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I:Dear Aileen:l 
Dear Aileen 
I hope you already have changed your mind and won't resign from 

UFOCCI. There is just a very few good guys, gals in this field in this 
country, and we need them all. 

Why do you give up? Didn't you know that the situation just would get 
worse, the chaos would come? Don't forget the chaos is always 
necessary to establish a new order in this 3-D world. 

I just don't like to see that good people go under one after another, while the bad guys just get 
stronger .. Love. Laslo Steiner 

Dear Aileen: 
Long time no write! I hope you hang in there awhile longer; there are too many things that are going 

to happen this year and I think that people will be needing some words of encouragement from you. 
I have defmitely felt a change in vibrations lately. I have seen it in my own family and many of my 

friends, although they hav_e no idea what is going on. People are beginning to gather together or to · 

split apart (in the case of negative relationships). 

On March 4, 1993 I had a dream: 
DREAM: My sister came to me and asked if I saw the five pointed star ship. I ran outside to see (it was 
night) but what I saw instead were the signs of the Zodiac banging in the sky. They were bright red and 
looked like neon tube signs, very bright. I turned to walk away and saw an American Indian man. He 
was very old and had steel gray hair tied back in a pony tail. His skin was very dark from years in the 
sun. He wore only a loin cloth. In his hand was a paint brush. He was painting the earth red. His 
strokes went from the Earth to the sky where the red blended with the signs of the zodiac. END OF 
DREAM. 

Aileen; as you know, I have very powerful dreams but they are abstract and have to be interpreted and 
something usually happens. For example: GuH War and L.A. riots. 

American Indian -- America? 
Zodiac signs -- Months of the year? 
Five pointed Star ship - the fdth month - May? 
Red paint-- War paint? Blood? 
Well I don't know, I guess we will just have to wait and see. I think now would be a good time for you 

to start gathering the dreams and visions that people are beginning to have and study them. I feel that 
there will be an important message to be found that will relate to the same thing over and over again; 
maybe in different ways but the message will be there. All you have to do is mention it in the Missing 
Link and people will write. 

God bless you, good luck, take care -- love, Linda Solferino 

Dear Aileen: 
I hear you are getting out of active participation with the UFOCCI. I know it bas been a lot of work for 

you and I want you to know I have appreciated it. I also want you to know that it will be a great loss to 
the UFO Community. But I also want you to know I understand that you have to do what is best for you. 
I am sure you have given up a lot all of these years and I know you will still be giving of your energies to 
the Missing Link. My husband and I have been giving slide shows, doing our hotline and talking to folks 
for the past one and a half years and it bas been a lot of work for us considering we both work full time 
jobs as well - so I can just begin to imagine all you have been doing. Since you handle national and 
international affairs you must have been and are super busy. Anyway if you need a career change, etc. 
you have earned it. You will always be in my prayers. I am sure we will hear from you from time to time. 
H I can be of any help let me know - okay? Take care and God Bless you - Terri Dorosch-Shupenko, 
Assoc. Director UFOCCI - Erie, Pennsylvania 
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Terri: Thank you for the wonderful words of encouragement. You are a perfect example of why you are 
an Associate Director in our organization! Perhaps after a little R & R I will feel like devoting more time 
and energy to other projects beside the Missing Link. In the meantime please send in articles and what 
is happening around the country (everyone) because we need your participation. Without all of you 
there would be no Missing Link .... Aileen 

To Whom It May Concern 
I am writing to you about acquiring at least one sample of your publication and any other associated 

material. I run a non-profit archive for information dissemination and historical referencing. We are 
also actively involved in establishing a support �ssociation for individuals who have experienced 
extraordinary phenomena and may be victims of trauma, ridicule and isolation. We have sighted an 
enormous need within this country for a comoassionate response that may not necessarily 
accommodate research or mvestigation but empower people to sustain their day to day lives with some 
sense of dignity and security. 

We plead for an active response on your behalf because Australia is a true back water and appears to 
be possessed by mainly investigators who don't give a damn about any emotional follow up on the 
individuals stories they obtain literally leaving people high and dry and open to extreme public ridicule. 

Hopefully when we are fully established we will have acquired enough funds to interact fmanciaUy with 
like minded organizations. At this stage we can offer information exchange and audio-video bartering 
with a possible newsletter in the works. We have converting facilities for all world video tape systems 
and we are more than happy to exchange related materials. 

We thank you for your time in reading this letter and hope that you can sincerely assist us in our noble 
venture ..... Jaimie Leonarder, MU MESON ARCHIVES 

Jaimie's address: MU-MESON ARCHIVES, P.O. BOX 385, PETERSHAM 2049, SYDNEY N.S.W. 
AUSTRALIA 

Jaimie: We know exactly what you mean! This is the very reason we formed the UFOCCI in 
1981. The experiencers had no one to turn to. We were the fttst organization dealing with this 
phenomenon and we took a lot of ridicule. Isn't it funny how things change! Anyway in the U.S. 
everything changed because of television informing the public and people becoming more 
open about their experiences. 

FROM Me NEAL, AZ: 

You all know there are rogue greys and Draco who are very involved with Terra's govermnent. There 
are other outlaw elements that are helping themselves to whatever they can. 

Up to the time of the sponsorship of the Mantis, Terra had no representation in the Universal Courts 
and therefore not afforded protection under Universal Law. 

Your government has signed agreements with these elements, assuming they were gaining 
advantages over other of earth's countries. The agreements are worthless as these rogues have no 
authority to represent anyone on any planet in the galaxy. Terra is paying for their short sightedness. 
Skirmishes between the two factions have ended with fatalities for both. 

This is unfortunate as most contact with the greys have been with this lawless element. Not all greys 
are to be judged by what these few have done. 

The world space technologies institutions have developed the means to measure, translate, evaluate 
electromagnetic energies. Your governments can control, use and track these energies. Any unusual 
energy can be spotted and tracked to its source. Your light -bodies, magnetic energies permeate 
everything in and around your presence. Each specie has an identiftable pattern and this can extend to 
the place of the species origin. It can be measured and photographed. It can be recorded and 
identified. Your scientists come very close to who and what you are and what you may be doing here. 
Placing these "Angels", "messengers" under arrest would serve no purpose and create questions they 
would be unable to explain away. As long as they know your location, observation will expose who 
comes into your space and when. 
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To fmd the subject of the visit is the real goal of this letter. 
For each contact, there are contradictions, confusion, fantasy-stories, descriptions, fear and a 

continuous traumatic fear of another encounter. On review of the material nothing seems to match, 
make sense, except for a few facts. For the amount of material available a larger more comprehensible 
picture should have emerged by now. Fear and paranoia has escalated as visitations have increased. 
Why then do the intruders persist? Why have they avoided the heads of your governments? Who 
stands to lose the most if contact were made with a well ordered, well organized universe? 

The world,s governments know: 
Who are contacts. 
Who are emissaries. 
Who are missionaries. 
Who were missioned here and; 
Who were implanted and "born" here. 

The world's governments can track you by your energy. They can identify an alien pattern regardless 
of the vehicle. They have saucer craft to help disguise themselves when they abduct you after alien 
abduction or contact. They confuse, intimidate, use pain, drugs and brain wash so any contactee will 
be so unsure of the experietlee they do not relay the correct information. They have been so successful 
they have stopped real progress in UFO investigator's research. 

Terrians cannot stop earth's move into the Multi Galactic Unified Systems. Certain factions will try. 
Anyone holding "power" or a large percentage of the value base will try to deter this induction of earth 
as a third world and world of any unifted organization. 

The present leaders of Terra are satisfted with the status-quo. They feel that they can consolidate their 
positions, failing not, to understand if - when- Terra is a part of the Unified Systems, they will have no 
special position. 

This is in part because the rogue-element have promoted the concept of position and money failing to 
share the real value of Terra man bimseH. 

Re-evaluation of all information, contactees and motives perhaps should prevail. A consideration of 
the source; and if the information has been edited and if so; by who? 

You have contacts with double blocks! How you gain access · into the real story is something that may 
not be possible. There must be a way. Once a double contactee is assured they need not fear "their 
own government?" Do you see the terrible crime here? 

The worlds governments were contacted. They were offered all the cures for Terra's ills. They were 
presented plans of transition without disruption. Instead of informing the citizen, they chose to repress 
all bestowals in an effort to tum advantage to a few individuals of each of your nations. 

This is the reason for the interest, in part, of the Mantis, and this had a great deal to do with their 
sponsorship. It is also the reason why the citizen is being contacted on a one by one basis. It is the 
majorities right to have access. 

To the People Concerned: 
It is a great honor for me to write to you, my dear colleagues. But speaking from other point of view, 

we are not real colleagues because I am an interpreter of UFOs controller (WSP). The following is what 
I want to inform you: 

1. A UFO is coming to earth. 
2. H you have any interests, please fax. Ms Zhao c/o 

Miss Dong Xiaohua at 0086-0351-642637. 
3. I shall be in Beijing around May 15. 

With Best Regards .. Zhang Mingguei, Xingxiang City, Henan, P.R. China 
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DEAR AILEEN: 
I am writing to the Missing link because I am seeking support and encouragement but, also, direction. 

For the past year or so, I have been obsessed with the UFO phenomenon which has led me to question 
the possibility of having been abducted and/or contacted. The obsession began one day when I was 
working out at a local gym. The radio was playing and suddenly I heard an announcement that UFOs 
were spotted in the area in which I lived. It was an announcement that immediately got my attention 
and I found myself looking around to catch the responses of others at the gym. However, I did not see 
one expression of curiosity, wonderment or puzzlement. 

Since I was new in this area I did not know anyone at this gym so I did not venture to ask whether or 
not someone heard what I had just heard. I chalked up the lack of response to blase attitudes or my 
misunderstanding the announcement. I found myself going home and watching the news hoping the 
same broadcast would repeat itself but it did not. It seemed odd to me. I know what I hard and I could 
swear that it was not part of an advertisement but I was forced to conclude that it was my mistake. 
Now, I am not so certain. I waver from believing it was a designed message fot me and thinking that I 
am delusional. 

Whatever "it" was, a message or misinterpretation, I have found myself interested in the UFO 
phenomenon and asking myself some serious questions. All my life I have struggled with depression. I 
have felt terribly burdened by "something" that consumes most of my physical and psychical energy. I 
have no memories of trauma nor do I have nightmares or flashbacks but I do have many other 
symptoms that indicate post traumatic stress disotder. For a long time I thought that I was a victim Qf 
child abuse, which may be the case, but I have no instinctive sense about this. It just seemed to be a 
logical conclusion. However, I did get a strong intuitive "sense' about an involvement with aliens, 
except, I cannot seem to connect anything tangible with my feelings. I do not seem to have any proof; 
no scars, no feelings, no flashbacks and, defmitely no memories. I have attempted hypnosis and have 
spoken of aliens. Mostly, I get the intense sensation that I am being controlled and memories are being 
purposely blocked. I did on a couple of occasions "tecall" a vague scenario of alien involvement that 
did not seem part of a real memory but just a surreal fantasy . .  As a child I do remember having an 
invisible alien playmate named "Doo--Daa." I never once believed that he was real but under hypnosis I 
declared that Daa.Daa was very. real and part of my persona. Also, as a child, I never doubted the 
existence of aliens and believed that they were our creators. This was not something taught to me or 
even suggested to me. I grew up in the 60's and 70's and aliens were not a topic readily acknowledged, 
never mind discussed. I always seemed to just .. know." I have a natural resistance to organized religion 
and rm profoundly uncomfortable in churches. Ironically, in my adult life I have been tormented by a 
mission that I believe is religious or, I should say, spiritual, that I am yet to realize. 

