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			1

			. . . Her Father's Burden

			Katrina filled the tub with cold water. She had learned to live through the sudden intrusions of pain only she could describe. It starts with being disoriented, then the symptoms get worse. An abrupt rise in body temperature signals a need for urgency. Her spine begins to burn and her head feels like it is being split in two down the middle, as if the hemispheres are repulsed by each other, forcing their way through her skull.

			When she first experienced the sensations years ago, she was advised by a psychic assassin that cold water would slow down her neurotransmitters, giving her relief. Robert, her life partner, made it his responsibility to assist Katrina when he found out about her unique condition.

			Robert rushed to the bathroom with a bucket of ice, dumping it into the tub. Katrina’s condition made her hypersensitive to noise, and the crashing cubes and splashes compounded her misery. Robert helped her disrobe and guided her to the freezing water. She immersed herself gently. The ice-cold bath instantly soothed her. The burning in her spine and head pain subsided. Such was the routine she was destined to act out to alleviate this side effect of her psychic ability.

			No longer hijacked by the pain, she asked Robert to bring her paper and a pen. Robert returned to her side, monitoring her for signs of hypothermia. Katrina proceeded to write a long-overdue letter to her only child, Emma.

			

			Dearest Sweetheart,

			I never thought I would live long enough to see you grow into the intelligent, lovely young woman you have become. I am so blessed.

			You are the love of my life and always have been. You are the reason I survived the trials I was put through. You are the reason I rise in the morning.

			I have often wondered what your young mind was thinking trying to process what was happening to me. Although you did not comprehend the dangers you were put in, I believe you sensed things were not the way they should have been.

			I can’t imagine any other family has ever endured the torture, the threats, and the betrayals that we shared together. I regret that I had to put Grandma through that. I wish I could have told her the things I am telling you. It’s ironic. We weren’t quite the nuclear family, yet we are the product of the nuclear age.

			I prayed you would not be cursed with the gift I have. I am relieved to know that I did not pass that trait on to you. Every life-changing decision in my control was made with you in mind.

			I am also relieved that you turned out to be “normal” emotionally. I know that you still have bad dreams about us being chased or seeing me suffer helplessly. I hope someday you find it in yourself to forgive me for not being like most normal mothers.

			I will continue to love you dearly and look forward to seeing your smile again—hopefully, soon.

			I will love you always,

			Mom

			With a sense of accomplishment, Katrina gave the pad of paper and pen back to Robert and exited the tub. Then she thanked him for his support, leaning her wet body against him, reaching up and pressing her cold lips on his. He didn’t mind that she made his shirt and pants wet. Robert set the pad on the counter and reached for a towel, draping it over Katrina’s shoulders, and pulled her closer while drying her back. She took the towel and finished drying herself as Robert left the room, taking her letter to Emma, still on the pad, with him.

			Several minutes later, Robert knocked on the door. “Your dad is on the phone,” he said.

			Katrina’s father was calling from a retirement home near Washington, DC. Now approaching ninety years old, Commander Edwin Juno Hermann, USN retired, knew his time on Earth was about to end. Katrina stopped what she was doing, stunned her estranged father would call. She had ended the relationship with her father after the passing of her mother.

			Robert opened the door and handed Katrina the phone. She looked at it like she was looking at a strange object. The old man sat listening for something, a voice, breathing.

			“Hello? Katrina are you there? It’s your father.”

			Katrina continued to look at the device in her hand that relayed the voice she hadn’t heard for years.

			“Katrina!”

			The shout startled her out of her trance-like condition. She raised the phone to speak. “I’m here Dad. I . . . had to put something I was working on down to pick up the phone. You probably should realize I am very surprised you called.”

			The old man didn’t respond immediately. Katrina could hear him put his hand over the receiver to block a coughing episode. His voice was much weaker and more throaty than the thunderous and direct one she remembered.

			“I won’t take too much of your time, Katrina. Matter of fact, I am running out of time, but I didn’t call about that so you would feel sorry for me.” Her father paused for a breath. Katrina let him continue. “I need you to come to DC and see me. I . . . I am not proud of how we are—separated, not caring as a family should be.”

