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To seve r a l people who've sh own a particular 
interest in our UFO experiences : 

Dear Friends : 

\ ., 

503 Oak Street 
Grand Forl~s , ND 58201 
December 19, 1989 

Attached is the updated re port on our March 20/ 21 , 1988 UFO encounters 
and ramifications . Several of you have gotten this in various segments 
but here it ' s all gathered together -- i ntegr ated , so to spealc plus a 
fe w new bits and pieces . You 're al l b usy a nd the r e is no need to aclcnowledge 
tl-1is . 

Other news a round here is that i t ' s due to get d own to 30 bel ow zero tonight 
and I'm reminded again why Indians and whites never fou ght over the God ­
forsal~en Red River Va lley. 

On December 5th, North Dakota voters overwhelmingly rejected three modest 
tax increase proposals critical to education at all levels, h uman services, 
roads, etc. This has preci pated the worst crisis in t he state's ~ istory 
since the 1930s . I 'm y resi dent of the UND c h apter of North Da !cota High er 
Education Association (NEA) and am p resently talcing a lead role in p ress ing 
for militant a c tion on several fronts to preserve our modest 1990-91 p ay 
increment (ND faculty a r e about 50th in the U.S. pay - wise) and prevent 
attacks on tenure , acc rue d tenure , an d staff seniority. We're also trying 
to organize maintenance and clerica l wor kers into AF$CME. On oth er fronts 
at UND , I 'm busy as c ha ir of our department and as c h air of the Honors 
Program Committee . 

Our Soverei g nty Commissi on lawsuit in Mississ i ppi continues right along -­
bitter as pu re hel l. As you know, our side is endeavoring to prevent 

ur:ii~hibited r elease of the now sea led and guarded ")ape r sea" o f poisonous 
files gathered by the old sec r et police agency during the 1957-1973 peri o d . 
We've developed a formula wh ich woul d process this stuff according to FOIA 
gu idelines , p reser~ the ri gh t of the victi ms to sue the state for damages , 
etc . We feel th~"fefease of this stuff (vicious, false for the most part) 
can only benefit the ri ght wing in Mississ i pp i. Bri e fs a r e now being fi .led 
at the Fifth Circuit at New Orl eans . We suffe r ed a sad setback recently 
~,hen our senior lawyer , Leona r d Boudin of New York , d ied s u d denly at 77 of 
a hea rt attac k . Leonard was one of the g reat civil liberties l awye rs -- in 
the tradition of Darrow . He ' d defended Paul Robeson , Rockwell Kent, Daniel 
Ellsbu r g , Dr Spock -- and many others , a n d we 'r e ho nored he took our cas e . 
Younge r la,,y e rs in h is firm are carrying it forwa r d and we 're ge tting f ull 
backing from the Na tional Emergency Civil Libe r ties Committee . 

Eld r i and al l the k id s -- s ome here , some in California -- are just fine . 
I ' m ~o r ki ng on b iogra ph y of Maurice Travis , a much-witch h unted ,1950s) 
leader of my ol d un ion, the Mine , Mill & Smelter Workers -- an d have the only 
transcri~ed oral histo ry Travis provided before his death . 

Yours (free zing ly) - ).Q,,____ 
John Salter , Jr 
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Salter/UFO encounters -2-

There was no conscious sense of expec tancy when we left Grand Forks, 

North Dakota on Sunday morning, March 20th, in my 1987 red Ford pickup . 

A light snow disappeared after we ' d gone 30 miles but the cloudy sky 

continued . We were pointed toward Mississippi, and ultimately New Orleans 

at which I was scheduled to give a paper, "Civil Rights and Self-Defense," 

at the annual Popula r Culture Associati on/Amer ican Culture Associ ati on 

gathering, a commitment made the previ ous August . Other activities were 

scheduled in Mississippi . None of this even remotely touched on UFO s and 

neither my son nor I (although we accepted the reality of these thi ngs 

and assumed their friendly extraterrestrial origins) had spent much time 

at all thinking about any of this . We had certainly read virtually 

nothing on the subject. 