At any rate, I have strong suspicions that I have had an unusual experience of some sort that has 
affected my whole life but I cannot seem to remember anything. I am working with a therapist on the 
trauma aspect which has helped my self esteem tremendously but not my memories. My 
hypnotherapist is sympathetic to those who have had alien experiences and believes that I, in fact, have 
had some "close encounters" but my sessions with her bas not brought me back to any type of recall 
(except, of course, the stories I have come up with that appear surreal if not totally vague). I realize that 
it takes time to force traumatic events into consciousness but I am not new to the therapeutic pr�AS 
and I am tired of this "gentle coaxing" that has cost much time and money. I just want to Jcnow the truth 
I have recently tried to convince M.D. types to work with my therapist in injecting me with sodium 
ambytol but no one seems to want to touch this technique with a "ten foot pole ... I guess my question to 
you is: Do you know anyone in the Atlanta area that specializes in helping abductees to remember their 
experiences when the memory is resistant? If my memories have been intentionally blocked is there 
any way of ever recalling them? Are there any psychiatrists in my area who use sodium ambytol to help 
break through psychogenetic amnesia? I am 38 years old and do not wish to be haunted by ghosts for · 

the remainder of my life. H you could connect me with a person, organization, group or anyone that, at 
least, would not make me feel so alone in this pursuit I would be very grateful. It would be convenient 
to have an affiliation here in the Atlanta area but if there is someone out there who has a technique for 
retrieving past memories other than hypnosis or spending a zillion years in therapy, I'll go anywhere on 
the hope of resolving this nightmare. Sincerely .... S. Pope. 

The Missing I..Jnk Number 127 
.July/August 1993, Page 7 



From Ron W., NASA, TN 

During my tour of duty at Ft. Yukon AFS, Ft. Yukon, Alaska from Sept '73- Sept. '74 there were three 
occasions that a UFO of relative size appeared on our two radar screens. I was a radar operator, and it 
appeared on both our search and height radars. 

It would appear abruptly at approximately 35,000 feet in about the same location, travel in about the 
same direction (NW) and at about the same speed (600 mph)- then disappear as abruptly in about the 
same location each time. 

Our radar scanned up (theoretically) to 99,000 ft. and in each direction up to 200 miles. The "sweep" 
rotated every 12 seconds. One scan there would be nothing - 12 seconds, later it appeared at about 
35,000 ft and disappeared just as fast. I have since learned that the location of its path was over the 
Arctic National Wildlife Refuge in NE Alaska. 

After "standing down" from the alert that the object put us in- no further word would be said about it 
by anyone; on all 3 occasions. 

A ftlm was made of each sighting by a specially equipped radar screen. Each appearance of the object 
lasted approximately 10 minutes. 

The following was received from Rick Hale after it was published in UFO BRIGANTIA in England. Rick 
was especially interested in the Aveley abduction case because one of the beings involved was similar 
to his own experience. Rick has �greed to share his story with us and we thank him for doing so. 

LE1TER FROM AMERICA 

Rick A. Hale, W asllington, US A 

INTRODUCTION 

Philip Mantle writes: After the publication of the Aveley abduction case in booklet form, the IUN 
received a letter from a Mr. Rick A. Hale, a resident of Washington in the USA. Mr. Hale was keen to 
correspond with John A vis, the central figure iJl the Aveley case. Mr. Hale was of the opinion that his 
own abduction experience was similar in many ways to that described by John A vis. Unfortunately we 
were unable to put Mr. Hale in contact with John Avis since we no longer know of his whereabouts (if 
anyone reading this does know where he is we would appreciate it if you could let us know), but Mr. 
Hale did agree to share his experiences with the readers of UFO Brigantia. What follows is Mr. Hale's 
own personal account of his abduction experience, related to IUN investigator Philip Mantle in personal 
correspondence. 

MISSING TIME 

Dear Mr. Mantle: 
I would first like to thank you for your time to respond to my letter and to pass on this information to 

John A vis if he reappears in Britain, plus your very kind offer to help me if possible. 
I will first tell you of my encounter before hypnosis which I underwent 12 years later. I was 21 years old 

and unemployed and in search of a job. I was hoping to get a job working in the woods for a logging 
company. I was single and had just moved back home with my parents, who lived in Seattle, 
Washington. Before I was laid off my job, I lived in the small logging town of Darrington, Washington, 
for about 7 years, and worked as a road grader operator. 

After I had fmished moving my belongings back home I packed up. my car with camping equipment. It 
was in the month of June, 1 'fl6, and the weather was nice and warm so I was job hunting, fishing and 
camping out, basically enjoying myself. At the time of the encounter I was in the area between the 
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towns of Ellensburg and CleElum, in a spot called Indian John Hill, on a road just off Highway 1-90. It 
was a dark warm night and I was heading towards a camp ground I knew about, to get some sleep. I 
was thinking of eventually heading to Idaho, where one of my uncles lived, to try and get a job, but I 
never made it. 

Now before I get too far ahead of myself, let's back up a coUple of days. Because this I feel is very 
important. I was camped at Forks, Washington, near the Pacific Ocean, which is a very popular logging 
town. I was at the camp when a thought hit me that I hever have thought about before. It went 
something like this, "If E.S.P. or mind reading is true, or a fact" in some people. By the way, I had proven 
to myself it is possible about a year before this. And "if E.S.P. is an evolved phenomena." That is to say, 
"Birds of a feather flock together" creating a generation ot highly psychic beings in a few thousand 
years or more, maybe millions of years. Then it should be posst'ble to contact any alien beings whose 
civilization is older than ours, who might be close enough to Earth to pick up on a person's 'vibes', that 
are directed towards the alien beings, kind of like S.E. T .1. 

My frame of mind about UFOs at that time, was that it would be very exciting to travel in outer space, 
exploring the different worlds, and I would be willing to leave this planet to do it. So I decided I would 
try to contact a UFO by directing my thoughts to space and try to convince or entice a UFO down to 
land and let me come aboard. I would drive around going to different places where I thought they 
would like me to wait for their craft. I realize this would sound kind of crazy to most people, but. at the 
time it seemed quite logical to me. 

So that's when I started heading towards Eastern Washingto� because its terrain is wide open plains 
and desert with less people, compared to the west side of Washington, which has more rain and clouds 
and people. I stopped and waited at a few spots near Ellensburg, but with no results. It was starting to 
get dark so I gave up my "\'ibe sending" and started heading towards a camp ground I knew about. By 
now it's been dark for about an hour or two and I turned off 1-90 on the Tanume Creek exit. I came to a 
stop sign and a fork in the road. The road to the right went to Tanume Creek, where the camp ground 
was, and the road to the left had a sign that said Eagle Valley. Since I never have been down that road I 
had a strong urge to explore it, so I turned left and started heading towards Eagle Valley. The road 
paralleled 1-90 for about a mile, then it headed over I-90 on an overpass with no exits. 

At that moment I thought I was back on the Tanume Creek road because it does look like the same 
thing, it goes over J-90 too, and looks very similar, especially at night, and at that moment maybe 150 
yards past the overpass, the road makes a wide tum to the right, then straight. As I was making the tum 
my headlights shone onto 3 beings to my right. They appeared to be about 6 feet tall, dressed in white 
suits with white helmets and dark colored visors, very similar to those reported in the Aveley abduction. 
The beings seemed to be about 10 to 20 yards away, walking slowly in a grassy field towards the road I 
was on. Now, you would think I would be happy that I had made contact, but my reaction was quite the 
opposite. 

A strange numbing fear swept through my body, from head to toe. Then I felt like I was going to panic. 
My next thought was to stop the car and tum it around and get the heck out of there, because I did not 
know where the road was going to end up at. And as far as I knew at the time, no one lived out there 
and I did not see any traffic along the way either. The feeling of being alone with these beings was too 
much for me to handle. I wanted to get back to civilization as Soon. as possible. 

As the beings were moving so slow I thought I could tum the car around fast enough and drive past 
them before they could reach the road and really freak me out. So I stopped about a quarter of a mile­
or less past the beings. I had to jockey the car back and forth about three times in the middle of the 
road. Fearing the possibility of getting stuck in a ditch, I fmally got the car turned around and started 
back towards the three beings. That quarter of a mile drive back was the longest drive of my life. 

At this point I noticed a beam of white light, "like a large search light in fog", in the sky behind where I 
had seen the three beings. It's hard for me to tell how far away it was, but it seemed to be about 30 
degrees above the horizon, maybe a mile away, making a slow turn. I saw no other lights around it, and 
it seemed to be heading in my direction. I thought to myself, "hurry up and get out of here". At first I 
thought I would not make it out, but before I knew it I was back on the overpass and I could see the 
headlights of the traffic below, which made me feel a Jot better. 

I made my mind up then to spend the night in a busy motel. So I headed back towards Ellensburg, 
Washington and checked in at the Holiday Inn, just off the freeway J-90 about 20 minutes drive away on 
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1-90. Then an odd thing happened while I was down in the lobby paying for my room. There was a band 
playing in the cocktail lounge and when the band stopped, someone announced that this was the last 
call for drinks. So it must have been close to 2:00 a.m. I recall thinking that it must be about 12:00 or 
12:30 a.m. I did not think much of it, I just lost and hour and a half somewhere- that's all! 

There are more strange things that continued to happen but basically that was the main event. 
Everything written down here did happen, I swear to God. 

If the three beings were in fact people, humans pulling some kind of a gag, it sure fooled me! In fact I 
can find no reason for anyone to dress like that at that time of night or it was one heck of an 
hallucination. 

I realize this story does not sound much like what happened to John A vis but you will just have to wait 
until I've finished telling you the rest. 

Rick A. Hale, Seattle, Washington 
******* 

By Lome Goldfader, UFORIC 

As part of an international network of professional investigators, we are very concerned at the 
misguided behavior of some of your police officers on January the 9th/93 in the Suffolk area (Police 
Car #522, reported on Suffolk motter #93-13373 at Yaphank Police Headquarters, N.Y.). LIUFON 
investigators John Ford, Brian Levins and Andrew Cerceoni were detained for questioning, intimidated, 
harassed and threatened concerning their distribution of leaflets regarding a possible crash retrieval of 
an unidentified aerial object that took place in South Haven Park on November 24, 1992. All police 
detachments in the area were informed well in advance by notification from LIUFON of the intended 
peaceful and democratic actions of LIUFON which involves the right of FREEDOM OF SPEECH and 
ASSEMBLY and were doing nothing illegal. They were well within their rights as concerned citizens. It 
is quire evident that your officers did not have REASONABLE GROUNDS for detainment and in a court 
of law this would not hold up, so the intent was obviously to DISCOURAGE LIUFON INVESTIGATORS 
FROM OBTAINING FURTHER EVIDENCE AND WITNESS ACCOUNTS ON THE INCIDENT! Through these 
documented actions your department (under command directives) has only confmned suspicions that 
something did indeed occur in the area. We, as an organization will not hesitate in the future to support 
JOHN FORD and The Long Island UFO Network legally and financially if further incidents of this nature 
arise in the future. This letter will be reproduced and published in world wide newsletters, magazines 
and computer networks immediately. 

W'tth all the beatings, muggings, rapes, murders, drugs and other crimes, it is indeed curious and 
disturbing why the Suffolk police would spend time and effort to interfere with actions of civilians going 
about their business in a legal and democratic manner. Regards, Lome Goldfader, Director UFORIC. 

From "Enigmas, Strange Phenomena Investigations" and Malcolm Robinson comes the following article 
which we are using with Malcolm's permission, for which we thank him very much". Malcolm Robinson 
lives in Scotland. 

BOB'S TROUSERS IN MUSEUM 
Well, I'm quite sure that UFO witness Robert Taylor could never in his wildest imaginations have 

envisaged that the trousers he wore on the eventful morning of November 9, 197, in which he 
encountered a landed UFO in woods near Livingston Central Scotland, would end up in a glass 
showcase in a museum in London! Yes folks, that's what's shortly going to happen. As SPl now own 
these trousers, I was contacted by John Lundberg who informed me all about the upcoming UFO 

The Missing Link Number 127 
July/ August 1993, Page 10 



museum situated in London. John was quite keen to obtain permission from SPI to show these 
remarkable trousers, remarkable in the sense that they contain rips on each side below pocket level., 
made by two small spherical objects (similar to Second World War sea mines). 

These objects rushed out from beneath this large UFO and "grabbed' Bob, pulling him towards the 
UFO. (Bob subsequently fainted at this point, and upon regaining consciousness, noticed that the two 
small objects and large UFO were gone leaving depressions in the grass). 

Anyway, it seems to be the flavor at the moment in that UFO museums are springing up left right and 
center, particularly in America (where else!) one of which is close to Roswell, scene of the 1947 UFO 
crash. As the public should be continually made more aware of the UFO enigma, I decided to send 

John these "famous trousers". The following is a letter I received from John which details his UFO 
museum. 

