
-:··.:::·�:_7�;.,. 

'\:�:\���) • 

�-

.. � .. � · 
• 

· "-

·.·�··· .. 



· · Lif. 'CoL WENoELuisTEVENS (Ret.) 
INVESTIGATOR AND FAMOUS AUTHOR OF 

"THE PLIEADEAN CONTACT CASE" 

DR. VALERY UVAROV 

AND LT. COL. WEN DELLE STEVENS (Ret.) 

DR. VALERY UVAROV 
j OF SAINT PETERBURG, RUSSIA 

DIRECTOR OF INTERNATIONAL UFO NETWORK IN U.S.S.R. 

ADVANCE ADMISSION: $ 15.00 
AT THE DOOR: $ 20.00 

FROM 1 0 am - 4 pm 

MOUNTAINEERS AUDITORIUM • 300 THIRD AVE. W. • (206) 946-2248 for more information 



VOLUME 12 

Editor 
Aileen Garoutte 

Advertising Manager 
I..ozanna Elwood 

Publisher 
UFO CCI 

Director of .. Advertising 
lo� Elwood/ 

CU'CUlation Manager 
Lozanna Elwood 

BOARD OF DJRECTORS 
EXECUI"'VE COMMJITEE 

REGIONAL DIRECfO:RS 
Headql18Tters Western Region 
Central Regimt 

BOARD MEMBERS 
)un Van A'lery 
Clay Kruge.t 
Pbyllis Duran 
Kae Kohl 
HONORARY BOARD MEMBERS 
�� Pb.D. 
��Ph.D. 
�Ph.D. ·�It, Ph.D. 

Aileen Garoutte 
Se4ttle, Waslti,tm� Terry Burris Statlk muhi� 

Nehrergne ZcUac � .. � 
l..Qzanna Elwood 

Ptmippo.��j; New JmiY 

Aileen Garoutte 
Slatlk� lYa.Wngtq• 

Claudia Sanderson 
Ka1J$4$ Cily, MO .. 

Lozanna ··Elwood 
ParsiPJ1411t.. New }em, 

���. Waslli�. 
�; W4$h� 
&aitk, � ··· 
&aJtlt, R'a.W#fl/m 

COUNSEL K.ae Kohl <ienetal COunsel Seattk. Washington 
The Missing Link is Publish� monthly; for $20�!": 
year ($35 Canadian/Foreign) by the UFO Contact 
Center Intenational, (a non-profit organization) 
3001 S. 288tb, Suite 304, Federal Way, WA 98003 
Send information to: 
The Missing link, 3001 S� 288th St, Suite 304� 
Federal Way, WA 98003, or caD (206) 94&2248 

Opinions and factual statements expressed herein 
are the responsibility of the . writers and are not 
necessarily endorsed or verified by this magazine. 
Advertisements also do not constitute endorsement 
by the magazine or its publishers. 

Application to mail at second class rates is pending 
at Auburn, Washington. 

POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The 
Missing � 3001 South .J Suite ��) FederaJ .. ··· 
Way, Washington 98003� · ·· N· • 

UFO 
.9Lrt by 

Rodney �archetti 
Rodney Marchetti is a native of Rio Dell, a small river town located amidst the 
redwood forests of Humboldt County in northern California. When he was 10 
years old, his family moved to a ranch near the town of Live Oak, California. 
Shortly after he graduated from Live Oak High School, he moved back to his 
native Humboldt County. In 1987, he moved to Sacramento, California, where 
he met his wife, Johanna. He, his wife and their son, Paul, returned to 
Humboldt County in 1990. 

In the early 1970's, Rodney Marchetti's artwork consisted of intricate pencil 
sketches with a surrealistic theme. In the mid 1970's, he began utilizing pen 
and ink to achive the stippling technique, the method in which he excels to this 
day. He developed the creatures, which he call "dactyls" in the late 1970's. 
Early in his art career, he displayed his work in local arts and crafts fairs, and 
later in art galleries. He has displayed his work at several Eureka and 
Sacramento galleries, and produced a mural which incorporated his dactyl 
creatures, and more recently, his work has been published in UFO, Starwind, 
Quantum Leap, Missing Link, and Overland magazines. In 1989, Marchetti 
produced a catalog of 33 prints of his work. 

. 

Rodney Marchetti has been included as an Attending Artist in the 1990, 1991, 
and 1992 International Association for the Fantastic in the Arts (IAF A) 
conference in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. 

Rodney Marchetti currently resides in Fortuna, California, and works as a 
free-lance artist. 
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DEAR AILEEN 

THE NEWS IS GETTING AROUND 
(In the most unusual ways!) 

This week we received a call from a man in Arizona. He said, is this "The Missing Link?" I was 
taken aback, "well ... yes it is, I suppose". "Well," he said, "I have a copy of the Missing Link right 
here in my hand. I found it at "Al's Truck Stop" in Mesa, Arizona. It has been well read." He said, 
"I see you were just in Arizona! I wish I had of known that." 

The man said he was so intrigued that he is going to subscribe! 
He also said that he has a friend that has been having all kinds of experiences. She has kept 

track of them so he is going to have her send them to us to put in the Missing Link. 
The man said, "I wonder if I should take this with me or leave it for more people to read??" 
What I am wondering is "who" left it there. I guess all that matters is someone who really 

enjoyed it found it and was able to share what he learned with a person that needed to tell 
about her experiences. 

Dearest Aileen: 
This is just a little thank you note, but it expresses a� BIG desire to show my gratitude. I had a 

lovely time at Cottonwood and Sedona and was � thrilled to fmally meet you and the UFOCCI "gang". 
Nell is cute as a bug and Lozanna is so dynamic for such a young woman. I still get a buzz of 
excitement when I think of attending Jorpah for the first time and being awarded with such outstanding 
honors!! THANK YOU. THANI( YOU. THANK YOU! 

We will progress together and continue to love and be loved. That of course includes our families and 
very special partners. 

Blessings to all and thanks again ..... Claudia Sanderson 

(Director's note: Claudia was the recipient of the Stayce Borland Memorial Award for outstanding 
director of the year at this year's Jorpah in Cottonwood, Arizona. By the way, there is talk of having it 
in the same place next year due to the unfortunate circumstances in Kansas.) 

Dear Aileen: 
Why is it that "The Missing Link" keeps on getting better every month? You have no idea how I look 

forward to each monthly issue! 
In reference to your article entitled "Sighting and an "Extraterrestrial Consultation", by Dr. Leopolda 

Diaz Martinez of Mexico, with translation and comments by Richard Heiden. The symbol shown is 
accurate. Our own physicists have what they call a Plasma Theory regarding electromagnetic current 
and the origin of the universe. I am a contactee with an on-going relationship. Many times my "little 
friends' have in futility tried to explain Time and Space to me. Each time it has gone way over my head! 
(Little pun there!) Seriously, I can verify that I too have been told the same thing. I am not surprised 
that there has been no follow-up. I don't believe that the aliens give us this information, believing that it 
will be disseminated and believed. The reason is of a personal nature. 

Looking forward to future issues . . . . R.B. 

(Editor's Note: Thank you for your kind words in recognition of our constant effort to improve the 
Missing link. I don't know how long you have been with us but if you could have seen the first issue 
published you would be shocked in comparison! Very soon we are going to make the effort to 
syndicate the Missing Link on the newsstands. At that time we will need everyone to send in articles to 
be included.) 
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SWEDISH ABDUCfiON AND CONTACf 

(The following case is taken from the AFU Newsletter, Archives for UFO Research, POB 11027, S-600 

11 Norrkoping, Sweden, Number 35, Jan-Dec 1990) 

SWEDISH ABDUCfiON AND CONTACf 

Dreams or alien contacts? 
By Clas Svahn 

For more than six years Ante Jonsson, 47, resident of the small town of Tingsryd in the Swedish county 
of Smaland, has had contacts with aliens from another world. Ante Jonsson has produced hundreds of 
pages filled with notes from alleged travels to other planets, enigmatic prophecies, warnings and an 
innocent love affair. 

Starting out as a rather ordinary observation of an UFO at 1 a.m. on February 3, 1984, the encounter 
soon developed into something that was to change Ante Jonsson's life completely. This encounter will 
be described, in detail, later in this article. 

To make a brief summary of this highly complicated case creates some problems. Especially since the 
contacts continue even as I write this article. Ante, himself, is not sure of what is going on around and 
inside of him. It could be dreams, he says, but doubts his own conclusion. 

Although AFU is only at the beginning of investigating this case, there can be no question that 
something real triggers the events, i.e., journeys to other "planets" and some kind of altered states 
communication, which have followed on the first encounter. 

The main question, however, must be to find out if Ante Jonsson's contacts and travels to distant 
places are to be considered as "real" in a nuts-and-bolts-sense or if it should be viewed as a part of 
some highly complex inner trauma. 

Several articles have been published on the case in Swedish newspapers, local radio stations have 
interviewed him, and in 1989 Ante published a book about his experiences in cooperation with a retired 
teacher from Sundsvall, Sune Hjorth. The book (published in Swedish only) was Hjorth's first 
involvement with the UFO problem. In spite of all this publicity, the encounters are as mysterious and 
unexplained as they were in 1984. 

What makes this case complicated is not only the recurrent "dreams", where Ante is able to meet his 
woman contact "Jenny", and to travel to other places in the universe. Even the very first, and most 
concrete encounter, seems to be as hard to grip as any "dream". 

To label Ante Jonssons experiences "dreams" is not really fair. A dream is something everyone can 
look forward to having in bed and in the night, but Ante experiences his "dreams" outside of his home. 