In retrospect -- even very early post-encounter retrospect -- it was 

clear that the rou t e I h ad picked some days before for the first day of 

our junket was certainl y not logical. I projected Grand Forks to the 

Twi n Cities to Rochester (Minn.) and then to Lacrosse (Wisc.), Dubuque 

Ia . ), and the Bettendorf/Davenport (Ia.) area for the night. We had 

neither the time nor the special interest in the often rugged, frequently 

wooded , and generally lonely southwestern Wisconsin Mississippi River hill 

country that would justify that substantially out of the way segment. Near 

the Twin Cities, John III spelled me off on driving. I looked at the 

road maps and, sudden ly , noted the illogic of proceeding to Lacrosse and 

down to Dubuque (the roads between those two towns being narrow and 

winding) ; conversely , it obviously made much better sense to proceed from 
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the forthcoming Rochester a r ea down to Waterloo, Iowa, and double-highway, 

and then to Cedar Rapids, Iowa City, and an hour o f I nters t ate into 

Da venport . Reasonably, I moved to make this practical change. And then, 

we lling up into my mind like a great wave of nostalg ia from the past, 

came Kookaburra, the Australian l ullabye: 

Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree 

Me rr y , merr y king of the bush is he. 

Laugh , Kookabu rra; laugh, Kookaburra 

Ga y your life must be. 

The significance is this: An active organizer in social justice 

endeavors since the mid-1950s, starting with civil rights and militant 

trade unionism in the Southwest where I grew up, I spent a long period 

(beginning almost immediately after my marriage (to Eldri) in 1961) and 

extending to the latter part of the 60s decade, in the Deep South as a 

key organizer in the Southern Civil Rights Movement.
1 

During the academic 

term, 1968-69, we were glad to spend a pleasant recuperative year at 

Coe College, Cedar Rapids, where I taught sociology before going on to 

Chicago and four years of rough-and-tough community organizing on the 

South/ Southwest Side. During that year at Coe, we often drove up to 

Waterloo to the K-Mart -- myself, Eldri, and our two thus-far children, 

1 See J ohn R. Salter, Jr. , Jackson, Mississippi: An American Chronicle of 
Struggl e & Schism, (Melbourne, Florida: Robert E. Krieger Publishing 
Company, 1987). 
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Salter/encounters -5-

well-fed (thanks to McDonald ' s ), myself driving -- and we left on 

combin ed highways 14 a nd 61, a narrow road. Our firm and clear 

intention was to keep on 61 when t he roads forked at the small town 

of Readstown : at that point 61 proceeded t o Dubuque and 14 to Madison . 

All of this was "new country " t o us. Neither John III nor I have 

many memories at all o f what happened the remainder o f that late 

afternoon and earl y evening. Initially, of course, it was still quite 

light and the cloudy sky had broken somewhat. I clearly recall, as 

we topped out on one large hill two or three miles beyond Lac rosse 

and I looked we stward/southwestward to the far horizon and the late 

afternoon sky, feeling an odd and intense twinge of expectant 

anxiety wh ich registered quickly and then passed. 

Although in retrospect, some time later, we felt we might have 

remembered a few landmarks after the large hill, a visit to the scene 

by me and my daughter, Josie, in early June, 1989, indicated that 

John III an d I had been under very pervasive "mind control" 

characterized , among other things, by amnesia, for the next more 

than 60 miles . I n the June, 1989 junket, I saw nothing beyond the 

large hill that I recognized everything was "new" even though 

there were quaint towns, unique hill formations, and Indian (and other) 

place names that would have definitely registered. (In checking with 

John III , now in California, no landmarks that I indicated were 

remembered by him). Among other things, we di d not recall Readstown 

and the much advertised forking of the roads with highways 14 and 61 

very con spici ously parting company . Inexplicably , by conventional 
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yardsticks , John III and I took Highway 14 -- much lonlier than 61 

-- and thus went off course, southeast (although the two routes remain 

close together in that genera l area). 