"The trousers will undoubtedly be the star exhibit in the exhibition and your generosity and trust are 
much appreciated. The idea behind the project is to mount the frrst of what will hopefully be a· long 
term series of exhibitions addressing the many areas of UFO logy. The first exhibition "UFOs and How to 
See Them" is based on a recent book by Jenny Randles. I will be using some of the information 
contained in Jenny's book, and adding to this other relevant documentation and artifacts to create an 
exhibition along the same lines. Jenny is assisting me with the project. 

"The exhibition will be mounted at "Bipasha Ghosh" a private gallery, project specs located on the 
Thames is Rotherhithe. This relativily young gallery is dedicated to giving young contemporary artists a 
forum for their work, and as such specialties in one person shows. I myself am an artist wrirking in a 
conceptual art tradition. This means my art practice comprises of "ideas" and the realization of these 
ideas via administration and organization in the form of exhibitions. The exhibition is being funded 
entirely by myseH. The exhibition is to be viewed strictly by appointment and entry is free . 

....... .... ........... ! .,, ........ 
CM youlllep a ...nt?" 
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From Georgia (formerly U.S.S.R) comes another letter and an interesting case from 
our friend George Chihladze in Tbilisi, Georgia. 

Dear Ms. Aileen G! 
I've a delight to comprehend the existence of you and your society. Many thanks for publishing my 

letter in your magazine. I've got valuable information from it. The article "Aliens in the Basement" is so 
exciting that I read it several times. 

Dear Ms. Aileen! I'd like to tell you the story which was published in Georgian newspaper "Asabel 
dasabali" (1993, 08.04) The incident took place in 1982. 27.06 and is written by Dr. of Biology. One 
evening his family is getting ready for the party and it was so noisy that he decided to go out and to do 

.some work in the fresh air. It was 2 o'clock a.m. He began to carry planks, which had been piled up in 
the yard, to the garden. The garden is neu a race course below the reservoir. He stopped his car near 
the garden. Near the reservoir he suddenly noticed the bright light. Staring at the light he caught sight 
of very big object. He came nearer to observe it and saw two robots without heads and something like 
eyes on the breasts and below them headlights of white color. They bad short tubes as if aimiitg 
towards him. He stopped staring at them. After some time they gestured him to come along with th�m. 
He followed them. After a few steps he saw two high -creatures (2-3 meters long). They looked like 
human beings. They wore iron clothes. The door of the huge object was opened. They came towards 
him. When he observed them he noticed the big eye on the forehead, very big mouth, long legs. Their 
length was about 3 meters. 

After a short talk (they preferred to speak Russian) it was turned out that they arrived from Red Star 
planet. I would write you their conversation in details if it is interesting for you. (Editor's Note: YES!! It 
is the utmost interesting to me and everyone reading this magazine.) 

Now I am at military service near the capital of Republic of Georgia, Thilisi but I have the opportunity 
to visit my home every week. 

With respect, Yours faithfully, George Chihladze, 1993, May 

Editor's Note: The accompanying pictures were sent by George, presumably drawn by the person 
above. 
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Since the last Missing Link was published, one of our 
dear friends and former Associate Director In Las Vegas, 
Nevada, bas died from cancer. He was so young to be stricken 
down In the prime of his life. Geoff Graff was a good friend to 
many people and especially to me. 

Geoff bad sent me his experiences lang ago. Now that 
be Is gone I don't think be would mind sharing It, as it will 
bring him closer to those that knew him well. We wish you Bon 
Voyage, my friend Geoff, until we meet again ... and we will. 

The Evolution of a Contactee 

On the 7th of October, 1970, I left my home in San Francisco to get away from the madness of big city 
life. I was looking for a more natural, simpler life. 

I didn't have any particular destination in mind and just planned to bum around the islands for awhile 
until I found the right spot to settle down. A stewardess on the plane told me about a beach on Maui 
that was a great place to camp so I decided to go there for the frrst few days. 

When I arrived on Maui, I was at frrst somewhat disappointed to learn that hitch-hiking was illegal as 
that was how I had planned to get around. To compound matters, there was no bus service other than 
the shuttle busses to the big resorts in Lahaina which wasn't anywhere near where I wanted to go. 

Well, I didn't have a schedule or a time clock to worry about, so I fJgW"ed that I would just hike to one of 
the nearby beaches to camp for the day as there was one within a couple of miles from the airport. As I 
was walking down the road a car just stopped and asked if I needed a ride. Since hitching was illegal, 
people just stopped to offer rides to you. It was really great the way the people were so open and 
friendly. I knew I was going to like it there. 

My second ride took me all the way down to the beach that I was looking for and the guy who picked 
me up told me about a big wedding that was going to be taking place in a few days and said that I 
should come. I explained that I really wanted to just stay on the beach for awhile and thanked him 
anyway but he told me that I really had to go because the UFOs were supposed to show up. 

Ookaay - thanks anyway I said and went to the other end of the beach from where he was going. I 
found a great spot at the far end of the beach from where most of the other campers were and set up 
my new temporary home. 

Maui was really like a little slice of paradise. I had never seen such natural beauty before anywhere. 
The people were all very friendly but there were some real strange ones too. A lot of them kept talking 
about the UFOs and how they were coming at the end of the month. 

I was always interested in the stories about the UFOs bUt wasn't really concerned with them because I 
ftgUred that there had to be intelligent life somewhere in the vastness of the universe but that this was 
home and that our focus should be here as this is where we are and that our lessons haven't been 
mastered here yet. Until then, we shouldn't be overly concerned with the thought of leaviag Earth. 

Anyway, on the day of the wedding a group of my new friends were going to go up to Olinda, which is 
called Up-country Maui, where the wedding was being held. They all wanted me to go and really 
wouldn't take no for an answer; so along I went. Once there, I was told that the wedding would be 
delayed because the Cosmic Ambassadors hadn't arrived yet. Then everyone began scanning the skies. 
Suddenly the one who was to perform the ceremony said "Here they come now", and when I looked up- I 
saw what appeared to be a star moving slowly across the sky. It came to a stop and then a cloud 
formed around it. Then the "minister" said, "Now we can begin". 

Well, I've got to tell you, that was pretty far out. 
Back down on the beach a few days later, I had just finished my evening meditation and went over to 

where a group of people had started a bonfrre to see what was going on and ended up meeting a girl. 
She had only been on the island for about a week and she asked me what I thought of all this talk of 
UFOs. 
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Let me digress just a bit to give yon a little more background on what I was doing there as this is 
actually central to the story as a whole. 

One of the reasons I left San Francisco was to try to live a more natural lifestyle. I had been OJt a 
vegetarian diet for about six months when I came across a book called "The Essene Gospel of peaee." 
This book stressed the importance of eating mostly raw fruits and vegetables as cooking food destroys 
the living cells of the foods, leaving dead matter to be ingested. The principle is that only living c:ells 
am give life energy to living organisms. I was also practicing meditation and during one of my 
meditations I was contemplating the UFOs and their occupants when I had the thought that these were 
not craft made of matter as we know it but were actually a form of pure energy which we see as light 
thought ships. 

Now, back to this girl, Nancy was her name, and her question about what I thought of aD this UFO 
business? I told Nancy of my ideas of the ships being energy vehicles and when I said that was why we 
were seeing them as points of light ... a huge craft, or it could have been a formation of smaller craft, 
immediately flew over us from the direction of the mOUDtain, Haleabla. Nam:y bolted up aDd saKI, 
"Somebody is trying to ten you something". Little did I know just how right she was! I can't ten you how 
much time passed but we both saw the same formation of lights return from wherever they had goae to 
and went back in the direction that it originally had come from. 

It wasn't until just the past few years now that a series of events, spanning a period of about 18 years 
began to fall into place. 

Within weeks of that fmt sighting) (conscious at least), I started baviDg a sort of intuitive sense of 
world events that would be coming. I bad a very strong impression to be a part of a kind of cooperative 
community, dedicated to Spiritual growth and in harmony with the laws of nature. I saw this plaee as a 
sort of a retreat at fust and then a place of refuge in times of peril. I also felt that it would be a place to 
take care of homeless cllildrea. 

I was not a politically motivated individual nor was I by any stretdt of the iatagiaatioD religious either 
and these were not things that I bad ever given any thought to before. In fact, I was an only child and 
kids actually made me nervous. 

Rather than doing what was impressed upon me, I got back into more of tbe type of life that I bad 
before I came to Maui. After a few months I moved to Honolulu and bounced back and forth betweea 
the mainland and the islands for a couple of years. In '72 I eaded up on the Big Island which is actually 
the OJ1e named Hawaii and started a small business catchiog tropical fiSh. I heard of au individual in 
I .ahaina that supposedly claimed to have come from oae of the UFOs. I bad heard that his JIICi68ge or 
mission was to help the people of Earth to realize our true nature and potential; and to help bring about 
a one world government, by any means possible. 

I know that the idea of a world government is not too popular now but eventually we must reach an 
understanding of the global village and brotherhood of aB living beings. Wheft we do, the govemment 
that evolves will be to serve the people as our original government was inteaded to do. The tbiDg that 
bothered me though was the phrase, by any means possible. This left open too many options such as 
the possibility of violent overthrow and I was not comfortable with that so I � to fmd out how to 
reach this individual and wrote a Jetter detaili8g my coacem, asking for darificatioa. I stated my belit-1 
in the karmic principle saving that history has proven, time and again, that anything which was bora of 
the sword would in turn, die by the sword. The reply was that I was closer to the truth than I really 
realized, but that soon I would remember and know .the truth and my place in it. He then asked me if I 
was willing to do something for theni, which I don't wish to reveal here, but it seemed ridiculous at the 
time so I never had any further contact with him, thinking that he was probably just anodler fruitcake. 

I managed to go until 1980 without giving much thought to this UFO business. I never really forgot 
about the community but it was not something to worry about at the time. I always plaaned to move to 
the country someday but in the meantime I bad my life to live. I was married in '76 aDd my wife waated 
nothing to do with moving away from the city and I eventually lost sight of my dream. Then One aigbt 
while camping on a beach with a friend, we both saw another moving star. Shortly after this I saw aa 
announcement in the Honolulu Advertiser, Hawaii's main newspaper, which started witll the � 
"Greetings to the Citizens of Earth". I guess I don't bave to ten you that it caught my atteutiotL 
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There wasn>t: any name or any way to identify who placed the announcement in the paper so I called to 
find out who paid for the space. It turned out to be a retired civil enginrer named Philip Y ee. I 
managed to contact Mr. Y ee and asked him why he put the announcement in the newspaper? k was a 
pretty big space and I knew that it must have cost a lot of money; I wanted to know what was really the 
motivation behind it as there was no solicitation for funds. People usually don't put out that kind of 
money without some way to get a return on it. What he told me really took me by surprise. He said he 
did it because "they" asked him to. I said, "what do you mean 'they asked you to,?" He then told me an 
incredible story of how a stranger came up to him on the street, greeted him by name and asked if they 
could go somewhere to talk. Mr. Y ee said that this man told him that he came from what we usually refer 
to as a UFO and that they decided to come to him to ask if he would be willing to help. After talking to 
this man for awhile, Mr. Yee said that he was convinced of the fellows story and agreed to do what he 
could. I asked who "they" were and was told that "they" were the Ashtar Command. Now I know what 
you are probably thinking bot before you dismiss this as another piece of UFO garbage let me share my 
experience with you. 

Mr Y ee told me of a book of messages whieh supposedly were sent to us from various members of this 
Ashtar Command and suggested that I read it. The book was titled World Messages for the Coming 
Decade. Maybe some of you have seen or beard of it. There were a lot of different warnings in it as weD 
as a request for us to practice a daily meditation for world peace. Over the next month I saw about a 
baJf dozen things in the sky that I believe were space craft. One of the things they said in the book was 
that they would show themselves to us if we asked them to. On a couple of occasions a frieDd and I 
would go down to Waikiki Beach to see if we could spot them and tried to send a thought to them 
asking them to allow us to see them. Sure enough, one of the "stars" would move around a little bit then 
stop and just remain stationary. 