			Katrina resisted saying anything defensive or offensive, even if it was the truth. Hearing her father express his feelings, any feelings that resembled a human, was unexpected and strangely awkward.

			Her father paused to wait for a response. His silence was rewarded by hearing her first words—which were not what he wanted to hear.

			“For the record, we never really behaved like a family under your command. So, you’re dying and you want to see me before it’s too late?”

			

			“I am ill, and I will probably not make it to the new year. But the reason is not what you think. There is something I need to tell you face-to-face, and there’s something I have to show you so you have a better understanding of how we all got the way we are. I am not calling for my benefit, Katrina. I am calling for your benefit, your sanity, and your self-awareness.”

			“Alright Dad. You got me. I mean, damn. You know what I went through. If you are going to tell me something I didn’t know about me, you, Mom, or my brother, I want to be there.”

			***

			After saying she’d be there as soon as possible, Katrina set down the phone, thinking about their past. Katrina’s father would mistreat and verbally abuse her mother, even as her mother succumbed to the deterioration of Alzheimer’s. He was not a nurturing father. Although she understood that it was wrong in her own mind to take herself out of his life, she felt visits would resurrect unbearable memories of sorrow and pain. Katrina privately asserted that her father had made little effort to make her mother’s last months more comfortable. Now that it was his turn to pass, she would not mistreat him as he had his wife. She imagined releasing a fury of words of scorn and revenge upon seeing him. Would it matter now? Would the fact that her father was facing his last days prompt him to apologize for the way he had treated his family?

			As promised, Katrina booked the first available flight from Santa Fe to Dulles International Airport. Two days later, Robert drove her ninety minutes to Santa Fe to catch a midday flight to Dulles with a two-hour layover in Dallas. She arrived at Dulles International Airport after 9 p.m. Her bag seemed heavier than when she first boarded, as did her heart when she arrived. On the phone, her father had indicated no sign of reconciliation, and it troubled her. She picked up her rental car and drove to Alexandria where she found lodging near her father’s retirement home.

			While pacing the small hotel room, clicking aimlessly through the selections on her TV, she recalled being the unwilling witness to her father’s insults. The soundtrack of her youth ran through her mind like scratchy vocals of an angry singer: the acts of her obedient, docile mother being berated by an obnoxious, boorish man, while Katrina hid from his view. However, unlike popular sitcoms of that era, there was no laughing audience.

			The next morning, Katrina was awakened by her father’s call. Even in his late eighties, he still rose with the dawn, as if readying himself for reveille and falling-in call, maintaining the warrior mentality. Most of the people that lived in the retirement home were known by their first names. Edwin Hermann was known to everyone as Commander, wearing his hard-earned rank everywhere. The staff followed his demand to conciliate. Having never shed his rank, not even with his family, he commanded his daughter to pick him up at 10 a.m. He needed her to take him to Arlington National Cemetery to visit an “old friend.”

			Katrina arrived fifteen minutes early to find the commander, with the assistance of an orderly and a quad-cane, entering the lobby. Her plan to sit and warm up to him over a cup of coffee was quashed when her father insisted they leave immediately.

			The drive to the national cemetery took only twenty minutes. As she navigated the Beltway and the exits to their destination, Katrina’s father controlled the conversation.

			“How are they treating you, Dad?”

			“Keep your eyes on the road. The orderlies tell us there is an accident almost every morning on this mess they call an expressway.”

			Katrina repeated the question.

			“You saw it didn’t you?”

			“Saw what?”

			“Respect! Order! I’ve instilled those civilians with a degree of uniformity and protocol!” The elderly man struggled to get his words out as he cleared his throat. “It’s a wonder that place was successful before I arrived.”

			“I wanted to ask you . . .”

			“Your father may be old, but he hasn’t lost his wits—not like your mother.”

			Katrina resisted saying anything in defense of her mother. She sought to avoid stress and conflict during this rare visit.

			“They look up to me there. In fact, I even settle arguments between the residents. You know there are all kinds living in that building—just like the service. You have to know how to talk to people. You have to recognize the situation. The other day—well, last month—something on the TV caused a couple guys to get into a shouting match about whether or not it’s right to kneel at a sports event during the national anthem!”