Sunset in that region on March 20 was about 6:13 p.m. It was 

twilight and about 6:25 p.m. when we came to the stretch of four-lane 

on Highway 14 . (Turning out to be a very short stretch, this begins 

68 miles or so from "inside" the Lacrosse setting and ends two miles 

before Richland Center, Wisconsin). 3 Here the amnesia lifted (we 

would say, in retrospect, to give us a clear geographical point for 

future reference) and later both John III and I vividly recalled the 

wider road. (I remembered it very clearly in June, 1989). We 

expressed hope to one another that it would continue and regret 

when, after two miles, it ended. I recall saying, "I'm slowing 

down a little and turning on the lights." At that point, the curtain 

of amnesia (but not unconsciousness) descended on each of us. When 

I think about what came immediately after that, I sometimes get waves 

of strange, "electrical-like" sensations -- vibrant chills -- through­

out my body. John III talks of "spool<y feelings." 

And this was the point of interception and close encounter -­

very close! 

Then I was aware that I was driving (at normal speed) and was 

going down a very steep hill(by the highway). Quickly and smoothly 

3The short stretch of four-lane is indicated in some quite recent 
road atlases and maps (such as our contemporary Mobil Wisconsin road 
map) but not in others. 
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my consciousness expa nde d - - an awa l<ening a wareness -- to include the 

bright lights o f the p i c kup, the pitch-dark nlght , and the sounds of 

the engine and the t ires . For a moment, a very sharp and clear 

moment , it was a s umme r night in 1957 when I, 23 years old, was 

driving in the i s ola ted Ari z ona country somewhere around the little 

cow-town of Mayer. My second thought was, "This was just like that 

time, the n." It was about 7: 4 5 p.m. Neither John III, whose 

a mn es i a li f ted at the same time as mine, nor I had any particular 

sense of in t erruption; the interception and resumption had been 

a ccomp lished with only a ripple of transition, if even that . (Later 

we realized that, at the point we'd "come out of it," we were in the 

immediate area where the physical interception had occurred). On 14, we 

reach ed the outskirts of Richland Center and passed through that 

small town . (In June, 1989, I realized that, although I had that 

Ma rch night noted the outskirts of Richland Center and a long line 

of buildings on the other side of it, I had no recollection of 

passing through the business district. In checking with John III, 

I learned that he, too, had no recollect ion of the "downtown" sei"ction 

o f t h e community. We both feel that double-amnesia was once again 

a n d briefly induced in order that we, still somewhat sonambulistic, 

pass t h rough the business section without stopping and perhaps 

att rac t ing negative attention). On the other side . of Richland Center 

a nd i mmediately be yond, I saw a series of signs indicating Madison 

before g ra spi ng t heir significance; checking our map, we realized we 

had been on the wrong highway since far-away Readstown. The loss of 

time was utte rly b ew ilde ring. From Richland Center to Dubuque 
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( • v a ukee: stro-Media Co rporation (publishers of AstronomyJ, 1976. 



Salter/UFO encounters - 9-

positive, essentially friendly view o f the UFO h umanoid peop l e. 

Mr. Hill died many years ago but Betty Hill c ont inues quit e ac t ive 

on social justice fronts and maintains a s t rong i nterest in UFO-

related matters . I have had an excellently helpful correspondence 

with this extraordinary person, beginning early in the f all, 1988. 

In August , 1989, Eldri and I and Josie spent an excellent we ek with 

Mrs. Hill in ew Hampshire and, among other things , observ e d a number 

of UFOs at night with her . (On the way ba c k t o Nor th Dakota, we 

visited the Richland Center setting and the l ocat ion of o u r encounter). 