By this time I was convinced that they were for real and would practice this meditation every day. The 
book also said that we could communicate with them directly if we wanted to by telepathy. I would try 
to send and receive ntessages but whenever I got a reply I would dismiss it as my imagination. One 
evening, after completing the meditation, I attempted to communicate with them again but wheD I 
started to receive an answer I again doubted the validity and this time I sent another to them explaining 
that while I knew that the ships were real that I couldn't understand why I would begin to have doubts 
about whether I was reaDy seeing what I thought I was. I said that when I would receive a ·reply to one of 
my questions I would then convince myself that it was really only my imagination. I then apologized for 
not being able to believe and said that I really needed to see them face to face. When I opened my 
eyes, there was a man standing iD my living room. I almost went into shock! He was no more than 10 
feet away from me. I kick myseH to this day for the way that I reacted. I was in a state of total disbelief. 
I rubbed my eyes thinking that I was probably hallucinating but he was still there. I then started thinking 
that I had gone over the edge and just be imagining the whole thing. Still he remained. Then I started 
getting a little panicky and that's when he started to leave. He didn't just disappear but slowly became 
less dense and over a period of about 10 seconds just faded away. 

The whole thing really shook me up. I seriously wondered if I was losing my mind. One of the things 
that bad me so shocked was the way he looked. I had this notion of space men wearing some sort of 
silver suits or something but this was a man with long hair, a beard and a robe. Looking back on it now I 
think that it may have been a hologram of Jesus. Whoever or whatever it was was enough to make me 
give away the books I had on UFOs and I ended up joining a very fundamental Christian organization 
that did not believe in the existence of UFOs or life on other planets. Regardless of the things I had 
seen, I tried to convince lnyseH that there must be a logical explanation for these objects. As Phil Klass 
would say, there bad to be a "prosaic explanation". 

(To be continued next month) 
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SUnday, May 2, 1 993 The Seatae Times I Seattle Post-lntelllgencer 

Mysterious Earthl ings Scour the 
Desert for Al ien Tourist 

It Is twilight and Sean David Morton Is 
driving 90 mph through the Nevada 
desert, headed for a dimension where 
unearthly 11ashes appear In the sky and 
the lone local bar serves allen burgers 
and a cOCktail called the Beam me up, 
SCOtty. 

He Is hurtling toward a sector 
where he says extraterrestrials prowl the 
earth, surgically mutilating cows, 
conspiring with the u.s. mlitary and 
watching late night TV. 

He · Is entering the tenffylng 
Area 51 . 

The Establishment says Area 
51 Is a testing sne for secret aJrplanes 
near Nellis Air Force Base. But Norton 
Insists that H's a U .S.-allen cooperative 
where 11ytng saucers are tested and 
grotesque genetic experiments take 
place. 

"NASA Is a fake. The real stuff 
Is out here, • he says. 

In the back of his van are 
seven wide-eyed passengers, a few of 
them alarmed by the warp speed In 
which Morton Is drMng. Each of them 
has paid $99 to see the 11ytng saucers 
1hat Morton says spin through the desert 
at night. 

The fee also entiUes them to 
an earful of the self-proclaimed prophefs 
arcane tldbHs about space travel and 
government cover-up's, which he spews 
forth with a lunar gleam In his eye and a 
touch of sweat beneath his fedora. 

Casually - In a tone you'd use 
to explain that your Aunt Mavis Is from 
Wisconsin - he explains that Area 51 's 
aliens are probably from Krondac, a 
planet 800 light-years away. 

"They're actually bluish-gray 
and a llt1le bigger than people think. 
They're 3 to 4 feet tall. • 

Morton admits he's never 
actually seen any aliens In the 11esh ,  but 
•sources• tell him they're iMng In Area 51 
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- 1m1e men with the smooth heads and 
the wrap-around eyes. 

His fellow travelers are three 
students of the paranormal from Mexico 
cny, one guy with a video camera who 
sells material to the Fox Network series 
"Sightlngs,• one Inscrutable Brazilian and 
a hairdresser from West Hollywood. 

�34,lllillkts his living as 
a . psychic, a healer, a predictor of 
earthquak� and a screenwriter. He just 
11nlshed a book of prophecy for the next 
30 years. He also worked on shows 
about Area 51 for the NBC series 
"Unsolved Mysteries" and for Geraldo 
Rivera's "Now H Can Be Told." 

"Hidden here Is the technology 
to end all wars, to end hunger, to 
provide an endless supply of energy," he 
said. "I'm outraged that they're not 
showing n to the rest of the world. • 

Morton says he was raised In 
a fundamentalist Christian f&.rnly "of the 
most rabid variety• but became a New 
Age thinker after a spiritual quest that 
took him from Texas to Tibet and various 
points In between. 

"My Mother 1hlnks I'm nuts. 
She thinks I'm the Antichrist," he said. 
"She has a publishing company. and she 
won, even publish my book." 

As 1 00 miles of desert fly by, 
Morton repeats a story about cow 
rrutllatlons he told a few hours before, 
emphasizing the part where the aliens 
•core our certain Intimate cow parts for 
unknown purposes. But 1hls time he 
adds a detail: The aliens are rumored to 
make a cocktail out of cow blood and 
hydrogen peroxide. 

"By the way, us hairdressers 
use hydrogen peroxide," Charles 
Smlrnoff, the visitor from West 
Hollywood, says ominously. -we use n 
for hair color, de11nltely for hali' color.• 

Mle Iiiier, 1he UFO van pulls 
Into Ash Springs, Nev., population 1 1  for 
supplies. Store owner Goodie Goodman 
recognizes Morton. He bags groceries 
and muses. 

"I am not a believer because I 
haw not seen anything, but I know 
people who have," he says. "You have to 
understand where we are In relation to 

Area 51 ." 
More and more desert. More 

and more darkness. one of the Mexicans 
nods off. Suddenly, Morton swings the 
van off the road, kills the headlights and 
leaps onto the road, screaming, "Look­
look�ookl Over-there-over-therel What 
the hell's that? Ohl H's .gonel" 

The fellow travelers run down 
1he berm behind him. 

There are lights all over the 
sky. SOme look like helicopters, some 
like 11ares, some like F-16's. Two huge 
planes, possibly 8-1 's swoop close 
overhead In 1he dark, barely making a 
sound. And something else seems to 
hopscotch across the sky, leaving an 
orange flash at each stop. 

"You just saw · tiny space 
jumps, • Morton declares. 

But skeptics say Morton's the 
one doing the jumping - rlgh1 oft the 
deep end. 

"For nearly 25 years, my 
specialty has been the 11eld of UFO's, as 
a hobby, • said Philip J. Klass, a senior 
editor at Aviation Week & Space 
Technology for 34 years and a specialist 
In aviation electronics. "In all that time, I 
have yet to find a ' UFO' case to 
suggest we have any allen spacecraft In 
our skies. If there were any credible 
evidence, n would not be a mystery 
anymore. I think there's no posslbiiHy of 
that being true. • 

Area 51 Is used for t e s t l  n g 
new covert Airplanes, Klass said, and for 
staging war games and tes11ng electronic 
jamming equipment. 

He said the "skipping" orange 
lights are most likely airplanes testing 
decoy 11ares that fool heat-seeking 
ground missiles. 

But, then, Defense Department 
officials did not return this reporter's 
telephone calls Inquiring about the 
phenomenon . . . .  

Bany Kim', exerutlve director 
of Skeptical Inquirer magazine, said con 
artists are promoting Area 51 to make 
easy money gMng tours and lectures. 

Kl ass su g g e s t e d  t h at 
pranksters might be enhancing 1he 
military's aerial show with their own 



. .  ·Jebb Harris I Orange Cou nty  Register 
J� ·and P�(Travls put out the welcome �at (and Beam Me Up cQC:ktalls) for visitors of all sortS .-. aliens 
and allen-tiuht.i'aallke - at thelr .A'Ie'lnn In the Nevada desert: · · 

bogus UFOs and that local buslneS99s 
night be perpetuating the myth to bring 
tourists to an otherwise unlnvl11ng corner 

of the desert. 

As ..-... .. .an, the van 
pulls up at the only bar for 85 miles - the 

Utile A,e'lnn, a converted trailer. The 

signs outside say "Earthlings Welcome• 
and "Budweiser.• 

"trs not just kooks and Idiots 
that come out tlere. These people are 

genuinely Interested, • says proprietor Joe 

Travis, standing behind the bar. WHhln 
his reach were dozens of liquor bo111es; 
his wHe, Pat; a 1 2  gauge pump shotgun; 

and an assortment of 357 Magnums. • 
We had a man In here last night from 

another planet . He dldn1 tell me, but I 
knew." 

Travis Is serious. He Insists that 
humanoid aliens patronize his tavern, 

Indulging In the Allen Burgers and the 

Beam Me Up, Scotty (Jim Beam, 7-up 
and a dash of scotch). Joe Travis chain 
smokes and tells stories. 

" I  had a friend of mine - he'd 

come In here for an Allen Burger and a 

7-up. This one day he came In and said: 

' Last night I went to bed about 9 
o'dock. I woke up during the night and 

there was this alien sitting In my chair 
watching my TV. The allen looked over 

at me and nodded He said he wasn1 
frightened. He just turned over and went 
to sleep. The next momlng, he woke up 

and the TV was tumed on and the allen 
was gone." 
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The following article is reprinted from the pages of "Would You Believe" magazine, Editor, Armand 
Laprade, Summer 1993 Issue Number 45. 

PROBE MAGAZINE SEPTEMBER 1968 

On the night of November 2, 1966, Woodrow Derenberger, a salesman from Parkersburg, West 
Virginia, was driving a truck along Interstate Highway 1-77 near the city, when a vehicle from outer 
space landed on the road ahead of him, forcing him to stop. He then conversed with the pilot of tM 
space craft. 

My name is Woodrow W. Derenberger, I am 50 years old. My story began on November 2, 1966. 
It was a cold and rainy evening, approximately 7:00pm. On this date, I was driving my Ford Econovan 

down Interstate Highway 1-77, coming from Marietta, _Ohio, to my home in Mineral Wells, West Vuginia. 
I was driving up a long hill, at about 50 mph. My truck was loaded with stereos and sewing machines. 
One of the sewing machines fell off the top of a stereo causing me to turn on my dome lights to see 
what had fallen. At this time I noticed a car coming up the highway behind me and he blinked his tights 
to pass. I kept on at the same rate of speed and the car passed me. Directly bebiad this car, about 50 
feet, this ship, as I have come to call it, came up beside my truck and at fll'St, I thought it to be another 
car. Then I noticed that it had no lights. I then turned my head an glanced at it and saw that it was 
something that I bad never seen before. 

At this time I was not frightened. Then it pulled a little ahead of me and turned crosswise on the 
highway and started slowing down. To keep from hitting this object, I slowed my truck and pulled off 
the highway to the right onto the berm so that I could go around it, but it completely blocked the road 
from berm to berm. It kept slowing down until it came to a complete stop, as I also did, not more than 8 
to 10 feet from it. As soon as it stopped, a door opened and a man stepped out. 

Immediately, as he stepped to the ground, I received a message to roll my window down on the 
opposite side of my truck. I heard no audible voice, but I somehow knew what the man bad asked me. I 
leaned across the truck and rolled down the window. The man then walked up to the side of my truck 
and stood very close to the door and said that he would like to speak to me. He asked me not to be 
frightened, and then asked my name. I was so frightened by this time that I could not answer him. He 
told me I could either think or speak verbally, whichever was easier for me. 

He said his. name was Cold. He then asked me if I worked for a living and if I had to - I told him yes, 
that I was a salesman. He then said that he was a "searcher". He again repeated that I should not be 
frighted, that he wished me no harm, only happiness. He had a very pleasant smile on his face and his 
arms were folded, with his hands tucked under his armpits. He asked me what the lights in the distance 
were, and although he did not point, I knew the direction about which he was inquiring. I told him it was 
Parkersburg, a city. He asked me if all the people lived there, and I told him it was a place of business 
and of trade, and that most of the people lived in outlying areas or the suburbs. He told me that a place 
of this kind where he was from was called a gathering. 

He then sa«L "Mr. Derenberger, look at me. I am the same as you are. I sleep, and breathe and bleed 
even as you do." Although he was speaking verbally to me, I could weB understand every word he was 
saying. I felt no pain of any kind. My truck motor was running smoothly. Both of my headlights were on 
and also the dome lights in my truck. After the man stepped from the ship, it rose off the ground and 
hovered from 50 to 100 feet above my truck during the duration of our conversation. As he walked in 
front of my truck, I could see him very plainly in the headlights of my truck. He had a very pleasant 
appearance. He was approximately 5'10" tall and. weighed approximately 180 to 185 pounds. His hair 
was very dark and thick and combed straight back over his head. He seemed to have a very good tan. 
He looked normal in every way and was very friendly. The expression on his face changed at times. He 
then asked me why I was so frighte� and said that his country was not nearly as powerful as ours. 
He also told me to report this incident to our local offiCials, and at a later date he would conflrDl my 
story. He then said that he would meet with me again. I talked with him approximately 10 minutes. I 
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did not see him give any kind of sign, but the ship descended, and settled directly beside my truck. Mr. 
Cold then walked in front of my truck, to the ship. The door opened and I could see another form 
reaching out to close the door, or to possibly help Mr. Cold on to the ship. The ship then left and went 
straight up, making a soft, fluttering sound. 