			“There are a lot of people that claim it’s disrespect for the flag.”

			“Is that what you think? My God! Where did you get that?”

			“No, Dad!—I’m just saying, not everyone thinks like us!”

			“Well, they are wrong! Not many things are important enough for me to stop a crossword puzzle and get out of my chair, but for this argument, I was not going to be idle.” Katrina’s father caught his breath before he resumed. “First, I said to the two, it is not a protest! Protests are vocal where people hold signs or banners. It’s a demonstration. Second, their cause is not unreasonable. What do you want them to do? Riot? That doesn’t work. March? There would probably be arrests. This is their way of telling us that their life, their challenges, their treatment are not the same as others. Then I told them I didn’t wear the uniform so we would let people who believe minorities should not have the same rights as others get away with it.”

			Katrina noticed her father raise a hand to cheek to wipe a tear away.

			“That quieted both of them, since I was the only one who ever wore a uniform. I told them that even though I don’t see anything wrong with kneeling as a demonstration, I love our flag and our country. The act of kneeling during the anthem is the ultimate sign of a free society.”

			Katrina changed the subject. “Who are we going to visit, Dad? Were you in the Navy together?”

			“You’ll find out soon enough. You might say we worked together—briefly.” He coughed through nearly every word he spoke.

			It was Katrina’s first visit to Arlington National Cemetery. Her father had been there several times, some for official duty as part of an honor guard during the Korean and Vietnam Wars. After exiting the sheltered underground parking, Katrina buttoned up her light jacket. Edwin welcomed the fresh air on his face, a pleasant contrast to the staleness of the retirement home. A spring landscape greeted visitors paying respect to the fallen. Blossoms graced the hallowed grounds to herald nature’s renewal. Katrina was struck by the symbolism. Death was not the finality most people fear. She believed death allowed one’s spirit to seek a new existence based on the life just lived. She wondered about her father’s spiritual fate, based on the callousness of his words and actions toward his family. Why was it so difficult for him to show kindness? Was his military bearing driven so deeply into his core that it made the effort of being a gentle and caring father unfathomable?

			Katrina seated her father in a wheelchair borrowed from the retirement home, allowing him the independence to move under his own power, but his aged body was tough for him to move, little more now than a feeble skeleton with crepe paper skin. Even his will was muted. Frustrated, the retired Navy officer ordered her to exit through the visitors’ center to the west, still not revealing his destination. He knew exactly where to go; he had no need for the map Katrina had picked up at the information desk. He directed her north on Schley, then left on Custis, uphill to Section 30.

			“You can stop now. We are here.”

			“Whose grave are you going to, Dad?”

			The once robust Navy officer slowly raised his trembling arm, extended his bony index finger, and pointed to a large granite stone marker not far from the walk: “JAMES FORRESTAL.”

			Katrina’s eyes elevated, as did her heart. “You were friends with Forrestal?” she asked, surprised.

			“We weren’t friends.” He paused, short of breath. “I would not have done what I did without his direct involvement in my career.” Her father paused again to catch his breath. “Katrina, everything that happened to you was because of him. If I had known long ago, before I had even met your mother, that my future children would suffer because of my career choice, I would have stayed where I was in the Army, instead of transferring to the Navy.”

			This was as close to an apology as Katrina had ever imagined getting from her father. His words were not about lost opportunities of love and tenderness; they seemed to be about something much deeper. She remained silent, keeping her eyes on the stone marker.

			Her father pointed to a bench near the walk and told her to sit and learn about how her fate had been decided before she was born. “Katrina, before I leave this prison of a planet, I want to let you know how it all happened.” He scanned the cemetery grounds. In the distance he could make out a small group of people and an honor guard that was laying to rest a draped coffin. His own final resting place would likely be near there. He raised his head and looked up at the cerulean sky. It was the sky or something from the sky that started all the chaos that would affect his family.

			

			***

			Army Private Edwin Hermann’s first assignment was at Roswell Army Air Field. It was July 9, 1947. His outfit had just completed a thorough sweep of a rancher’s property, thirty miles north of the installation. The rancher and the town’s citizens had done a good job of picking out choice fragments and parts of an exotic craft that had crashed a couple days prior. Various government agencies were dispatched to the town to retrieve those fragments from the private citizens and take the materials into custody. It was a most unpleasant activity for both sides. Fortunately, for him, Hermann’s battalion was not involved in the mass confiscation and incursions.

