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And	just	as	every	baby	is	a	fully	grown	adult	in	embryo,	so	he’s	also	a	complete	human	being	in	embryo.
But	this	is	the	interesting	thing.	Because,	you	see,	no	human	being	on	Earth	has	ever	become	a	complete
human	being	.	.	.	We	all	stop	growing	before	we	reach	that	stage.
—Colin	Wilson	(Janus	Murder	Case,	1984)
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Introduction
In	the	autumn	of	1969,	my	American	agent	asked	me	if	I	would	be	willing	to	write	a	book	about	the	occult
for	the	New	York	publisher	Random	House.	It	was	not	a	subject	that	interested	me	deeply,	for	although	I
had	read	books	on	spiritualism	and	hauntings	in	my	childhood,	a	subsequent	passion	for	science	had	made
me	decide	it	was	all	nonsense	and	wishful	thinking.	Nevertheless,	I	accepted	the	commission	to	keep	my
bank	 manager	 happy,	 convinced	 that	 it	 would	 involve	 telling	 absurd	 tales	 of	 ghosts	 with	 their	 heads
underneath	their	arms,	and	prepared	to	write	with	my	tongue	in	my	cheek.
In	 fact,	 the	 subject	 soon	had	me	 fascinated.	My	wife,	 Joy,	 happened	 to	 be	 reading	Osbert	 Sitwells’

autobiography	Left	Hand,	Right	Hand,	which	described	how,	just	before	the	beginning	of	the	First	World
War,	he	and	a	group	of	brother	officers	had	gone	to	visit	a	celebrated	palmist.	She	looked	more	and	more
worried	as	she	read	 their	hands.	When	one	of	 them	 took	her	aside	and	asked	what	was	 the	matter,	 she
said:	‘I	could	see	nothing	in	their	hands’.	A	few	months	later	the	war	broke	out,	and	most	of	them	were
killed.
Then	I	read	Robert	Graves’s	White	Goddess,	with	its	argument	that	there	are	two	kinds	of	knowledge:

lunar	and	solar.	Solar	knowledge	is	the	kind	of	rational,	daylight	knowledge	that	is	the	foundation	of	our
technological	civilisation.	Lunar	knowledge	 is	an	older	kind	which	rises	from	depths	of	 intuition.	 I	met
Graves	when	I	was	in	Majorca,	and	was	impressed	with	his	conviction	that	there	is	a	kind	of	knowledge
that	somehow	leaps	straight	 from	question	 to	answer,	without	 the	benefit	of	 intervening	stages.	And	 the
more	 I	 read	 about	 second	 sight,	 ghosts,	 telepathy	 and	 precognition,	 the	 more	 I	 realised	 that	 modern
civilisation	has	forgotten	a	whole	dimension	of	consciousness	that	once	came	naturally	to	tribal	shamans,
and	that	we	shall	remain	trapped	in	a	kind	of	mental	dungeon	unless	we	can	regain	it.	In	fact,	I	realised
that	our	dream	of	a	purely	rational	science	is	a	delusion,	and	that	we	shall	have	to	learn	to	recapture	lunar
knowledge.
To	my	astonishment,	The	Occult	 (1971)	became	a	bestseller	 in	England	and	America,	although	 there

were	many	people	who	reproached	me	with	selling	out	 to	the	current	fad	for	anti-rationalism.	 I	 replied
that	I	had	been	fighting	the	battle	against	rationalism	since	I	wrote	my	first	book,	The	Outsider,	in	1955,
and	felt	that	if	paranormal	powers	like	precognition	and	telepathy	really	exist,	then	it	is	the	pessimists	and
rationalists	who	have	been	‘selling	human	nature	short’.
As	a	result	of	my	burgeoning	interest	in	the	paranormal,	I	went	on	to	write	two	sequels	to	The	Occult,

Mysteries	 and	Beyond	 the	 Occult,	 and	 even	 allowed	 myself	 to	 be	 persuaded	 to	 go	 to	 Pontefract,	 in
Yorkshire,	to	look	into	a	strange	case	of	poltergeist	haunting	in	1989.	This	left	me	totally	convinced	that
poltergeists	are	not	manifestations	of	 the	unconscious	mental	powers	of	disturbed	 teenagers,	but	are,	 in
fact,	disembodied	spirits.
All	 of	 which	 explains	 why	 it	 was	 more	 or	 less	 inevitable	 that	 I	 should	 sooner	 or	 later	 become

interested	in	the	curious	mystery	of	UFOs,	or	‘flying	saucers’.
The	history	of	modern	ufology	begins	on	24	June	1947.	Businessman	Kenneth	Arnold	was	flying	his

private	plane	near	Mount	Rainier,	Washington	State,	when	he	saw	nine	shining	discs	moving	against	the
background	of	the	mountain.	He	estimated	their	speed	as	about	1,700	mph.	He	said	that	they	swerved	in
and	out	of	the	peaks	of	the	Cascade	Mountains	with	‘flipping,	erratic	movements’.	He	later	told	a	reporter



that	 the	 objects	moved	 as	 a	 saucer	would	 ‘if	 you	 skipped	 it	 across	 the	water’.	The	 next	 day	 the	 story
appeared	in	newspapers	throughout	the	nation.	People	all	over	the	US	began	reporting	sightings	of	‘flying
saucers’,	 and	 a	 US	 Air	 Force	 investigation	 was	 initiated;	 on	 4	 July,	 ten	 days	 after	 the	 sighting,	 it
announced	confidently	that	Arnold	had	been	hallucinating.
After	the	Kenneth	Arnold	sighting,	the	next	most	famous	event	in	the	history	of	ufology	is	probably	the

Roswell	 incident	 of	 the	 night	 of	 4	 July	 1947;	 it	 is	 also	 one	 of	 the	most	 hotly	 disputed	 stories	 in	UFO
mythology.	An	unknown	object	was	seen	in	the	sky	over	Roswell,	New	Mexico,	and	appeared	to	crash	in
the	desert.	The	following	day,	farmer	Mac	Brazel	found	shiny	metal	foil	and	wreckage	in	the	desert.	The
US	Air	Force	soon	moved	in	and	removed	the	debris,	then	announced	that	it	had	been	merely	a	crashed
weather	balloon;	this	aroused	widespread	incredulity	and	rumours	that	it	was	an	alien	spaceship	that	had
crashed,	and	then	been	seized	by	government	authorities.
I	am	an	encyclopedist	by	temperament,	and	when,	in	1997,	a	publisher	asked	me	to	write	a	book	about

UFOs,	I	immediately	decided	that	I	would	try	to	make	it	the	most	comprehensive	study	of	the	subject	so
far.
Looking	for	a	good	starting	point,	I	came	upon	a	book	called	Close	Encounters	of	the	Fourth	Kind	by

a	journalist	named	Courty	Bryan,	describing	a	conference	held	at	MIT	in	1992	which	contained	a	piece	of
information	that	immediately	caught	my	attention.	He	mentioned	that	the	astronomer	Gerald	Hawkins,	the
author	 of	 Stonehenge	 Decoded,	 had	 pointed	 out	 that	 some	 of	 the	 so-called	 ‘crop	 circles’	 contained
complex	geometrical	 theorems,	 and	argued	 that	 this	 suggests	 a	very	high	degree	of	 intelligence	 in	 their
makers,	whoever	they	are.	It	was	a	good	point,	for	two	elderly	landscape	painters	named	Doug	and	Dave
had	claimed	that	they	had	created	the	circles	with	ropes	and	a	plank.
Since	I	had	met	Gerald	Hawkins	at	a	conference	in	Washington	D.C.,	I	lost	no	time	in	getting	in	touch

with	him.	And	Gerald	had	no	problem	at	all	 in	convincing	me	that	 there	are	mathematical	 ratios	within
many	crop	circles	that	make	it	highly	unlikely	that	they	were	created	by	hoaxers.	He	discovered	that	some
of	 them—containing,	 for	 example,	 equilateral	 triangles	 in	 a	 circle—demonstrate	 geometrical	 theorems
that	even	Euclid	never	discovered.
Then	 he	made	 another	 remarkable	 discovery.	 Tuning	 a	 harp	 he	 had	 bought	 for	 his	wife,	 he	 learned

about	the	mathematical	ratios	of	the	notes	of	the	musical	scale,	and	realised	that	many	crop	circles	created
since	1986	contain	musical	ratios.	The	possibility	of	this	coming	about	by	chance	were	thousands	to	one.
This	was	true	of	some	of	the	circles	claimed	by	Doug	and	Dave,	and	seemed	to	demonstrate	clearly	that,
unless	they	had	a	sophisticated	understanding	of	musical	theory,	their	claims	were	not	plausible.
Hawkins’s	geometrical	and	musical	demonstrations	convinced	me	that	many	crop	circles	were	created

by	alien	life	forms.	And	a	long	and	careful	study	of	the	whole	UFO	phenomenon	left	me	in	no	doubt	that
this	is	not	a	matter	that	can	be	dismissed	as	some	kind	of	hysteria	or	trickery.
But	 as	 I	 went	 on	 writing	 Alien	 Dawn,	 the	 real	 problem	 soon	 became	 clear	 to	 me;	 i.e,	 that	 some

accounts	 of	 eye-witness	 ‘encounters’	 sound	 so	 silly	 that	 you	 suspect	 they	 were	 dreamed	 up	 by	 the
cartoonist	who	created	Tom	and	Jerry.	The	story	of	 the	siege	of	Sutton	farm,	 in	which	a	farmer	and	his
family	spent	the	whole	night	in	1955	holding	at	bay	a	little	shining	man,	is	so	absurd	that	no	one	could	be



blamed	for	dismissing	it	with	a	shrug;	yet	all	the	evidence	suggests	that	it	is	true.	The	same	applies	to	the
preposterous	story	of	 the	smoke-puffing	 robot	which	kept	a	hunter	named	Donald	Shrum	besieged	up	a
tree	all	night.	There	seems	 to	be	a	 ‘deliberate	unbelievableness’	about	many	of	 these	stories,	as	 if	 they
were	designed	to	excite	incredulity.
Another	friend	of	mine,	John	Keel,	 investigated	a	series	of	sightings	of	a	giant	winged	man	with	red

eyes	 in	 West	 Virginia,	 and	 wrote	 a	 book	 about	 them	 called	 The	 Mothman	 Prophecies.	 Again,	 most
sensible	people	will	feel	that	the	simplest	reaction	to	this	mass	of	wild	improbability	is	to	dismiss	it	as
invention;	but	Keel	is	backed	up	by	dozens	of	newspaper	reports.
What	Keel’s	book	seems	to	show	is	that	there	is	no	clear	dividing	line	between	UFO	phenomena	and

the	 ‘paranormal’—for	 example,	 poltergeist	 activity,	 telepathy,	 and	 precognition.	 And	 in	 many	 books
describing	abduction	phenomena,	the	line	often	dissolves	completely.
Which	 brings	 me	 to	 the	 piece	 of	 evidence	 that	 I	 regard	 as	 perhaps	 most	 convincing	 so	 far:	 the

Chilbolton	 ‘glyphs’,	 which	 appeared	 on	 the	 night	 of	 13	 August	 2001,	 in	 a	 cornfield	 at	 Chilbolton,
Hampshire,	UK,	next	to	the	astronomical	observatory	of	the	same	name.
Now	the	website	of	SETI	(Search	for	Extraterrestrial	Intelligence)	declares	that	the	Chilbolton	story	is

a	fraud	conceived	by	a	sophisticated	and	technologically	accomplished	hoaxer.	Let	me	here	offer	my	own
reasons	for	disagreeing:
To	begin	with,	the	SETI	website	article	(‘Is	the	latest	Crop	Circle	a	message	from	ET?’)	takes	it	for

granted	that	all	crop	circles	are	hoaxes.	(‘Finally,	the	whole	matter	of	crop	circles	fails	the	baloney	test,
as	Sagan	would	put	it’.)	I	do	not	believe	this—I	will	explain	why	in	a	moment—and	I	do	not	regard	the
late	Carl	Sagan	as	any	kind	of	authority.	On	the	contrary,	as	this	book	will	show,	I	regard	him	as	in	many
ways	a	dubious	publicity	seeker	and	careerist,	more	concerned	to	maintain	his	reputation	as	the	brilliant
and	 sceptical	 representative	 of	 hard-headed	 science	 than	 to	 look	 squarely	 and	 honestly	 at	 the	 facts.	 In
short,	a	bit	of	a	crook.	Moreover,	I	am	fairly	certain	that,	while	many	crop	circles	have	been	the	work	of
hoaxers,	a	great	many	of	them,	possibly	even	the	majority,	are	genuine.
But	let	me,	just	in	case	the	reader	is	one	of	those	rare	people	who	reads	introductions	first,	explain	the

nature	of	the	controversy.	In	1974,	ten	years	before	SETI	was	formed,	the	world’s	largest	radio	telescope,
at	Arecibo,	Puerto	Rico,	decided	 to	 send	a	 radio	 transmission	 into	 space,	 containing	a	 coded	message
about	human	beings,	towards	a	globular	star	cluster	called	M13	in	the	constellation	of	Hercules.	It	would
take	the	message	just	under	twenty-three	thousand	years	to	arrive,	so	we	shall	not	be	around	even	if	ETs
from	M13	send	a	reply.
The	‘picture’	was	sent	in	binary	code—that	is,	in	noughts	and	ones.	It	was	in	the	form	of	a	grid,	mostly

containing	white	 squares	 (noughts),	 but	 with	 the	 ‘message’	 in	 black	 squares	 (ones).	And	 it	 contained,
among	much	else,	a	crude	picture	of	a	human	being,	with	two	legs	and	a	head,	the	atomic	numbers	of	the
chemicals	from	which	we	are	formed	(carbon,	nitrogen,	oxygen,	phosphorus),	and	a	picture	of	the	double
helix	of	DNA.
It	 was	 twenty-seven	 years	 later,	 on	 the	 evening	 of	 13	 August	 2001,	 in	 the	 cornfield	 next	 to	 the

observatory	at	Chilbolton,	what	seemed	to	be	a	reply	was	received,	in	the	form	of	‘trample’	marks	in	the