As soon as it was at the top of my truck, I very hurriedly left for home. I do not exactly remember 
driving home. I think at this time I was in a complete state of shock. When I got home, I immediately 
asked my wife to come to the kitchen, and we sat down at the table. She could see the state I was in, 
and the first question she asked was "Did you have an accident that has killed someone?" I assured her 
that nothing of that nature had happened, and then told her of my experience. It startled her very much 
at first; then she suggested we phone the police. I thought I had settled down by then, but after I got 
them on the telephone, I began shaking uncontrollably, and my voice quivered, so that she took the 
phone from me and related my story to them. Also, she was told by the police, that our call was the 
thiid one of its kind in this area that evening. They later called my wife and told her she should consult a 
doctor for me. However, by this time I had settled down and felt more like myseH. 

The next day, November 3, I was asked to come to the local television station wrAP. Here I met with 
the local authorities, and the state and city police, a United States Air Force Sergeant, and all the news 
media of Parkersburg. I was asked to describe my experience in full detail many times. They tried every 
way possible to break my story, but could not. The Air Force Sergeant said at this time that I defmitely 
had had an experience of some sort. That evening my story was carried in our local newspapers, and 
was also picked up by UPI, which carried it all over the world. Following this, I appeared on local 
television and r�o, in Parkersburg. The next few days I received hundreds of caBs and many, many 
letters form all over the world. I later talked with many people, NICAP -- who said they would release 
this shortly, the Air Force and NASA in Cape Kennedy, Florida. These people talked as though they 
believed my story and were not too surprised by it. 

On November 4, I was driving home from Pomeroy, Ohio, and a friend of mine was riding with me. We 
were going down Highway 7, when I began having a ringling sensation around my eyes and the top of 
my forehead. I robbed my forehead and I knew at the same time that this was Mr. Cold trying to make 
contact with me again with telepathy. I did not want to receive him, but the same sensation persisted 
and I fmaDy answered him. The gentleman riding with me knew that something was going on, as he 
later told me he also bad some sort of feeling but didn't know what it was. 

Mr. Cold then told me to slow down and drive very carefully, that his ship was directly ov�r my truck 
and that they were following me. At this time he told me several things of his own planet. He told me 
that the fmt time he had contacted me, he had only asked me questions to calm me and to settle my 
fears. At this second meeting, I was not frightened. He asked me repeatedly to drive carefully. I had a 
feeling that I cannot explain -- it was not pain - it was as though I was heading my own voice, but with 
his words. This is very hard to explain because previous to this, I knew nothing of mental telepathy. 

Mr. Cold told me he as from a planet called Lanolos; he said this is located close to the galaxy of 
Ganymede. He told me that his country was practically the same as ours, that they have woods, 
streams, ftelds, and oceans, as we do. He also said that he bad taken samples of our vegetation, and 
also some of our animals and with very few exceptions these were as they have them. He told me that 
he wanted to talk with me later, that I had very good receptive powers of telepathy. He gave me quite a 
bit of information at this time. He said that he is married, his wife's name is Kimi, and he has two sons, 
eight and 11  years of age. Since that time, they have had a baby girl, born the week after Christmas in 
1966. 

Mr. Cold also said that their time is not exactly as ours. They have three climates - planting, 
harvesting and cold. He said that his people have a life expectancy of 125 to ·175 of our years. At this 
time he told me his first name was Indrid, and that he was getting ready to break contact, and that 
would receive a severe shock and to prepare myseH for it. I was listening very intently to every word he 
said, and had begun to think of questions to ask him, when he told me he was leaving. 

When he broke contact, I felt very exhilarated. I had a small throbbing pain in my right temple, which 
left shortly. I decided not to tell anyone. However, I did reveal this to NICAP at the next meeting they 
had with me. I had almost daily contacts with Mr. Cold after this. 

About four days after my initial experience with Mr. Cold, I came from work at approximately 9:00pm. 
and was met in my back yard by Mr. Cold and his companion, Carl Ardo. Mr. Ardo travels with him as a 
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navigator. I was very excited and did not notice the cold weather. They were with me for approximately 
two hours, and would not come into the house because my wife was frightened. Since then she has lost 
all fear of them and has entertained them in our home. 

On this visit, they asked me about our people and our way of life. He has never at any time asked me 
of our military strength; he has shown no interest or asked me of our weapons, or anything along this 
line. He asked me how we live, how our people get along together, how long we have to work, and how 
many hours per day, and many, more questions of our everyday lives. He told me that his people do not 
understand the word "bate"; they do not know how we can hate one another. As he says, "We are all 
brothers." 

These people do not have a written record of how their planet began; however, they do have a legend. 
They believe their forefathers came from Earth in a space ship and after they had landed, somehow lost 
the art of space travel. It was many, many years before they again learned how to travel in space. 

Mr. Cold told me that their religion, and their belief in God is the same as our own. They believe there 
is but one God, who created everything that is good, and is the F�tber of an. Mr. Cold has told me many 
times that they would like to land and come and talk: with our people, but be has met several times with 
hostility, bas been shot at and also other ships of his friends have been shot at. At one time in Arkansas, 
he was short with a shotgun and he had to have several pellets removed from his �  and thighs. These 
people are as much afraid of our people as we are of them. Yet they say they would like to make 
friendly contact with aU oor people, and be able to teH their ways and leam ours. They would like to be 
able to trade with our country, Mr. Cold says that they have things that we wouJd like to have., as do we 
have things that they need. He has told me things that I have no way of knowing whether they are true 
or untrue, yet in everything he has told me I have never, never iB any way learned that he has been 
untruthful. He bas told me that he made an offer to our Government that if they would guarantee safety 
for both him and his ship, he would land. But for some reason unknown to him, our Government will aot 
grant him his request. He said that our Govemmeat leaders said that no physical harm would come to 
him, but otherwise he would have to place himself and his ship in their bands and they would do what 
was best of him and for us. Mr. Cold has declined this offer. I have no way of knowing if this is true. 

In their country, they don't have a government as we �ow it, but a Guiding CotmciL Their offJcials are 
also elected. There are 56 members in their Council, and they are elected every six years (in our time). 
Any time one of the officials proves to be unfit for th.e job, he can be dismissed 8lld aootber one eleeted. 
These people are very friendly and have never had a war on their planet, nor have they crime, as we 
know it here. They not only talk: with telepathy, but have a language of their own. I now a few words of 
their language. When a couple is married, it is said that they are "united'? The wife calls her husband 
her "united', and the husband calls his wife his "union". Their children are very healthy, but they do have 
sickness. They also have diseases the cannot control, as we do, and have death they cannot prevent. 
When their children are old enough to know right from wrOJJ& no matter what age, they are sent to 
school and go until they are 28 years old. At this time, if they have not reached the standard of leaming 
that they should, they go to school until they do. Everyone works at a job that he himself chooses. H a 
man does not like his work, he can ask for redassifation and can be assigned to something else. 

There is much more to my story, which will be published in a book very soon. These people are very 
friendly, and are waiting to make contaet with everyone. I wish for every one to have the same 
opportunity as I have had to meet these people and to know them. I only hope that someday they ean 
come here freely, as they so greatly desire. 

(Editor's Note: If anyone knows of the book mentioned "thflt was soon to be published" pktUe let us 
know.) 
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james J. D i lettoso stomps 
bandy- legged through a field i n  
South Phoenix. The sheer vol ume 
of his graying ponytai l seems to 
bend his whole body forward as 
puffs furiousl y on a cigarette. 

The fiel d has recently 
pl owed under; there's not a bl ade 
of grass c lear down to the canal 
borderi ng Basel i ne Road, but 
Di lettoso sees studios and housing 
fo r m ov i e  d i re c t o rs a n d  
technicians, high-tech Hol lywood 
in  Phoenix, and he thi nks he can 
make it happen with his own 
Hol l ywood contacts. It's a grand 
v1s1on, perhaps grandiose, i n  
keeping with hi s style. 

Di lettoso, 44, is a smal l ,  
wi ry man with a bi g, soft beard. 
He favors baggy pants and 
sneakers, a tee shi rt that 
says,11Everythi ng I need to know I 
learned from television. 

If he resembl es a character 
i n  a Nintendo game, it may be 
because over the past two decades, 
he has bounced and beamed and 
hyperspaced through the rock and 
fi l m  and space subcu ltures. What 
al l those fields hold i n  common is  
that they are i n creasi ng l  y 
computer-driven; Di lettoso has a 
brai n that can convert sound and 
i mages i nto the ones and zeros of 
computer programs. 

He designed visual special 
effects hardware and software for 
movies- incl ud i ng Tron and Blade 
Runner- and for the videos and 
road tours of such rock as the 
Moody Bl ues. He worked for 
NASA, and sti l l  i nvestigates UFO 
sighti ngs. He was one of the 
developers of the di gitaJ musical 
synthesi zer, of d igi tal  fi I m 
colori zation. And he's now 
worki ng on data compression 
technologies that wi l l  a l low movies 
to be modemed over telephone 
l i nes, a feat he l i kens to .. try ing to 
send an elephant down a rabbit 
hole.•• 

Often h i s  st ream-of-
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consciousness rap-del ivered i n  the 
knowi ng and emphatic cadence of 
Hol lywood-is so densely technical 
and phi losophical at the same ti me 
that it makes your head hurt. And 
makes you question his sanity. 

Clark Higgins, a fi l m  
special  effects expert who works 
with Steven Spielberg' s Lucas F i l m, 
says D i lettoso, .. He's as sane as 
many of the creative geniuses 
runni ng around. He runs at a very 
furious pace, but he's one of the 
most tal en ted fel l ows I ' ve ever met 
to bring abstract concepts i nto 
real ity ... 

By vi rtue of his geni us and 
his accompl ishments, Di l ettoso 
shoul d be a wealthy man, but 
i nstead, he l ives a seat-of-his-pants 
existence. He couldn't  drive 
himself down here this  morning, 
for example, because he has car 
troubl e; seems he was a bit 
distracted pul l i ng his homemade 
sports car out from his shop i n  
Tempe and forgot about the 
median curb down the center of 
U niversity Drive when he made a 
l eft turn. The l ittle white vehic le 
l ies dead i n  his parking l ot with 
four fl at ti res and few vital  parts 
scraped off the bottom, (and the 
cash), he' l l  get that taken care of. 

He's havi ng house troubl e, 
too. The epicenter of the 11smart 
community .. he envisions is a ranch 
j ust off Southern Avenue, which 
he' l l  acquire just as soon as his 
i nvestors come through on the 
computerized graphics seiVice 
bureau he's setti ng up, and which 
he sees as the l i nchpin for 
Hol lywood i n  Phoenix. 

D i lettoso l i kes to have the 
companies he does busi ness with 
pay the leases on the houses he 
l ives i n. I t  simpl i fies his l ife, he 
says-at least unti l the deal runs i ts 
course and the company stops 
payi ng and Di l ettoso gets thrown 
out on his ear, which has 
happened more than once. J ust last 
month, he was tossed out of the 

Paradise Val l ey ranch he'd l ived in  
for a couple of years and c la ims he 
was to buy, but a check bounced 
and the owner defaul ted, and so 
on. 

Cl earl y  his busi ness sense 
is not as high ly  developed as his 
vision. He is charismatic,  able  to 
rope i n  i nvestors with the scope 
and enthusiasm of his projects, and 
just as l i kel y to piss them off a year 
down the road. 

He can conceive of an 
entire marketing strategy; then I ose 
interest in its execution. His 
computer programmers complain 
that he' l l  th ink up computer 
software that wi I I  do somethi ng no 
one else has been able  to do, then 
give it away rather than exploit it 
fi nancial l y. He'd rather have 
someone else work out the detai ls  
just so l ong as he can i ncorporate 
the fi nished project i nto the next 
stage of a picture no one else can 
see. 