			Not long after returning to his station, Hermann, along with other expendable privates, was dispatched to recover wreckage from yet another crash, approximately seventy-five miles northwest of Roswell. Rumors circulated that there were bodies to be recovered—dead and alive. The Army did not want a repeat of the Roswell scenario, whereby the crash site had been compromised by curious townsfolk and souvenir seekers. Army recovery teams were staged in a bomber hangar at Roswell Field. Vehicles included half-tracks, jeeps with generators, flat-bed tractor-trailers, emergency vehicles, and covered 2 ½ ton trucks. Hermann’s platoon was briefed on the top-secret operation. The members were advised not to talk while in transit nor at the site.

			A security team was deployed immediately. Under normal crash circumstances, a recovery team would be on site to assist investigators in the identification of the victims’ remains or in tagging aircraft parts. This particular recovery was crude and needed to be expedited. The objective? Retrieval and restoration of the site before daylight. Nothing was to remain: not a trace of evidence. The first team of soldiers at the site found a debris field three-quarters of a mile long and three hundred yards wide, laid out in a north–south grid with pieces ranging in size from that of a nickel to a car door.

			The convoy drove two hours up a gradual incline through the desert brush. They entered the crash site through the north entry control point manned by armed military policemen (MPs) joining the first teams. The armed MPs were actively turning away unauthorized civilians. In contrast to the event at Roswell, the Army arrived first and were well prepared. As instructed, the men left the trucks, and using flashlights, three platoons moved in unison, abreast, keeping three yards apart. NCOs monitored from behind to ensure that no one pocketed artifacts for themselves. Boots shuffled along the desert soil and brush illuminated by scores of handheld flashlights painstakingly searching for any debris.

			Fresh off the truck, Hermann bent down to tie his boot as his comrades joined the search crew. Commotion on the other side of the truck drew his attention to a two-man unit carrying a litter with an olive-drab green blanket draped over a body. The men paused for a rest and gently placed the stretcher on the ground. The blanket, protecting the identity of the victim, slipped from its original position to reveal the head of a nonhuman creature. It turned to meet Hermann’s gaze. The private’s shock transformed into abject terror as his brain was flooded with words he didn’t think up: “Help me! Help me! I am dying. We are scientists, not combatants.”

			Apparently sensing the private was not a threat, the alien directed everything left of his energy to impart his knowledge to the private, telepathically. This last act would ensure the alien’s mission had not been a complete failure. Among the bits of data transferred was a visual of the crash and the sequence of events leading up to it.

			The medics returned. Realizing the secret had been exposed, they quickly repositioned the blanket, carrying their charge away from the area and Hermann’s sight. Hermann found himself standing by the truck, confused and uncertain about how long he had been there. As he turned around to head back to his platoon, he bumped into an Army major. “What are you doing here, Private . . . Hermann?” the officer asked, reading the soldier’s name tag. “Did you see something unexpected?”

			“Sir, I just stopped to tie my boot . . .”

			“And you saw an alien. Not only did you see the alien, but something happened to you, didn’t it? I was watching you.”

			Private Hermann was at a loss for words. He actually wasn’t sure what had happened: He had been caught in a brief but fateful trance. That brief encounter would become the driving force behind everything that would happen to Hermann for the rest of his life.

			From the moment the major approached and challenged the young private, Hermann’s life took a direct detour away from the rudimentary and ordinary. The major was from Army Intelligence, in charge of the investigation of the wreckage and its technologies. To Private Hermann’s surprise, the officer walked him back to his platoon leader and advised the lieutenant that he was requesting that Hermann be transferred to the major’s detachment with the Signal Corps, immediately. The company commander was then advised that a letter of transfer would be on the captain’s desk promptly, with official orders from Headquarters, US Army Security Agency, Fort Meade, Maryland.

			The major led Hermann back to the site commander’s tent for an interrogation. “Sit down, private,” he commanded.

			“Am I in trouble, sir?”