corn.	About	five	days	later,	there	was	yet	another	‘transmission’.	The	first,	when	photographed	from	the
air,	proved	to	be	a	picture	of	an	‘alien’	face,	in	which	‘trampled’	patches	of	corn	were	used	as	pixels	in
the	manner	of	the	dots	in	a	newspaper	photograph,	while	the	second	was	a	‘reply’	to	the	Arecibo	binary
message	apparently	telling	us	about	some	ET	recipients	of	the	Arecibo	message,	and	using	the	same	code.
Now	 the	main	argument	 in	 favour	of	 the	genuineness	of	 the	Chilbolton	messages	 is	 that	 it	would	be

incredibly	difficult	for	hoaxers	‘on	the	ground’	to	fabricate	such	complex	patterns	without	a	network	of
strings	forming	squares	laid	across	the	field.	A	sceptical	friend	of	mine	has	told	me	that	such	strings	were,
in	fact,	seen	before	the	appearance	of	the	crop	glyphs,	but	could	not	cite	any	reference	from	which	I	might
determine	if	this	was	true.	His	own	view	was	the	Chilbolton	glyphs	were	manufactured	by	MI5,	Britain’s
espionage	network,	as	deliberate	disinformation.	But	if	so,	then	MI5	is	a	great	deal	cleverer	than	we	have
reason	to	believe,	or	than	John	LeCarré	ever	suspected.
Now	 it	 is	 true	 that	 the	 Chilbolton	 phenomena	 lack	 the	 element	 I	 have	 mentioned—of	 ‘deliberate

unbelievableness’.	In	fact,	they	seem	quite	straightforwardly	logical.	It	looks,	quite	simply,	as	if	someone
‘out	 there’	 intercepted	 the	message	or	 somehow	 ‘overheard’	 it,	 and	decided	 to	 reply.	The	 sceptic	who
wrote	 the	 debunking	 piece	 on	 the	 SETI	website	 argues	 that	 the	 beam	 could	 not	 have	 been	 intercepted
because	it	was	directed	straight	at	the	Hercules	constellation	in	a	beam	only	one	fifteenth	of	the	diameter
of	the	moon	(i.e.,	about	144	miles	wide),	and	that	it	should	have	had	a	straight	run	through	empty	space,
without	encountering	any	other	body.	But	 it	 seems	 that	 there	were	 three	more	 transmissions,	 two	on	30
June	 1999,	 and	 one	 on	 1	 July,	 towards	 three	 nearby	 stars,	 according	 to	 the	website	 of	 an	 electronics
engineer	named	Dustin.	D.	Brand	(http://www.amo.net/Contact/).	And	 since	 this	was	 twenty-five	 years
later	than	the	original	Arecibo	transmission,	it	seems	more	likely	that	the	Chilbolton	‘answer’	is	to	one	of
these	rather	than	to	the	Arecibo	beam,	which	is	now	fifty	or	so	light	years	out	in	space.
But	 it	 seems	 to	me	 that	 the	question	of	whether	 the	Chilbolton	‘messages’	are	genuine	 is	a	matter	of

common	sense,	requiring	no	special	knowledge	of	physics,	astronomy	or	binary	mathematics.	The	earliest
crop	circles	were	often	merely	that:	circles.	I	could	believe	that	some	of	these	were	made	by	a	lot	of	men
from	MI5	 carrying	 planks.	 But	 the	 Chilbolton	 face	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 giant	 newspaper	 photograph	made	 by
flattening	corn	so	as	to	create	shadows,	and	seems	to	raise	the	same	problem	as	the	great	animal	glyphs	on
the	Nazca	desert	in	Peru:	how	people	on	the	ground	could	have	‘drawn’	them	without	the	perspective	that
could	be	obtained	from	the	air.
As	 to	 the	‘pixel’	 reply	 to	 the	Arecibo	 transmission,	 I	 think	 that	anyone	who	studies	 it	closely	would

agree	 that	 it	would	 have	 taken	 a	 group	 of	 crop	 hoaxers	 armed	with	 strings	 and	 some	 ‘corn-flattening’
device	many	hours	of	hard	work—always	with	the	knowledge	that	they	could	easily	attract	attention	or	be
noticed	from	the	Chilbolton	observatory.	If	SETI	wants	 to	convince	 the	world	 that	 it	 is	a	hoax,	 then	all
they	have	to	do	is	to	duplicate	the	feat	in	a	single	night.
It	is	the	view	of	the	author	of	Messages	from	Space,	an	account	of	Chilbolton	by	Jay	Goldner,	that	the

crop	circles	are	formed	more	or	less	instantaneously,	with	some	kind	of	energy	beam	in	which	the	pattern
is	already	encoded.
Let	me	at	his	point	make	another	attempt	to	reassess	the	whole	UFO	phenomenon.	The	original	question



was	 simply	 a	 matter	 of	 whether	 these	 were	 what	 they	 seemed	 to	 be,	 giant	 discs,	 or	 something	 more
ordinary,	like	weather	balloons.	It	certainly	seemed	fairly	apparent	to	sensible	people	that	most	tales	of
‘alien	contact’,	like	those	of	George	Adamski,	were	inventions.
Then	came	a	new	phase,	the	‘abductions’,	of	which	one	of	the	first	was	the	case	of	police	patrolman

Herb	Schirmer	in	1967.	‘Abductees’	mostly	seemed	to	lose	all	memory	of	what	had	happened	until,	like
Schirmer,	 they	underwent	hypnosis	and	remembered	being	 taken	on	board	UFOs.	Schirmer	was	 told	by
the	‘aliens’	that	they	were	conducting	some	kind	of	‘breeding	programme’	with	human	beings.
This	was	also	the	conclusion	arrived	at	by	Professor	John	Mack,	of	the	Harvard	Medical	School,	when

the	artist	Budd	Hopkins	persuaded	him	to	meet	a	number	of	people	who	had	reason	to	believe	they	were
‘abductees’.	Mack,	whose	first	reaction	was	that	such	people	must	be	‘crazy’,	was	soon	convinced	that
most	of	 them	were	as	normal	as	he	was.	The	result	was	his	book	Abduction:	Human	Encounters	with
Aliens	(1994),	of	which	I	speak	in	the	first	chapter	of	the	present	book.	It	almost	caused	him	to	lose	his
job	at	Harvard,	but	fortunately	sanity	prevailed.
I	 had	 learned	 of	 the	 phenomenon	 of	 ‘alien	 abduction’	 in	 the	 autumn	 of	 1994,	 at	 a	 ‘Fortfest’	 in

Washington	D.C.,	organised	by	Phyllis	Benjamin,	when	I	attended	a	lecture	by	David	Jacobs,	a	professor
at	Temple	University	in	Philadelphia,	called	‘Abduction	and	the	Paranormal’.	My	wife	and	I	had	shared
lunch	with	Jacobs,	and	I	had	asked	him:	‘What	do	you	think	this	UFO	thing	is	all	about?’	He	then	told	me
that	he	was	at	present	writing	a	book	on	the	subject,	which	he	hoped	would	provide	the	explanation	I	was
seeking.
This	finally	came	out	in	1998,	and	I	hastened	to	buy	it.	The	title	was	The	Threat,	and	it	expressed	the

conviction	that	the	aim	of	the	abductions	was	to	slowly	replace	the	human	race	with	a	race	of	hybrids—a
combination	of	humans	and	aliens.
Now	this	conclusion	was	not	all	that	strange	to	me,	since	Herb	Schirmer	had	said	as	much	in	1967.	All

that	came	as	a	surprise	was	that	a	person	as	balanced	and	sober	as	I	knew	Jacobs	to	be	should	utter	such
prophesies	of	doom	(even	though	it	seems	his	publisher	thought	up	the	title).
But	it	was	not	quite	as	alarming	as	it	might	have	been.	To	begin	with,	John	Mack	had	already	raised	the

same	speculation	at	the	end	of	Abducted.	There	he	says	(p.	399):
My	own	impression,	gained	from	what	abductees	have	told	me,	is	that	consciousness	expansion
and	personal	transformation	is	a	basic	aspect	of	the	abduction	phenomenon.	I	have	come	to	this
conclusion	from	noting	in	case	after	case	the	extent	to	which	the	information	communicated	by
alien	beings	to	experiencers	is	fundamentally	about	the	need	for	a	change	in	human	consciousness
and	our	relationship	to	the	earth	and	one	another.	Even	the	helplessness	and	loss	or	surrender	of
control	which	are,	at	least	initially,	forced	upon	the	abductees	by	the	aliens—one	of	the	most
traumatic	aspects	of	the	experiences—seem	to	be	in	some	way	‘designed’	to	bring	about	a	kind	of
ego	death	from	which	spiritual	growth	and	the	expansion	of	consciousness	may	follow.
He	goes	on	to	admit:
But	my	focus	upon	growth	and	transformation	might	reflect	a	bias	of	mine.	The	people	who
choose	to	come	to	see	me	may	know	of	my	interest	in	such	aspects	of	human	psychology,	and	may
be	aware	that	I	consider	my	work	with	abductees	to	be	a	co-creative	process.	In	some	cases
Arthur,	for	example,	the	commitment	to	environmental	sustainability	and	human	transformation



antedated	contact	with	me.
In	 other	 words,	 the	 fact	 that	 David	 Jacobs	 and	 John	Mack	 can	 both	 be	 aware	 of	 the	 ‘threatening’

implications	 of	 the	 ‘hybridisation’	 programme,	 but	 take	 opposing	 views	 of	 it,	 obviously	 offers	 us	 a
choice.	In	this	present	book,	as	will	be	seen,	I	am	inclined	to	accept	Mack’s	views.
In	fact,	 the	reason	will	become	clear	to	any	reader	of	Mack’s	second	book,	Passport	 to	 the	Cosmos

(1999).	He	emphasises	that	for	many	native	peoples,	like	the	Dagara	of	West	Africa,	the	supernatural	is	a
part	of	their	everyday	lives;	and	he	quotes	an	American	Sequoyah	Indian,	saying	that	his	people	are	spirit,
and	 live	 in	 a	 world	 of	 spirit	 and	 meaning,	 while	 whites	 live	 in	 a	 world	 of	 science	 and	 facts.	 The
implication	is	that	such	a	person	as	Credo	Mutwa,	spiritual	leader	of	the	Sangomas	of	South	Africa	(to
whom	Mack	 devotes	 a	 chapter),	 naturally	 inhabits	 a	 realm	 between	 physical	 and	 spiritual	 and	 is	 not
troubled	by	the	dichotomy.
I	had	known	John	Mack	before	he	became	involved	in	abductee	research,	for	he	was	the	author	of	one

of	the	best	books	on	T.	E.	Lawrence,	of	whom	I	write	in	The	Outsider,	and	in	2003	I	would	attend	a	UFO
conference	with	him	in	Italy.	Passport	to	the	Cosmos	makes	it	clear	that	he	was	becoming	interested	in
the	mystery	 of	whether	 human	 beings	 survive	 death,	 which	 I	 had	 also	 come	 to	 accept	 as	 factual	 after
writing	a	book	called	Afterlife.	Another	 friend,	Montague	Keen,	one	of	 the	world’s	 foremost	psychical
researchers,	had	also	come	to	know	Mack.	Monty	died	of	a	heart	attack	in	2004	at	the	age	of	80,	and	in	no
time	at	all,	his	widow,	Veronica,	was	receiving	‘messages’	from	him.
One	day	in	September	2004,	my	wife	and	I	were	invited	to	a	séance	at	Veronica’s	home	in	Totteridge,

north	London.	John	Mack	was	also	due	like	us,	he	was	going	to	stay	overnight.	John	had	been	in	central
London	having	lunch	with	another	mutual	friend,	the	biologist	Rupert	Sheldrake.
He	never	arrived.	Emerging	from	Totteridge	underground	station	 late	at	night,	he	was	knocked	down

and	killed	by	a	car	driven	by	a	man	who	had	a	record	for	careless	driving.
Yet	typically,	the	next	time	I	heard	from	Veronica	Keen	on	the	phone,	she	read	me	aloud	an	extract	from

an	account	of	a	séance	in	Berlin,	in	which	both	John	Mack	and	Monty	Keen	manifested	via	the	medium,
and	John	said	how	strange	he	found	it	to	be	speaking	to	a	sympathetic	audience	so	soon	after	his	death	.	.	.
Readers	who	are	disinclined	 to	accept	 the	reality	of	 ‘survival’	will	also	be	 inclined	 to	dismiss	 this.

But	I	think	it	makes	clear	why	I	prefer	to	accept	John	Mack’s	conclusions	to	those	of	David	Jacobs.



1
A	PROBLEM	WITH

TOO	MANY	SOLUTIONS?
In	March	 1995,	 I	 spent	 a	 few	 days	 in	 a	 small	 town	 called	Marion,	 near	 Boston,	 at	 a	 conference	 on
Consciousness	 Evolution;	 my	 fellow	 speakers	 were	 Rhea	 White,	 Peter	 Russell,	 and	 Stanislav	 Grof.
Marion	is	one	of	those	old	fashioned	New	England	towns	that	looks	as	if	it	 is	still	 in	the	middle	of	the
nineteenth	century.
I	 had	 met	 Grof	 in	 California	 in	 the	 1980s,	 and	 admired	 his	 work.	As	 a	 young	 man	 in	 communist

Czechoslovakia,	Grof	had	read	Freud,	and	been	deeply	impressed	by	the	clarity	of	the	style,	and	Freud’s
ability	to	‘decode	the	obscure	language	of	the	unconscious	mind’.	Grof	decided	to	become	a	psychologist,
and	 went	 to	 medical	 school.	 He	 later	 trained	 in	 psychoanalysis	 under	 the	 president	 of	 the	 Czech
Psychoanalytic	Association.	 But,	 when	 it	 actually	 came	 to	 applying	 Freud’s	 ideas	 to	 real	 people,	 he
became	thoroughly	frustrated.	They	either	didn’t	seem	to	work,	or,	if	they	worked,	took	a	very	long	time.
Freud	himself	had	often	spent	years	over	a	case,	with	minimal	success.
One	day,	a	package	arrived	from	the	Sandoz	Pharmaceutical	Laboratories	in	Basle.	It	was	a	new	drug

called	LSD,	and	the	Sandoz	Laboratories	were	sending	it	to	psychologists	all	over	the	world	and	asking
them	to	test	it.
Grof	himself	tried	it,	and	it	changed	his	life.	‘I	was	treated	to	a	fantastic	display	of	colourful	visions,

some	 abstract	 and	 geometrical,	 others	 filled	with	 symbolic	meaning.	 I	 felt	 an	 array	 of	 emotions	 of	 an
intensity	I	had	never	dreamed	possible’.
And	when	lights	were	flashed	in	his	eyes,
I	was	hit	by	a	radiance	that	seemed	comparable	to	the	light	at	the	epicentre	of	an	atomic
explosion	.	.	.	This	thunderbolt	of	light	catapulted	me	from	my	body	.	.	.	My	consciousness
seemed	to	explode	into	cosmic	dimensions.
I	found	myself	thrust	into	the	middle	of	a	cosmic	drama	that	previously	had	been	far	beyond

even	my	wildest	imaginings.	I	experienced	the	Big	Bang,	raced	through	black	holes	and	white
holes	in	the	universe,	my	consciousness	becoming	what	could	have	been	exploding	supernovas,
pulsars,	quasars,	and	other	cosmic	events.

