
PENTAGON INQUIRY

On the morning of August 9th, Casey decided that he would begin his formal investigation of 

what he privately termed “Return to Roswell.” He had seen enough research to know that the 

Pentagon had collected vast quantities of data concerning UFOs. Once collected and reviewed the 

Pentagon regularly issued reports denying the validity of UFO sightings.

So, Casey took a deep breath, picked up the telephone and at what later would be recorded as 

having occurred at 11:45 A.M. dialed 804-789-1313, the Pentagon.

“Hello,” said Casey. “Is this the Pentagon?”

“Yes,” said the plain vanilla voice. “Who’s calling?”

“This is Rick Franke,” Casey lied. “I’m calling to check on some information.”

“How can we help you?” intoned the flat unremarkable voice.

“I’d like some information on a reported UFO incident.”

“Hold on while I transfer you to our science department, Mr. Franke”, responded the voice 

coolly.

Casey held the phone for a couple of minutes while he had the pleasure of listening to vibrant 

military marching music. It sounded to him like soldiers marching to John Phillip Sousa music in 

full parade dress with bugles blaring and drums pumping out a steady beat. Casey could visualize a 

procession of determined young soldiers crisply marching to the instructions of well-polished 

officers with swords raised in salute. The soldiers were schooled to follow all instructions given 

them by their officers and to obey as directed for the glory of America.  They were to defend and 

protect for honor and country and to die, if necessary. General George Patton had said it best, “Let 

the other poor bastards die for their country.”

As he waited, Casey rehearsed what he wished to ask. Just then, a solicitous voice said, “This is 

Captain Fauser. How can I help you, Mr. Franke?”

As Casey continued his phone call, the Pentagon’s vast secret information gathering equipment 

came into full play. A sophisticated tracing system determined the origination of the call. A stress 

analyzer recorded the conversation to determine the “veracity” of the caller, and a data bank 

matched the caller with preliminary background information such as name, age, address, 

occupation, work history, and criminal record. Ah, our government of the people, by the people, 



and for the people, acting to protect its citizens. When national security came into play, the 

Pentagon would not be caught napping. Well, not all the time, at least.

“Well, Captain,” said Casey. “I had lunch with a friend last week, and he related a very 

interesting story of a UFO crash in Roswell, New Mexico that occurred on or about July 2, 1947. 

The reason that the story was interesting was that my friend said the government had collected and 

examined the debris from a crashed alien vessel. But what really got me to thinking was that my 

friend said that he had recently talked to a local Roswell resident who had actually observed the 

crash at the time of the incident. I was wondering whether or not the government had ever 

completed its investigation of this incident and whether an official final report was issued?”

“Mr. Franke, I’d be happy to research that for you,” said Captain Fauser. “Can you tell me your 

friend’s name so that we can obtain some more details for review?”

Casey’s ears perked up as he smelled a possible trap. He responded, “I’d be happy to do that as 

soon as I get permission to reveal his identity. You know how some people are cautious about UFO 

stories and the government.”

“That’s fine, Mr. Franke. Just give me a phone number where I can reach you later this week, 

and I’ll call you back,” intoned Captain Fauser smoothly. Casey could feel the Captain’s public 

relations training, smooth and soothing.

“I’m going to be out of town until Wednesday,” Casey replied, I’ll telephone you upon my 

return if that’s okay?”

“Fine,” said Captain Fauser. “You can reach me directly at my extension 4517 through the 

Pentagon operator.”

Casey politely said goodbye and hung up the telephone. He was curious as to the response he 

would get when he called back to speak to Captain Fauser.

On the other end of the line, Captain Fauser hung up and then buzzed for Sergeant O’Malley. 

O’Malley was invited into Fauser’s spartan, grey government-issue office decorated with an odd 

assortment of metal cabinets and asked to report.

“Well,” asked Fauser. “Were you able to trace the call?”

“Of course, Captain. It only takes about 45 seconds with our new equipment to make a valid 

trace. The call originated in Georgetown at 789-4521. This phone is registered to a Mr. Casey 



Foster, street address of 165 P Street. A cross check for employment indicates Mr. Foster works at 

the Washington Post.” 

“What about the stress analyzer?” asked Fauser

“The most obvious lie was regarding his name. Whoever called was not a Mr. Rick Franke,” 

responded O’Malley.

“Thank you. That will be all,” said Fauser.

“Yes, sir,” snapped O’Malley as he pivoted and smartly left Captain Fauser’s office.