He can feel when a new contact is coming up, several days ahead, and when the time has come he 
usually drives his car to a nearby lake where the contact is made. 

There seems, however, to be circumstantial evidence that he is going through some kind of altered 
state, entering a "dreamland" or another dimension, where his contacts can be made. 

THE INITIAL EXPERIENCE 

With the help of Antes own account of his experiences, a written police report, and a case record from 
the hospital in Vaxjo, AFU can now give a concise picture of what really happened on the night of the 3 
February 1984. The night when everything started. 

This night Ante Jonsson was driving south on Road 30 from Ingelstad to his home in Tingsryd. It was 
snowing and the road was slippery. Ante slowed his car down as he approached an area where he 
knew there could be moose. Soon he caught a glimpse of a small figure by the left side of the road. 
Further out on a meadow he could see a huge, black object hovering in the air. Astonished and curious, 
Ante stopped the car to watch for the small figure, but couldn't see him. 

My first thought was to go and get my camera, which I kept at home, and return to take a picture of the 
craft out in the field, Ante told AFU researchers during an interview in March 1990. I stepped on the 
accelerator and headed home. 

When Ante returned to the site the time was around 1:30a.m. The craft, which had looked like "a flying 
submarine", was gone so Ante decided to drive another kilometer and then tum at a roadcrossing. 

Reaching the crossing he suddenly spotted the object again. It was now blocking the road. He brakes 
to avoid a collision with the black craft but the car skids and stops with the headlights on the 
mysterious craft. In an attempt to flee, the car got stuck in the snow on the roadside. 

STRUGGLE WITH CREATURES 

When I opened the door and tried to get out I 
was caught by a creature that grabbed my arm 
and nearly lifted me out of the car. I screamed 
as much as I could. 

Ante managed to strike himself free and 
started to run, but was soon caught once again. 
This time his struggle was to no avail and he 
lost consciousness. Before fainting he caught a 
glimpse of his body being dragged towards the 
craft. He could also spot a truck passing by. 

As I woke up I found myself sitting in the car 
again; cold, wet and with a stinging feeling in 
my hands. I also have a brief memory of talking 
to someone, whom I later found out was a 
police officer. After that, all I remember Is 
waking up at the hospital in Vaxjo. 
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The policeman, which Ante referred to, was called to the scene in the company of a colleague, after a 
mysterious phone call had been received at the police station. The call was from a man calling himself 
"Bengt Johansson from Kristianstad". This "Bengt Johansson" stated, according to the filed police 
report, that he had seen a car with its lights turned off standing on the road and, quoting the text, "with 
a black object hovering over it". 

"Bengt Johansson" was driving southwards from Vaxjo, heading for Tingsryd, when he spotted the car 
and the object. According to the report "Johansson" got scared and headed back north until he found a 
phone booth from where he made his call. 

But the police patrol from Vaxjo never found "Bengt Johansson" and in spite of a quite thorough 
search neither has AFU researchers. This implies that the name is fake. But who did the call? Was it 
the truck driver that Ante remembers passing by? Or was it somebody else? 

FINGERS BENT LIKE CLAWS 

Whoever it was, the scene had changed as the two policemen arrived at Ante's car. The object had 
vanished. In the car Ante was sitting, frightened and confused. He was trembling and the policemen 
couldn't get in contact with him. 

The report also states that "the muscles in his arms and hands were very tense and the fingers bent like 
claws". The policemen decided to take Ante to the Vaxjo medical clinic where they arrived ten minutes 
to three in the morning. 

At the hospital, the doctor promptly concluded that Ante suffered from a severe shock, 
hyperventilated and had a staring look. The doctor also noticed, as the policemen had, that ante's 
fingers were bent in cr�mp. He gave Ante an injection of valium, a sedative and tried to make contact 
with the patient. 

Ante had great difficulties to communicate and spoke only briefly to the doctor. In response to the 
question if he had experienced something terrible Ante answered with a short "yes." 

When the doctor considered Ante fit for moving, he was transferred by ambulance to the psychiatric 
ward at Sankt Sigfrid's hospital in Vaxjo where he had to remain for a couple of days - a stay which Ante 
describes as one long scene from the movie "Flying over the cuckoo's nest". 

This far the vital parts of Antes story can be validated with documents from the police and the hospital. 
It is without question that Ante Jonsson has been exposed to something very frightening near the road 
where he was found. To simulate the medical signs, the cramps and the shock, both acknowledged by 
the police and doctor, would be nearly impossible. The cramps imply that Ante held on to something 
very hard, most probably the steering wheel. 

But the main question remains unsolved: what did Ante Jonsson encounter on the road in the middle 
of the night seven years ago? And what made him so afraid? 

ABDUCTION STORY 

Ante himself asserts that he was abducted and taken on board the large craft by some aliens. This 
information was given to him in the summer of 1986, two and a half years after the scary meeting. 

In a conversation with Jenny (his contact and "supervisor" from another world), minutely recorded by 
Ante, he was told how he was in such a deep shock that he was carried aboard the submarine-like 
vehicle. For a moment the aliens feared he was going to die since his heart nearly stopped. 

To save his life, Jenny told him, he was placed inside some sort of pressure chamber with bands 
covering his waist and breast. The rescue operation was successful and Ante released. 

According to Jenny the crew took some samples of Ante's hair to "measure his total lifespan"; previous 
reincarnations included. They also took a sample from his skin to determine his physical and mental 
condition. When all this was completed Ante was released and taken back to his car, since another 
driver nearly discovered them. 



So far this is Ante's own account of what happened aboard the craft. But this was only the beginning 
of a series of strange encounters, meetings and travels that were to change the life of Ante Jonsson 
completely. This we shall look further into, later on. 

ENIGMA TIC INFORMATION 

Strangely enough, it is not only the travels and "dreams" that are hard to comprehend and explain. 
Even the very first, and most tangible, parts of the story such as the actions reported by the police on 
the night of February 3, cause problems for a researcher. 

For some unknown reason the two policemen altered their story as time went by. They state that they 
found a lens case outside the car (Ante says that he never owned such a case), and that they locked up 
the car as they left the site to bring Ante to the hospital (Ante says that the car was impossible to lock 
due to a maHunction). Why these details, insignificant as they seem are distorted, is hard to 
understand. 

Interest from the police did not stop with this first intervention. The same day as Ante Jonsson was 
able to leave the hospital of Sankt Sigfrid he was approached by the Criminal Investigation Department 
of the police in Vaxjo. For over an hour he was interrogated on the scene, and every detail was 
measured and drawn by the police. 

Since the observation occurred near a sensitive military installation this interest is understandable. 
this may also explain why the police removed the film from Ante's camera and kept it for a long while. 

Thus far, everything indicates that Ante has experienced something real and frightening. But what did 
he really see? 

New Contacts 

A couple of weeks after the first encounter Ante "feels" a voice calling upon him, trying to make 
contact. He keeps this feeling to himseH. It isn't until the night of the March 6, 1984, that he gets to 
meet with the aliens again. Ante writes; 

''This night I was awakened by somebody touching my shoulder and I got up from my bed. There was 
nobody in the room except for my sleeping wife. I felt that somebody was calling me and went to the 
kitchen, now fully dressed, and later out into the street. There I see a man in a long, black coat. I start 
to walk towards him. He disappears for a moment but soon I can see him again. My God, he has no 
feet! He floats down the street and as I follow him I can see a very pale and long face looking at me." 

After a short walk Ante finds himseH at a nearby meadow where a black craft is hovering. The pale 
man is standing in front of it and then he disappears. Ante can see the craft moving towards him until it 
is right above him. 

"It hovers for a while and then something incredible takes place. I feel myseH floating in the air but I 
can't feel any sensations. A moment later I am back in the garden outside my house. 

FIRST UFO RIDE? 

His next meeting was not until nearly two months later, on April 26, 1984. On this occasion he is taken 
on board. 

"I find myseH in a room that looks like a big crystal ball. I can feel someone else in the room but as I 
look around there is no one to be seen. Outside the crystal I can see the ground far below." 

Ante finds a bench on which he sits down. The bench is soft and feels like he's sitting in a bathtub. 
After two hours the black figure from the previous meeting emerges. Ante estimates his length to 160 
centimeters, of normal physical structure but with long arms, his hair growing all over his face. Ante 
can see no ears no chin. Two black eyes, a flat "nose" and thick, prominent lips makes up the face. 
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This "man" gives Ante some grayish looking 
fluid to drink and turns to a board on the wall 
where a test in Swedish, emerges. Ante gets to 
know that their conversation will be made by 
some kind of magnetic thoughts on the board. 

During this fust trip, Ante is told the usual 
contactee messages that we are not alone in 
the universe, and that there are other solar 
systems with inhabitants of higher intelligence 
than ours. He is also warned of a coming 
catastrophe if we keep using atomic energy. 

CONTACTS�HJENNY 

This time he didn't meet Jenny, but later on Jenny will be his main contact. 
During his trips he has long conversations with Jenny. Subjects differ, from talking about everyday life 

to nuclear war - of which Ante is not only warned but also given a specific date of when it is going to 
start. A date he does not want to reveal. He is also taken to a planet devastated by a nuclear 
holocaust. 

He swims, eats and mingles with Jenny's friends in a way that is far away from the often technically 
complex American abduction scenarios, and seems more like a postcard from a trip to a foreign 
country. 

Since the first event Ante has written several hundred pages about his experiences. When asked 
where he thinks these travels have taken him he says that he is not sure, but thinks he has been outside 
our solar system. He has visited three or four different places but refuses to speculate where these may 
be situated. 