(The	Holotropic	Mind,	1993)
What	impressed	him	so	much	was	the	sense	of	the	reality	of	what	he	was	seeing.	Like	Aldous	Huxley,

and	so	many	others	who	have	experimented	with	‘psychedelics’,	he	felt	that	this	was	far	more	than	a	mere
drug	trip.
Shaken	to	the	core	by	what	he	recognised	as	a	‘mystical’	experience,	Grof	realised	that	‘this	drug	could

heal	 the	 gap	 between	 the	 theoretical	 brilliance	 of	 psychoanalysis	 and	 its	 lack	 of	 effectiveness	 as	 a
therapeutic	tool’.	People	suffering	from	mental	illness	are	trapped	in	a	kind	of	subjective	hell;	Grof	saw
that	LSD	might	 be	 used	 to	 restore	 contact	with	 reality—not	 just	 ordinary	 ‘objective	 reality’,	 but	 a	 far
wider	reality.
He	began	a	research	programme,	administering	doses	of	LSD	to	patients.	The	effect	of	small	doses,	he

found,	was	to	bring	back	all	kinds	of	childhood	memories—just	as	in	orthodox	Freudianism.	But	 larger



doses	brought	on	mystical	experiences	 that	 sounded	 like	 those	described	 in	 the	classic	 texts	of	Eastern
mysticism—even	though	few	of	the	patients	knew	anything	about	Eastern	philosophy.	It	 looked	as	 if	 the
LSD	had	established	communication	with	the	Jungian	collective	unconscious.
In	 due	 course,	 Grof	 moved	 to	 America,	 continued	 his	 experiments	 with	 LSD	 and	 other	 forms	 of

‘consciousness	 expansion’	 (such	 as	 hyperventilation),	 and	 became	 known	 as	 one	 of	 the	 minds	 at	 the
‘cutting	edge’	of	a	new	psychology.
Stan	Grof	is	a	huge	man,	with	mild	brown	eyes,	and	a	manner	so	serene	and	gentle	that	it	is	impossible

to	imagine	him	losing	his	temper.	When	I	went	across	to	say	hello	on	that	first	morning,	he	introduced	me
to	the	man	he	was	talking	to,	Prof.	John	Mack	of	Harvard.	In	fact,	I	already	knew	John—I	had	met	him	at
some	conference	such	as	this,	and	had	told	him	then	how	much	I	admired	his	biography	of	Lawrence	of
Arabia,	which	seemed	to	me	the	best	book	on	Lawrence	ever	written.	I	had	just	reread	it,	in	preparation
for	a	television	programme	on	Lawrence	that	I	was	scripting.	Now	we	exchanged	a	few	polite	words,	and
I	left	them	to	their	interrupted	conversation.
In	fact,	I	saw	very	little	of	John	Mack	during	the	next	few	days;	conferences	of	this	sort	demand	a	high

level	of	social	interaction	with	people	who	have	paid	for	tickets.	We	occasionally	nodded	to	each	other	in
the	distance	or	passed	the	salt	at	meals.	It	did	not	occur	to	me	to	ask	him	what	he	was	doing	nowadays.
There	was	 plenty	 to	 absorb	 during	 the	 three-day	 conference.	 Rhea	White	 talked	 about	 ‘exceptional

human	experience’,	and	described	how	she	had	become	interested	in	the	subject	in	her	teens,	when	the	car
she	was	driving	was	 sideswiped	by	a	 skidding	coal	 truck	 in	 a	 snowstorm.	She	 suddenly	 found	 herself
floating	above	the	car,	so	high	that	she	thought	she	could	see	the	eastern	seaboard.	Then	the	thought	struck
her:	‘So	this	is	what	it’s	like	to	die’.	She	experienced	a	sense	of	total	peace—and	suddenly	found	herself
lying	on	the	bonnet	of	her	car	in	the	snow.	She	had	been	hurled	through	the	windscreen	and	had	thirteen
fractures.	Her	companion,	she	found	later,	had	been	killed	outright.
The	experience	led	to	her	reading	books	on	religion	and	philosophy,	and	finally	becoming	an	assistant

to	J.	B.	Rhine	at	his	Institute	of	Parapsychology	at	Duke	University.
But	what	impressed	me	most	at	that	conference	was	an	anecdote	that	surfaced	by	chance.	The	four	of	us

—Rhea,	Peter	Russell,	 Stan	Grof,	 and	 I—were	 engaged	 in	 a	 symposium,	when	Stan	mentioned	 that	 he
thought	he	had	once	had	contact	with	an	active	force	of	evil.	When	I	asked	him	to	elaborate,	he	said	the
story	was	too	long.	Backed	up	by	the	others—and	the	audience—I	asked	him	to	tell	it	all	the	same.
When	 he	 had	 first	 been	 in	 America,	 he	 said,	 he	 had	 attended	 a	 psychiatric	 conference.	One	 of	 the

psychiatrists	was	presenting	the	case	of	a	twenty-eight-year-old	woman	named	Flora,	a	depressive	with
violent	 suicidal	 tendencies.	At	 the	 age	 of	 sixteen,	 Flora	 had	 taken	 part	 in	 a	 robbery	 in	which	 a	 night
watchman	 had	 been	 killed,	 and	 she	was	 sentenced	 to	 prison.	Released	 on	 parole	 after	 four	 years,	 she
became	a	drug	addict	and	an	alcoholic.	She	had	to	fight	impulses	to	drive	her	car	over	a	cliff	or	collide
with	 another	 car.	 Then	 she	 got	 into	 further	 trouble	 after	 wounding	 her	 girlfriend	 with	 a	 gun	 she	 was
cleaning	while	on	heroin.
At	the	end	of	the	conference,	Grof	was	asked	by	her	psychiatrist	if	he	would	give	her	LSD	treatment.	It

was	a	difficult	decision,	because	there	was	already	considerable	hysteria	about	psychedelic	drugs,	and,	if



Flora	murdered	somebody	after	the	LSD	treatment,	it	would	be	blamed	on	the	drug.	But,	since	Flora	had
no	other	prospects,	Grof	decided	to	take	the	risk.	He	began	to	treat	Flora	back	at	the	Maryland	Psychiatric
Research	Center,	where	he	was	working.
Her	 first	 two	 sessions	with	 high	 doses	 of	LSD	were	 not	 unusual.	She	 relived	 struggles	 in	 the	 birth

canal,	and	came	to	recognise	that	many	of	her	conflicts	and	suicidal	tendencies	were	due	to	birth	trauma.
Yet,	although	she	discharged	large	amounts	of	tension,	her	progress	seemed	minimal.
Two	hours	into	the	third	session,	the	facial	cramps	from	which	she	normally	suffered	became	stronger

and	more	painful.	Suddenly,	her	 face	 froze	 into	what	Grof	describes	as	 ‘a	mask	of	evil’.	She	began	 to
speak	in	a	deep	male	voice,	and	she	seemed	to	undergo	a	total	change	of	personality.
The	male	 voice	 introduced	 itself	 as	 the	Devil.	 He	 ordered	Grof	 to	 stay	 away	 from	 her,	 saying	 she

belonged	to	him,	and	that	he	would	punish	anyone	who	tried	to	take	her	from	him.	Then	he	began	to	utter
threats:	what	would	 happen	 to	Grof,	 his	 colleagues	 in	 the	 room,	 and	 the	 research	 programme,	 if	Grof
persisted	 in	 treating	her.	Grof	 says	 they	could	all	 feel	 the	 ‘tangible	presence	of	 something	alien’	 in	 the
room.	The	 threats	 showed	an	amazing	 insight	 into	Grof’s	own	personal	 life	and	 those	of	his	assistants.
Flora	herself	could	not	possibly	have	acquired	such	detailed	knowledge—she	was	not	even	a	patient	in
the	hospital.
Grof’s	mixture	of	fear	and	aggression	seemed	somehow	to	feed	the	entity.	He	even	thought	of	using	a

crucifix	to	try	to	drive	it	away.	Instead,	he	placed	himself	 in	a	meditative	state,	and	tried	 to	envisage	a
capsule	of	light	around	them	both.
The	 next	 two	 hours	 were	 the	 longest	 he	 had	 ever	 spent.	Gradually,	 her	 hand—which	 had	 become

clawlike	when	the	‘Devil’	took	over—relaxed	in	his	own,	and	the	‘mask	of	evil’	vanished.
After	 the	session,	she	remembered	nothing	of	 the	‘possession’	state—only	what	had	led	up	to	it,	and

what	had	followed	later.
Quite	 suddenly,	 Flora	 improved	 dramatically.	 She	 gave	 up	 alcohol	 and	 drugs	 and	 began	 to	 attend

religious	 meetings.	 The	 facial	 spasms	 ceased.	 She	 even	 experimented	 with	 heterosexuality	 and	 was
married	 for	 three	months,	 but	 found	 heterosexual	 intercourse	 painful.	 She	 returned	 to	 lesbianism—this
time	without	the	guilt	that	had	tormented	her—and	took	a	job	as	a	taxi	driver.
We	all	listened,	fascinated;	there	could	be	no	doubt	that	the	story	was	the	highlight	of	the	symposium.
Grof	was	disinclined	to	accept	the	‘possession’	hypothesis,	preferring	to	regard	it	as	the	manifestation

of	some	‘Jungian	archetype’—in	other	words,	as	some	manifestation	from	the	distant	human	past.	But	 I,
who	had	written	a	great	deal	about	multiple	personality,	felt	that	there	was	no	particular	advantage	in	the
Jungian	explanation.	After	all,	 if	Rhea	White	could	leave	her	body,	 then	there	seemed	to	be	no	obvious
reason	why	someone—or	something—else	should	not	take	up	temporary	residence	in	Grof’s	patient.
The	 following	 day,	 my	 wife	 and	 I	 were	 driven	 to	 Boston,	 where	 we	 had	 to	 spend	 the	 day	 before

catching	our	night	plane.	At	that	time,	I	was	gathering	material	for	a	book	on	the	world’s	religious	sites,
and	I	asked	our	driver	whether	there	was	a	large	bookshop	in	Boston.	He	recommended	Waterstones.	So
the	next	morning	we	made	our	way	there.
I	 not	 only	 found	 some	 useful	 books	 on	 religious	 sites,	 but	 also	 saw	 a	 copy	 of	Abduction:	 Human



Encounters	 with	 Aliens,	 by	 John	 Mack,	 which	 I	 was	 not	 aware	 he	 had	 written.	 And	 since	 it	 was	 a
paperback,	and	easy	to	carry,	I	bought	it	to	read	on	the	plane.
I	must	admit	that	it	was	not	a	subject	in	which	I	felt	any	compelling	interest.	In	the	previous	autumn	I

had	attended	the	Fortfese	in	Washington,	run	by	Phyllis	Benjamin,	in	which	David	Jacobs,	the	author	of
Secret	 Life,	 had	 given	 a	 talk	 entitled	 ‘Abduction	 and	 the	 Paranormal’.	 It	 left	 me	 totally	 bewildered,
because	he	assumed	that	the	audience	knew	all	about	‘the	abduction	phenomenon’,	and	my	knowledge	of	it
was	almost	nonexistent.
I	had	come	across	the	case	of	a	police	patrolman,	Herb	Schirmer,	who	had	seen	a	UFO	at	a	crossroads

in	Ashland,	Nebraska,	then	saw	it	take	off.	Back	at	the	police	station,	he	realised	that	it	was	later	than	he
thought—he	seemed	to	have	lost	a	period	of	about	twenty	minutes.	Regressed	by	a	hypnotist,	he	recalled
being	 taken	 on	 board	 by	 aliens,	 who	 told	 him	 that	 they	 were	 conducting	 some	 breeding	 programme
concerning	humans.	Then	he	was	released—with	his	memory	erased.
But	that	was	in	1967,	almost	thirty	years	before.	I	was	unaware	that	there	had	been	a	mighty	wave	of

abduction	reports	since	the	1970s.
Now,	through	John	Mack’s	book,	I	found	out.	Its	opening	paragraph	made	me	aware	that	my	ignorance

was	nothing	to	be	ashamed	about.	In	1989,	Mack	had	been	asked	by	a	psychiatrist	friend	if	he	would	like
to	meet	Budd	Hopkins.	Mack	asked,	 ‘Who’s	he?’	When	 told	 that	Hopkins	was	 a	New	York	 artist	who
tried	 to	 help	 people	who	 believed	 they	 had	 been	 taken	 into	 spaceships,	Mack	 replied	 that	 he	must	 be
crazy,	and	so	must	they.
But	Mack	is	a	reasonable,	open-minded	sort	of	person,	and	a	few	months	later	agreed	to	meet	Hopkins.