Captain Fauser, following his dismissal of Sergeant O’Malley made the appropriate entry into 

his daily log book. Next he searched his in-office computer screen for the index entry on Roswell, 

New Mexico. A portion of the Roswell file was labeled MOST HIGHLY CLASSIFIED. The only 

information provided on the computer screen was the indexing of incoming phone calls regarding 

this historic UFO episode. All incoming calls were required to be reported in person if possible 

within four hours to his supervising officer, in this case, Colonel Kevin Schmidle. Since Fauser had 

previously made similar reports on this subject he was familiar with the drill. First, he dialed 

Schmidles' office, also located in the Pentagon, and scheduled a meeting for that afternoon.  Fauser 

then collected the tape of the phone call, the stress analyzer printout, and the telephone trace 

information. At 14:30 hours, Captain Fauser straightened his Navy-issue blue tie and presented 

himself to Colonel Schmidle in his more spacious wood-paneled, government-issued office.

“What’s up this time, Captain?” asked Colonel Kevin Schmidle.

Captain Fauser reported that the Pentagon had received a telephone call this morning requesting 

information on the Roswell incident. The caller identified himself as a Mr. Rick Franke. Upon 

receiving the call, standard protocol was engaged and a trace on the call was placed to establish a 

preliminary telephone number and address. The stress analyzer indicates that the caller intentionally 

misidentified himself. From the initial information collected it appears that the caller was a Mr. 

Casey Foster employed by the Washington Post. Mr. Foster indicated he would place a follow-up 

call later in the week so that I could report the results of my research on his request. (This part of 

the paragraph makes no sense unless it is being said by someone. There are no quotation marks here 

to indicate spoken words.)



“Thank you, Captain,” said Colonel Schmidle.  Based upon the assumption that he works for 

the Post let’s follow our level one procedure and place a light tail on the subject for one week. See 

what turns up. I want you to confirm the subject’s name, address, occupation, and any known 

contacts by him relating to Roswell. Make initial plans for eavesdropping, in case it becomes 

necessary. Let’s assign Tommy Lee from our intelligence section to do an initial work-up. 

Remember, I will want a face-to-face follow-up briefing with you after your next contact with Mr. 

Franke.”

“Okay, Colonel. I’ll contact Tommy Lee and have him start tomorrow,” replied Captain Fauser.

“Captain,” snapped Schmidle, “Start Tommy NOW!!!! And make sure that you place the entry 

of Mr. Foster’s call from your log and the phone trace recording and stress analyzer printout and 

preliminary search information in the Roswell Secure File. Any questions?”

“No, sir! I’ll take care of it, sir,” snapped Captain Fauser as he spun 180 degrees and gladly left 

the Colonel’s office.

After Fauser left, Colonel Schmidle recorded the entry in his special Roswell log. He knew that 

the Pentagon had documented hundreds of citizen UFO sightings in the past 60 years. Only a 

couple dozen had ever caused any stir. Of those, the UFO incident at Roswell was at the top of the 

list. Because of continuing citizen interest in various UFO sightings and Roswell, in particular, with 

its classified “peripheral documentation,” a special public inquiry (two spaces between words) 

known as Operation Blue Book had been instituted by the Joint Chiefs of Staff. The acknowledged 

public purpose for Operation Blue Book was to study the UFO phenomenon and issue a military/ 

scientific analysis of the research. Only a select handful of senior military officers and government 

leaders had ever seen the actual data collected, and the final report on Roswell. Even Schmidle, 

designated as being in charge of the Pentagon’s Science Department, did not have access to the 

complete Roswell file. All he knew was that any citizen inquiry on Roswell was to be promptly 

reported to him and then reported by him further up the chain of command.

Colonel Schmidle complied obediently. The bell had rung, and he had begun to salivate. Within 

minutes of his meeting with Captain Fauser, he placed a call to the current assigned secure 

telephone number. This phone number was changed on a weekly basis. The line was answered, and 

the gravelly time worn voice simply said, report. The Colonel relayed the data obtained and 



confirmed that level one surveillance had been ordered. He informed the unseen voice that he 

expected more information within a few days. Schmidle finished his report and asked, “Is there 

anything else at this time, sir?”

The gravelly voice responded, “Not for now,” (extra space between quotation mark and Not) 

and the line went blank. 

Over time Schmidle had learned to hate any mention of Roswell. In the twenty-five years of his 

decorated military career, this was the only subject that was so glaringly outside the scope of his 

clearance. He had no substantive proof of what had really happened at Roswell. All he knew for 

sure was that he was outside the loop on this subject and not likely to get inside the loop. Every 

time the Roswell subject arose, strange things began to happen and people began to disappear. He 

expected the same this time. Schmidle made a mental note to keep on top of Captain Fauser. There 

would be no bogging down on the Colonel’s end, not from his well trained staff.