In his trips he has come to meet many different human-like creatures. One of which he refers to as "the 
half-ape", another is called the "fir-eater" and a third one which has a thin body and long arms. And 
then, of course, Jenny. 

LOVE AFFAIR 

It is Jenny everything focuses on. She is the cause of all the contacts. Jenny is beautiful, wise and 
easy to like. Sometimes it is hard for Ante to distinguish her from another girl, on earth, that he once 
fell in love with. A love affair Ante cannot forget. Jenny is, without any doubt the key to his "dream­
world". 

The journeys with Jenny to other worlds are 
filled with questions. But the answers are often 
evasive and unclear. During their many 
conversations he feels that Jenny is avoiding 
answers, and instead gives him her views and 
her thoughts. This fact disturbs him. 
Nevertheless he experiences their 
conversations as meaningful and very � important. 

Jenny is as "real" as any living person - at least 
to Ante. He finds her attractive and strong. 

When we discuss his experiences and journeys to other worlds Ante hesitates. He states that he does 
not know how real his experiences are. Of course, they are real to himself but he cannot say for certain 
if they are real in a more objective sense. There is no definite way to distinguish them from dreams. 

• It can all be a dream. I can't stop thinking that, says Ante. Neither can I stop knowing that it all 
happens in the real world. Sometimes I don't know what to think. 



CS: In what way has your family reacted to all 
this? 

AJ: I tried not to tell them and kept it a secret 
as long as I could. But eventually they 
learned about it. After finishing the 
book "Fantastic Journeys with UFO 
Visits to Other Civilizations", 1989) I 
had to tell them .. My wife really don't 
want to know that much and there are 
many things I haven't told her. We don't 
talk that much about it. 

CS: Her situation must be rather odd, living with someone who lives this kind of double life. 
AJ: Yes. I have thought about how I would have reacted if the same thing was happening to her. I 

would have considered her nuts! That I would have told her. But she takes it all right, which 
surprises me very much even though her initial reaction was that I was going crazy. She never 
said that out loud. No, she just told me that maybe it all was a vivid form of dream. 

CS: And that was your own opinion for a while ... ? 
AJ: Yes- and it still is. I mean, I am not really sure what is happening to me. Maybe it is a dream, 

maybe not. But I think not. 
CS: Talking to you in 1986 you called everything "dreams". 
AJ: Some of these things I experience I still consider dreams. But I'd rather keep it all an open 

question. I really don't know what is going on. You know, when this thing happens nothing else 
exists around me. It is a mixed feeling between reality and something else. 

ADVANCED WARNING 

CS: Your perception of the world around you changes? 
AJ: Yes, in some way. And this can happen anytime, day or night. But most of the time it happens at 

dusk. 
CS: Can you describe your reaction when you are being contacted? 
AJ: I feel restless and all my body gets a creeping sensation. I can't find the words to explain it. 

Something starts to move inside of me. In my body and in my head. And when this is happening 
I know that something is going on. One to three days later I have a contact. 

CS: Does this creeping sensation stay until you get the contact? 
AJ: No, it passes away. I only feel it for a day or so. Then, suddenly, after another day without the 

feeling, it all happens. There is no such feeling during the contact, nor afterwards. 
CS: Does this change of reality hit you gradually or is it an immediate sensation? 
AJ: It comes very quickly, often when I am looking at the TV. It always begins between my toes and 

moves upwards, as if somebody was stroking your leg gently with a hand. When this feeling 
reaches my breast I really know that something is going to happen. But it always begins 
between the toes. It sounds strange but this is true. 

In this way Ante is always warned in advance that a contact is going to be made. When he feels that 
the right time has come he tells his family that he is going for a ride in the car� but never reveals his true 
destination: a lake ten miles to the north. At this lake most of the contacts have been made. 

TIME DISTURBANCES 

Reaching this lake he sits by the shore, waiting. A couple of hundred meters behind him cars pass by 
on the busy road between Tingsryd and Vaxjo (the same road where he made his first contact). No one 
seems to pay any attention to the egg-shaped craft hanging over the lake. Except for Ante himself. 
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The craft, hovering in front of Ante, descends and Ante is taken on board. After a short trip they return 
to the lake but this time everything has changed. On one occasion Ante told me that it was as if he had 
been taken back in time. The road and the busy cars were gone, the fields and trees looked different. 
On another occasion he left a winter landscape for a hot summer's day. But never has he travelled to 
the future. 

The first year or so, he was taken to other places as well. Places far away, at least Ante thinks so, 
maybe to other planets as we have seen before. Inside the ship he has met other human beings, from 
other countries, all travelling to distant locations by their own free will. 

Today Ante keeps three different files on what is happening to him. Hundreds of pages are filled with 
his notes. I have only read a part of them since he chooses to keep most of it hidden in a safe-deposit 
box at a bank. 

The first file concerns his journeys and conversations with Jenny. The second is information on 
previous lives, revealed to him through automatic writing. And the third is all about himself, memories 
from his life as a teenager. And these memories are often very bright, sometimes painful. 

THERAPY 

When I asked Ante about his feelings when writing about his youth it is clear that this is very important 
to him. There are memories that he would rather not tell about. Writing them down is a relief to him, 
some kind of therapy and he describes the information he gets as "memories emerging from within, 
surfacing for him to write down". 
CS: Do you feel that this is some sort of therapy given to you by Jenny? 
AJ: Yes, it seems so. Here I am confronted with things I haven't been aware of for a long time. 

Can it be that this is what it's all about? That this therapy is the climax and purpose of the whole 
experience? Maybe all that has transpired is a mere framework leading to Ante's inner self, giving him a 
chance to deal with his traumas and hidden memories? This is not an easy question. 

As with any other contact story, Ante's has two faces. Some of them much more tangible than 
some obscure memories from days past, 

ARTIFACTS 

During one of our conversations Ante showed me a stone that he once found in his pocket after one of 
the trips from the lake. It wasn't big and not very unusual. When I held it in my hand it felt smooth and 
nice to touch. An ordinary stone as far as I could tell. 

Ante says it resembles the stones he had seen on the shore during one trip to the "summer lake". He 
an Jenn)' had been taking a swim and afterwards they had been sitting on some stones by the side of 
the lake. 

Maybe Jenny put it in his pocket, maybe it just fell in there - or maybe it is just an ordinary stone from 
this world. As always Ante hesitates and draws no simple conclusions. 

The stone has never been analyzed and I doubt that such an inspection would shed any light on its 
origin. Artifacts from UFO encounters tends to be no better proof than the witnesses own stories. 

A grayish, milk-like, drink was given him on yet another occasion. This time he found a plastic looking 
bottle standing near his home. The bottle contained the same substance. He was supposed to drink it 
for a couple of days, preparing, as he had been told, for another, longer journey. It seems that the drink 
was important for Ante s body before making this longer trip. The bottle was later destroyed by Ante 
and thrown away. 

UNDERWATER BASE 

Ante states that he has visited an underwater base where he saw huge doors in a cliff. The doors were 
numbered with ordinary Arabian numbers but the numbers had small hooks making them look like lhc 
astrology signs. Never has he reported seeing any unusual writings that he has not been able to read. 



There have been some signs on board the ships, however, which he has 
not been able to decipher. One of them, frequently used on some 
boxes, looks like the sign of Pisces but with its two arches intersected. 
It sounds strange but it is true, states Ante. 

NEW YORK EPISODE 

One evening, the 20th of October 1986, he is taken to a big city where he later meets a girl and eats a 
meal with her. The "contact" began as a colored cloud suddenly filled the room where Ante was resting 
on a bed. For a short while everything turned black. Seconds later he found himself sitting on a bench 
in a park. Around him big houses point to the sky and he presumes that this must be New York 

There is no room for discussing this mysterious event in detail here but one interesting thing must be 
noted. Returning home again (Ante found himself standing on the lawn outside his house at 04.16 in 
the morning, seven hours after the cloud came into the room), he receives a postcard from New York, 
addressed to "Ante Johansson", postmarked 20th October 1986. The message on the postcard is 
impossible to read. The meaning behind the postcard is obscure, to say the least. 

The New York episode is but another strange coincidence of which this case is filled. 

IDDDENYOUTHTRAUMA 

One of the most recent episodes happened inside Antes home when he was looking at a video 
recording earlier this year: 

I was looking at this old black and white film when suddenly I got the feeling of being someplace I 
couldn't recognize, says Ante. The TV set looked completely different. I got worried and started to 
walk down the stairs to the kitchen. On my way down I passed by a mirror and caught a glimpse of 
myself. 

What I saw scared me, There I was, looking at myself precisely as I looked like when I was 15! My 
clothes looked different and I was young again. I went to the kitchen, which I didn't recognize, and had 
some water. 

As Ante "woke up" he realized that what he had seen was himself not only being young again, but also 
in his old house where he had grown up. The TV set and the kitchen all looked like the things he 
remembered from 30 years ago. 

And this is only one of many examples of connections to Ante's boyhood. The notes he makes all deal 
with his being 15, 16 or 17 years old. Here a trauma, not yet unearth� may be hidden. 

As many other contactees Ante's experiences are only for himself. There are no witnesses. I know of 
one occasion when Ante brought two friends with him to the lake after getting the "feeling" in his body. 
This time nothing happened. 