And	he	learnt,	 to	his	amazement,	 that	all	over	America	there	are	people	who	claim	that	 they	have	been
taken	from	their	beds	by	little	grey-skinned	aliens	with	huge	black	eyes,	transported	aboard	a	UFO,	and
there	 subjected	 to	medical	 examination,	 often	 painful	 and	 traumatic.	Sometimes	 they	 suffer	 nosebleeds
because	a	 tiny	ball	has	been	 inserted	 through	 the	 top	of	 the	sinus.	Back	 in	 their	own	beds,	 they	usually
have	no	memory	of	what	happened,	or	only	some	vague	impression	which	they	mistake	for	a	bad	dream.
Under	hypnosis,	they	could	frequently	recall	the	experience	in	great	detail.
Mack’s	natural	suspicion	was	that	their	‘memories’	of	the	abduction	were	somehow	implanted	by	the

‘leading	questions’	of	the	hypnotist.	He	also	suspected	that	such	people	were	neurotics	who	needed	some
drama	to	brighten	their	lives,	and	that	they	had	probably	derived	their	ideas	about	little	grey	aliens	from
TV,	or	books	like	Whitley	Strieber’s	Communion.	But,	when	he	met	some	of	the	abductees,	he	was	struck
by	their	normality;	none	of	them	seemed	psychiatrically	disturbed.	Moreover,	a	large	percentage	of	these
people	had	no	previous	knowledge	about	abductees	and	little	grey	men	(a	claim	I	found	easy	to	accept	in
view	of	my	own	ignorance	about	the	whole	phenomenon).	There	was	an	interesting	sameness	about	their
descriptions	of	the	inside	of	the	spacecraft,	their	captors,	and	what	happened	to	them.	Clearly,	they	were
telling	what	they	felt	to	be	the	truth.
When	 Hopkins	 suggested	 that	 he	 should	 refer	 cases	 from	 the	 Boston	 area	 to	 Mack,	 Mack	 agreed.

Between	spring	1990	and	the	publication	of	Abduction	four	years	later,	he	had	seen	more	than	a	hundred
‘abductees’,	 ranging	 in	 age	 from	 two	 to	 fifty-seven.	They	 came	 from	 every	 group	 of	 society:	 students,



housewives,	 secretaries,	 writers,	 business	 people,	 computer	 industry	 professionals,	 musicians,	 even
psychologists.
A	 typical	case	concerned	Catherine,	a	 twenty-two-year-old	music	 student	and	nightclub	 receptionist.

One	night	in	February	1991,	she	suddenly	decided	to	go	for	a	drive	after	working	at	the	nightclub.	When
she	arrived	home,	she	was	puzzled	to	discover	that	it	was	so	late:	about	forty-five	minutes	seemed	to	be
missing.	 She	 was	 also	 suffering	 from	 a	 nosebleed—the	 first	 in	 her	 life.	 The	 next	 day,	 she	 saw	 on
television	that	a	UFO	had	been	seen	in	the	Boston	area.	Someone	recommended	that	she	see	John	Mack.
After	a	number	of	hypnotic	sessions,	memories	of	abduction	began	spontaneously.	She	recalled	that	her

first	abduction	had	occurred	when	she	was	three,	and	another	when	she	was	seven.	Finally,	she	recalled
what	 had	 happened	 in	 the	missing	 three-quarters	 of	 an	 hour.	 She	 had	 found	 herself	 driving	 into	 some
woodland,	where	she	experienced	a	kind	of	paralysis.	She	was	taken	out	of	her	car	by	aliens,	and	guided
into	a	UFO,	where	her	abductors	began	 to	 remove	her	clothes.	When	 she	 asked	 them	angrily	why	 they
didn’t	go	and	rent	a	porn	movie,	 they	looked	blank,	and	it	dawned	on	her	 that	 they	didn’t	know	what	a
porn	movie	was.
She	was	taken	into	an	enormous	room,	with	many	tables,	with	human	beings	 lying	on	them.	She	was

made	to	lie	on	a	table,	and	an	instrument	was	inserted	into	her	vagina.	When	it	came	out,	there	seemed	to
be	a	foetus	on	the	end	of	it,	about	three	months	old.	(Three	months	before,	she	had	found	herself	driving
along	deserted	roads	in	the	middle	of	the	night,	and	pulled	in	at	a	rest	stop;	although	she	had	no	further
memory	of	what	 happened,	 she	 believes	 she	may	have	been	 impregnated	 at	 this	 time.)	Her	 experience
would	seem	to	support	the	statement	by	Herb	Schirmer’s	captors	that	the	aliens	are	engaged	in	some	kind
of	breeding	experiment.
Her	attitude	towards	the	aliens	was	at	this	time	one	of	rage,	but,	during	the	course	of	the	sessions	with

Mack,	 she	 came	 to	 take	 a	 more	 balanced	 view,	 suspecting	 that	 the	 aliens	 may	 be	 ‘more	 advanced
spiritually	and	emotionally	than	we	are’.	She	finally	became	one	of	the	most	active	members	of	Mack’s
support	group,	reassuring	others	who	found	the	abduction	experience	terrifying.
The	 Catherine	 case	 occurs	 about	 a	 third	 of	 the	 way	 through	Mack’s	 book,	 and	 by	 that	 time	 I	 was

beginning	 to	suffer	 from	information	overload.	There	was	also	 the	obvious	question	of	whether	people
like	Catherine	are	suffering	from	‘false-memory	syndrome’	induced	by	the	hypnosis.
Yet	it	was	also	clear	that,	even	if	this	were	so,	the	problem	remains	just	as	baffling.	A	poll	conducted

over	three	months	by	the	Roper	organisation	in	1991	indicated	that	hundreds	of	thousands	of	Americans
believed	that	they	have	undergone	abduction	experiences.	If	all	 these	are	 false	memories,	 then	we	have
merely	 shifted	 the	 problem;	 it	 now	 becomes:	 why	 do	 such	 a	 vast	 number	 of	 people	 experience
hallucinations	about	abduction?
The	case	that	most	fascinated	me—and	I	finished	the	book	between	leaving	Boston	and	arriving	home

in	Cornwall	twelve	hours	later—was	that	of	a	young	man	whom	Mack	calls	Paul.	Sessions	with	a	female
psychiatrist	had	been	unsuccessful	 in	 resolving	 ‘weird’	problems,	 for	 she	 found	herself	unable	 to	cope
with	the	‘alien’	material	that	was	beginning	to	emerge.	Once,	during	a	session,	he	asked	for	some	sign	of
the	reality	of	his	experiences,	and	a	loud	bang	occurred,	which	frightened	the	psychiatrist.	Later,	at	home,



she	experienced	something	like	poltergeist	phenomena;	her	bed	had	bounced	up	and	down,	as	a	result	of
which	she	had	made	some	kind	of	attempt	to	exorcise	the	house	of	‘evil	spirits’.	Presumably	she	was	not
sorry	when	Paul	terminated	the	treatment.
At	his	last	session	with	the	psychiatrist,	Paul	had	recalled	an	abduction	when	he	was	about	three.	The

alien	had	come	into	his	 room	and	 taken	him	by	 the	hand	 into	a	 ‘ship’.	There	he	felt	 that	something	had
been	injected	into	his	leg,	causing	numbness.
Paul	also	recalled	how,	at	the	age	of	six	and	a	half,	he	had	one	night	experienced	‘a	familiar	voice	in

his	head’	telling	him	to	go	outside.	On	the	porch,	he	saw	the	‘ship’	overhead,	huge	and	round,	and	brightly
lit.	Then	he	was	joined	by	a	group	of	aliens,	all	about	the	size	of	a	six	year-old	child	(although	one	was
taller),	with	whom	he	felt	at	home.	He	was	placed	naked	on	a	bench	in	the	UFO,	and	examined.	Later,	one
of	the	beings	showed	him	the	controls,	and	explained	that	‘you’re	from	here’.	He	was	taken	to	a	‘floating’
bed,	which	he	was	told	was	his	own.	In	fact,	the	quarters	felt	oddly	familiar,	as	if	he	had	been	there	many
times.
At	 this	 point	 in	 the	 hypnotic	 session,	Paul	 seemed	 to	 break	 through	 an	 ‘information	barrier’,	 and	 to

recognise	 that	he	had	a	dual	 identity,	as	an	alien	and	a	human	being.	He	came	from	another	planet,	and
‘there	are	a	lot	of	us	here’.	Their	purpose	was	to	integrate	with	humans,	but	it	was	slow	work.	‘Everyone
here	is	so	wrapped	up	in	power’.	The	aliens,	Paul	said,	had	access	 to	a	higher	 form	of	consciousness.
Yet,	with	all	 their	 intelligence,	 they	could	not	understand	why	human	beings	are	 so	destructive,	 and	 so
resistant	to	change.
At	one	point,	Paul	remarked	plaintively,	‘I	want	to	go	home’.
He	went	 on	 to	 comment	 that	 the	 aliens	 had	 been	 to	Earth	 thousands	 of	 years	 ago,	 and	 had	made	 an

earlier	attempt	to	influence	its	life	forms,	in	the	days	when	the	highest	life	forms	were	reptilian.
Like	Catherine,	Paul	ended	by	becoming	an	active	and	valuable	member	of	the	abductee	support	group.

Another	member	of	 this	group	 told	Mack	 that	 she	believed	 she	had	met	Paul	on	 ‘the	 ships’,	 and	Mack
comments	that	such	‘recognition’	is	common	among	abductees.
The	case	of	Paul	interested	me	more	than	any	other	I	had	read	so	far	because	it	reminded	me	of	Stan

Grof’s	 experience	 with	 Flora.	 Both	 were	 apparently	 dual	 identities,	 although	 Paul’s	 ‘secondary
personality’	was	less	menacing	than	Flora’s.	It	seemed	to	me	that	the	most	important	thing	they	shared	was
that	they	could	both	be	regarded,	from	a	purely	psychiatric	point	of	view,	as	fascinating	examples	of	dual
personality	 and	 self-delusion,	 yet	 that	 there	 was	 something	 about	 both	 of	 them	 that	 resisted	 such	 an
interpretation.
Flora’s	childhood	had	been	traumatic:	she	became	a	criminal	and	a	drug	addict,	and	suffered	feelings

of	 guilt	 about	 her	 lesbianism.	 So	 a	 violently	 antisocial	 alter	 ego	 might	 well	 have	 developed	 on	 an
unconscious	 level,	which	expressed	 itself	as	her	 ‘demonic’	personality.	As	 to	Paul,	he	admitted	 that	he
had	his	 first	glimpse	of	an	alien—on	the	stairs—after	smoking	marijuana.	Paul	had	also	had	a	difficult
childhood	and	been	physically	abused	by	his	 stepfather.	He	had	always	 felt	 a	misfit.	So	 the	 fantasy	 of
being	‘one	of	them’,	an	alien	in	disguise,	charged	with	some	mission	on	Earth,	would	obviously	provide
him	with	a	satisfying	sense	of	identity.



Yet,	plausible	as	these	explanations	seem,	both	leave	behind	an	element	of	doubt—particularly	when
viewed	in	the	light	of	other	similar	cases.	I	had	written	extensively	about	multiple	personality,	and	had	at
first	accepted	the	standard	notion	that	the	‘other	selves’	are	dissociated	fragments	of	the	total	personality.
But	some	cases	described	by	psychiatrists	like	Adam	Crabtree,	Ralph	Ellison,	and	(more	recently)	David
Cohen	had	refused	to	fit	 the	pattern,	and	reluctantly	 led	me	to	conclude	that	‘spirit	possession’	must	be
considered	a	possibility.	And,	where	Paul	is	concerned,	Mack	himself	notes	how	many	abductees	feel	that
they	themselves	are	part	alien,	and	belong	elsewhere	than	on	Earth.
I	had	bought	 the	book	mainly	 to	 find	out	what	 John	Mack	had	 to	 say	about	UFOs;	by	 the	 time	 I	had

finished,	 I	was	convinced	 that,	whether	abductions	are	a	delusion	or	not,	 they	demand	to	be	 taken	very
seriously.
Now	I	have	to	admit	that,	before	encountering	Mack’s	book,	I	had	always	found	it	difficult	to	work	up

any	deep	interest	in	Unidentified	Flying	Objects.	The	first	widely	publicised	sighting	had	occurred	 two
days	 before	my	 sixteenth	 birthday.	On	 24	 June	 1947,	 a	 businessman	 named	Kenneth	Arnold	 had	 been
piloting	his	private	plane	near	Mount	Rainier	in	Washington	State,	when	a	brilliant	flash	had	drawn	his
attention	to	nine	‘bright	objects’	flying	at	a	tremendous	speed—he	estimated	it	at	1,700	miles	an	hour—
and	bobbing	up	and	down	as	they	flew,	like	boats	on	a	rough	sea.	Arnold	concluded	that	they	were	some
secret	weapon	of	the	US	Air	Force.	When	he	later	told	a	journalist	that	the	craft	had	bobbed	up	and	down
‘like	a	saucer	being	skipped	over	water’,	the	term	flying	saucer	was	born.
The	 news	 unleashed	 a	 flood	 of	 sightings—no	 fewer	 than	 eighty-eight	 on	 Independence	Day,	 4	 July