			“Only if you want to be. You tell me the truth, and there is no problem. Tell me everything you can about what happened back there.”

			“Everything, sir?”

			“As much as you can remember. Don’t omit any details.”

			The frightened private looked down at the ground clasping and rubbing his hands.

			“When I got off the truck, I noticed laces untied on my boot. I walked to a trailer and as I was tying the laces, I looked toward the other side of the trailer and saw a stretcher with a blanket. The blanket slid off and that’s when I saw it.”

			“Describe what you saw.”

			“The large smooth head—gray-green, large black eyes—no eyelids, looking directly at me. I couldn’t look away. I don’t know if I even tried, sir.”

			The major took out a cigarette, lit it, and resumed speaking with the first puff. “You were in the same position, locked on it for a long time. What was happening as you were in that trance?”

			“I heard its words in my mind asking for help. It was dying. They were scientists.” Hermann looked up from the ground for the first time to look at the major. “Scientists.” He repeated with the look of someone who had too many questions.

			“There’s more,” Hermann continued. He became more assertive as he rose from the chair, the light above casting his shadow directly on the major.

			“I saw the inside of their craft. I saw the crew. They all had their hands on a console that they stood behind, side by side—five creatures. Each one linked to the craft through their mind. They navigated and operated with their minds. They were searching for the craft that went down at Roswell a couple days ago. Their craft is not like our flying machines—it’s like its own organism. They got within range of a radar test at White Sands and it breached the hull of the ship. The shock made the creatures lose physical and mental contact with the craft. Out of control, it crashed.”

			Private Hermann stopped talking. He blinked, noticing his brash position in relation to the major whose complete attention was focused on him.

			“Excuse me sir . . . I . . .” Hermann looked back and rushed to his chair.

			The major was silent trying to understand what just happened. He put out his cigarette and adjusted himself on the metal chair.

			“Is that the only information you received from the alien, Private Hermann?”

			“Sir?”

			“Do you have any more information beyond what you told me about the craft?”

			“The craft?”

			“Can you repeat what you just told me, Private?”

			“Did I tell you something?”

			The major realized Hermann had been in another trance as he detailed how the craft worked and why it crashed. Hermann would not be able to recall the information again.

			“You just described to me how and why the craft crashed. You gave details on how the creatures use their minds to navigate.”

			Hermann’s eyes widened.

			“I think that the alien transmitted information to your brain that you are not aware of. Ten minutes is a lot of time for thought to be transferred. There may come a time when that information comes to you again. When it does, I want you to be under my command. What I am about to tell you is top secret, not to be uttered again.”

			The private’s face showed concern as the major explained his mission.

			“Private, as Intelligence Officer, I received a scrambled radio message today from the Office of the Secretary of the Navy that I was to collect as much information, material, parts, equipment, even bodies as I could. I have been directed to get teams to pack the items securely and ship them to a lab at Wright Field in Dayton, Ohio. At Wright Field, the items will be unpacked and identified for further research. I have been advised there are plans in motion for a secret cadre of high-ranking leaders and scientists to be established to manage information and set policy for these kinds of incidents.” Private Hermann remained motionless and completely transfixed on every word from the major. “Private, you are going to be my assistant. That means you and I will fly to Dayton to manage the identification process.”

			Young and impressionable, Private Hermann was overwhelmed with this new information and with the drastic change in direction of his military career. Hermann’s head was full of questions demanding answers, but he was not comfortable asking them yet.

			“Private, this job you will have is important,” the major said. “I need you to think about and to be sure you comprehend what is expected of you. I realize this is a lot to process in such a short time. For some reason, you stumbled upon that alien. For other reasons, that alien made contact with your mind. You are probably in possession of highly sensitive information that, if intercepted by any foreign agency, would be a threat to our national security. I have to handle you as if you are carrying top-secret plans. Until we go to Wright Field, I am placing you on leave.”

			“Sir, I don’t have much leave saved up.”

			“You will not be charged for leave. You will be in quarters at Roswell but not in the barracks. You will move your things to the Signal Corps building where I have my office and residence. That will be your new home. This will also minimize your exposure to others, and let you have some time to think about what lies ahead.”