Our research into the case continues. This summary above is only a sntall part of the story thus far. In 
our investigation we must be very cautious and open minded. Many of its aspects are still hidden in a 
safe deposit bo)t by Ante himself. Some other materials are not yet to be published. Until we have seen 
all the material I will postpone any conclusive judgement. 
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By Alwyn 

You probably noticed that my memory of the dream-that-was-not-a-dream differed a bit from the 
recollection that came forth under hypnosis. In fact, as I listened to the tape while transcribing it, the 
experience came back to me in full detail. What emerged during that session is what really happened. 
Conscious memory has a nasty habit of selecting, veiling, essentially confusing strange events. Trust 
what you recall when you're most relaxed, and you can't go wrong. 

Exactly what lay behind that grid I was speeding toward? I cannot say. Yet. It seems as though I did 
not want to see it, or chose not to recall it. Maybe it was nothing. But some day, I hope to find out. 

In my conscious memory of the experience, I did not recall seeing the "little person" in my bedroom 
doorway. The recollection of that being under hypnosis was extremely difficult, yet extremely vivid as 
well. I could absolutely see the creature, in three-dimensional you-are-there-while-this-is-happening 
reality, as if reliving the occurrence right there in Aileen's office. Much of the rest of the remembering 
took place in a two-dimensional I've-seen-this-before recollection, like watching TV or something. 

And it turns out that the guy at the control panel had six fingers. Six very long fingers. How do I know 
that? Well, that guy at the control panel was my pal Th'ar. I was formally re-introduced to him a week 
or so later, during what I call a "show-and-tell" experience. 

Once again, late at night, I was awakened. Only this time it was more of a treat; instead of being 
manipulated, I was shown something. 

There, in my bedroom doorway, appeared a cone of light approximately two to three feet high. Inside 
the cone stood what I can only describe as a miniature holographic representation of the creature who 
had been at the control panel during my previous encounter. The height of he image was about one 
foot. It was three-dimensional, and rotated inside the cone so I could see it in its entirety. 

It was certainly not a handsome critter, not by our standards. But then, we probably don't look too 
wonderful to them, either. Standing in reality about six-and-a-half to seven feet tall, the being's overall 
appearance can best be described as insect-like. It's outstanding facial features were two huge, 
elongated dark eyes, and a protruding mandible-style jaw. Its skin seemed leathery and cris-crossed, 
as though sectioned. And, yes, the six long fingers -- two where our thumb would be. I later attempted 
to draw what the creature looked like to me. It is my own thinking, and I stress this is only a personal 
theory, that these may be the tall, long-fingered beings who have appeared to so many contactees, only 
hooded or shrouded in darkness. Now you can probably understand why a hood would be a proper 
fashion accessory for one of these guys. Why they would choose to reveal the "whole picture" to me, I 
have no idea. 

The creature's name would be virtually unpronounceable in our tongue. But if you were to attempt it, 
the result would sound something like Ngshthxgashthar. I call him Th'ar, for short. 

The religious philosophy of Th'ar's home world is decidedly polytheistic, having many of what we 
would call "gods." I gather it to be somewhat akin to our ancient Hinduism. This apparently does not sit 
well with the rest of the Federation, most of which consists of monotheistic cultures. By "Federation" is 
meant the community of ascended worlds. By "ascended" is meant those cultures who have evolved 
beyond hatred and warfare and accepted harmony and peace as the only means of co-existence. And 
have evolved technologically (if that's the proper word; spiritually might be better) to the point where 
they can traverse time and space virtually at will. By "dazed and confused" is meant my own state of 
mind, which is not sure it can accept or deal with any of this on its current level. But I must press on. 

Th'ar's world is just recently ascended, having been allowed into the Federation only in the last one or 
two thousand years. You see, they used to be a very warlike species, not unlike our own. Originally a 
winged race graced their skies. but they were eventually slain to extinction by their earthbound 
brethren. The guilt and yearning that this genocide gradually engendered resulted in a combination 



warrior/ spiritual mentality. A dualism much like the one that exists in our own psyche. Which is why, I 
believe, this race has been chosen as our contact. As an aside, I think it's most curious that the current 
heroes of our younger generation are the cartoon character "Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles". The 
resemblance of said characters to Th'ar's race is rather uncanny. Perhaps this is no coincidence? Might 
this represent some sort of conditioning or preparation toward acceptance of something hitherto 
considered grossly inhuman, horribly foreign? One wonders. 

And, oh yes, I forgot to mention that Th'ar's species carries its vital organs in a hard shell on its back. 
This externalization of what are, to us, the internal life forces, only helps contribute to the mind/body 
split so prominent in Th'ar's culture. 

So much for what I learned about Th'ar. I also learned a few things about myself. For instance, that my 
name was Alwyn. That my nickname was, roughly translated, "Wrong-Way." That I was good at getting 
lost, good at getting into jams, good at getting out of them. That, despite my alarming propensity 
toward ineptitude, I was respected for possessing a quick, bright spirit, a wild sense of humor. 
Respected for being clever. 

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Time to return to the hypnosis session. Time to remember some 
more ... 

During the next portion of the hypnosis session, Aileen decided to take me back o an experience that 
occurred in the Fall of 1975 or Spring of 1976. At this point in my life, I had recently finished a year of 
seminary, studying for the Episcopal ministry at Yale Divinity School in New Haven, Connecticut. I'd 
become somewhat disillusioned with the idea of entering the ministry. My educational emphasis had 
always been more theoretical than practical (witness the fact that I received my B.A. in Religious 
Studies), and I had difficulty with the concept of counseling people concerning their real-life problems. 
I was more at home debating the relative merits of comparative religions, with a view toward getting the 
various religions to talk to one another rather than constantly laying competing claims to the Almighty 
Truth. It is still my hope that this might be achieved by fostering a sense of humility within religious 
consciousness wherein the claim to know The Truth is subordinated to the desire to share and learn 
from common human experience. But ignorance and pride, the need to know that we're worshipping 
the right God in the right way, always seem to doom such efforts at dialog from the very start. Soon I 
became extremely frustrated by the whole enterprise, and my faith in the efficacy of organized religion 
began to fade quite rapidly. Not to mention my desire to continue on as a student. 

And so, during late 1975 and early 1976, still wed to my first wife, I found myself celebrating our 
nation's bicentennial by taking a break from postgraduate studies and working in my first real job. At 
the age of 23, I'd begun as a lowly stockboy in a newly-opened discount clothing store in New Haven, 
and was quickly working my way up through the ranks. The work was challenging and rewarding for 
someone who'd spent his entire previous life dealing in abstraction and philosophy. I began to acquire 
a sense of self-worth and independence hitherto unknown, which bode ill for my marriage. Said 
relationship, although filled with joy and love, began simply to dissolve in my own mind, so filled was I 
with my newfound strength and self -confidence. In short, not to put too fine a point on it, I rapidly 
evolved into a self -involved jerk and behaved like a Class 'A' a _h_ toward my wife. It's a time I look 
back upon with both wonder and deep regret. And only now am I learning the lessons of the horrible 
hurt I caused during that first marriage in the aftermath of the dissolution of my second marriage, in 
which I was the player who felt the stinging pain and agonizing confusion of love lost for no apparent 
reason. 

So apparently one of those religious concepts I studied over the years applies to the "real world." For 
I've seen the Law of Karma at work, in its hideously poetic way, in my own life. "What goes around 
comes around," as Mario Andretti once said, and I'm beginning to believe that things have been going 
and coming around the racetrack of existence for a lot longer than we care to, or are perhaps able to, 
remember. 

' 

. Back to New Haven, Connecticut lo those many moons ago. 
It was early in the evening and I was riding around town with my friend Roger in his old Volkswagen. 

Just listening to music, as I recall. And it's a good thing Roger was driving, for one moment I was in 
Roger's VW, and the next moment I was in a very different place far, far away. 

Here is my recollection of that event under hypnosis, with Aileen's assistance: 
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Aileen: Let's go back in time to when you were going to school to be a minister, and you were going 
down the road. Let's find out what happened that day. Be there now in the car. Can you see 
your friend? 

M (Me): Uh-huh. 
A: Where are you? Are you on the passenger side? 
M: Yeah, with Roger, my friend. He's driving. 
A: OK, are you moving at the time? 
M: Yeah, we're driving through . . .  let's see . . .  looks like, uh . . .  it's part of New Haven. 
A: OK, let's go down the road now. Very slowly in time. Going down the road. Tell me if anything 

different happens. 
M: (Long pause) . . .  There's some music playing. We're on a fairly busy street. 
A: Where's the music coming from? 
M: I think Roger's got the radio on. 
A: OK, keep going now. (Long pause) . .  What's the next thing that happens? 
M: The next thing I remember is . . .  not being in the car ! 
A: OK, let's look at this picture now. You weren't in the car, then where were you? 
M: I was in a different place. Some kind of spacecraft. 
A: OK, let's look at that spacecraft. Describe it to me. 
M: Uh, it's . . .  it's saucer-shaped, very definitely. It's got, uh, I'm seeing this from the outside as well! 