1947,	alone—four	hundred	people	spread	across	twenty-four	states.	And	four	days	later,	the	commander
at	 the	Roswell	 army	 base	 announced	 that	 a	 flying	 saucer	 had	 been	 found	 and	 recovered	 from	 a	 ranch
seventy-five	miles	away—only	 to	 take	back	 the	statement	almost	 immediately.	By	 that	 time,	 there	were
reports	 from	 England,	 Chile,	 Italy,	 Japan,	 and	Holland—the	 Chile	 sighting	was	made	 at	 the	 De	 Salto
Observatory,	where	astronomers	estimated	that	the	saucer	was	travelling	at	3,000	miles	an	hour.
All	 this	 failed	 to	 arouse	my	 interest.	 In	 a	 few	days’	 time	 I	was	 due	 to	 leave	 school,	 and	my	 family

expected	me	to	find	a	job	and	contribute	to	the	household	budget.	Since	I	had	failed	to	achieve	a	credit	in
mathematics,	I	would	be	unable	to	apply	for	a	job	with	Imperial	Chemicals,	where	I	had	hoped	to	begin	a
career	as	a	scientist.	That	meant	I	had	to	take	some	kind	of	a	labouring	job	in	a	factory.
But	that	was	not	all	that	dragged	on	my	spirits	at	the	age	of	sixteen.	For	the	past	three	years,	I	had	been

burdened	by	a	feeling	that	life	is	meaningless	and	futile.	It	had	started	one	day	in	the	clay-modelling	class,
when	we	had	started	a	discussion	on	where	the	universe	ended.	If	you	could	travel	in	some	spaceship	to
the	end	of	the	galaxies,	how	far	would	empty	space	extend?	For	ever	and	ever?	I	had	read	Einstein,	and
the	assertion	that	space	is	spherical,	and	curves	back	on	itself,	but	the	notion	that	space—which	is	merely
another	name	for	emptiness—is	curved	struck	me	as	absurd.	Yet	the	idea	of	infinity	seems	equally	absurd.
We	talk	about	infinity,	but	we	never	actually	think	about	what	it	means—something	that	goes	on	 forever,
totally	contradicting	our	idea	of	a	world	where	everything	has	an	ending.
As	we	talked,	I	began	to	feel	a	horrible	sense	of	insecurity.	I	had	always	lived	in	a	good,	solid	world,

a	world	of	my	parents	and	my	grandparents	and	my	home	and	school.	There	were	unanswered	questions,



but	science	was	busy	looking	for	the	answers	.	.	.	And	suddenly,	I	was	confronting	a	question	that	had	no
answer.	 It	was	as	 if	 the	ground	beneath	my	feet	had	collapsed.	 I	 left	 the	class	 that	day	with	a	 sense	of
dizziness,	and	a	deep-seated	fear,	as	if	some	terrible	disaster	had	occurred.	It	was	suddenly	horribly	clear
to	me	that	the	apparently	solid,	normal	world	around	us	was	a	very	thin	facade,	and	that	what	lay	behind	it
might	be	very	disquieting	indeed.	We	had	no	idea	of	who	we	were	or	where	we	came	from	or	where	we
were	going.
I	had	no	way	of	knowing	at	the	time,	but	this	insight	was	just	about	the	ideal	preparation	for	looking

into	the	problem	of	UFOs.
From	that	point,	my	universe	went	on	crumbling;	new	cracks	appeared	all	the	time.	I	could	see	that	the

pleasant	 securities	of	 childhood,	 all	of	 those	warm	 little	human	emotions,	 all	of	 those	 trivial	 aims	and
purposes	that	we	allow	to	rule	our	lives,	were	an	illusion.	We	were	like	sheep	munching	grass,	unaware
that	 the	 butcher’s	 lorry	 is	 already	 on	 its	 way.	 I	 got	 used	 to	 living	 with	 a	 deep,	 underlying	 feeling	 of
uncertainty	that	no	one	around	me	seemed	to	share.	It	was	rather	like	living	on	death	row.
Even	 so,	 periods	 of	 intense	 depression	were	 interrupted	 by	 flashes	 of	 the	 feeling	 I	 called—after	 a

phrase	of	G.	K.	Chesterton—‘absurd	good	news’.	It	often	happened	early	on	a	summer	morning,	when	I
set	out	on	a	long	cycle	ride,	with	a	bag	of	sandwiches	and	a	bottle	of	lemonade	in	a	knapsack:	the	feeling
that	the	world	was	infinitely	rich,	and	that	the	problem	lay	in	the	limitedness	of	consciousness	itself.	 In
this	state,	the	feeling	that	all	our	human	values	are	illusions	seemed	unimportant,	for	our	values	are	part	of
our	ordinary	state	of	consciousness.	And	these	moments	seem	to	offer	the	possibility	of	a	far	richer	form
of	consciousness.	Even	 in	my	states	of	deepest	depression,	 I	could	 recognise	 that	depression	 is	merely
another	name	for	low	pressure,	and	that	our	inner	pressure	depends,	to	a	large	extent,	on	our	assumptions.
If	we	wake	up	feeling	today	is	going	to	be	futile,	it	probably	will	be.
These,	 it	 seemed	 to	 me,	 are	 the	 really	 interesting	 questions:	 how	 we	 could	 raise	 the	 intensity	 of

consciousness,	 how	 we	 could	 cease	 to	 be	 what	 Nietzsche	 called	 ‘human,	 all	 too	 human’.	 It	 seemed
obvious	that	the	feeling	of	happiness	and	expectation	is	a	state	of	mind,	which	has	nothing	to	do	with	the
actual	circumstances	of	our	lives.	You	could	feel	it	as	easily	in	a	rubbish	tip	as	standing	on	top	of	Mount
Everest.	In	that	case	the	great	riddle	lay	inside	us,	not	in	what	happens	around	us.
All	of	which	explains	why	I	was	totally	uninterested	in	news	items	about	flying	saucers.	If	 they	were

visitors	from	another	planet,	no	doubt	they	would	finally	make	themselves	known.	But	I	could	not	really
believe	that	they	were	Martians	or	Venusians.	And,	to	tell	the	truth,	I	didn’t	care	much.
I	felt	rather	the	same	when	my	grandmother	had	talked	to	me	about	spiritualism.	As	a	child,	I	had	taken

an	interest	in	ghosts	and	spirits;	now	they	seemed	absurdly	unimportant	in	comparison	with	this	question
about	the	meaning	of	human	existence.
A	few	years	 later,	when	I	read	George	Adamski’s	claims	that	he	had	been	taken	to	Venus	in	a	flying

saucer,	I	was	confirmed	in	my	belief	that	people	who	believe	in	flying	saucers	must	be	idiots.
In	due	course,	events	caused	me	to	broaden	my	perspective.	In	the	late	1960s,	I	was	asked	to	write	a

book	about	the	paranormal.	As	soon	as	I	began	to	look	into	such	matters	as	telepathy,	precognition,	second
sight,	out-of-the-body	experiences,	it	became	obvious	to	me	that	they	cannot	be	shrugged	off	as	delusions.



I	remained	convinced	that	most	people	are	interested	in	the	paranormal	for	the	wrong	reasons—out	of	a
kind	of	escapism—but	felt	nevertheless	that	the	evidence	for	ghosts	or	poltergeists	or	precognition	is	as
strong	as	the	evidence	for	atoms	and	electrons.
Towards	the	end	of	The	Occult,	I	 felt	obliged	 to	 include	a	section	on	flying	saucers—merely	for	 the

sake	of	completeness.	I	discussed	Kenneth	Arnold’s	sighting	and	the	crash	of	Captain	Thomas	Mantell’s
plane	when	chasing	a	UFO	in	January	1958.	Then	I	went	on	to	discuss	a	case	that,	in	retrospect,	I	now	see
to	have	far	more	significance	than	I	realised	at	the	time.
A	Californian	 friend,	 Richard	 Roberts,	 told	me	 the	 story	 of	 a	Dutch	 yogic	 practitioner	 named	 Jack

Schwarz,	who	was	able	to	lie	on	a	bed	of	long	sharp	nails,	with	a	heavy	man	sitting	on	top	of	him.	The
nails	would	sink	deep	into	his	body,	yet	the	wounds	would	not	bleed,	and	Schwarz	obviously	suffered	no
discomfort.
In	 1958,	 Schwarz	 had	 been	 the	welfare	 officer	 on	 a	Dutch	 ship	 going	 through	 the	 Suez	Canal.	 The

troops	were	being	entertained	by	a	magician.	Suddenly,	a	tall,	thin	Arab	approached	Schwarz,	announced,
‘You	are	my	master’,	and	kissed	his	feet.	Then	he	walked	away.	Schwarz	tried	to	follow	him,	but	he	had
disappeared,	and	the	watch	at	the	gangway	had	not	seen	him.
A	year	later,	as	he	was	leaving	a	lecture	in	Los	Angeles,	a	small	man	approached	Schwarz	and	said	he

wanted	to	talk	to	him.	In	spite	of	his	wife’s	misgivings,	Schwarz	got	into	his	car.	The	man	kissed	his	hand,
then	reminded	Schwarz	that	he	had	once	kissed	his	feet	and	called	him	his	master.	Schwarz	was	baffled;
this	little	man	bore	no	resemblance	to	the	lanky	Arab.	But	the	man—apparently	reading	his	mind—said,
‘We	can	appear	in	any	shape	we	desire’—and	explained	that	‘we	come	from	a	tribe	of	people	who	crash-
landed	in	a	rocket	ship	on	Earth	thousands	of	years	ago’.	He	then	told	Schwarz	that	he	was	bringing	him	a
message	from	his	master	 in	Nepal.	The	message	was	 that	 ‘You	should	now	begin	 teaching	 the	spiritual
truth	that	is	being	given	to	you	inspirationally.	You	are	God’s	vehicle	to	bring	the	truth	that	is	meant	to	be’.
Promising	to	be	in	touch,	the	little	man	let	him	out	of	the	car.
A	 few	years	 later,	Schwarz	began	 receiving	 telepathic	messages	 about	 his	 ‘mission’.	And	 a	woman

patient	spoke	 in	a	metallic	voice,	 telling	Schwarz	 that	he	was	 from	Pluto	and	 that	he—the	voice—was
from	 Venus.	 The	 Venusian,	 who	 called	 himself	 Linus,	 went	 into	 technical	 detail	 about	 the	 ‘gaseous’
inhabitants	of	Venus,	which	was	completely	beyond	the	intellectual	capacity	of	the	woman	patient	(who
was	amazed	when	the	tape	was	played	back).	Two	months	later,	Linus	again	spoke	to	Schwarz	through	the
mouth	of	another	patient.	And	a	psychic	girl	in	Vancouver	told	him	that	she	had	travelled	astrally	to	Venus
the	previous	night,	and	that	she	had	seen	him	there	in	company	with	Linus.
And	 that	 was	 the	 story,	 insofar	 as	 it	 had	 developed	 at	 the	 time	 I	 wrote	The	Occult.	 At	 the	 time	 it

seemed	simply	baffling.	I	now	see	that	it	fits	a	familiar	pattern:	men	with	some	unusual	ability	begin	to
receive	apparently	supernatural	communications	assuring	them	that	they	are	destined	to	become	messiahs,
and	perhaps	save	the	Earth.	Often,	certain	 ‘signs’	are	given—for	example,	prophecies	of	 the	future	 that
prove	accurate.	But,	if	the	recipient	of	the	message	is	naive	enough	to	commit	himself	to	total	belief,	what
follows	is	chaos	and	confusion—for	example,	some	prophecy	of	a	tremendous	disaster,	or	even	the	end	of
the	world,	which	simply	fails	to	materialise,	leaving	the	‘avatar’	feeling	rather	foolish.



My	next	encounter	with	this	bafflingly	ambiguous	world	of	UFOs	occurred	two	or	three	years	later,	in
the	mid-1970s.	The	Occult	had	been	well	 received,	and	I	suddenly	found	myself	 invited	 to	 take	part	 in
projects	 involving	 the	 paranormal—such	 as	 presenting	 a	 series	 on	BBC	 television,	 and	 serving	 on	 the
editorial	board	of	a	series	of	books	called	The	Unexplained.	It	was	in	this	latter	capacity	that	I	came	to
meet	Uri	Geller,	who	had	achieved	overnight	fame	for	bending	spoons	by	gently	rubbing	them.
Prepared	to	believe	that	Geller	was—as	his	critics	alleged—merely	a	skilled	conjuror,	I	was	quickly

convinced	of	his	genuineness	when	he	read	my	mind,	reproducing	a	drawing	I	had	made	on	the	back	of	a
menu	 card	while	 he	 sat	with	 his	 back	 to	me—a	 sketch	 of	 a	 grotesque	 little	 creature	 that	 I	 invented	 to
amuse	my	children.	After	 I	 had	 turned	over	 the	menu	card	 and	covered	 it	with	my	hand,	Geller	 turned
round,	and	asked	me	 to	stare	 into	his	eyes	and	 transmit	 the	drawing.	Suddenly,	he	 reproduced	 it	on	his
own	menu	card,	slightly	less	precise,	but	undoubtedly	the	same	little	cartoon	character,	with	big	floppy
ears	and	huge	eyes.
At	that	point,	I	asked	him	a	question	that	had	been	troubling	me	ever	since	I	had	read	Uri:	A	Journal	of

the	 Mystery	 of	 Uri	 Geller,	 by	 Andrija	 Puharich.	 Like	 most	 people,	 I	 had	 found	 the	 book	 extremely
difficult	to	finish.	The	problem,	quite	simply,	was	that	it	was	too	unbelievable.	It	was	not	that	I	felt	 that
Puharich	was	an	out-and-out	liar—simply	that	I	found	it	impossible	to	take	him	seriously.
I	wanted	to	know	whether	everything	described	in	the	book	had	really	happened.	Geller,	I	knew,	had

now	 broken	 with	 Puharich,	 not	 without	 some	 ill	 feeling,	 so	 would	 have	 no	 reason	 not	 to	 answer	 my
question	truthfully.
In	fact,	he	told	me	with	obvious	sincerity,	‘Everything	happened	as	Andrija	describes	it’.
‘And	do	you	believe	that	your	powers	come	from	some	extraterrestrial	source?’
‘I	don’t	know.	I	don’t	know	where	they	come	from’.
‘But	don’t	you	feel	that	they	could	be	a	manifestation	of	your	own	unconscious	mind—in	other	words,	a

kind	of	poltergeist	effect?’
He	shook	his	head.	‘I	find	that	hard	to	believe	because	whatever	lies	behind	my	powers	seems	to	be

intelligent.	Sometimes	it	plays	jokes.	In	my	book[1]	I	say	that	maybe	it	is	a	Cosmic	Clown’.
The	reason	for	my	question	can	be	found	in	chapter	three	of	Puharich’s	book.	He	describes	how	one

day,	under	light	hypnosis	in	a	hotel	room	in	Tel	Aviv,	Geller	said	that	he	was	in	a	dark	cave	in	Cyprus,
where	he	used	to	sit	and	absorb	learning.	‘What	are	you	learning?’	asked	Puharich,	and	Geller	replied,	‘It
is	about	people	who	come	from	space.	But	I	am	not	to	talk	about	these	things	yet’.
Geller	went	on	to	describe	how,	in	1949,	just	after	his	third	birthday,	he	was	in	a	garden	in	Tel	Aviv

when	he	saw	a	huge,	bowl-shaped	light	in	the	sky.	Then	a	radiant	figure	appeared	in	front	of	him,	its	hands
above	its	head,	holding	something	that	shone	like	the	sun.
And	it	was	at	this	point	that	I	had	begun	to	find	Puharich’s	book	frankly	unbelievable.	For	he	goes	on	to

describe	how,	in	the	midst	of	the	hypnotic	session,	Geller	stopped	speaking,	and	a	strange,	metallic	voice
began	 to	 issue	 from	 the	 air.	 It	 stated	 that	 ‘it	was	 us	who	 found	Uri	 in	 the	 garden	when	 he	was	 three’.
‘They’	had	programmed	him	to	serve	their	purpose,	although	his	memories	of	contact	have	been	erased.
Their	purpose	was	to	avert	a	world	war,	which	would	begin	as	a	war	between	Egypt	and	Israel.	Geller