The remainder of our trip South, while quite i nteresting and 

productive , did not involve anything related t o UFOs. (Later in the 

day , March 21st, John III realized he ' d lost his s unglasses, couldn't 

remember having them in the motel, and we sea r che d the pickup fruit-

lessly) . But the strange events of Ma r ch 20/ 21 were always no 

further than one r emove in our thinking , and were frequently to the 

fo r e . Back in Gr and Fo r ks , I fini s hed the University of North 

Dalcota a c ademi c ye ar in conventional fas h ion, assuming the chair of 

o ur I ndi a n Studies Depar t ment. (Just before the trip, I'd received 

the p r estigious UND Award for Student Advising; soon after the trip, 

the American Indian students honored me with a very special ceremony 

a t the annual pow-wow). I began doing some reading on UFO topics 5 

and affiliated with the Mutual UFO Network (MUFON) one of the 

5of particular value has been Thomas E. Bullard's massive two 
volume work: UFO Abductions: The Measure of a Mystery (Washington, 
D.C.: Fund for UFO Research, 1987) and Richard Hall's Uninvited 
Guests -- A Documented Histo~y of UFO Sightings, Alien Encounters, 
& Coverups (Santa Fe: Aurora Press, 1988). Both men have since 
provi de d me with some excellent insights through correspondence. 
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several quite reputable UFO research organizations. (In September, 1988, 

I became its State Director for North Dakota. Thus I became acquainted 

with Kevin Henke , a young scientist at the University of North Dakota and 

a MUFON member who has become an excellent friend and whose sharply 

critical mind has been of great help to me). John III received his M.A. 

at UND and accepted an important position in Northern California, 

directing a grassroots Indian education program. He and his wife moved 

there two months after the encounters. (In the fall of 1989, his program 
was 
designated as the best of its kind in the state) . In mid-June, 1988, I 

/ 
sensed a strong, growing stirring within me vis-a-vis the experiences of 

late March -- and especially the "missing time" period. I began to put 

together a series of detailed little reports, outlining the development, 

locale, and times of the encounters and our general thoughts, preliminary 

conclusions, and what we were convinced was a mutually friendly atmosphere 

at all points. But, when it came to events immediately following the 

four-lane stretch in southwestern Wisconsin, I hit a block (as did 

John III with whom I stayed in close touch via A.T. & T). Then, in 

late June, 1988, my recall suddenly began. 

Invariably , as they've developed, my recall vignettes -- images and 

sequences -- have come first as vivid dreams in the early morning hours, 

then recede back temporarily into unconsciousness before emerging the 

following late morning or afternoon as clear flashbacks laced with a 

sharp memory of the earlier dream or dreams. (John III ' s recall began in 

Nove mber , 1988 , tends to come just as he's slipping off to sleep, and 
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Salter/UFO encounters -12-

arranged , is the basic linear progress of our March 20 th encounter: 

As the fo ur-lane ended and total a mnesia (but not unconsciousness) 

enveloped us, we are gently but firmly forced off the highway onto a 

8 
very narrow and extremely rough road . (In June, 1989 , we determined, 

on the basis of recall and contemporary observation, that this is the 

Pier Spring Road, about a mile or so in length. This starts a very 

short distance afte r the end of the four lane: a sharp right turn off 

our right lane as one goes down Highway 14. We parked the pickup 

near the "upper," far end of this winding, timbered road. 

Then we are standing John III and I -- not far from the passen-

ger side of t h e pickup which is parked on the level stretch of the Pier 

Spring Road , under some trees. It is almost dark. Completely at ease, 

I can see two or three small humanoid figures climbing up on the back 

bumpe r, looking at our gear in the back of the truck. Up closer, they 

are four to four and one-half feet tall, thin bodies and thin limbs -­

but comparative l y large heads and conspiciously large, quasi-slanted 

eyes. There a re several of these small people -- perhaps six or seven 

and a taller humanoid figure, almost as tall as I (six feet) and not as 

proportionately thin as the others. His features are more, as we would 

8
on May 13 , 1989 , I took my 1987 Ford F-1 50 pickup in for its first 
real maintenance (16,165 miles) si nce its purchase two years before 
and , with the excepti on of routine oil/lube jobs, the first maintenance 
of any kind since before our March, 1988 trip to the Deep South. The 
service person at Hansen Ford (Grand Forks ) s uggested that, in addition 
to the tune-up and related matters, a full allignment job be done 
and I agreed . Two very interesting things surfaced : (1) although nor­
mally the right front wheel is supposed to be higher and the left front 
wheel lower , my pickup had things reversed : computer measurement indica­
ted my right wheel was .5 and the left 1 .0.; ( 2 ) the left rear rim was 
bent. The Ford people found this inexplicable -- since we drive the 