And also from the inside. This is . . .  
A: It's all right. 
M: It's got three, like, landing pods or whatever. Uh, there's a window that I'm looking out of. 
A: What do you see out the window? 
M: Sort of like a desert canyon. I'm in the canyon; the craft is in the canyon. 
A: Is it landed in the canyon? 
M: Yes ! And I think I'm the only one in the craft. 
A: Do you know how it got into the canyon? Back up until you see how it got into the canyon. 
M: (Long pause) . . .  I'm not supposed to be going there! 
A: Where are you supposed to be going? 
M: Not that planet. This is the wrong planet. Uh, I was on some kind of mission or something. 
A: Back up, back up, till you see, till you remember. It's all right. 
M: I was . . .  all I can remember is I was supposed to be going some place else, and I was diverted here. 
A: You were what? 
M: Diverted, like . . .  
A: What diverted you? 
M: I don't know! 
A: Are you responsible for that craft? 
M: Yes, I am. 
A: Where are you from? 
M: (Long pause) . . .  That's a good question! (Laugh) 
A: You know where you're from. Just let it come out. Where did you come from? 
M: (Very long pause) . . .  It's a beautiful place. 
A: Can you see it better? 
M: Parts of it, yes. 
A: What are you seeing? 
M: It's . . .  a lot like Earth. It's, uh, smaller. Uh, mountains, a lot of mountains. Water. It's cold. 
A: Look at it carefully. Anything that gives you a clue where you came from? 
M: Something about the color green. There are green, uh, rocks. Smooth. 
A: Is everything green? 
M: It's pretty green, uh . . .  
A: How many .. does it have any suns? 
M: Yes, it definitely has a sun. I'm trying to look up into the sky . . .  the sky is a very bright blue. Uh, it's 

kind of hazy. I'm assuming it has a sun; it's bright ! 
A: OK, can you see the ship that you're in when you're there? 

( cont . on page 2 3 )  
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Spending a great deal of time as I do 
in UFO I alien research, extraordinarily 
odd things happen to me and around me. 
I sometimes wonder if something "out 
there" plays games with me - just for 
the hell of it, of course. Two examples of 
this are the following incidents. There 
have been many. 

Several years ago I was spending an 
evening at a friend's house and they had 
a visitor from out of state. Their visitor 
was, in my estimation, not particularly 
well-grounded in reality. The fellow had 
heard that I was doing UFO research and 
began to tell me of some of the things he 
had been experiencing on a fairly regular 
basis. It became quickly evident that the 
man was, for the most part, living in a 
fantasy world that he had created for 
himself. I always listen to whatever 
someone has to say about paranormal 
activity because even people who are not 
mentally balanced will often have clear 
perception into areas a ��normal" person 
might not. I have interviewed persons 
who were paranoid schizophrenic and 
even (and perhaps particularly) these 
people will have flashes of brilliance or 
insight into paranormal worlds that are 
quite extraordinary. Thus I listen careful­
ly to anyone who has an unusual story. 

The fellow went on about his experien­
ces. When I noticed that the hour was 
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late, I said that I needed to go home and 
he asked if I could drop him off 
downtown. I agreed, and on the way he 
continued to elaborate on his fantastic 
experiences. It was really getting heavy 
for me, because some of the stuff he was 
talking about was really crazy. It in­
volved ETs. I took him to his destination 
and dropped him off. I turned the car 
around and headed home. At the inter­
section of Hwy. 89A and Hwy. 1 79. I was 
waiting for the light to change (it was 
almost midnight - no traffic at all). 

Looking to my right, I saw a man 
standing with his thumb out, gesturing 
aggressively for a ride. I thought it very 
odd that I had not seen him before. He 
was really giving me the "Come on, 
buddy, how about a ride?" look. Being a 
charitable sort, I waved him over. He 
jumped into the car just as the light 
changed. It was right then that things 
got extremely bizarre. Nothing takes me 
by surprise - but this did. 

We hadn't even gotten through the 
intersection when he picked up exactly 
the same crazy conversation that the man 
I had just dropped off had been carrying 
on. I mean exactly where the other guy 
had left off. I took a dose look at my 
pa�nger. He looked to be in his late 
twenties. He had jet-black, shoulder­
length hair and black eyes. He hadn't 
taken his eyes off me since he got into the 
car. His right arm held a fully stuffed 
army duffle bag, which he placed on the 
floor between his knees. 

We had gone only about two hundred 
yards when he suddenly changed the 
subject. Still looking at me with those 
piercing eyes, he said, "Look at me!" He 
said it twice. I looked casually at him, 
then resumed looking straight ahead. 
Then he shouted it - loud, "LOOK AT 
ME!" I turned and looked at him again, 
more than a bit perturbed. He asked, 
"Have you ever seen me before?" to 
which I replied no. Then he asked, as if 
he knew the answer, "Do you know who 
I am?" I warily shook my head in 
response. 

Then he added, still intently staring at 
me, ''My name is Johnu (not the name he 
gave me). "Can you remember that?" he 
commanded. I nodded. Then he went 
on, "Remember this also: John-I.M.E.T.­
Circle K. Repeat that back to . me," he 
demanded. I did - and made vivid 

mental notes of everything he said and 
did. He insisted I repeat them back to 
him several times. Then he said, "If you 
remember those three things and repeat 
them three times you can have anything 
you want." 

About a hundred red lights lit up in 
my mind at that point. I am not gullible 
and I am not a greedy fool. I began to 
wonder nervously who he really was, but 
I couldn't come to a rational conclusion. 
I've know of ET contactees who had 
similar offers and usually ended up 
paying a very dear price for their greed 
and foolhardiness. 

We continued down Hwy. 89A for 
awhile. He asked if I would drop him off · behind the Pizza Hut. I pulled into a spot 
where the streetlights were bright - I 
wanted to keep a sharp eye on him. I 
was also watching my wristwatch closely 
in case I had any missing time. There 
wasn't any. He squeezed out with his 
large duffle bag - and with the door still 
open, he stuck his head back in and said 
that he had something in his duffle that 
would be of great interest to me. He 
asked if I would like to see what it was. 
"No, no! - that's okay," I replied, quick­
ly adding that it was late and someone 
was waiting up for me. He nodded his 
head and I drove out onto the highway. 
He was still standing under the light 
watching me. I have wondered many 
times who he was. I never saw him 
again. 

In May this year I met a southern 
California woman who wanted to be 
taken to Bell Rock. We went there and I 
was describing some of the odd things 
that happen in that area. We were stand­
ing at its base when she remarked, "Do 
you see that object coming from behind 
Bell Rock, near the top?" I strained my 
vision and saw nothing. Moments later I 
glanced again and saw what appeared to 
be a fully inflated 30-gallon garbage bag, 
carried along, high, by a strong breeze. 
But what was strange to me was that this 
bag was moving at a steady northerly 
speed and was not being changed in size 
or shape by the shifting wind currents. I 
replied to her, "Yeah, I see it now." We 
made some casual remarks about it and 
continued to observe it. 

I took out my binoculars for a better 
look at the bag. With the binoculars it 
could be clearly seen. We traded the 
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binoculars back and forth, watching the 
object. She passed the field glasses back 
to me and I brought them up to where 
the bag should have been. I didn't locate 
the bag immediately, so searched around 
the sky with the binoculars still at my 
eyes. What I finally found in the sky was 
a very curious object. Instead of a green 
garbage bag blowing in the wind, I saw a 
boomerang-shaped object surrounded by 
a ten-foot-thick brown haze about fifty 
feet wide. The [boomerang-shaped] ob­
ject was making unusual maneuvers. It 
would stop, turn on its axis, or flip over 
and change direction abruptly. 

ROVER: 

I watched the object for two or three 
minutes. I didn't mention it to my com­
panion because at the time I really 
thought it was a hawk or a buzzard. I 
looked again, found the bag and watched 
it disappear in a climbing, northerly 

·
course. We didn't say anything more 
about it until later in the afternoon. I was 
running the incident back through my 
mind. Something seemed awfully weird 
about the whole thing. 

I turned to her and said, "You know 
there was something really strange about 
that garbage bag we were watching this 
morning." She stared back at me with a 
blank expression. After a few moments 

she replied quizzically, ''What garbage 
bag?" It was my turn to look blankly at 
her. ''The one we watched with the 
binoculars blowing past Bell Rock." To 
my surprise, she answered with no 
hesitation, "I never saw a garbage bag. 
What I saw was a boomerang-shaped 
object with a brown haze around it. I 
thought that was what you saw all 
along." I quizzed her further; it seems 
that while I was looking at a green 
garbage bag, she saw the same object as a 
flying boomerang. I can't even begin to 
come up with a sensible explanation for 
that one! 

+ 

Planetary scout car safe p lace to be 
during so lar  storm 

Boeing News 
A next-generation planetary surface 

rover, here depicted through 
computer-aided design, could be 

America's next space vehicle on the 
moon. Boeing Defense & Space 

Group in Huntsville, Ala., is 
studying designs for a new­

generation lunar roving vehicle. 
This pressurized, or enclosed, 

concept features all-wheel inde­
pendent drive and steering, manip­
ulator arms for gathering samples, 

an airlock that serves as a solar­
storm shelter, and the ability to be 

operated from Earth without 
astronauts aboard. 
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TREMENDOUS NEW POWER SOON TO BE UNLEASHED by Caro l B i rd 

Proving his theory that a man ' s e f f i c i ency and a c comp l i s hmen ts 
should increase and not dimi n i s h  with middl e age , N i ko l a  Te s l a , 
inventor , phy s i c i s t  and one o f  th e wo rld ' s  l e ad ing e l e c t r i c a l  
techn i c i ans , ente rs h i s  s eventy - e igh th y e a r  bus i ly engaged on 
th ree or four great s c i enti f ic pro j e c t s . 

Several o f  the s e  inventions or d i s cove r i e s  wi l l  be looked upon 
as " mirac l e s " by many peop l e , for Mr . Tes l a  h a s  long been a 
s c ient i s t  years ahe ad o f  h i s  t ime , one who s e  advanced theo r i e s  
have alternat e ly s t amped h im a " madman " and a wi z ard . 

Jus t as people r i d iculed Copern i cus ' theo ry o f  the p l anetary 
sys tem , the unen l ightened j e ered T e s l a ' s  pronounc ement , years ago 
regarding cosmic rays . The path f i nder and the p ioneer - and Mr . Tes la 
i s  both - are alway s condemned by the ma s s e s . 