			The private took little time in making the move. At Roswell, his new sleeping quarters were much improved. He shared the latrine with the major, had more personal space, and had his own desk and a window.

			Later that week, Private Hermann accompanied the major on a flight to Wright Field to meet scientists assigned to the Technical Data Laboratory. The scientists escorted the major and Private Hermann to a large hangar in Area B where the wreckage was being inspected, cataloged, and either reassembled or packed for shipment to labs around the country. The cavernous interior of the hangar provided an expansive setting for witnessing the craft’s pieces under inspection by teams of white-smocked scientists and engineers. Private Hermann stepped into what he normally would have considered to be a fantasy world. Hermann was in awe as he marveled at the activity. He didn’t notice the man in the tailored suit and fedora hat approaching his major.

			“Major, I am delighted you were able to come in such short notice. And this must be Private Edwin Juno Hermann!”

			

			The private was startled to hear his full name from the stranger, and he remained silent, glancing at his major.

			“Private Hermann, meet James Forrestal, Secretary of the Navy.”

			Hermann could not find words beyond, “Hello, sir.”

			Mr. Forrestal held out his hand. Absorbed in the wonder of the moment, the private was late in recognizing it and rushed an awkward shake. Forrestal, the private, and the major walked around the work area, careful not to interfere with the scientist crews immersed in their contact with exceptionally exotic material and equipment. Secretary Forrestal allowed the major and private better access to the extremely sensitive activity. Private Hermann was silent while Forrestal and the major discussed the high technology sitting in plain sight. As the three strolled the scene of technology triage, Hermann recognized the random parts on the tables and floor. Forrestal and the major continued to walk while the private was moved to stop and inspect one specific part, being cued by a “feeling.” The Secretary of the Navy and the major looked back to notice the private in deep conversation with a growing number of attentive researchers. The men and women in the white smocks began taking notes, amazed by the private’s technical acumen. Forrestal and the major returned to the throng, warranting everyone’s attention, especially that of Private Hermann. They asked him to walk with them, much to the disappointment of the team of scientists. The major explained that the scientists’ tasks involved sorting, categorizing, and tagging. The private’s work would commence after the sorting was complete.

			At the end of the walk, Forrestal ushered the major and the private to a room adjacent to the high bay hangar. During the war, it served as a briefing room for student pilots of the bombers used for training. Except for a few file cabinets, a watercooler, a 55-gallon drum trash can, a steel top table, and four chairs, the room was vacant.

			Forrestal motioned to the table. “Let’s sit down, Private.” Hermann and the major did as Forrestal directed. Forrestal and Hermann were adjacent to each other sharing a corner. The major sat across from Forrestal. “You have a very important role, Private. Prior to coming here, I was instructed to explain to you your newly assigned position. For security reasons, I don’t have anything in writing, so you must listen. Please ask for clarification if you don’t understand anything I will be talking about. Mind you, there are decisions still being made about how the government is going to manage information collected by crashes or sightings,”

			The private sat still, erect, with his hands placed symmetrically on his parallel legs, shoes parallel, and close together. His mouth was closed, eyes, wide open—exemplary military bearing.

			The major also sat attentive and did not take out his Lucky Strikes, respecting Forrestal who did not smoke.

			“Private Hermann, last June 24, a civilian pilot flying over the Cascades in Washington State observed nine flying discs in formation, flying at a very high rate of speed. Now, this is not the first sighting of such objects, but it was the first to gain widespread attention by the newspapers. Prior to the crash a few days ago, there were over one hundred reports of similar sightings. Many of those reports came from credible, high-ranking soldiers and reputable civilians. All branches of our defense investigated. We know as much about this type of activity as we did before it happened. In addition, the appearance of articles in papers have caused people to be fearful, losing trust in us. For these reasons, President Truman is putting together plans to set policy on the release of information and the collection of debris and possible life forms.”

			“Still no official word, sir?” the major asked.

			“Nothing yet, Major. This kind of Executive Order takes time. The President’s first order of business is national security. He wants to safeguard information gained by these crashes from the Russians. He wants to keep a tight lid on the news from these crashes and sightings from now on. The public doesn’t need to know about every report. Major, I think you succeeded in calming the situation by having your teams debrief witnesses at Roswell. You may have noticed that news reports indicated the object was a misguided weather research balloon. That is an example of how the President wants to release news about such incidents.”