I 
pickup uith great care and its virtually never off a paved road. We 
could recall no conventional situ ion where thi s could have occurred . 
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use the term, "human , " -- and he may well b e a mixed- b l oo d . Wh a teve r 

clothing type they "re wearing , it ' s tightly fitt i ng a n d , t o us at this 

point in recall, non-descript. Our communicati on with t hem is more tha n 

thought-impressionistic ; it ' s telepathically s pe c if i c . Joh n II I sits 

down. Three of the s mall huma n oids gathe r a round, v i ew ing h im wi t h a s 

much fascinatio n as he does them. Eve r yone is ve r y p l e a san t . The t all 

humanoid is attached to us in a spec i a l fa s h ion a nd is obviously our k ey 

liason . Now we a r e walki ng th r ough t he darkening woods , up a ravine and 

over a small riege , to the OFO - which is i n a rathe r secluded c l ear i ng , some 

distance f r om the piclcu p . I stumble a nd fall backward but am i mmediately 

cushioned by a (te l ekinetic? ) f o r ce. Very, very gently, several o f the 

humano i ds r ea c h f o r me a nd pull me t o my f eet. 

Througho ut this e nti r e , s t i ll continuing recall process of mine is 

the clear , pe r s i ste n t def ini te s ense of a br i ghtly lighted room -- a kind 

of white li ght and a deep, bl u e g lowing panel. An implant is placed 

very c are fu ll y up into my right nos t ril and well beyond. There is a 

strong sens e tha t the last time this h appened to me was a long time ago, 

when I was J oh n II I's age, in 19 57. There is now an injection into my 

neck , at the thy roid area; and then an injection into my upper, central 

chest (thymus g land). John III's face is scanned very thoroughly with 

a "fl a sh- light" type instrument whose head is so soft that it melds into 

the c ontou r s o f his face; special attention is given to his chin and 

jaw area . 

Then we a r e ou t i n t h e open ag a in. The feeling is downright power~ 

ful that the meeti ng has g one v e ry we ll indeed from everyone's standpoint. 

Our tall humanoid frien d wa l lcs with me b a c k through t h e wood s to the 
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pickup . He is carrying some sort of light, obviously for our benefit. 

ohn is slightly ahead of us . I believe t he smaller humanoids have 

re ained with the UFO . John III goes into the passenger side of the 

pickup, closing the door . I feel a n extremely strong , poignant sense 

of fare ·ell toward the tall figure , sensing equally strong reciprocity. 

(Hise otional and intellectual reactions are like ours: sharp intelli­

gence, good - natured, smiled a great deal, eager, very interested in things, 

and sad -- ve r y sad -- at parting . Basically, I think all of this holds 

true for the smaller p eople) . The tall figure and I tell each other 

(and John III is included) that we will see one another again in another 

p lac e 

pickup . 

in another time. ow, John III and I are by ourselves in the 

We wait. Ve ry shortly from his window , John III watches the UFO 

rise and, brightly lighted, moved diagonally up into the dark clouds and 

beyond . We drive a short distance to the end of the Pier Spring Road 

and take County Road ZZ , wel l paved and very steep , back to Highway 14 

and on to Richland Center. 

The still continuing results of my implant and injections (although 

initi ally their presence was not known to me in the fully conscious sense), 

began to emerge in some cases as early as May, 1988. (John III has had 

none of these). By June and July, other manifestations were present. 