N I KOLA TE S LA , ta l l , l e an , with the face o f  an a s ce t i c  and deep- set 
eye s , who s e  expre s s ion denote s  concentration on a canvas o f  work 
too b ig fo r mo s t  people ' s  comprehen s ion , par t i a l ly de s c r ibed a new 
and inexhau s t i b l e  so urce o f  powe r he has d i s covered a fter years 
o f  re s e arch , revolut ion i z ing modern phy s i c a l  s c i ence . At the s ame 
t ime he touched on h i s  own re s ervo i r  o f  ene rgy wh i ch mak e s  such monu­
mental d i s cove r i e s  po s s ib l e  at h i s  advanced age . 

How doe s h e  tap both the s e  deep we l l s ?  Wha t  i s  the s ec re t  o f  f ine 
hea l th , keen mind , unusual vital i ty and ment a l  force at 7 7 , the 
time o f  l i fe when mo s t  men are s i t t ing in the s un w i th shawl s over 
the i r  knees o r , a l a s ! ly ing bene ath the sod? 

Mr . Tes la i s  the father of the a l t e rnat ing s y s tem o f  powe r tran s ­
mi s s ion and radio , the induct ion motor and T e s l a  co i l . 

Asked about h i s  s tartl ing new s c ient i f i c d i s cove r i e s ,  one o f  wh ich 
concerns the " photographing o f  thought , "  wh i ch wi l l , he ma intains 
br ing about a tremendous social revo l ut ion , he s a id : 

" My f i r s t  and mo s t  importan t  d i s cove ry concerns the harne s s ing o f  
a new source o f  powe r , h i the rto unava i l ab l e , t o  be deve loped through 
fundament a l ly nove l mac hine s of my inven t ion . 

" I  am not yet prepared to dwe l l  on the det a i l s  o f  the proj e c t , for 
they mus t  be che cked be fore my f i ndings c an be forma l ly announced . 
I have worked on the deve lopment o f  the unde rly ing pr inc i p l e s  fo r 
many years . From the prac t i c a l  po int o f  view o f  the eng ineer engaged 
in power deve lopmen t , the f i r s t  inve s tment wi l l  b e  r e l a t ive ly very 
great , but once a mach ine i s  i n s t a l led i t  may be depended on to 
function inde f in i t e ly , and the c o s t  of ope ration w i l l be next to 
nothing . 

" My powe r generator w i l l  be o f  the s impl e s t  k ind - j us t  a b i g  mas s  
o f  s tee l , coppe r and a l uminum , compr i s ing a s ta t ionary and ro tat ing 
part , pecul iarly a s s emb l e d . I am pl ann ing to deve lop e l e c t r i c ity 
and transmi t i t  to a d i s tance by my a l te rnat ing s y s tem now un ive r s a l ly 
e s tabl i shed . The direct current s y s tem cou l d  a l s o  be empl oyed i f  
the hereto fore insuperab le d i f f i cu l t i e s  o f  i n s u l a t i ng the t ransmi s s ion 
l ine s c an be ove rcome . 

" Such a source o f  power obt a inab l e  eve rywhe re wi l l  so lve many 
prob l ems with wh ich the human race is con f ronte d . My a l ternat ing 
sys tem has been the mean s o f  harne s s ing 3 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0  hor s epowe r  o f  
wate rpower , an d th ere a r e  pro j ects now go ing o n  a l l  over the wor l d  
wh ich wi l l  eventua l ly doub l e  that amoun t . B u t  un fortunate ly , there 
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i s  not enough wate rpowe r to s at i s fy pres ent needs , and eve rywhere 
inventors and eng ineers are endeavoring to un lock s ome addi t ional 
s tore of energy . "  

Wi l l  the sma s h ing o f  the atom l ead to thi s  new power energy ? 
Let Mr . Te s l a  answe r : 

" The pub l i c  i s  natur a l l y  led to expe ct a great revo lution through 
the harne s s ing o f  atomic powe r , but th i s  i s  an i l lus ion . Atomi c 
energy i s  not ava i l ab l e  for work . I operated many years ago apparatus 
of a capac i ty of 2 , 0 0 0  hor s epowe r and ten s ion of 1 8 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0  vo l t s  
with wh i ch t r i l l ions o f  atoms we re sma shed in a fraction o f  a s econd . 
I generated a l l  sorts o f  inten s e  and de s t ruct ive rays , but found no 
t race o f  any ene rgy wh ich s hould have been l ibe rated through the 
s hatter ing of atomic s t ructure s , according to theory . For the l a s t  
thi rty years I have warned my f e l low s c i ent i s t s that there i s  noth ing 
to be expected in th i s  f i e l d  except some s pec i f i c  e f fects due to 
change s in the a tomic s t ructure wh i c h  may have more or l e s s  value . "  

B eyond adding that the new form o f  ene rgy wh ich he has been 
inve s t i gating many years would b e  ava i l ab l e  at any pl ace in the world 
in unl imited quant i t i e s , and that the mach inery for harne s s ing it would 
l a s t  more than 5 , 0 0 0  years , Mr . T e s l a  woul d  s ay l i t t l e  more on the 
s ub j ect . Jus t  when the powe r wi l l  b ecome ava i l ab l e  for prac t i c a l  
purpo s e s  he could n o t  pre d i c t  wi th any degree o f  prec i s ion . In a few 
years , perhap s , h e  ventured to say . 

Mr . Tes l a  then ta lked o f  s evera l  other pro j e c t s  on wh i ch he has been 
work ing by way of re l i e f  f rom too much concentrat ion on the ma in piece 
of work . He de s c r ibed one of h i s  other intere s ts , one h igh ly dramatic , 
wh ich s t i rs the imag i nat ion and wh i ch , doubt l e s s , wi l l  sound too 
revo lu t ionary to mo s t  peop l e . But it mus t  not be fo rgotten , as 
Mr . Tesla po ints out , that the ide a s  of televis ion and radio and 
a ir p l an e  wer e  s c o f fe d  at in the i r  in fancy . 

" I  expec t  to photograph thought s , "  announced Mr . T e s l a  c a lmly , in 
the s ame tone of vo i c e  th at a pe rson occup i ed w i th some trivi a l  th ings 
in the s cheme of l i fe might announce that it wa s go ing to rain . 

Cont inued Mr . Te s l a : " I n 1 8 9 3 ,  wh i l e  engaged in certain inve s t iga­
t ions , I b e c ame convin ced that a de f in i re image formed in thought mus t ,  
by re f l ex act ion , produce a corre s ponding image on the ret ina , wh ich 
might po s s ib ly b e  read by s u i t ab l e  apparatus . Th i s  b rought me to my 
s y s tem o f  te l evi s ion , wh i ch I announced at that t ime . 

" My idea was to employ an arti f i c i a l  ret ina rece iving the image o f  
t h e  ob j e ct s een , a n  ' op t i c  nerve ' a n d  another s uch r e t i n a  at t h e  p l ace 
of reproduc t ion . The s e  two retinas we re to be cons tructed s omewhat 
a f te r  the fash ion of a checker board , w i th many s e parate l i t t l e  
s e c tions , a n d  t h e  s o - c a l l e d  opt i c  nerve as noth ing more than a part 
of the earth . 

" An invent ion o f  m ine enab l e s  me to tran sm i t  s imu l t aneous ly , and 
wi thout any inter ference whatsoever , hundreds of thous ands of d i s t inct 
impu l s e s  through the g round j us t  a s  though I had so many s eparate 
w i re s . I did not contemp l ate u s ing any moving part - a s c anning 
apparatus or a c athod i c  ray , wh i ch is a sort of moving devi ce , the use 
of wh i c h  I s ugge s ted in one o f  my l e c ture s o f  that per iod . 
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" Now i f  i t  be true that a thought re f l e c t s  an image on the retina , 
i t  i s  a me re que s t ion o f  i l l uminating the s ame properly and tak ing 
pho tograph s , and then u s ing the ordinary methods whi ch are ava i l ab l e  
t o  pro j ect t h e  image on a s c reen . 



" I f thi s  can be done succes s fu l l y , then the obj e c t s  imag ined by 
a person would be c l early r e f l ected on the s c re en as they are 
formed , and in th i s  way every thought of the individual cou l d  be 
read . Our mind s woul d  then , indeed , be l ike open books . "  

Bes ide s  h i s  d i s cove r i e s  concern ing the harne s s ing o f  the new 
energy , t e l evi s ion and thought photogr aphy , Mr . Tes l a  i s  working 
to produc e a type o f  rad io transmi tter wh ich wi l l  in s ur e  the 
s t r i c te s t  privacy in wir e l e s s  commun i c at ion regardl e s s  o f  the number 
o f  sub s c r iber s ;  and he i s  deve lop ing some important d i s cove r i e s  in 
mo l e cular phy s i c s  wh i ch wi l l  revo lut ion i z e the s c i ence o f  me t a l lurgy 
and greatly improve me tal s .  

After a d i s cus s ion o f  h i s  new s c i ent i f i c  f inding s , Mr . Te s l a  turned 
to the sub j e c t  of h i s  per sona l s ource of energy and what he cons iders 
the re a l  value s  o f  l i fe .  

" One o f  the mos t  fund ament a l  and a l so one o f  the s adde s t  f a c t s  in 
human l i fe i s  we l l  brought out in a F rench prove rb wh i ch , freely 
trans l ated , means : ' I f youth had the knowledge and age the power of 
do ing , ' "  s a id Mr . Tes l a . " Our cond i t ion o f  body and mind in o l d  age 
i s  mer e ly a certi f i cate o f  how we have spent our youth . The s ecret 
o f  my own s trength and vi t a l i ty today i s  that in my youth I l ed what 
you might cal l a vi rtuous l i f e . 