111 think J im my is a perfect 
person to be paid X number of 
dol l ars and be put i n  a thi nk tank, .. 
says Dr. Gary Berg, dean of faculty 
at Western I nternational U niversity. 
But it's not l i kely to happen, partly 
because Di lettoso is the sort to 
suffer "fai lu re to thrive i n  captivity 
syn d ro m e , "  part l y bec ause 
regardless of abi l i ty, he doesn't 
have the credenti als. His persona 
and biography may be his greatest 
inventions. 

======================= 

J im Di lettoso's bi o is a tangled 
ci rcuit board of fact and fiction, 
di sputed achievements, i nventions 
and connections that can't be 
documented, others he won't tal k  
about. H e  clai ms h e  has a Ph. D. i n  
biomedi cal  engi neeri ng from 
McGi l l  U niversity i n  Montreal ,  but 
the regi strar's offi ce there never 
heard of h im.  He claims .an 
undergraduate degree from the 
University of Hartford, but its 
records show he took a si ngle math 



course there. 
When confronted with 

these apparent fabri cations, he 
admits he'd never have the 
patience to sit through so many 
years of classes. Then he just digs 
i n  deeper and del i berately raises 
more questions. On another 
occasion, he offers that these are 
noti ons put forth by others, I eft 
uncorrected, unti l by some logic, 
they become true. 

It's as if there's onl y so 
much room i n  a persona and if 
more space is devoted to i ntel lect, 
then there's less left over for social 
convention. Clearly the capacity 
for abstraction and creativity comes 
out of open mi ndedness. Another 
l ocal computer graphics artist 
simply says, "Al l those superbright 
computer guys are i nto weird 
mystical stuff," as if they're bored 
with the merely terrestria l  and 
looking for more complex puzzles 
to ponder. 

Di lettoso certai n ly  darts 
back and forth across the 
borderl ine between hard science 
and paranormal research, between 
the bastions of conservative 
science and the fri nges. 

He worked for NASA out 
of a Phoenix office, and cl ai ms to 
have worked on top secret projects 
for the agency out of Jet Propulsion 
Laboratories i n  Pasadena. Other 
former NASA employees have 
confirmed that claim, but cal l s  to 
JPL to verify it sound l i ke Monty 
Python routines: 'Who do you 
thi nk he i s?" Do you think  he's 
tel l i ng the truth? / 'm not goi ng to 
tel l you." 

· H i s  i n v e n t i o n o f  
colori zation is di sputed , as wel l .  
Ameri can Fi l m  Technologies, the 
company that hoi ds the patent on 
the process, claims that his work 
was "a fai led R&D attempt", whi le 
Di lettoso swears hi s technology 
was ri pped off and he was paid i n  
mostly worthless stock. However, 
the company executive who fi red 

Di lettoso from the project confi rms 
the importance of hi s contribution ­
though he stops short of confirming 
the al legations of theft for fear of 
l egal retri bution. 

"He's fun to be around," 
says Mi chael Mal i n, a NASA 
scienti st whom Di lettoso consulted 
whi .le  analyz ing photographs of 
U FOs. "He's not at a l l  crazy, but 
half of what he says is bul lshit and 
half of it is probably  not far from 
the truth. The problem is try ing to 
figure out which is which. He does 
tend to get i nvolved i n  more 
fanciful  notions than you or 1 ." 

I ndeed: Di l ettoso wonders 
if the i ron in human blood 
contai ns human memory l i ke a 
magnetic floppy disk, then posits at 
how to feed data i nto that memory. 
He cl ai ms that a F i l ipi no faith 
heal er cured him of a deadly  
I ymphoma by  magical l y  passi ng his 
hands through the ski n  and pul l i ng 
out tumors without leavi ng 
wounds. 

The cast of characters that 
wander i n  and out of his home and 
his studio are equa l ly  pecul i ar: a 
reti red Air Force colonel ; a bl i nd 
TV Di rector who has a show about 
U FOs. 

Jeff Harris, chief sound 
engi neer for a major Hol lywood 
recording studio, recal ls  going to 
Di lettoso's ranch to meet a former 
Navy SEAL who c lai med he had 
guarded an a l ien spacecraft. 

"When I got there, the man 
had hi s ear pressed up against the 
wal l to hear if anyone was comi ng. 
He had weapons strapped· al l up 
and down hi s legs," Harris says. 

Di lettoso keeps current 
with every government conspi racy 
to cover up UFO research that 
"would change the meaning of 
I ife." His gi rlfriend, Susan Gordon, 
c lai ms to be a UFO contactee and 
l ectures nationwide as to whether 
extraterrestrials are real l y  angels. 

One visitor on a recent 
afternoon is a man researching 

w a y s o f  e l e c t r o n i c a l l y  
communicati ng with the dead - but 
he won' t expl ai.n how, because the 
world isn't ready yet. 

"Sounds funny, huh?" 
Di lettoso asks, straight faced, 
almost as a dare. It raises a 
question as to where the l i ne fal ls 
between geni us and l unacy. 

"I wish I knevv, "  he 
answers. He thi nks a mi nute: "I ' m  
not march ing to a different 
drummer," he conti nues. "Maybe I 
just have an octave on my piano 
that you don't." 

=============== 

Di lettoso began his career 
as a piano player. He was a 
musical ly  precocious Connecticut 
punk who spent his hi gh school 
weekends playi ng wi th bar bands 
in Greenwich Vi l lage; si nce he 
wasn't old enough to drive, let 
alone dri nk, his stepfather would 
drive him i nto Manhattan and wait 
as he performed. 

He al ready had a flair  for 
scientific sleight of hand; his 
mother remembers the robot he 
bui l t  as a chi ld, but Di lettoso 
admits i t  was merel y a vacuum 
cleaner adorned with various 
gadgets. In high school , he won 
science fairs with night before 
throw-togethers that were supposed 
to be the cul mi nation of a 
semester's research . 

What better pi ace to 
combine gadgetry and musi c  than 
in the rock scene of the late 1 960s? 
"By the summer of 1 967, I had 
become a hi ppie," he says, l ivi �g 
ful l -time i n  the Vi l l age. He toured 
with the Box Tops ("My baby, she 
wrote me a letter") and other rock 
groups, unti l he real ized he was 
draft bait, and enrol led in col l ege, 
bounci ng from school to school 
and taki ng courses he knew he 
could pass so that he could keep 
hi s col lege deferment. 

He eventual ly  wound up 
in Hartford and worked i n  a 
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psychology lab at the university, 
dabbled i n  video production. I n  the 
mid-' 70s, he opened a pai r of 
nightc lubs i n  run-down Hartford 
movie palaces, but when the IRS 
read about his success, it real i zed 
he hadn't been paying taxes and 
brought h im to court. The judge 
was lenient wi th the young 
entrepreneur, but when he was 
caught violati ng the terms of 
h is  probation by promoting 
conc erts i n  Massac h usetts, 
Di lettoso l anded in jai l .  

H e  spent the bicentennial 
i n  a 200-year-old cel l i n  Hartford 
wonderi ng what he was goi ng to 
do with the rest of his l i fe. And if 
he ever reached a decision, he 
keeps it to h imself. The next 
decade of h is  l ife is del i berately 
murky, told  i n  no certai n 
chronology. 

He wandered to Los 
Angel es and became a musical and 
electronic jack-of-al l -trades for the 
music and movie busi nesses. He 
came to Phoenix to design 
speakers for Motorola, and then 
was recruited i nto a three man 
design team bui ld ing the world's 
fi rst di gital synthesizer for a 
company cal l ed  Micor. U nti l that 
poi nt, al l synthesizers produced 
sounds electronical l y  i nstead of 
with a computer, and they weren't 
capable of pl ayi ng as many notes 
si multaneously. 

He bounced back to 
Cal ifornia to do contract work at 
Jet Propulsion Laboratories and 
NASA. He c lai ms he helped design 
fl ight simulators. He may or may 
not have been i nvolved in the 
Voyager i maging, but certa in ly  had 
access to the Voyager team, 
because i n  the late ' 70s, he 
produced a Las Vegas gala  that 
featured I ive Voyager pictures of 
Jupi ter projected on a big screen. 
And other former NASA employees 
confi rm that Di lettoso did i n  fact 
work on secret projects, it's hard to 
say how much, which is how 
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D i lettoso l i kes the story told .  

=============== 

One of the consequences 
of I ife on the borderl i ne is that 
neither si de c la ims you as its own. 
One JPL sci entist on the Voyager 
project scoffi ngly asked how 
anyone coul d take Di I ettoso 
seriousl y if he bel i eved in U FOs 
and other such New Age c laptrap. 
Yet Di I ettoso clai ms that J PL sent 
h i m  to work on analysis of the 
Shroud of Turi n. And it's unclear 
whether he became embroi led i n  
U fO  research because NASA asked 
h im to or because the UFO 
underground sought him out for his 
J PL contacts. 

I n  1 9 7 7 , We n d e l l e  
Stevens, a reti red Ai r Force 
L ieutenant Colonel , a former 
i ntel l igence officer who had been 
l ooki ng i nto UFO sighti ngs since 
the 1 940s, came to Di lettoso to 
he I p sort out the case of a Swi ss 
farmer who had taken photographs 
and home movies of flyi ng saucers, 
and who c lai med to have hundreds 
of encounters with · humanl i ke 
extraterrestrials.  

Stevens, who is based i n  
Tucson, says, · ·we were looki ng for 
a team of scientists - and university 
types are too c lose minded,11 
D i lettoso•s  work on the case is 
documented in the book Light 
Yea�, by Gary Ki nder, who 
portrays Di l ettoso as a go-between 
for scientists at NASA and JPL, as 
a bit of a true bel iever who tru ly 
wanted the farmer's photos and 
movies to be real . None of the tests 
were concl usive, because the 
photo pri nts were not made from 
the original negatives, whi ch fits 
wel l i nto the mysti c and somewhat 
paranoi d world of Ufology. 

l n the mid-1 980s, Di l ettoso 
sti l l  worked for NASA, runn ing an 
i nformation center out of h is  own 
Computer Graphics Lab at ASU's 
downtown computer i nstitute. He 

shared space wi th ASU because he 
had hel ped obtain a Cray 
Supercomputer for the ASU center, 
and he used it for his own work on 
movie speci al effects and medical 
i magi ng hardware and software. 
He was promoting and producing 
musical road shows and creati ng 
video special effects for acts that 
i ncluded the Moody B lues, Todd 
Rundgren, Toto, and Pi nk F loyd. 

Dr. Gary Berg is now dean 
of faculty at Western State 
I nternati onal University, but back 
then he headed the ASU computer 
i nstitute. When Di l ettoso would 
forget to pay hi s rent, Berg would 
try to convince the landlord not to 
evict h im because of the computer 
spectacle he provided for the 
i nsti tute. 

11He coul d make sounds 
come out of the computer that 
shouldn't  have been .there, .. Berg 
remembers. "One n ight I went to 
see h i m  and he had this graphics 
program he had devel oped. Al l ci 
a sudden, on a PC, he's 
demonstrati ng the abi I ity to run 
i nteractive graphics that the rest of 
the world hadn't been able to do 
yet. I went away wonderi ng why 
he could  figure that out with no 
formal trai ni ng and no one else 
could.  He just d id it ... 

Di lettoso has no answer to 
the question. 11About ten years ago, 
I came over a technology hump 
where i t  al l became c lear al most at 
a zen level . It a l l  kind of came into 
focus, .. he says. 

By 1 986, Di lettoso was 
worki ng on fi l m  colorization for 
American Fi l m  Technologies, 
which provided the process to Ted 
Turner. Unti l that ti me, most 
colori zi ng attempts requi red that 
every frame be hand-ti nted. 
Di lettoso figured out a way to 
colori ze digital l y. 

AFT now downplays h is  
contri buti on, but Joseph Mintz, 
who was president of AFT at the 



ti me, say, "J i m  defi nitely devel oped 
the fi rst stages, the basi c early 
technol ogy required to do what 
ended up bei ng American Fi lm • s  
colori ng system. J i m is extremely 
bright and charismatic, just 
bubbl i ng with ideas. He went 
forward i n  his quest to figure this 
stuff out with al l the enthusiasms of 
the early American i nventors." 

D i l ettoso c l a i ms h e  
received $75,000 for h is  efforts, the 
balance paid i n  worthless stock. 
However much it was worth, he 
probably would have blown the 
money, anyway. 