My head hai r, fingernails , and toenails are growing two to three times 

their normal rate; eyebrows have become very thick; and fine body hair 

has devel oped all over my previously almost hairless arms, legs, stomach, 

and chest . Cuts and s cratches clot immediately and heal very, very 

rapidly . (A denture. place d in 1984 resulted in almost daily blood until 
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shortly after the encounter -- four yea rs later! -- when the s ituation 

healed and r emained so). Some little age spots have shrun k or disap­

peared and the few wrinkles in my face have faded away for the most part. 

My skin tone is generally much clearer . Blood is much closer to the 

surface all over my body -- indicating even better circulation than 

formerly. For the first time in my life, my beard is very heavy, very 

thick, and quite dark. My immunity is heightened ; flu bugs may touch 

me but don ' t dig deeply in and the few colds I may now get are very 

insignificant and short-lived . My energy level is up and my sleep needs 

(neve r r eally substantial) are down . Although not in any sense a 

"craving," my protein needs are very heavy and, in May, 1989, I began 

taking eight amino ac id supplements per day -- whi ch h as returned to 

normal my bu r geoning meat consumption! An auto wrecl< in Mississippi in 

1963 left s ome residual disfigurement on the right side of my face but, 

by spr ing , 1989, this had faded completely into normalcy. I smoked for 

4 0 y~a~s and very heav ily fo r the l ast 35 : four packs of cigarettes 

per day (often unfil tered ) and then, for the last 21 years, a 

pound of pipe tobacco per week. In the spring of 1989, my pipe smoking 

slacked off to some extent; in mid-May, I realized I had gone almost 24 

hour wi t h out smoking -- and I then stopped completely and permanently, 

doing so without one single physical or psychological twinge! My psychic 

sens itiviti es are shar pened and there are increased telekinetic episodes, 

especially around electrical equipment. I have a mild aversion to sunlight 

and increased sensitivity to lights in general, now preferring cloudy 

weathe r and darkish offices. My left foot and leg coordinate and wall< a 
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normally good health has been boosted very significantly and I feel 

strong creative urges, constructive restlessness, and a major recharging 

o f my social justice commitment . John III is doing many positive things 

in his California Indian educational work and is also writing genuinely 

excellent fiction . Two other interesting physical things have taken 

place : A watch, purchased by me in 1984, has been quite satisfactory but 

lacked any luminosity . I often expr esse d d isappoin t ment that this was so 

but, soon after the March , 1988 events, noticed the hands glowing. Al­

though this lasts only a few hours at most before requir ing new exposure to 

light, it has persisted dependably enough. In another situation, John III's 

sunglasses, lost as nearl y as we can tell at the time of the evening 

encounter, surfaced in mid-December, 1988, behind the pickup seat. We 

had been behind that seat for one reason or another at least 100 times 

since spring , 1988 -- including every morning since well before Thanks~ 

giving since that's where we keep the windshield frost scraper/snow brush. 

In fact, the glasses we re sitting casually on top of the much used frost 

scraper/brush! The lenses were not at all dusty. During a subsequent 

(February, 1989) vis it to Grand Forks, John III positively identified the 

glasses as his . The pickup, incidentally, is kept locked at all ti mes 

when not in use . 

And a few sugges tive but speculative things: In the summer of 1941, 

we were living temporarily on a Kansas farm~- where I saw something big 

and s trange over the nearby Smoky Hill River woods. It disappeared almost 

as soon as I saw it but, for long afterward, e ven after we had moved to 

a nea r b y s mall town , I viewed that stretch of river woods with considerable 
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In he last several years, a number of people who have had UFO 

encounter expe ri ences, and some UFO researchers, have painted a bleal~ 

and oft - frightening picture of "alien motivations" -- raising the 

possibility of genetic experiments and the like . Other people who have 

had this experience -- such as myself and John III and Betty Hill 

and a numbe r of other researchers , take a friendly and positive view of 

al of this . I think, among other things , that we need to look at the 

socio - cultural backgrounds of the people involved in the encounters. 