" I  have never d i s s ipat.ed . When I was a young man I unders tood 
we l l  the s ign i f i cance o f  that old F rench proverb , a l though I doub t 
that I had even heard i t  then . But I s e emed to have a c l ear under­
s t anding wh i l e  s t i l l  young that I mus t  contro l my pa s s ions and appe­
t i tes if I wanted to make some of my dre ams come true . 

" So with th i s  in view ,  qu ite early in l i fe I s e t  about d i s c ip l in ing 
my s e l f , p l ann ing out a prog ram of l iving for wha t  I cons idered the s ane 
and worthwh i l e l i fe . 

" S ince I l ove my work above a l l  things , i t  i s  only natural that 
I should w i s h  to cont inue it unt i l  I d i e . I want no vacation - no 
surcease f rom my l abor s . I f  peop le wou ld s e l e c t  a l i fe work compat­
ible with the i r  temperament s ,  th e s um total of happine s s  wou ld be 
imme asurab ly inc reas ed in the wor ld . 

" Many are saddened and depre s s ed by the brevity o f  l i fe . ' What 
i s  the u s e  o f  attempting to accomp l i s h anything ? ' they s ay . ' Li fe 
i s  so short . We may never l ive to s e e  th e comp l e t ion o f  the tas k . ' 
We l l ,  peopl e  could pro long the i r  l ives cons iderably i f  they wou l d  
make the e f fort . Human b e i ngs do so many things that pave the way 
to an e a r ly grave . 

" F i r s t  o f  a l l , we eat too much , but th i s  we have heard s a id o f ten 
be fore . And we eat the wrong k inds o f  foods and drink the wrong 
k ind o f  l iquids . Mo s t  of the harm is done by ove reat ing and unde r­
excerc i s ing , wh i ch br ing about tox i c  cond i t ions in the body and make 
it impo s s ib l e  for the sys tem to throw o f f  the accumu l a te po i s ons . 

" My reg ime for the good l i fe and my d i e t ?  We l l , for one thing I 
drink p l enty o f  mi lk and wate r . 

" Why overburden the bod i e s  that s e rve us ? I eat but two mea l s  a 
day , and I avo id a l l  ac id- produc ing foods . Almo s t  everybody eats 
too many peas and beans and othe r  foods cont a i n ing ur i c  ac id and 
other po i sons . I partake l ibera l ly o f  fresh vegetab l e s , f i sh or me at 
sparingly , and rarely . F i sh is reputed a s  f ine brain food , but has 
a very s t rong acid react ion , as it cont ains a great dea l  of pho sphorus . 
Ac idity i s  by far th e wor s t  enemy to f i gh t  o f f  in o l d  age . 
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" Potato e s  are s p l endi d , and " shou ld b e  eaten at l e a s t  once ..a 
They contain valuab l e  mineral s a l t s  and are neutra l i z in� . 

-

" I  be l i eve in p lenty o f  exerc i s e . I walk e ight or ten mi l e s  every 
day , and never take a c ab or other conveyances when I have the t ime 
to us e l egpower .  I a l so exerc i s e  in my bath dai ly , for I think th i s  
i s  o f  great importanc e .  I take a warm b a th , fo l lowed b y  a pro longed 
co ld showe r . 

S leep ? I s c arcely ever s l eep . I come o f  a long - l ived f ami ly , but 
it is not ed for i t s  poor s leepers . I expect to match the records o f  
my anc e s tors and l ive to be at l e a s t  1 0 0 . 

" My s l eeple s s ne s s  doe s  not wo rry me . Some t ime s I do z e  for an hour 
or so . Occ a s i ona l ly , however , once in a f ew months I may s leep for 
four or f ive hours . Then I awaken virtua l ly charged with ene rgy , l ike 
a battery . Noth ing can s top me a fter s uch a n ight . I feel great 
s trength then . There is no doubt about it but tha t s l eep i s  a 
r e s tore r , a vita l i z er , that it inc r e a s e s  ene rgy . But on the other 
hand , I do not think i t  is e s s ent i a l  to one ' s we l l  b e ing , part i cularly 
i f  one i s  hab i tual ly a poor s l eeper . 

" Today at 7 7 , a s  a res ult o f  we l l  regulated l i f e , s l eepl e s sne s s  
notw i th s t and ing , I h ave a n  exc e l l ent c e rt i f i cate o f  h e a l th . I never 
f e l t  b etter in my l i fe . I am energe t i c , s t rong , in ful l po s s e s s ion 
of a l l  my ment a l  facu l t i e s . In my pr ime I d id not po s s e s s  the 
energy I have today . And what i s  more , in so lving my prob l ems I use 
but a sma l l  pa rt o f  the ene rgy I po s s e s s  for I have l e arned how to 
con s e rve i t . B e c au s e  o f  my expe r i ence and knowledge ga ine d through 
the years , my t a s k s  are much l ighte r . Cont rary to general be l ie f , 
work come s eas i e r  for o lder people i f  they are in good hea lth r because 
they have l e a rned through years of pra c t i c e  how to arr ive at a g iven 
place by the s horte s t  path . " 
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vehicle. NASA Is studying 
a 1 990s mission to Mars. 



M: (Pause) . . .  Yes! Yeah, (laugh) it's down, uh, in sort of a plain. There's quite a few of them. 
A: Where are they? 
M: I guess there's a village there. 
A: Look at it. Is it your village? 
M: (Pause) I think so. 
A: Go back in time till you can see what's there. 
M: (Very long pause) . . .  I can . . .  I can see people I know! 
A: Who are they? 
M: (Choking up a bit) It's good to see them. 
A: Who is it? Tell me so I can see, too. 
M: (Sobbing slightly) 
A: Just enjoy the feeling; enjoy the feeling of home. Isn't it wonderful? This is who you are. What are 

you seeing? Who do you see? 
M: (Sobbing) Urn, she's an old friend of mine. 
A: Is it someone you love very much? 
M: (Sniffling) Yeah. 
A: Why did you leave? 
M: (Heavy sigh) Uh, we do that. We go (sniffling), excuse me, we go on journeys to other places. Uh, to 

look and observe; come back and share stories about what we've seen. 
A: OK, now I want you to go back to when you saw her. Does she have a name? 
M: I was trying to think of her name (laugh). 
A: You can hear it. See if she calls you a name. 
M: (Long pause) . . .  We're not really talking (laugh). 
A: Do you know her name? 
M: (Long pause) . . .  I can't remember. I just remember embracing, and we . . .  
A: What does she wear? What does she have on? 
M: Uh, sort of a, I guess you'd call it a jumpsuit. Sort of a grayish-white, with a, like a, what do you call 

that, a tunic? Has very white skin, long dark hair. Big, dark eyes. 
A: What do you look like? 
M: Uh . . .  Tall! Light hair; pretty much like my hair is, maybe a little bit whiter. Uh. . . medium to thin 

build. Uh, we both have long fingers. 
A: Is she your mate? 
M: She was then. I guess. 
A: OK, so how did you get to this place, from there? 
M: To Earth? 
A: Mm-hmmm. Go forward in time. You went to the canyon, remember? 
M: Yes. 
A: Where is that canyon? 
M: It's (laughing) on a planet that I wasn't scheduled to go to! Uh, it's, uh, I got out of the craft, and 

walked down the canyon. I remember hearing the . . . oh, wait a minute, what's that? Oh, there's 
birds! Big, black birds flying above. 

A: Big ones? 
M: Yeah! And they sound like, uh . . .  seagulls, kind of. Sort of a screeching . . . 
A: How big are they? 
M: Uh, I guess the wingspan would be about eight feet. 
A: Do they have feathers? 
M: Yes, I think so. 
A: What are the birds doing? 
M: They're just sort of hovering, well not hovering, but flying over the canyon, sort of looking down at 

me. 
A: Is it warm there? 
M: You know, I can't -- oh, I've still got my suit on! I've got a suit that I wear; because I didn't know I was 

gonna stop here, so I wasn't sure what it was gonna be like. And I feel kind of compelled to keep 
walking till the end of the canyon. 
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A: OK, when you walk along can you see the terrain? 
M: Uh-huh. It's uh . . .  Underfoot I can feel my boots are crunching on a gravelly-like stuff. And it's kind 

of a brown/ orange. 
A: Any trees there? 
M: No, it's pretty barren. I don't see any signs of vegetation or anything. 
A: It's just rocky. 
M: Yeah. 
A: OK, keep going. 
M: And, let's see, the walls of the canyon are probably about, uhh, forty to fifty feet on either side, high. 

And I'm coming toward the mouth of the canyon, and there's a, looks like a, an ocean. 
A: Does it just kinda open up to that? 
M: Yeah, to a beach. 
A: Like a creek would come out of a little canyon? 
M: Uh-huh, yeah. And the beach is about twenty-five, thirty yards from the mouth of the canyon to the 

ocean. Uh, it's kind of a finer grain of the gravelly stuff. A little bit whiter, little bit brighter. Oh, 
and there's a - the sky is dark, but there are rings above. 

A: Rings? 
M: Yeah. 
A: Dark? How do you mean dark? 
M: Like night. It's night time, but there must be illumination from something, because it's bright -- it 

must be a moon or something. Because it's bright where I am; you know, not daylight-bright, but 
enough to cast a shadow. Uh, the rings are just amazing, uh . . .  