=============== 

Downti me at D i lettoso and 
Company. An erstwhi le  employee 
is out back fidd l i ng with a smal l 
furnace he• s rigged up to smelt an 
al l oy of plati num and other semi­
precious metals out of bags and 
bags of what looked l i ke d i rt. 
Dependi ng on the day of the week, 
the story is that they •re goi ng to 
sel l the platinum to fi nance other 
projects and/or use the smelti ng 
process to plate circuit boards. 

I nside computer graphics 
flash across a video screen - wi l d  
colors, ani mation, a melange of 
i mages that D i lettoso and his 
programmers designed or that other 
artists created usi ng D i lettoso•s 
software. 

Di lettoso is tool i ng at a 
keyboard of another sort, a 
synthesizer he•s set up in  the back 
studio of h is  bu i ld ing. Over and 
over he toys with a descendi ng 
series of chords with an organl i ke 
tone, at once New Age and sl ightly 
si n ister, as if he were the phantom 
of the laboratory. He and his  
gi rlfriend, Susan Gordon, and a 
thi rd music ian have formed a New 
Agey band they cal l  UFaux, and 
they•ve just come off a gig in San 
Diego. 

He• s thi nki ng about an 
upcomi ng Bi l l y  I dol tour he•s 

supposed to work on. Mostly, he•s 
wasting time because he recently 
moved i nto the bui I di ng from a 
studio down the street, and the 
telephone•s not hooked up yet. 
Meanwhi le, three big deals are 
threatening. to erase themselves 
from the hard drive of his 
schedule. He•s fidd l i ng whi le  
c i rcuit boards burn .  

A producer from the TV 
show Unsolved Mysteries i s  trying 
to reach h im for a long-i n-the­
works segment about the Swi ss 
U FO case. Another producer is 
trying to telephone hi m about an 
i nteractive audi o project i nvolvi ng 
F leetwood Mac, and so are the 
Maryland i nvestors l i ni ng up the 
cash to set up a computer graphics 
service bureau. 

The bureau essentia l ly  wi l l  
make it possi ble for people with 
ordi nary perSonal computers to 
send sti l l  and moving i mages to 
each other over tel ephone I i nes -
rapid ly  through Di lettoso•s  
supercomputer, "To get from my 
medium to your medi um, or from 
my head to your medium," as he 
puts it. 

Maybe th is is  the project 
that wi l l  make a rich man out of 
D i lettoso. The Maryland i nvestors 
thi nk it wi l l ; they see it developing 
i nto a system to provide video on 
demand - movies sent to your TV 
and your TV only  over the 
telephone l i nes. 

D i lettoso•s not sure. "Why 
shoul d I make it easier for a couch 
potato to watch TV without drivi ng 
down to the video store?" he asks. 
He•s walked away from projects 
before, most recently a video 
telephone that is a l legedly  better 
than AT&rs. He doesn•t  tal k about 
i t, but the i nvestors have seen it 
and were blown away. 

H is  technovision goes i nto 
fast forward, i magi ni ng a day i n  the 
near future when a news reporter 
at a remote l ocation could record 
an event with a hand held video 

camera, d igi tize it wi th a l ap top 
computer, modem it through a 
cel l ular phone and beam it to a 
satel l ite with a hand held antenna 
to be picked up by hi s network. He 
has been negoti ati ng with the 
i nvestor of just such an antenna, he 
notes. 

He envisions the day when 
al l mlJsic wi l l  be recorded directly 
i nto a computer, and rather than 
i mprinti ng it on tape or CD, it wi l l  
be sent di recti y from the computer 
to the radio station or to a speaker 
i n  your home. 

He• s got other plans, too, 
nothi ng sinister, but he won•t say 
what because we wouldn•t  
understand. 

Dilettoso (seated) in 1981 with drummer Graeme Edge of the 
lloody Blues: Tbe gold and platinum records were won for Lllnt 
Disw� Voyager: Dilettoso designed and coordinated the 
electronics for the album tour. 
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By Roman Storch 
Tempe, Arizona 

Sunday was beautiful weather over the Rokytnice town. Sunday, July 17, 1956 at 9:00 am in the 
morning. I walked and passed the garrison's back gate to the nearby forest to collect mushrooms. I 
took along with me a sack from the kitchen. The boys talked a lot about it, that there are plenty of them 
in the nearby forest. 

The forest smelled of fresh resin; wild thyme and wild strawberries. I walked down the hill through the 
forest to the large meadow surrounded by high Pine trees and at the end rose a tall rock. Suddenly I 
had a strong feeling that I was being observed by someone. I checked the time and it was 9:35 am -
long time nothing - then it is 3:50 pm in the afternoon and I am slicing _mushrooms in my garrison unit 
room on the table by the window. Beautiful looking Boletuses. I am slicing them in strips and 
spreading them on newspapers. Charlie Paroubek came to me watching what I was doing. "You idiot, 
those are not just any Boletuses, those mushrooms are poisonous "Satans" mushrooms and if you don't 
believe me, try to bite one." Charlie said it very seriously. "Where were you Roman? I put aside a 
dinner for you?" 

I bit into a slice of "Satan", and I felt on my tongue immediately the sharp bitter and sour touch. Typical 
for poisonous mushrooms. I tried to remember where I collected them, and f_pr "God's sake" I couldn't 
remember how I came to the garrison; to my barracks and where I was for more than six hours. I talked 
to my spirit, that I was not drunk. I had normal coffee for breakfast. I know absolutely nothing, only that 
I had a beautiful feeling for nature, about the rustling of the trees, a cold and gorgeous odor of the 
summer forest. I tried so hard to remember that I had a headache, but only with zero results. Caput. 

Almost thirty years passed and under hypnosis I received back my "lost" memory and returned to the 
long "lost time". Exactly, six hours and fifteen minutes. Some of us are not so fortunate. Long enough 
time to realize that everything was absolutely different. 

At the end of the meadow, close to the rock, which raised up to the sky, stood a shining object of an 
unbelievable shape in all colors of the rainbow. Around the object moved a group of little beings in 
silver green like uniforms. I tried to run out, but I couldn't make any move. On the contrary; they waved 
their hands and they invited me inside the object. And I in "free will" walked into an absolutely (to my 
knowledge) unknown object, which was activated in all the colors of the rainbow. Gently there droned 
some aggregate. Never in my life had I seen even something similar. They set me in what looked like a 
medical chair, something like ambulant chair. They moved me to a half-lying down position. Then the 
little beings left this environment quickly, which was absolutely empty. I felt a lot of peace in that weak 
fiZZing noise. 

Sudd�nly before me appeared a tall, like a giant Being in the gray blue purple silver suit or uniform 
with a huge golden chain lacing around the neck with some big medal like material shining with two 
bluegreen like buttons or dots on it. His big grayblue eyes, like chrome steel "sucked" into me. I 
recognized what it meant; absolute psychical power for the first time in my life, far beyond my simple 
imaginations. His big eyes were concentrating on me, radiating the energy, and the power, as I had 
never experienced. His little mouth was closed without any motion, but "He talked" to me. I absolutely 
and perfectly understood him. I attempted to "return" my humble earthly "psychical power", I felt a mad 
powerlessness, as my teacher told me (Prof. K.), who was metaphysicist and also parapsychologist; a 
passionate follower of Steiner. 

The Being (today known as EBEs or the Extraterrestrial Biological Entity) gave me a little smile as I 
frantically attempted to return the power and then he began to question me. 

I was in my military walking-dress uniform with the clean "black facings" (their distinctions and rank, 
marks, are just the opposite of ours, top rank chiefs have a clear golden purple facing, very simple. 
That's why he possibly mistook me as a high ranking officer by his own logic, as I recollect the situation. 
They didn't "believe' me, when I told the truth, that I was a simple PTP (military camp for forced labor) 
soldier. When they couldn't break my simple truth I suddenly, for sure, received from them "higher 
credibility" and with all possibility it is, what then saved my life. 
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I looked around my environment and there stood other beings. They touched my legs, hands, and 
head. They put to my nose a light on a cord from the unknown material inside me. I had no pain. 

The being continued to ask me the details from Adam and Hanicka (huge military bunkers). What I did 
in this fortress in the Eagle Mountains under the earth. In a very short time, they knew absolutely 
everything. I couldn't even talk; there wasn't any need. They read my thoughts like the "Bible" . .  What do 
I know, about rockets" What I did in Stribro town (near to Germany's border)? This is what I 
experienced in those unusual six magnificent hours of missing time. It was S.C.R.E. which means by the 
evaluation of the MJ-12, the REAL EXPERIENCE. I received S.C. D.M. or the Distinctive mark. as such, I 
was hall-marked (or branded like Cattle) in the end of my life and therefore they could contact me when 
they wished, and all that without my permission and without my full knowledge. I wished to know if we 
would meet again. The being told me that I don't need to worry, if they would like to do that, then I shall 
meet with them. After all, when they "read" me from the "A" to the "Z", I received instructions, which I 
didn't know how to fulfill. In any case, I didn't feel myself to be under their "Command" like some 
ordinary "Spy". All that was done against my "free will" and without my personal permission and against 
my understandable knowledge". As a gift they somewhat cured my two big scars on my face; both of 
which I had from a teenager. With the instructions, that it could show up to me when I shall be older. 
Against the E.I.P.P. which means THE EXTRATERRESTRIAL IMMEASURABLE PSYCHICAL POWER there 
is absolutely none for the normal mortal beings, any defense. 

Exactly how I, without my own free will and knowledge, but still freely (but compulsory) I entered the 
object or I.F.O. so I left the same object in the company of the little silvergreen Beings. I was "returned" 
to my garrison. Today I only know, how lucky I was. How many soldiers and officers of all kind of the 
weapons in that time "deserted" to the West behind the "Iron Curtain" from the whole Eastern Block. I 
am certain, that the same happened from the West to the East. This is the undisputed mystery and 
secrecy of the Cold War. 

So I sliced the poisonous "Satans" mushrooms and my best friend Charlie Paroubek called all boys 
around the house if they come to see, how many "Satans' mushrooms that "expert" from Prague 
collected. Next day afternoon, in the Order of the Day was written: "that Soldiers are strictly prohibited 
to collect any type of the mushrooms under the punishment of the Exempt Confinement". 

The first account of the abduction, or of the contact, I described in my book "The Silent 
Counterrevolution" in the form of the recollection of these events on the daily basis of simple military 
life. It was a miracle that I was not observed by somebody from my garrison. The contraversion of 
diversity of that event make me always in a disbelief of what really happened and of what "happened" .. 
it took me a lot of time (30) years of self meditation and repeated recollection to separate the truth of 
what happened to me in the action to separate this from other contacts later after the five years and so 
on. The circumstances are different, but what I can recollect in my "missing time" is for me personally a 
blessing. Otherwise the "blackened memory" drives people crazy. Unless there is an answer in the 
proper true way the focus is on the survival from this situation. As a military service man, if I told my 
encounter account to any officer in 1955, I would be interrogated by the military counter intelligence 
and with all the reality shipped to the Soviet Union and later killed. In socialist military vocabulary any 
contact with the "enemy of the people" made me instantly a spy or a traitor. 

I can conclude, that what happened to me was based on the psychical power of E.B.E.s and with no 
possibility for my physical and spiritual coordination. My reactions was very primitive if none. I was out 
of "control" and out of my paralyzed memory for a long period of time. I was not physically ill. I was 
without therapy and without medical treatment and medication. I do not need any such "second hand 
touch" without the professional understanding, because there was not any treatment seriously 
recorded, described and defmed. · Therefore I recommended to the International Congress of UFO in 
Las Vegas, Nevada, U.S.A. in December 1991 to establish the "International Commission against 
defamation of contactees and abductees". As the guardian organization for protection of human rights, 
misuse by governments, organization, groups or persons. We must together support each other 
against vicious attacks of hatred groups. Our numbers growing rapidly globally in the recent decades. 
We cannot be punished for something we witnessed or observed or experienced, of what happened to 
us all without and against our free will. No state organization, or the governmental service has the right 
to forcibly question. No doctor, or whomever, official or pseudo-official has jurisdiction to apply the 
investigation against any person's will . While there is no law, established by the parliament, senate, 
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high court or constitutional amendment giving the power to the military, police, Secret Service to 
confiscate property in the time of peace or whatsoever, is concluded as a special proof of identity of 
interests. We are still citizens of the most free nation in the world (supposedly). 
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THE CONTACTEES 

We are not alone 
anymore, we astrosentients 
because we witnessed 
a fabulous shine. 
Memory as diamond clear 
in the deep solitude. 
Dreaming that all is just fine 
we overcome parade of black fear 
as a gift for our missing time. 
Black uniforms, black cars, 
black souls, black orders, black lies 
black choppers behind black skies. 
Black shadow, black secret, black mole, 
black arrogant, black torture, black tear, 
black presence, black hole. 
Black law, black judge, 
black assassin, black terror. 
All it is real, black cake 
and topping is black fudge 
and poisonous black widow touch. 
If only one word 
has power of the lightning 
let thundering from clouds 
with hundredfold echo: 
The truth is only eternal 
or DEUS VERITAS EST. 