Urban people -- especially u rban women -- who live, unde rstandably, in 

perennial fear of theft , rape, or other attack -- are much more likely, 

I should think , t o view a close encounter wi th UFO people as f rightening 

and negative than are, say , rural people or part-Indian travelers on 

many frontiers l i k e John III and myself and Betty Hill (or raciall y and 

culturally open minded peopl e generally) who welcome new, unusual 

expe r iences , new f riends , new challenges. With no false modesty, I 

certainly view my life -- especially from 1957 onward -- as having been 

a quite positive one to date: effective social justice organizing in 

many hard - core setti ngs and much productive teaching and writing. I 

was pleasantly surpr ised in mid-January, 1989, to receive three a wards 

for my social just ice work (both contemporary and historic): one, pre­

sented by the gene ral commanding Grand Forks Air Force Base; another from 

the State Supe rintendent of Public Instruction. The "big" one was given 

by the North Dakota Ma rtin Luther King, Jr. Commission its 1989 award 

and was present e d to me by Governor George Sinner. In late spring, 

1989 , I was elected president of the UND chapter o f the Nor th Dakota 

Highe r Educa tion Associat ion (NEA) and , in the fall of 1989 , I was 

. voted chair of the UND Honors Prog r a m Committee) . 
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As I 've said, almost to the point of redundancy, we see al l of this 

as bei ng ve r y friendl y , I d o h ave several basic , concluding thoughts : 

I be li eve the number of direct physical encounters with the "alien" 

humanoi ds i s not nearly as g reat as some people a r e presently saying : I 

see the s e as r a r e b u t not super-rare. I believe these encounters are 

speci f i c all y selective (anyth ing except random) and, as such, necessitate 

a mong o ther things a good deal of careful planning and maneuvering by the 

h umanoids. I do believe that, acr os s the Creation, the r e are ce r tai n 

universals: e . g. , principles of logic , scientific methodology, a nd the 

concerns of bureaucra t s about cost and time fact ors. It probably took 

several days and a good many humanoid-hour s t o set up and impleme nt the 

l½ hour meeting with John III and myself on Ma rch 20, 1988. I believe 

these are e x tra - terrestrial persons s imilar to ourselves and perhaps 

even related in some intriguing fashion or at least the results of 

a parallel evolutionary course. They are s oli d and physical and"all-

around" tangible entities, sharply in te lligent ( as one would assume 

trained astronaunts a nd scientists and perhaps even professors to be), 

an d their range of emotions is comparable to ours. I categorically do 

not see them as angels/devils/psychic manifestations. 

Thei r act ions (motivations and effects and related factors) are 

quite positive . Wh ile I think it's possible that there may be some 

"ex perimentation" invo l ved, I think this is ethically and honorably 

done - - and to good ends. However, I believe the basic thrusts focus 

o n hel p ing some of us (directly) "lceep on keeping on" in the business of 

edg ing humanity closer a nd closer to the Sun (figuratively speaking) 

and s e nsi tizing humanity with respect t o the relatively nearby presence 

of othe r fo r ms of intelligent life. 



Salter/UFO encounters -21-

New as I consciously am to the UFO situation, it may seem more 

than a little presumptuous for me to, (paraphrasing, I believe, 

Koes tl e r's Iva nov in Darkness at Noon), point out that there are some 

strange terrestrial birds in the trees of "ufology." Without getting 

shrill about it and recognizing that there can be"reasonable differences 

of opinion between reasonable people" (as I was reminded occasionally 

a long _time ago and still am from time to time), I do believe that the 

"gloom and doo m" people in UFO research are often either downright 

paranoid, motivated by commercial considerations, or ideologically 

endeavoring to resurrect a new version of the Red Scare (but I don't 

think they'll be able to do that). 

I do very strongly believe, and now I'm drawing on cogent impressions 

existing above and below the water levels of my mind, that the people 

from afar that John III and I met (and the many other humanoids who look 

in on our struggling and so very often courageously valiant Earthly turf 

and drama), have good motives, very good ones, and the unfolding results 

of all of this -- individually if our people can keep an open mind, 

and certainly with respect to the long-term perspective and future of 

huma n society -- are and will be deeply beneficial through the many, 

many ages to come. 