would	somehow	be	an	instrument	of	their	purpose.
‘They’,	it	would	emerge	later,	were	a	group	of	superhuman	beings	called	the	‘Nine’.	Puharich	had	first

come	across	them	when	he	was	studying	a	Hindu	psychic	called	Dr.	Vinod,	who	had	suddenly	begun	to
speak	 in	 a	 voice	 quite	 unlike	 his	 own,	with	 a	 perfect	English	 accent.	The	 being	was	 highly	 articulate,
highly	intelligent,	and	explained	that	it	was	a	member	of	‘the	Nine	Principles	and	Forces’,	whose	purpose
is	to	aid	human	evolution.
Four	years	later,	in	1956,	Puharich	had	met	an	American	couple,	Dr.	Charles	Laughead	and	his	wife,

who	also	passed	on	a	lengthy	message	from	‘the	Nine	Principles	and	Forces’,	which	referred	back	to	the
earlier	messages	through	Dr.	Vinod.	Unless	the	new	message	was	some	kind	of	trick,	it	certainly	looked
as	if	the	‘Nine’—or	at	least	their	spokesman—was	some	kind	of	disembodied	intelligence.	(But	Laughead
himself	would	later	prove	an	example	of	the	danger	of	getting	mixed	up	with	‘channelled’	messages—he
was	to	lose	his	post	at	Michigan	State	College	after	he	announced	that	the	world	would	end	on	a	certain
date,	and	the	date	passed	without	incident.)
All	 this	explains	why	Puharich	was	 inclined	 to	accept	 the	metallic	voice	 in	Tel	Aviv	as	yet	another

manifestation	of	the	Nine.
When	Geller	 emerged	 from	 the	 hypnosis,	 he	 had	 no	memory	 of	what	 had	 occurred.	When	 Puharich

played	 back	 the	 tape	 recording	 describing	what	 had	 happened	 in	 the	 garden,	Geller	muttered,	 ‘I	 don’t
remember	any	of	this’.
When	 the	metallic	 voice	 began,	 Geller	 suddenly	 ejected	 the	 tape	 and	 ran	 from	 the	 room.	 Puharich

swears	he	saw	the	tape	vanish	from	Geller’s	hand	as	he	seized	it.	When	Geller	was	found,	half	an	hour
later—apparently	still	suffering	from	shock—the	tape	was	nowhere	to	be	found.
This	is	the	beginning	of	a	series	of	events	so	apparently	preposterous	that	the	reader	begins	to	suffer

from	 a	 kind	 of	 astonishment	 fatigue.	Geller	 causes	 a	 ring	 in	 a	 closed	 wooden	 box	 to	 vanish,	 then	 to
reappear.	 Puharich	 decides	 that	 this	 curious	 power	 to	materialise	 or	 dematerialise	 objects	might	 lead
them	to	what	they	want	to	know.	‘If	we	could	be	certain	that	the	power	of	vanishing	objects	resided	solely
in	 Uri,	 it	 would	 simplify	 our	 problem.	However,	 if	 this	 power	 was	 controlled	 by	 an	 extraterrestrial
intelligence,	we	would	be	faced	with	one	of	the	most	momentous	revelations	in	human	history’.
So,	by	way	of	finding	out,	Puharich	scratched	code	numbers	on	the	three	parts	of	a	Parker	pen.	Then	the

pen	was	placed	 in	 the	wooden	box.	Geller	held	his	hand	above	 it	 for	nine	minutes.	When	 the	box	was
opened,	the	pen	was	apparently	intact.	But,	on	closer	examination,	its	brass	cartridge	had	vanished.
Later	 in	 the	 day,	 while	 Geller	 was	 under	 hypnosis,	 the	metallic	 voice	 spoke	 again,	 explaining	 that

‘they’	were	in	a	spacecraft	called	Spectra,	‘fifty-three	thousand	sixty-nine	light	ages	away’.	Puharich	 is
told	to	take	good	care	of	Geller,	who	has	an	important	mission	to	fulfil	on	Earth.	The	voice	adds	that	they
have	the	missing	pen	part,	and	will	return	it	in	due	course.
That	 evening,	 as	 they	were	 driving	 in	Tel	Aviv,	 a	 ‘round	white	 luminous	 spacecraft	with	 side	 fins’

appeared	in	the	sky	at	the	end	of	the	street.
Two	days	later,	Puharich	wanted	to	see	a	spot	where	Geller	had	had	another	UFO	sighting.	When	he

arrived	to	pick	him	up	at	the	apartment	of	Uri’s	girlfriend,	Iris,	Geller	had	not	yet	eaten.	 Iris	 took	 three



eggs	 out	 of	 the	 refrigerator	 and	 filled	 a	 saucepan	with	water.	When	 she	went	 to	 pick	 up	 the	 eggs,	 she
screamed	with	fright:	they	were	hot,	and	proved	to	be	hard-boiled.
Later,	as	they	drove	through	a	remote	part	of	Tel	Aviv	with	Geller	at	the	wheel,	they	heard	a	chirping

sound	like	a	cricket.	Then	they	saw	a	pulsating	blue	light	in	the	air.	Geller	told	Puharich	and	Iris	to	wait,
while	 he	walked	 in	 the	 direction	of	 the	 chirping	 sound	 and	 the	 blue	 light.	Sometime	 later	 he	 returned,
looking	as	if	he	was	in	a	trance.	In	his	hand	he	carried	the	missing	pen	cartridge.	Later,	Geller	told	them
that,	as	he	approached	the	flashing	blue	light,	his	mind	went	blank.	Then	he	found	himself	returning	with
the	pen	cartridge.
Understandably,	all	this	left	Puharich	in	no	doubt	that	he	was	dealing	with	intelligent	space	beings,	who

were	probably	telling	the	truth	when	they	said	that	they	had	been	watching	Earth	for	eight	hundred	years
from	a	spacecraft	as	big	as	a	city.	All	 suspicion	 that	Geller	was	playing	 tricks	vanished	as	a	 series	of
strange	events	occurred	in	front	of	his	eyes.	The	tape	recorder	would	turn	on	of	its	own	accord,	then	turn
off,	leaving	messages	from	the	metallic	voice.	The	tapes	actually	dematerialised	as	he	watched.	A	leather
camera	case	which	he	had	left	behind	in	New	York	appeared	in	Tel	Aviv.	The	time	on	his	watch	would
change	 abruptly.	 On	 one	 occasion,	 as	 the	 watch	 lay	 on	 the	 table,	 Geller	 gave	 a	 startled	 cry	 as	 it
materialised	on	his	wrist.	A	piece	of	massage	equipment	 that	Geller	 thought	of	ordering	from	America,
then	decided	was	too	expensive,	suddenly	appeared	in	Geller’s	room	in	its	sealed	box.	One	day,	when	the
tape	recorder	began	to	record,	the	wall	plug	was	snatched	out	of	its	socket;	Puharich	tried	to	replace	it
several	times,	but	it	was	snatched	out	each	time.
Now	 it	 is	 easy	 to	put	oneself	 in	Puharich’s	place.	Ever	 since	he	had	met	Geller,	miracles	had	been

taking	 place	 on	 a	 daily	 basis.	A	mysterious	 voice,	 speaking	 from	 the	 air,	 had	 assured	 him	 that	 he	 and
Geller	 had	 an	 important	 task	 to	 perform,	 a	 task	 on	which	 the	 future	 peace	 of	 the	world	 could	 depend.
Puharich	 began	 to	 feel	 that	 they	 were	 in	 the	 same	 position	 as	 the	 ancient	 Hebrew	 prophets,	 in	 direct
contact	with	supernatural	forces.	He	had	always	believed	that,	when	the	Bible	says	that	the	voice	of	God
spoke	to	the	patriarchs,	this	was	merely	a	manner	of	speaking.	Now	he	felt	it	was	literally	true.
Everyone	 will	 also	 agree	 that,	 under	 those	 circumstances,	 most	 of	 us	 would	 accept	 that	 the

‘supernatural’	 (or	 extraterrestrial)	 forces	 were	 genuine,	 not	 some	 kind	 of	 hallucination	 or	 confidence
trick.	With	 the	 laws	of	 nature	 being	 contradicted	 on	 a	 daily	 basis,	 as	 the	 ‘voice’	 proved	 its	 power	 by
making	things	happen	before	their	eyes,	the	most	hardened	sceptic	would	believe.
Often	it	was	for	their	eyes	only.	Driving	in	the	desert,	Geller,	Puharich	and	another	witness	saw	a	giant

spacecraft;	yet	the	three	military	personnel	in	the	front	seat	were	unable	to	see	it.	The	space	intelligences
obviously	had	strange	powers	of	mind	control.
But	what	was	their	purpose?	If	Geller	had	been	selected	for	some	tremendous	task,	what	was	it?	The

voice	 explained	 that	 ‘they’	 would	 soon	 be	 involved	 in	 a	 mass	 landing	 on	 planet	 Earth,	 which	 would
finally	convince	the	human	race	of	the	reality	of	supernatural	forces.	But	when	Puharich	protested:	 ‘We
need	some	clarification	about	what	our	work	is	about’,	he	was	told:	‘You	must	be	patient,	very	patient.
You	are	working	twenty-four	hours	a	day	for	us,	but	you	don’t	even	realise	it’.
The	 reader	 finally	 begins	 to	 suspect	 that	 the	 space	 intelligences	 are	 not	 quite	 clear	 about	 their	 own



objectives.	Puharich	was	 told:	 ‘Do	a	movie	on	Uri’.	But	 the	movie	 fell	 through.	 (In	 due	 course,	 I	was
hired	by	Robert	Stigwood,	the	theatre	impressario,	to	work	on	a	film	about	Uri,	but	that	also	fell	through.)
When	 Uri	 was	 ordered	 to	 go	 to	 Germany,	 the	 space	 intelligences	 seemed	 to	 believe	 that	 public
demonstrations	of	his	powers	would	somehow	convince	everyone	of	the	reality	of	spiritual	forces.	But,	in
spite	of	stopping	an	escalator	and	a	cable	car,	Uri’s	feats	quickly	ceased	to	interest	the	Germans.
The	space	 intelligences	also	seem	to	have	mishandled	Geller’s	 subsequent	American	 trip.	For	 some

reason,	 they	 had	 ordered	 him	 to	 refuse	 any	 scientific	 testing.	 Geller	 went	 ahead	 anyway—with	 Hal
Puthoff	 and	 Russell	 Targ	 at	 Stanford	 University—and	 the	 test	 results	 were	 impressive,	 with	 clear
evidence	 of	 telepathy,	 and	 the	 ability	 to	 influence	 compass	 needles	 and	 bend	 and	 break	 small	 metal
objects.
But	American	magicians,	backed	by	Time	magazine,	had	already	decided	he	was	a	fake,	and	Time	had

a	louder	voice	 than	a	few	Stanford	scientists.	Geller	became	 increasingly	angry	and	embittered,	and	he
and	Puharich	began	to	have	disagreements.	Geller	began	to	feel	doubts	about	the	‘voice’,	wondering	if	it
might	be	just	‘a	goddam	little	clown	that	is	playing	with	us’.
In	spite	of	which,	the	space	intelligences	continued	to	demonstrate	their	powers.	One	day,	Puharich’s

dog	 vanished	 in	 front	 of	 their	 eyes	 and	 reappeared	 in	 the	 garden.	And	when	 Puharich	 quarrelled	with
Geller,	and	expressed	his	disgust	with	the	space	intelligences,	 there	was	a	gigantic	 thunderstorm,	and	a
grandfather	clock	was	hurled	across	the	hall	and	smashed	into	pieces.
Yet	still	the	space	intelligences	seemed	to	have	no	clear	idea	of	what	they	wanted	Puharich	and	Geller

to	actually	do.
Finally,	Puharich	was	instructed	to	break	his	vow	of	silence	and	write	a	book	about	it	all.	The	result,

of	course,	was	Uri:	A	Journal	of	 the	Mystery	of	Uri	Geller	 (1974).	But	 it	 seemed	 that	once	again	 the
occupants	of	Spectra	had	miscalculated.	The	result	of	the	book	was	simply	that	Puharich’s	reputation	as	a
serious	investigator	took	a	nose	dive.	His	obvious	sincerity	and	truthfulness	ought	to	have	carried	the	day,
and	demonstrated	 that	something	had	been	happening.	But	 the	 events	 he	 is	 describing	 pass	 beyond	 the
credulity	barrier	after	about	fifty	pages,	after	which	the	book	turns	into	a	confusion	of	oddly	monotonous
miracles.	It	brought	Geller	and	Puharich	celebrity,	but	of	a	kind	they	would	have	been	better	off	without.
My	own	acquaintance	with	Uri	failed	to	bring	any	enlightenment	on	the	subject	of	UFOs.	I	was	to	get	to

know	him	fairly	well,	and	wrote	a	book	called	The	Geller	Phenomenon.	During	several	days	I	spent	with
him	 in	 Barcelona,	 a	 number	 of	minor	 ‘miracles’	 occurred,	 but	 nothing	 that	 would	 convince	 a	 sceptic.
Objects	 occasionally	 fell	 out	 of	 the	 air,	 but	 never	 actually	 in	 front	 of	 me,	 so	 that	 I	 could	 say	 with
conviction	 that	 Uri	 had	 not	 thrown	 them.	 I	 do	 not,	 in	 fact,	 believe	 that	 he	 had,	 for,	 although	 I	 had
misgivings	about	his	enjoyment	of	publicity,	I	came	to	feel	that	he	was	totally	honest.
My	own	conviction,	at	the	time,	was	that	Puharich	had	something	to	do	with	Geller’s	powers.	Puharich

himself	describes	how,	 in	Tel	Aviv,	he	went	for	a	meal	with	Uri’s	mother	and	Uri’s	 inseparable	friend
Shipi	Strang,	and	how	he	suddenly	discovered	that	he	could	pick	up	telepathic	signals	from	Uri.	‘We	tried
numbers	.	.	.	colours,	and	words	in	English,	Hebrew,	and	Greek.	I	was	truly	prodigious	in	my	telepathic
abilities’.	Uri	believed	that	Shipi’s	presence	increased	his	own	powers,	which	may	be	so.	But	my	own



feeling	was	that	Puharich	himself	had	strong	paranormal	powers—I	suspect,	as	this	book	will	make	clear,
that	we	all	have—and	that,	when	he	came	together	with	Uri,	the	combination	of	the	two	caused	the	sudden
outbreak	of	strange	events.	And,	since	Puharich	was	already	convinced	of	the	reality	of	the	Nine,	it	was
almost	inevitable	that	Geller’s	trance	messages	should	come	from	them.
In	 the	 following	 year,	 1976,	 I	 met	 Puharich,	 and	 spent	 an	 evening	 with	 him	 and	 his	 friend	 Joyce