Roman Storch, Tempe, AZ 



I n  the past few years, there has 
been an explosion of i nformation in any 
given field. When we take a look at 
what we knew about medici ne i n  1 950, 
it seems l i ke l ight years away from what 
we are doi ng now. Any technological 
field you choose is  the same way. 

As l ate as 1 960, the New York 
Ti mes was setti ng type with hot molten 
metal . These archaic machi nes are now 
museum pieces. Today the enti re 
printi ng field has been revolutionized by 
computers and "desktop publ ishing' . 

I n  the last 40 to 50 years, our 
comprehension and i nnovations have 
drastical l y  changed the way i n  which 
we l i ve. We are usi ng microwaves for 
cooki ng, satel l i te dishes to receive 
images from space, magnetic resonance 
to peer i nto our bodies, and cel l ular 
telephones to make cal l s  from our 
automobi les. Al l of these common 
everyday items would seem l i ke science 
fiction if presented back in 1 950. 

In al l of our advancement and 
technol ogy, what have we l earned 
about the sou l ?  What advances have we 
made towards achievi ng higher l evels of 
Spiritual ity? It would seem to anyone on 
the outside l ooking in that we were 
total ly  devoi d of any spi ri tual i ty. Usual I y 
the only ti me you hear anyone cal l out 
the Lord' s name, or thi nk about their  
mortality is  when they are in  troubl e. 
Wouldn't it be marvelous to enrol l your 
chi ld (or yourself, for that matter) i n  a 
school that taught astral projecti on, or 
how to i ncrease your capacity for l ove, 
meditation, and material ization? 

If we, as a people, would 
demand the academia to offer study i nto 
thi ngs we don't understand, such as 
psyc h i c  en ergy,  c l a i rvoy a n c e ,  
teleki nesis, and the l i ke, we would have 
a quantum leap i n  evol uti on. There 
woul d be fewer wars, and cri me would 
drastical ly  be reduced. 

I often wonder at the mental ity 

Spirit vs. Technology 
by 

L. L. Wood 

of television producers to put such 
violent, and negative programs on the 
ai r.  I make it a personal boycott to 
switch off shows l i ke this. It i s  even 
more objectional to see parents letting 
thei r young and i m pressionable chi ldren 
sit down for hours i n  front of the TV 
without supervisi on  of which shows 
they watch.  

Recently, i n  Washi ngton D.C., 
one of the Senators stated that the 
violence i n  our society today was 
di recti y attributed to the vi ol ence seen 
on TV. People that are on the edge to 
begi n with get thei r ideas for cri me and 
si n ister activity from the bi lge that is  
spewed out over the airwaves. 

The vi ol ence has pervaded the 
music i ndustry as wel l .  When the 
record companies put expl icit  language 
warni ngs on the cover, you had better 
heed the warn ingl Li sten to the "music" 
your teenagers are l i sten ing to. I f  you 
can understand the words, you may be 
shocked at what they are saying. If you 
can't understand the words, have your 
kids tel l you what it means to them. A 
whol e new i nsight i nto your ch i lds m i nd 
may open up to you. 

The peer pressure our chi ldren 
have to withstand these days is 
enormous. They want to be accepted by 
the popular kids. Sometimes to do that, 
they must compromi se  thei r own val ues. 
Even if that means using dope, or 
joi n ing a gang, or some other rite of 
passage the group may pressure them 
into. 

With al l of our technology, and 
wonderful gadgets, it seems l i ke a 
bankrupt society that does not put more 
attention to the trai n ing of the Mind and 
Spi rit. As long as we are wagi ng war 
and generati ng hate amongst ourselves, 
we wi l l  never be able to elevate our 
souls from th is plane. 

I feel that the visitors we have 
here from other star systems are here to 

show us that there are more highly 
advanced dvi l izations than ·ours. They 
can be a wealth of knowledge for us, i f  
we wi l l  open our  m i nds to  new i deas, 
and di spel our thoughtS of hatred and 
prej udice. We can learn from them how 
to enl ighten our society as a whole. 
Perhaps th is  is why they are here. 

Unti l we are able to expand our 
consciousness, and at the same ti me our 
capacity for love, we wi l l  conti nue to 
l ive i n  darkness, and have c landestine 
visits in the night from bei ngs l ight years 
ahead of us. 

I would l i ke to see al l of the 
people that have had an experience 
with visitors from another world, or are 
continu ing to have experi ences, ask for 
guidance and tools  that wi l l  help us to 
elevate not only our own vibrati ons, but 
those of others around us as wel l .  I 
would l i ke to see schools open where 
one can go to learn how to open the 
chakras of the heart and mi nd, to 
astral l y  project our essence to places 
beyond our material world, and to 
material i ze harmony on this  planet. 

Sc ience fi ction you say? So 
were cel l ular phones in 1 950. 

:J/w richedl perdon in lhe wo,./J, 
id lhe one wfw � 

of!oue in /heir heart. 

The Missing Link Number 127 
July/August 1993, Page 29 



There is a place in my mind 
I live while I am sleeping. 

Children live in the African sun 
playing, jumping, leaping. 

Beautiful, royal, rich, and black 
there energy is so contagious. 

They are the children of a dream 
children of the Masters, children of the ages. 

These are the children of the greatest Ring, 
The one who made and rules everything. 

CHILDREN OF A KING 

By Kaila Dene'se 

Then I awoke to see through the windows of the world 
The struggle lying in wait for little black boys 
and little black girls. 

Their parents strive to do aD they can 
realizing their boy must one day be a man. 

As a single parent I must dig very deep 
to provide the balance between success and defeat 

What of my dream, that I mentioned before 
Do I live in a magic realm and awake outside the door. 

My dream is how I want to live and what I'll do with my time. 

Transforming my dreams into reality 
constantly rules my mind. 

The stars were put into the sky, the birds were made and they do fly, 

All the water it still remains in the sea 
I too will live out my destiny. 

The mountains stand high unto this very day 
I'll keep my dream alive, I too will find my way. 

I see dimly now, just what I am to do. 
I see my part of the puzzle 

In your dreams there'-s a part for you. 

No, I am not alone, I share this great Logic 
Other parts of the pu:zzle linked, 
have formed The Unity 

·t 

Someway, Someho�, Sometime, Someplace I will live in my dream 

For I believe, I am one of those children reciting poetry for a Great King. 
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ASTRONOMY BOOK CLUB 

MEMBERSHIP BENEFITS In addition to getting 3 books for only $1 .00 each when 
you join, you'll also receive discounts on books you choose to purchase. Discounts generally range from 
15% to 30% off the publishers' prices, and occasionally even more. • Also, you will immediately 
become eligible to participate in our Bonus Book Plan, With savings of 50% off the publishers' prices. 
• Moreover, our books are always identical to the publisher's editions. You '11 never receive an "econo­
my edition" with inferior paper and bindings from us. • At 3-4 week intervals (15 times per year), you 
will receive the Astronomy Book Oub News, describing the coming Main Selection and Alternate 
Selections, together with a dated reply care!. • In addition, up to three times a year, you may receive 
offers of Special Selections which will be made available to a �up of select members. • If you want the 
Main Selection, do nothing, and it will be sent to you automallcally. • If you prefer another selection, or 
no book at all, simply indicate your choice on the card and return it by the date specified. • You will have 
at least I 0 days to decide. If, because of late mail delivery of the News, you should receive a book you 

A Newbridge Book Club 
3000 CINDEL DRIVE 
DELRAN NJ 08075-9889 

do not want, we guarantee return postage. ©Newbridge Communications, II)c. 



NOVA GRAPH ICS 
Art Gal leries 

Beautiful, collectable, affordable 
SPACE ART delivered to your door, 

framed and ready-to-hang! 

NOVAGRAPHICS is the largest dealer of 
space art collector's editions, posters, and 
cards in the world. We feature over 20 top 
space artists, and offer prompt shipping. 
Archival framing is available on hmite<f 
editions. Your satisfaction is guaranteed! 

SHOP AT HOME AN D SAVE! 
Send $3 for a two-year 

subscription to our beautiful and 
informative magazine/catalog. 

($4 Canada, $5 International ainnail U.S. Funds only) 
NOVAGRAPHICS PO Box 371 97-S 

catalog #� _! Tucson, AZ 85740 
visit aur galleries in Houston & Thcson 

• On-Structure ( 46"h) 
• Stand-Alone (82"h) 

• Roam-Dome (82"h) 

All D o m e s  Fe ature 
• Easy Assembly 
• All Fiberglass 
• Complete Systems 

6' - $1950 up 
10 '  - $!750 up 

Technical Innovations, Inc. 
22500 Old Hundred Road 

Barnesville, MD 20838 
30 1 -972-8040 

You c a n  help: 
• conserve energy 
• red uce air and light pollution 
• save the night skies for everyone to 

use and enjoy. 

International 
Dark-Sky 
Association 

To l earn abou t  ligh t pollut ion,  energy 
waste, ligh t trespass, and rela ted issues, 
or to join, ($20 b asic memb ership),  
w rite to the non-profit International 
D ark-Sky Association, 3545 N.  Stewart 
Ave. ,  Tucson, AZ 857 1 6  U.S . A. 

rKITES 
I FREE COLOR CATALOG 

I Choose from aver 200 exciting kites. 
• Many unusual & innovative designs. 1 Call or write for your catalog today! 

I Into The Wind • ISOOJ 54t-o314 
1408-A Pearl St., Boulder, CO 80302 -, '- - - - - - - - - - - - .,.j  

1 994 - Three Departures 
Oct. 1 8, 1 994 - Cruise 
Oct. 26, 1 994 - Land 
Oct. 30, 1 994 - Cruise 

GROUPTRAV NATIONAL 
555 Soquel Ave., # 1 30 
Santa Cruz, CA 95062 

(408) 458-3 700 I FAX 458-3 703 

800-877- 3703 

• SUPERB LUNAR·PLANETARY VIEWS 

• STRONG DOUBLE STAR SPLITTER 

• 1/8 WAVE OPTICS, GUARANTEED! 
• LOWEST PRICED 8'! 
• All ODYSSEY 8' f/4.5'S FIT MOUNT! 

• ODYSSEY GUIDE 

• OWNER COMMENTS 

• FREE TELESCOPE TESTER 

• DOBSONIAN INFO. 

• COULTER OPTICAL' NEWS 

• PRODUCT liST 

ASK FOR IT! 

'On the Moon and Jupiter, the Odyssey 8 showed 

as much delail as several 8' Schmidt-cassegrains nearby." 
David McGough, Millington, N.J. 

'It is worth twice what I paid, but please � 
don't raise the price. I want to get my son 
one in a few years.· 
Tom Johnston, Boulder, Colo. 

1 0.1 INCH • $345.00 
·careful star-testing of the 10.1' Odyssey Compact I received 

last March and of the 10.1' my neighbor Doug Barnes picked 

up in mid..()ctober suggests a high level of quality 

control which is astonishing. Diffraction �atterns 

are virtually interchangeable, and both scopes 

show textbook optical results (both 

in-focus and out--of·focus)." 

lee Johnson, Coquitlam, B.C. Canada 

EASY TO ORDER • . .  Phone or mail your order in today. 
Visa/MasterCard accepted. All telescopes are shipped freight 
charges collect. All mirrors are shipped prepaid i� the . 
contiguous U.S.A. No sales tax on out·of·state orders. Phone 
orders Mon.·Fri. 8 am·4:30 pm local time. 

Call }.909-659·4621 
• 30 days returnable • 3a days exchangeable 

• 2 year� materials and workmanship 

/&\ Coulter Optical, Inc. 
� P.O Box K • I dyl lwild CA 92549 

"OPTIMUM OPTICS AT MINIMUM COST SINCE 1967" 


