small that no one noticed
them unless they saw them all together; and someone would also need
to know that there was something to look for. Then it became
obvious, all the changes meant the base would be practically empty
on Tuesday evening.

Rogers was
amazed that no one had noticed. Then he realized that these changes
had been done on Friday, and the commanding officer had been away
since Thursday. No one had noticed because no one was there to
notice. Rogers took a deep breath.

This isn’t a
coincidence, he thought. This must be Johnson’s doing. But
how can a Navy commander do these kind of arrangements on an Army
base? Or is there someone higher in the ranks doing this?

Rogers quickly
left the office and went to his apartment. He was on duty the
following day, so he spent the evening at home. But then on
Tuesday, he had a day off, and in the morning, he would meet
Commander Johnson in the town.

Rogers wouldn’t
have been surprised to learn that the commander was already in
Roswell.

Commander
Johnson had arrived early Saturday morning. He had worn civilian
clothes, as he didn’t want to raise any questions about what a
naval officer was doing in New Mexico.

Johnson checked
in at the hotel and then went out of town to the site where the
meeting would take place.

Everything
is just like the first time, he thought. The place was out of
the way so no one would accidentally turn up. The only odd thing
there, if anyone was looking for odd things, were some blackened
rocks at the location where the aliens had landed many years
before.

Johnson picked
up a few blackened rocks and tried to scrape the surface, but it
had no effect, the black in the rocks was burned into them as if
they’d always been like that.

He wandered
around the place trying to look at anything that would give hints
to why this place had been chosen, but he couldn’t think of any
reason for this particular place. Perhaps it was just randomly
chosen, but Johnson was reluctant to accept that. He also wondered
why he had been chosen. Why me? he’d thought almost every
day since the first encounter. He shrugged and went back to
Roswell.

He passed the
Army Air Field on his way, and he saw that there was still some
activity going on there. He’d made sure that on Tuesday it was
almost empty. The Army, Air Force and Navy had equipment that might
detect something unusual happening, so he’d worked hard to make
sure that no one in the country would notice anything out of the
ordinary.

Johnson
wondered if Rogers suspected what he’d done. He’d arranged Rogers’
a day off on Tuesday, and if he didn’t know it already, he’d know
about it the next day.

Back at the
hotel, Johnson thought about the meeting. He knew what he wanted,
and if he got it then... well, anything would be possible. But I
mustn’t get ahead of myself. After the meeting, only then can I
move forward, Johnson thought.

He spent Sunday
and Monday mostly locked in the hotel room, and he only went out to
eat lunch and dinner.

On Monday
evening, he went to bed early and slept like a baby the whole
night.

 Chapter 1.5 – In or Out

Commander
Johnson woke up early on Tuesday morning feeling relaxed. He’d done
everything he could to prepare for the meeting, and he only needed
to meet with Captain Rogers and then go to the meeting place to
wait for the evening—with Rogers or without him.

The morning
went by quickly and soon it was close to 10 a.m., the time to meet
with Rogers. Johnson only took a small briefcase with him and went
outside to a nearby cafeteria, where he and Rogers would meet.

As Johnson
walked towards to cafeteria, he noticed a man walking from the
opposite direction and immediately knew the man was Rogers. He had
civilian clothes, and that delighted the commander. They hadn’t
talked about clothing, but apparently Rogers had figured out that
civilian clothes would be more appropriate for today. Both Rogers
and Johnson arrived at the door to the cafeteria at the same
time.

“Captain
Rogers, I presume,” said Johnson, extending his hand.

“Yes.” Rogers
nodded and they shook hands. “Commander Johnson. Very good to meet
you at last.”

“Likewise,”
said Johnson. “Shall we go inside and have a cup of coffee?”

“After you,”
Rogers said, and the Johnson went in first.

The men entered
the almost empty cafeteria and took seats by the window. They
didn’t say anything until the waitress arrived.

“Anything for
you, gentlemen?” she asked.

“Just coffee
for me, thank you,” Johnson replied.

“Coffee and
breakfast toast for me, thank you,” Captain Rogers said, as he was
a little hungry.

Commander
Johnson found himself looking at the waitress as she left to
fulfill the order.

“Pretty girl,”
he said to Rogers as he turned towards him. “Do you have a family?”
Johnson asked.

Rogers thought
he sounded a little strange, although the question was perfectly
normal. “No,” he replied. “And I’m not seeing anyone at the moment
either.”

“Good,” Johnson
said.

Rogers was
already waiting for the question from Johnson, but he went silent
when the waitress brought coffee for both of them and toast for
Rogers.

“Thank you,”
both men said and smiled at the girl.

Johnson took a
sip of coffee before he began. “All right,” he suddenly said, “are
you in or out?”

Although Rogers
was waiting for the question, he didn't expect it to be so blunt.
He was about to answer when Johnson interrupted.