Petschek.	He	was	a	short,	grey-haired	man	with	a	bushy	moustache	and	a	manner	that	was	casual,	good-
natured	 and	unpretentious.	When	 I	 explained	my	 theory	 about	 his	 ‘psychic	 interaction’	with	Geller,	 he
brooded	on	it	for	a	moment,	then	said,	‘You	could	be	right,	but	I	doubt	it’.
During	the	course	of	that	extremely	interesting	evening,	it	became	clear	that	he	had	had	so	many	strange

experiences	 that	he	had	come	to	 take	 them	almost	 for	granted.	Utterly	weird	events	would	drop	briefly
into	the	conversation,	then	vanish	again	as	we	discussed	the	mechanisms	of	telepathy	or	his	extensive	tests
with	the	late	psychic	Peter	Hurkos.
I	told	him	my	view	that	his	book	on	Uri	had	failed	to	make	an	impact	because	it	was	too	full	of	utterly

unbelievable	events.	He	assured	me	that	he	had,	in	fact,	cut	out	some	of	the	more	preposterous	anecdotes,
because	he	was	aware	that	he	was	overloading	the	reader’s	credulity.
He	gave	me	an	example.	A	couple	were	making	love	in	a	bedroom	two	hundred	miles	from	Puharich’s

home	in	Ossining,	New	York.	There	was	a	knock	on	the	door,	and	the	man	opened	it	to	be	confronted	with
Uri	Geller,	holding	out	a	large	chunk	of	stone.	The	man	took	it,	and	was	bewildered	when	Uri	left	without
a	word.
In	 fact,	 the	 stone	 was	 some	 rare	 archaeological	 specimen	 from	 Puharich’s	 collection.	 But	 Geller

himself	was	actually	in	the	house	in	Ossining	at	the	moment	when	his	doppelganger	knocked	on	the	door
two	hundred	miles	away	and	handed	over	the	stone.
Moreover,	on	one	occasion	in	November	1973,	Geller	had	actually	been	‘teleported’	from	a	New	York

street	to	the	house	in	Ossining.
I	had	to	agree	with	Puharich	that	it	was	as	well	that	he	left	out	these	stories	from	the	book.
In	my	book	Mysteries	(1978),	I	comment:	‘Puharich	obviously	found	my	theorising	about	subconscious

poltergeist	activity	unnecessary.	He	had	long	ago	reached	the	conclusion	that	the	Nine	are	a	reality,	and
that	 our	Earth	has	 been	observed	by	 space	men	 for	 thousands	of	 years.	He	 believes	 that	 the	Earth	 has
reached	a	point	in	its	history	where	the	Nine	feel	that	slightly	more	intervention	is	necessary’.	And,	after
quoting	 the	 views	 of	 Puharich	 and	 Joyce	Petschek,	 I	 go	 on:	 ‘I	 found	 all	 this	 convincing	 up	 to	 a	 point.
Nothing	is	more	obvious	than	that	Puharich	and	Mrs.	Petschek	are	totally	sincere	in	everything	that	they
say.	Does	that	mean	that	I	am	convinced	of	the	existence	of	the	Nine?	Obviously	not’.
By	the	time	I	met	him,	Puharich	had	already	been	involved	in	another	astonishing	adventure	with	the

‘space	people’;	it	is	described	in	detail	in	a	book	called	Prelude	to	the	Landing	on	Planet	Earth	(1977)
by	Stuart	Holroyd.
After	the	break	with	Geller—which	came	shortly	after	the	events	described	in	Uri—Puharich	began	to

receive	more	messages	from	the	Nine	via	a	medium	named	Phyllis	Schlemmer.	This	time,	no	‘miracles’
took	place—at	least,	nothing	more	spectacular	than	the	dematerialisation	of	Phyllis	Schlemmer’s	earring,



and	 its	 rematerialisation	 a	 few	 hours	 later.	 Puharich,	 together	 with	 an	 Englishman	 named	 Sir	 John
Whitmore,	 were	 assured	 that,	 together	 with	 Phyllis	 Schlemmer,	 they	 were	 now	 the	 channels	 for	 the
energies	of	the	Nine,	and	that	their	task	was	to	avert	a	world	war	that	would	start	in	the	Middle	East	when
Egypt,	Lebanon,	and	Syria	launched	an	attack	on	Israel.
This	time,	the	messenger	of	the	Nine	was	a	being	who	called	himself	Tom	(short	for	Atum),	who	spoke

via	 Phyllis	 Schlemmer,	 while	 she	 was	 in	 a	 trance.	 The	 three	 of	 them	 travelled	 around	 the	 world,
meditating	and	praying	in	various	hotel	rooms	to	avert	world	catastrophes—for	example,	a	meditation	in
Moscow	apparently	averted	the	assassination	of	Yasser	Arafat	at	a	press	conference	in	Cuba.
But	the	main	purpose	of	the	Nine	was	to	announce	a	mass	landing	of	UFOs	on	Earth,	which	would	last

for	nine	days,	and	would	finally	convince	the	human	race	of	the	reality	of	the	space	beings.
According	 to	 Tom,	 the	 purpose	 of	 the	 Nine	 is	 to	 bring	 about	 an	 alteration	 in	 the	 consciousness	 of

‘planet	Earth’,	which	has	become	a	kind	of	bottleneck	in	the	universe.	‘This	planet	was	originally	created
to	teach	[human	beings]	balance	between	the	spiritual	and	the	physical	world,	but	in	this	physical	world
they	got	involved	in	the	material	world,	and	so	[they]	never	evolve	beyond	the	belt	of	this	planet	.	.	.	It	is
important	for	the	level	of	consciousness	of	this	planet	to	be	raised’.
But,	by	the	time	Puharich,	Whitmore,	and	Phyllis	Schlemmer	had	averted	another	Middle	East	war	by

meditating	in	a	hotel	room	overlooking	the	Golan	Heights,	‘Tom’	had	apparently	forgotten	about	the	mass
landing	on	planet	Earth.
It	 is,	of	course,	 easy	 to	dismiss	Puharich	as	a	gullible	 romantic,	 led	astray	by	 ‘spirit	messages’	 that

probably	 originated	 in	 the	 medium’s	 unconscious	 mind.	 Yet,	 when	 we	 take	 an	 overall	 view	 of	 his
experiences,	it	becomes	difficult	to	maintain	this	attitude.	The	first	messages	from	the	Nine	came	in	1952
via	Dr.	Vinod.	In	1956,	 they	seemed	 to	be	confirmed	by	 the	encounter	with	Dr.	Charles	Laughead,	who
passed	 on	 more	 messages	 from	 the	 Nine.	 This	 certainly	 seemed	 to	 suggest	 that	 the	 Nine	 were	 not	 a
creation	of	Vinod’s	unconscious.
So,	when	the	Nine	again	spoke	in	a	Tel	Aviv	hotel	room	while	Geller	was	in	a	trance,	Puharich	had

every	reason	to	believe	in	their	genuineness.	If	he	had	any	doubts,	the	‘miracles’	that	followed	must	have
removed	them.	UFOs	that	hover	at	the	end	of	the	street,	tape	recorders	that	record	without	being	touched,
cassettes	 that	dematerialise	 in	 front	of	 the	eyes—these	are	enough	 to	convince	anyone	 that	he	or	 she	 is
dealing	with	real	forces.
Here	I	have	to	admit	that	my	own	attitude	has	changed	since	I	first	read	Uri	in	1974,	and	wrote	my	own

book	The	Geller	Effect	a	year	later.	At	that	time,	I	took	it	totally	for	granted	that	so-called	‘poltergeist’
activity	was	a	kind	of	unconscious	‘psychokinesis’	(mind	over	matter)	caused	by	the	minds	of	disturbed
teenagers.	I	had	no	doubt	that	our	minds	are	full	of	extraordinary	unconscious	forces	over	which	we	have
no	control.	I	found	it	difficult	to	explain	the	manifestations	that	took	place	when	Geller	and	Puharich	were
together,	since	neither	was	a	teenager,	but	that	still	seemed	to	me	the	only	logical	explanation.
Five	years	later,	in	the	early	1980s,	I	was	commissioned	to	write	a	book	on	poltergeists,	and	began	to

research	 the	subject,	beginning	with	a	visit	 to	a	house	 in	Pontefract	where	violent	poltergeist	activities
had	taken	place	over	a	long	period.	To	my	embarrassment,	I	soon	found	myself	in	no	doubt	whatever	that



poltergeists	 are	 disembodied	 spirits,	 who	 can	 make	 use	 of	 the	 energies	 of	 psychologically	 disturbed
people.
I	 also	 began	 to	 believe	 that	 ‘spirit	 possession’	 cannot	 be	 explained	 away	 as	 a	 kind	 of	 medieval

superstition.	This	was	why,	when	Grof	 told	 the	story	of	Flora,	 I	had	no	doubt	 that	 it	was	not	a	case	of
possession	 by	 some	 ‘archetype	 of	 the	 collective	 unconscious’.	 I	 do	 not	 accept	 that	 the	 ‘spirit’	 that
possessed	 Flora	 was	 the	 Devil,	 or	 even	 a	 devil,	 but	 it	 was	 certainly	 some	 extremely	 unpleasant
disembodied	entity.
The	result	was	that	when	I	came	to	reread	Uri:	A	Journal	of	the	Mystery	of	Uri	Geller,	in	the	course

of	researching	the	present	book,	I	found	that	my	whole	attitude	towards	it	had	changed.	By	then,	I	had	read
John	Mack’s	Abduction,	as	well	 as	Budd	Hopkins’s	Missing	Time	 and	 Intruders,	 and	David	 Jacobs’s
Secret	Life,	and	I	could	see	that	the	subject	was	far	more	bizarre	and	complex	than	I	had	at	first	assumed.
Now	 I	 saw	 why	 Geller	 and	 Puharich	 had	 disagreed	 with	 my	 theory	 that	 they	 themselves	 had	 been
responsible	for	‘poltergeist	effects’.	They	must	have	thought	me	appallingly	obtuse,	and	been	too	polite	to
say	so.	They	had	seen	 tapes	dematerialise,	plugs	pulled	out	of	 sockets,	 car	 engines	 immobilised.	 They
knew	they	were	dealing	with	some	kind	of	paranormal	force,	not	their	own	powers	of	psychokinesis.	Both
of	them	knew	that	when	Uri	snatched	the	first	tape,	and	it	vanished	in	his	hand,	he	was	being	controlled—
used	 as	 an	 instrument	 of	 these	 forces—just	 as	 John	Mack’s	 Catherine	was	 being	 controlled	when	 she
experienced	 an	 odd	 desire	 to	 drive	 around	 Boston	 suburbs	 in	 the	 early	 hours	 of	 the	 morning.	 Which
certainly	suggests	that	the	unseen	entities	possess	some	alarming	powers	.	.	.
But	what	are	these	entities?	Are	 they,	as	Puharich	believed,	 intelligent	beings	from	space,	who	have

been	watching	our	planet	 for	 thousands	of	years,	 and	who	have	 intervened	 in	human	history	more	 than
once?	Or	are	 they,	 like	most	poltergeists,	simply	 the	 juvenile	delinquents	and	 time	wasters	of	 the	spirit
world?
This	 is	 the	question	that	I	set	out	 to	answer	soon	after	 the	trip	to	Marion.	The	first	 thing	I	wanted	 to

know	 was:	 can	 they	 be	 considered	 intelligent?	 Most	 poltergeists	 show	 little	 more	 than	 a	 kind	 of
rudimentary	intelligence,	often	downright	stupidity.	If	these	‘space	beings’	demonstrated	more	than	that,	it
would	certainly	be	a	strong	argument	in	favour	of	some	of	their	claims.
And	 it	was	at	 that	point	 that	 I	heard	about	 the	 investigations	of	 the	astronomer	Gerald	Hawkins	 into

crop	circles.
[1].	My	Story,	by	Uri	Geller,	1975.