			Forrestal got up and served himself water from the cooler in a paper cup. Taking sips, he remained standing.

			“Private, the major told me what happened to you at the Corona debris field. From what I saw minutes ago, his belief that you have been given technical data on the craft by a dying alien seems accurate. How do you feel, having this ability? Do you have any concerns about what we need you to do?”

			“Sir, um . . . Mr. Secretary. I have had a couple days to think about what happened. Actually, sir, I feel . . . very different from before I saw the alien. I don’t know how to describe it. I feel like myself, but I am thinking older—no not older, confident. For example, it feels more natural talking to you, even though I am only a private and you . . . you’re the Secretary of the United States Navy! Does that answer your question, Mr. Secretary?”

			The major interjected, “Private, are you saying that the alien not only gave you technical information, but it gave you an ability to communicate and maybe even lead confidently?”

			“I think so, sir. I used to stumble on my words. Or I wouldn’t be able to explain what I was thinking. I don’t feel that way anymore,” replied Hermann.

			The major and Forrestal exchanged glances. The major nodded slightly—a knowing expression.

			“Major, Private Hermann, I will authorize you both to work directly under my supervision until the President executes his plan for managing this kind of activity. Major, I want the private to attend leadership courses for NCOs. It’s evident he is ready. That is all I have for now.”

			The major and Hermann got up from their chairs. Forrestal put his cup down and shook the private’s hand. “Welcome to the team, Private Hermann.”

			On September 17, 1947, President Truman signed into law the National Security Act of 1947. It authorized the establishment of the United States Air Force, the National Security Agency, and the Department of Defense, making James Forrestal the country’s first Secretary of Defense. Secretly, it established Majestic 12 to set policy on matters related to UFOs. This made James Forrestal a lead member of MJ 12. The major and Private Hermann continued to personally report to Mr. Forrestal on a regular basis. Even though he was not qualified to be a courier, Hermann proved to be remarkably valuable to the major, the DoD, and to the efforts and policy of MJ 12. The major was witness to Hermann’s extraordinary contributions while interacting with scientists and government contractors. When a researcher would casually ask what kind of technology was being delivered as a container was opened, Hermann would describe the artifact in detail and explain its function. These researchers were high performers in their field, rich with academic accolades, with PhDs in physics, thermodynamics, and aerodynamics. They would be left in utter amazement by Hermann’s command of the subject matter, describing heretofore unknown material and equipment.

			

			In the weeks that followed, Private Hermann, still assigned to Roswell but under the supervision of Army Intelligence, demonstrated keen leadership and excellent problem-solving skills. The major continued to covertly deliver components from the wreckage to an appropriate military contractor and research team for inspection and eventual reverse engineering.

			As he was doing this, Hermann realized that this behavior and knowledge was a result of the transmission event at Corona. To his consternation, he would be able to recall the special technical knowledge only if a particular item was placed before him. He could not describe anything to the major after leaving said item or without the visual stimulus. Nor was he able to remember what he had discussed with the scientists. Still, Private Hermann continued to display insight in management, communications, and leadership, assisting the major almost effortlessly. Hermann was placed on the fast track to promotion. Not long after Mr. Forrestal was appointed SecDef, the major, endorsed by Mr. Forrestal, promoted Hermann to corporal after only nine months in his new position.

			After another nine months, the major got a call from Mr. Forrestal about Corporal Hermann. MJ 12 was receiving reports about Hermann’s performance and contributions in reverse engineering the artifacts collected from the Corona and Roswell crash sites. Before long, Hermann was promoted to sergeant. This qualified him as a courier, able to work alone without the major at his side. His performance did not change. The sergeant remained effective in providing scientists and researchers guidance on the artifacts that were delivered.

			When the rate of artifact delivery slowed, Mr. Forrestal called Hermann to arrange a meeting in California. A few days later, the Army sergeant and his major met at Muroc Field. There, the SecDef, with papers in hand, informed Hermann and the major that he was authorizing Hermann to transfer to the
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