“Before you say
anything, you must understand that this will have a profound effect
on you for the rest of your life. You can never turn back if you
decide to be in,” Johnson said. “And you can never change your mind
afterwards. If you decide to get out now, there’s no way back.”

“I asked about
a family,” Johnson continued, “because if you had a family, you’d
be out, and I would have walked away already. You can’t have any
attachments if you decide to go through with this. Do you
understand?”

Rogers didn’t
say anything for a moment. He didn’t have a family or a girlfriend.
His friends were the other side of the country, and he hadn’t
really befriended anyone at Roswell yet. His parents were dead, and
as he thought about it, he was a little surprised to realize that
he didn’t have any attachments at all.

“I understand
perfectly,” Rogers said and took a bite of the toast.

“Good. I’ll ask
you once and only once, and you can answer only once. You will have
no second chances,” Johnson said with a tone of voice that didn’t
allow any arguments. “Are you in or out?”

Rogers took
much less time than Johnson anticipated and that too delighted him.
It was good to meet someone who knew what he wanted. Or at least
thought he knew what he wanted.

“I’m in,”
Captain Rogers said and took a sip of his coffee.

Johnson smiled.
“Excellent! Welcome aboard.”

 Chapter 1.6 – Exclusive
Club

“You joined a
very exclusive club, I must say,” Johnson said. “I don’t know if
you’ve guessed, but I’m not the only one who knows about the
meeting tonight. There are others across the country. And in other
countries as well around the world. In Europe, Asia and Africa. But
I’m the only one who knows what the meeting is about,” Johnson
continued. “And I will tell you that the meeting is to arrange a
deal with the extraterrestrials or ‘men from outer space’.”

Rogers raised
his eyebrows. A deal?

“We will give
them three different items that they want, and we will tell them
what three things we want in return,” Johnson said. “And I haven’t
got the slightest idea what items they want. But I know what I
want. In the end, I might get all three or none of them,” Johnson
continued. “The deal is quite simple in fact.”

Rogers listened
quietly. Of all the possible purposes for the meeting, he would
never have guessed that they were going to do a deal.

“They name
their first item,” Johnson said, “and if I agree with it, I name
one item in exchange. If they decide that the value of my offering
is enough compared to theirs, then the deal is done. And we move to
the next item.”

“Sounds
simple,” Rogers said.

“Yes, it does.”
Johnson agreed. “But there is a catch. Neither one can change the
item after it’s been named. It has to be agreed at once or we move
to the next item. And there’s more. When either party names an
offering, then the other has exactly thirty seconds to respond to
either agree or disagree. If there’s no response, it will be
interpreted as agreeing without naming an item in exchange. After
the item for the exchange has been named, the other has thirty
seconds to either agree or disagree. If agreed, then the exchange
is made. The same thing for the next item. If previous items were
not agreed before, it may be named again as the second or third
item ,” Johnson explained. “So, we have three, and only three,
items we could walk away with, and we can give away anything from
zero to three items.”

“That still
sounds simple,” Rogers said. “But it could be difficult in practice
if you have no idea what the other side wants.”

“Indeed. The
three items I have in mind may be of little value compared to what
they want. Or vice versa,” Johnson explained.

“And what do
you want?” Rogers asked out of curiosity.

Johnson smiled
and said, “You’ll see soon enough.”

Rogers and
Johnson finished their coffee and toast. Johnson added a generous
tip to the bill and they left the cafeteria. It was noon and still
many hours until the meeting.

“What now?”
Captain Rogers asked.

“Now we go to
the meeting site and wait there,” Johnson said as they walked to
his car to drive to the site of the meeting.

“Same place,
same time,” Rogers said. “You met them here?”

“I did. I still
don’t know if it was by accident or by design. I hope one day I can
ask them.”

Johnson paused
and Rogers waited for him to continue, but he didn’t.

“Commander?”
Rogers said, “if I may ask… was it you who arranged my reassignment
here in Roswell? And did you arrange my day off for today? And days
off and leave for others?”

Johnson glanced
at the captain, “You noticed, eh? Very good. I did,” Johnson
answered. “And not only for the Roswell base but all the bases in
the entire country.”

“Are you
serious?” Rogers asked incredulously. “How could you do that? Won’t
anyone notice?”

“Some, like
you, may notice. But you only noticed for your own base. I doubt
that anyone will notice that similar things have happened in the
whole country. Except the Pentagon of course. But I arranged that
so even the Pentagon doesn’t have a clue,” Johnson said, smiling.
“And I also put my people at certain key positions in the Pentagon,
so I’m pretty sure that no one knows about this, and we’ll be left
alone tonight.”

Rogers listened
dubiously. That kind of work was too much for a single Navy
commander.

“How could you
do that?” Rogers asked again. “You are only a commander. No
offense,” he added quickly.

“None taken,”
Johnson said, still
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