A: They have color to them? 
M: Yeah, they're sorta like the planet. It's sort of a brownish, with an orange ring, and sort of a grey 

ring. And you can, even through my helmet I can hear the rings! You can hear them sort of 
rumble, like a deep rumbling. 

A: How high up are they? 
M: Uh . . .  several miles. It's hard to gauge. 
A: So is it kind of like rocks rolling in a river? The sound? 
M: Uhhh, more like if somebody were to grind rocks together, er, I can't, trying to think of something to 

A: That's OK. So then what happens? 
M: I look down from the rings and there are people there! 
A: What do they look like? 
M: They look a lot like the people from the other planet. Like -- but I don't recognize them! 
A: You mean as somebody you know? 
M: No. Yeah. No. 
A: Do they have spacesuits on? 
M: No, they . . .  I can't tell what they're wearing. They seem to be, uh . . .  I don't know what they're 

wearing! (Laugh) I can't tell . . .  
A: How many are there? 
M: I would say about a dozen. 
A: Do they see you? 
M: Oh yeah! They're coming towards me. 
A: Where are they coming from? 
M: Uh, seems like they must have come from either side of the canyon, because they were just sort of 

there when I looked down from the rings. And they're very happy; they're glad to see me, it looks 
like. 

A: Do they seem to recognize you, or just happy to see you, like they haven't seen anybody in a long 
time? 

M: No, I think they recognize me. 
A: Do they say something to you? 
M: Uh, not in speech, but in thoughts. 
A: So what do they say? 



M: Uh, like, "Welcome. Good to see you." 
A: Is it English? · 
M: No, it's uh, but I can understand it. It's like thoughts. Like they can give me their thoughts. And, 

now I understand that they brought me here. 
A: Oh! What'd they do that for? 
M: I don't know (laugh). Uh, they're taking me by the hand now and they're taking off my suit! One's 

got my helmet. 
A: Can you see them more clearly now? 
M: Yeah, they're the same height as I am so they must be fairly tall. They look like . . .  
A: Do they call you a name? 
M: (Long pause) Huhhhh . . .  I don't remember. 
A: OK, go ahead. When they took your suit off, what do you have under it? 
M: Uh, just like uh, shorts. That's pretty much it. 
A: Is it cold? 
M: N�, it's not. It's a little bit warm, probably about 70 degrees, around there. 
A: Do you have shoes on? 
M: No, I'm barefoot now. 
A: OK, when you walk does it hurt your feet? 
M: It's kinda crunchy, kinda tingly. 
A: OK, and then what happens? 
M: Uh, they're leading me toward the ocean. At least I guess you'd call it an ocean. It comes in like in 

waves, onto the beach. But it's not really water. It's more solid than that, like, not oily, but . . .  
A: Is it like Jello? I keep seeing Jello. 
M: Yeah (laugh), it's a little bit like that, but grainy, like sandy, yeah. Yeah, that's a good way to put it. 
A: And what color is it? Orange Jello (laugh)? 
M: Yeah (laugh), pretty much! Yeah, it pretty much is. Not the most colorful place I've ever been to 

(laugh). But it's sort of a dark . . .  
A: Do they get in there with you? 
M: Yeah, they do ! Uh, they sort of lead me in, and one has a hold of each of my hands, and they're 

reassuring me. As I really don't know why this is happening (laugh). 
A: What do they say? 
M: Uh, just, "Don't be afraid." 
A: How do they say that? 
M: Uh, just by thoughts, and . . .  
A: Do they tell you why they're doing this? 
M: No. They don't. I feel a little bit apprehensive, but not scared, because they seem like they're 

friendly. Like I should know them almost. Uh, and they lead me in about waist deep. 
A: What's it feel like? 
M: I was just gonna say it feels kinda funny. It's like, uh I dunno, being in a bowl of oatmeal or 

something. I dunno. And, it's very warm. 
A: It's warm? Warmer than the air? 
M: Yeah, I would say so. It's almost a magma or lava-like substance, you know? And they, uh, very 

gently take me by the back of my head and ... uhhh, dunk me under the water. 
A: Or whatever. 
M: Yeah. 
A: Well, what does it feel like on your face? 
M: Uh, about the same. It reminds me of something, but I can't think of what it is. Uh, it's like if you -­

hoo boy, I can't think of what it is. 
A: I'm gonna give you a suggestion. When you come out of hypnosis you will remember. Maybe not 

today, but it will come back to you. 
M: OK (Pause) . . .  And then they bring me back up. 
A: Now when you come out of there does this cling to you? 
M: Yeah, it sort of does, yeah. 
A: How does it feel then? 
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M: Uh, like cold cream of wheat, sort of (laugh). I must be getting hungry, I have all these food images 
(laugh). Uh, and they're br}lshing it away from my face and stuff. And one of 'em's got his or her 
arm around me. 

A: Do they give an impression as to why they did this now? 
M: No. They don't. 
A: OK, what happens next then? 
M: Uh, they're leading me out. And there's sort of a flat rock over to the left. They lead me toward that. 

And . . .  sit me down there, and bring my suit over to me, and touch me, and say the equivalent of, 
"Thank you," I guess it would be. And, you know, reassure me again, and they're walking away. 
Sort of like, I get the impression they're leaving me to my

_ 
own thoughts. Didn't ·really tell me why 

they did it. 
-

A: Did they ever come back? 
M: Did they come back? No, they didn't. 
A: So what did you do? 
M: Sat there for awhile. Kind of in a daze. And then, put my suit on and headed back to the ship. One 

thing I should mention is the grav�ed to be rather high there, like you couldn't move very 
quickly. So everything �ort of in slow motion. 

A: Heavier? � 
M: Yeah. 
A: OK, when you go in the ship, what do you see? 
M: Uh (pause) . . .  I'm seated in a very comfortable chair. Let's see - there are controls on the arms of 

the chair. 
A: Do you like this ship? 
M: Yes ! It's a good ship. 
A: OK, do you see any insignias, any markings, anything like that in there? 
M: I keep thinking of, like a, an upside-down V. But with . . .  OK, if you took a V and put it upside-down, 

-

and cut off about half of the right leg, so it would be like an upside-down check mark. I keep 
thinking that comes to me. 

A: OK, so then do you take off? 
M: Yes. 
A: Where do you go? 
M: Uh, I'm thinking that I'm just gonna head home. Because I'm a little bit shaken by what I've been 

through. And, I was supposed to go to this other place, but I don't know, I think I'll just head 
back. 

A: I think that this should be enough for today. OK if we do this again sometime? 
M: Yes! I'd like to. 
A: And we'll go and we'll find out how you got to Earth from there. 
M: OK 
A: We have a lot more things to pursue, too. 

* * * * * * 

'"Hey, anybody can drop down In a rocketshlp 
and claim to be an allen - let's see some 
proof!" 
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Inlernational is lhe oldesl and largesl 
organization for UfO Conlaclees. Our 
m o llo is 11Undersland ing lhrough 
Awareness11• 

The Missing Link is lhe official 
publication of lhe UfO Conlacl Cenler 
Inlernational. Il conlains articles from 
all over lhe world wrillen by persons 
wilh abduclion or close encounler 
experiences. We include information 
o n  upcoming eve n ls .  and photo 
coverage from UfO relaled activities. 

Wilh your paid membership ($20). 
you will receive The Missing Link every 
monlh. Members receive discounts on 
organization activities. 

&nd your name. address. and 
$20 check or money order to: 

UFO Contact Center International 
300 1 S. 288th, Suite #304 
Federal Way, WA 98003 

T·Shirts 

Arizona UFO in Full Color Design on Back 
Sizes: M - L - XL . . . . $15.00 +3.00 shipping 

Design on Front 
Black with White Graphics 

or 
White with Blue Graphics 

Sizes: M - L - XL . . . .  $15.00 +3.00 shipping 

Mentbers ! Order 2 or ntore, get 10°/o discount 

����k�r���ea�g: UFOCCI, 300 1 S. 288th ST.,  #304, Federal Way, WA., 98003 



(You don,t even have to shop for them!) 
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The gift of LISTENING-Why not 
give this valuable gift to someone 
who lives alone? And you must 
really listen. No interrupting, no 
daydreaming, no planning your 
responses. Just listen. 

The gift of SIGNS OF 
AFFECTIONS -Be generous with 
your hugs, kisses, and gentle 
squeezes of the hand. Let these tiny 
actions demonstrate the love inside 
YOU. 

The gift of a NOTE -It can be as 
simple as ''I Love You" or as 
creative as a sonnet. Put your notes 
where they will surprise your loved 
ones. 

The gift of LAUGHTER-Just cut 
out a cartoon, save a clever article. 
Your gift will say, "I love to laugh 
with you." 

The gift of a COMPLIMENT -A 
simple •cy ou look good in blue" or 
"I like your hair" or "Good supper, 
honey" can be of greatest value to 
those who may feel they are being 
taken for granted. 
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The gift of a FAVOR-Help 
with the dishes, clean out 
the basement, etc. 

The gift of LEAVING 
ALONE-There are times 
in our lives when we want 
nothing better than to be 
left alone. Become more 
sensitive to those times and 
give solitude. 

The gift of a CHEERFUL 
DISPOSITION-Try to be 
cheerful around those you 
love especially. 

The gift of a GAME -Offer 
to play your loved one's 
favorite game. Even if you 
lose, you'll be a winner. 

The gift of PRAYER -Pray 
for those on your Christmas 
list and let them know that 
you pray for them. Praying 
for someone is a way of 
saying, 'cyou are so special 
to me that I talk to God 
about you." 