2
CROP	CIRCLES	AND	FROZEN	MUSIC

Westbury,	fifteen	miles	from	Stonehenge,	is	a	small	weaving	and	glove-making	town,	whose	most	famous
feature	 is	 the	 great	White	 Horse	 cut	 into	 the	 turf	 of	 Bratton	 Down.	 It	 was	 first	 cut	 to	 celebrate	 King
Alfred’s	 victory	 over	 the	Danes	 there	 in	AD	 878,	 but	was	 recut	 in	 1778	 in	 a	 form	 that	 looks	 like	 an
exceptionally	tired	and	dispirited	carthorse.
The	farm	of	John	Scull	 lies	within	sight	of	 the	White	Horse,	on	the	Wiltshire	downs.	 In	mid-August,

1980,	Mr.	Scull	was	walking	around	the	edge	of	his	oat	field	when	he	was	outraged	by	the	sight	of	what
looked	 like	 wanton	 vandalism.	 Someone	 had	 been	 trampling	 his	 oats	 on	 a	 vast	 scale.	 But,	 when	 he
surveyed	the	damage	at	close	quarters,	he	realised	that	it	was	more	organised	than	it	looked.	There	were
three	immense	circles,	each	sixty	feet	in	diameter,	spread	out	over	the	field.	The	ripening	oats	had	been
neatly	 flattened	 in	 a	 clockwise	 direction,	 yet	 without	 breaking	 the	 stalks—the	 horizontal	 oats	 were
continuing	to	ripen.
It	looked	as	if	some	practical	joker	had	worked	out	an	elaborate	hoax—elaborate	because	the	circles

must	 have	 been	 produced	manually	 rather	 than	mechanically;	 there	was	 no	 sign	 of	 the	 disturbance	 that
would	have	been	made	by	some	kind	of	machine.	In	fact	the	circles	were	surrounded	by	undamaged	oats,
which	made	it	hard	to	see	how	anyone	had	approached.	But	then,	all	cornfields	have	‘tramlines’—double
lines	made	by	the	farmer’s	tractor	as	he	adds	fertiliser	or	weedkiller—and	a	careful	hoaxer	could	have
trodden	carefully	along	the	tramlines	without	leaving	any	signs	of	disturbance.
But	to	what	purpose?	What	kind	of	a	madman	would	want	to	spend	a	whole	night	making	three	sixty-

foot	circles—presumably	with	long	planks,	or	a	piece	of	rope	stretched	from	the	centre?
The	Wiltshire	 Times	 printed	 the	 story	 on	 15	 August	 1980,	 together	 with	 a	 photograph.	 The	 report

brought	Dr.	 Terence	Meaden,	 editor	 of	 the	 Journal	 of	 Meteorology,	 to	 Mr.	 Scull’s	 farm.	 And,	 as	 he
examined	 the	 three	 sharp-edged	 circles,	Meaden	 realised	 that	 they	 had	 not	 all	 been	made	 on	 the	 same
night,	but	on	three	different	dates	between	May	and	July.	John	Scull	had	simply	not	noticed	them.
But	made	by	what?	Meaden	was	baffled.	The	only	suggestion	he	could	come	up	with	was	a	summer

whirlwind.	But	that	seemed	unlikely.	Many	country	people	have	seen	a	summer	whirlwind—a	spiral	of
dust	that	dashes	around	a	field	and	sucks	up	anything	in	its	path.	But	summer	whirlwinds	are	not	usually
sixty	feet	across—that	would	be	a	tornado.	Neither	do	they	stay	in	the	same	place.	A	summer	whirlwind
would	have	made	a	random	path	through	the	crop.	Meaden’s	explanation	was	untenable	even	at	the	time,
but	it	was	the	best	he	could	do.
Later,	he	was	to	elaborate	his	theory,	suggesting	that	when	a	gust	of	wind	meets	a	hill,	it	forms	a	vortex,

which	meets	the	stationary	air	on	the	other	side	of	the	hill	to	create	a	spiralling	column.
The	 next	 expert	 on	 the	 spot	was	 another	magazine	 editor:	 Ian	Mrzyglod.	He	 carefully	measured	 the

circles,	and	made	the	interesting	discovery	that	they	were	not	circles,	but	ellipses.	Radiuses	drawn	from
the	edge	of	the	circles	to	their	centres	varied	by	several	feet,	from	twenty-six	and	a	half	to	thirty-five.	So
the	idea	of	a	man	with	a	long	plank	or	a	length	of	rope	had	to	be	abandoned.
If	anyone	had	been	interested,	they	might	have	learnt	that	John	Scull’s	circles	were	not	the	first—that

other	farmers	in	the	south	of	England	had	found	their	corn	flattened	in	a	clockwise	circle	since	1978.	But,



since	there	is	something	oddly	boring	about	a	mystery	with	no	obvious	solution,	nobody	had	paid	much
attention.	And	now,	for	the	same	reason,	everyone	soon	forgot	the	three	circles	in	the	Westbury	oat	field.
A	year	went	past.	Then,	in	August	1981,	it	happened	again.	This	time	it	was	in	Hampshire,	in	a	natural

amphitheatre	called	Cheesefoot	Head,	where	Eisenhower	had	addressed	 the	 troops	before	 the	1944	D-
Day	landing.	In	dry	weather,	the	foundations	of	some	old	building,	possibly	Roman,	show	through	the	turf.
And	when	 it	 is	 used	 for	wheat—as	 it	 usually	 is—the	 great	 circle	 of	 golden	 yellow	 stands	 out	 sharply
among	the	surrounding	green	hills.
In	this	‘punchbowl’,	on	19	August	1981,	there	appeared	three	circles	in	the	wheat.	Unlike	the	Westbury

circles,	which	had	been	spread	all	over	the	field,	these	three	were	neatly	in	line:	one	large	circle,	about
sixty	feet	across,	and	two	smaller	ones,	about	twenty-five	feet,	placed	neatly	and	symmetrically	on	either
side.	They	were	again	slightly	elliptical.	And	they	had	been	made	on	the	same	night.
If	they	were	caused	by	a	whirlwind—as	Meaden	still	maintained—then	it	had	to	bounce	three	times.	In

fact,	the	Cheesefoot	Head	circles	seem	almost	designed	to	refute	Meaden’s	theory,	as	if	they	are	saying:
‘No,	we,	couldn’t	be	due	to	whirlwinds,	because	we	are	in	a	straight	line,	and	are	of	different	sizes’.
The	following	year,	1982,	was	quiet,	with	only	a	few	single	circles	over	southern	England.	Then,	 in

1983,	once	more	in	the	punchbowl	field	at	Cheesefoot	Head,	no	fewer	than	five	circles	appeared	on	the
same	night:	a	large	central	circle,	and	four	circles	spaced	neatly	and	symmetrically	around	it.	This	was
the	 coup	 de	 grace	 to	 the	 whirlwind	 theory—although	Meaden	 refused	 to	 acknowledge	 it.	 There	 was
obviously	no	way	that	a	whirlwind	could	bounce	five	times	in	a	neat	pattern.	And,	as	if	delighted	to	have
made	its	point,	 the	invisible	prankster	went	on	to	make	‘fivesomes’	all	over	 the	south	of	England—one
below	the	White	Horse,	another	below	the	Ridgeway,	near	Wantage,	in	Oxfordshire,	and	another	at	Cley
Hill,	near	Warminster,	a	town	that	had	been	noted	for	its	sightings	of	UFOs.
Suddenly,	 the	media	 discovered	 crop	 circles.	The	British	 press	 often	 refers	 to	 summer	 as	 the	 ‘silly

season’,	because	for	some	odd	reason,	there	is	often	a	shortage	of	good	news	stories	in	the	hot	months,
and	the	newspapers	have	to	manufacture	stories	out	of	events	that	would	be	ignored	in	the	winter.	Crop
circles	were	 ideal	 for	 the	purpose,	and	 they	were	soon	featuring	 regularly	 in	most	British	newspapers,
then	all	over	the	world.	‘Artistic	hippies’	were	widely	suspected,	although	UFO	enthusiasts	insisted	that
the	only	plausible	explanation	was	flying	saucers.
When	 yet	 another	 ‘quintuplet’	 found	 below	 the	White	 Horse	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 a	 fraud,	 the	 sceptics

seemed	 to	 be	 justified.	 Bob	 Rickard,	 the	 editor	 of	 the	 Fortean	 Times,	 a	 magazine	 dedicated	 to
‘anomalies’	 and	 the	memory	 of	 the	 late	Charles	 Fort,	was	 one	 of	 those	who	went	 to	 look	 at	 this	 new
circle,	 and	 noted	 that	 its	 edges	 seemed	 less	 clear-cut	 than	 in	most	 circles.	He	 pointed	 this	 out	 to	 Ian
Mrzyglod,	who	proceeded	to	investigate,	and	soon	uncovered	a	hoax.	The	Daily	Mirror,	irritated	that	its
rival	the	Daily	Express	had	scooped	so	many	crop-circle	stories,	had	paid	a	family	named	Shepherd	to
duplicate	 the	‘quintuplet’	below	the	White	Horse.	They	did	 this	by	entering	 the	field	on	stilts,	and	 then
trampling	the	corn	in	a	circle.	Yet	the	fact	that	they	needed	to	enter	the	field	on	stilts,	and	that	their	hoax
was	so	quickly	detected,	seemed	to	argue	that	the	other	circles	were	either	genuine	or	created	by	far	more
skillful	hoaxers.



Now	crop	circles	were	reported	not	only	from	England,	but	from	all	over	the	world:	Australia,	Japan,
France,	 Italy,	Sweden,	Norway,	 the	United	States,	Canada.	 In	 fact,	Canadian	circles	had	been	 reported
from	as	early	as	1974.	On	1	September	1974,	Edwin	Fuhr,	a	farmer,	of	Langenburg,	Saskatchewan,	was
driving	his	 tractor	 in	 a	 field	 of	 rapeseed	when	he	noted	 a	 round,	 shiny	disc,	 about	 eleven	 feet	 across,
whirling	above	the	crop	and	causing	it	to	sway.	Then	he	noticed	four	more,	all	doing	the	same	thing.	He
sat	frozen	with	fear,	and	watched	them	for	fifteen	minutes,	until	they	took	off,	going	straight	up	in	a	grey
vapour.	And	his	rapeseed	had	five	crop	circles,	eleven	feet	in	diameter.	They	drew	crowds	of	journalists.
Circles	 that	 appeared	 in	 a	 field	 near	 Rossburn,	 Manitoba,	 in	 1977	 seemed	 to	 refute	 Meaden’s

whirlwind	theory,	in	that	they	were	in	flat	prairie	land,	with	no	hills	to	form	vortices.
As	the	number	of	circles	also	increased,	so	did	their	variety.	There	were	circles	with	‘rings’	around

them—flattened	 pathways	 that	 ran	 around	 the	 outer	 edge—double	 rings,	 triple	 rings,	 quadruplets,
quintuplets,	sextuplets,	even	swastikas.	It	was	as	if	the	circle	makers	were	trying	to	outflank	the	sceptics.
When	 someone	 pointed	 out	 that	 all	 the	 circles	 had	 been	 flattened	 anticlockwise,	 a	 clockwise	 circle
promptly	appeared.	When	someone	suggested	that	the	circles	could	be	made	with	the	aid	of	a	helicopter,	a
circle	appeared	under	a	power	line.
In	 August	 1991,	 a	 British	 couple	 were	 present	 when	 a	 circle	 was	 formed.	 They	 were	 Gary	 and

Vivienne	Tomlinson,	and	they	were	taking	an	evening	walk	in	a	cornfield	near	Hambledon,	Surrey,	when
the	 corn	began	 to	move,	 and	a	mist	 hovered	 around	 them.	They	 reported	 a	 high-pitched	 sound.	 Then	 a
whirlwind	swirled	around	them,	and	Gary	Tomlinson’s	hair	began	to	stand	up	from	a	build-up	of	static.
Suddenly,	the	whirlwind	split	in	two	and	vanished	across	the	field,	and,	in	the	silence	that	followed,	they
realised	they	were	in	the	middle	of	a	crop	circle,	with	the	corn	neatly	flattened.
This	certainly	seemed	to	support	Meaden’s	whirlwind	 theory,	and	he	had	himself	photographed	with

the	 two	witnesses.	Meaden’s	 response	 to	 the	question	of	why,	 if	 the	circles	are	 formed	by	whirlwinds,
they	started	 in	 the	 late	1970s,	and	were	not	 (apparently)	 found	before	 that,	was	 that	 they	had	been.	He
cited	a	pamphlet	of	August	1678	called	Mowing	Devil,	concerning	 a	 field	 in	Hertfordshire	 in	which	 a
circle	was	found	in	the	corn,	and	attributed	to	a	demon.	But	this	still	failed	to	explain	why	no	crop	circles
were	found	between	1678	and	the	modern	outbreak.
In	a	book	called	The	Goddess	of	the	Stones,	Meaden	speculates	that	the	spirals	often	found	carved	on

old	 stones	were	 inspired	by	crop	circles.	But	 again,	 the	problem	 is:	why,	 in	 that	 case,	 do	we	not	 find
references	to	crop	circles	in	ancient	literature?
Bob	Rickard’s	 interviews	with	witnesses—people	who	 claimed	 to	 have	 been	 present	when	 circles

were	made—may	or	may	not	be	taken	as	confirming	Meaden’s	whirlwind	theory:	these	are	a	patchwork
of	their	comments:

Suddenly	the	grass	began	to	sway	before	our	eyes	and	laid	itself	flat	in	a	clockwise	spiral	.	.	.	A
perfect	circle	was	completed	in	less	than	half	a	minute,	all	the	time	accompanied	by	a	high-
pitched	humming	sound	.	.	.	My	attention	was	drawn	to	a	‘wave’	coming	through	the	heads	of	the
cereal	crop	in	a	straight	line	.	.	.	The	agency,	although	invisible,	behaved	like	a	solid	object	.	.	.
When	we	reached	the	spot	where	the	circles	had	been,	we	were	suddenly	caught	up	in	a	terrific
whirlwind	.	.	.	[The	dog]	went	wild	.	.	.	There	was	a	rushing	sound	and	a	rumble	.	.	.	then



suddenly	everything	was	still	.	.	.	It	was	uncanny	.	.	.	The	dawn	chorus	stopped,	the	sky	darkened	.
.	.
In	Bolberry	Down,	Devon,	on	16	June	1991,	a	ham	radio	operator	named	Lew	Dilling	heard	a	series	of

high-pitched	blips	and	clicks	that	drowned	Radio	Moscow	and	the	Voice	of	America.	He	had	heard	them
before—at	the	time	of	crop-circle	incidents.	The	next	day,	a	seventy-foot	circle,	with	a	‘bull’s	eye’	in	the
middle,	was	found	in	the	centre	of	a	nearby	field.	But	this	differed	from	earlier	crop	circles,	in	which	no
serious	damage	had	been	done.	In	this	case,	the	owner	of	the	field,	Dudley	Stidson,	found	his	corn	burnt,
as	if	a	giant	hot	plate	had	been	pressed	down	on	it.
The	landlord	of	the	local	pub,	Sean	Hassall,	could	work	out	what	time	the	circle	had	been	made	from

the	 fact	 that	 his	 spaniel	 had	 gone	 berserk	 in	 the	 night	 and	 had	 begun	 tearing	 up	 the	 carpet,	 doing
considerable	damage.
A	few	days	before	this,	a	Japanese	professor	had	announced	that	he	had	solved	the	crop-circle	riddle.

Prof.	Yoshihiko	Ohtsuki,	of	Waseda	University,	had	created	an	‘elastic	plasma’	fireball	in	the	laboratory
—a	 plasma	 is	 a	 very	 hot	 gas	 in	 which	 some	 electrons	 have	 been	 stripped	 away	 when	 atoms	 collide
violently.	Fireballs,	or	ball	lightning,	are	still	one	of	the	unsolved	mysteries	of	science.	They	are	created
during	 storms,	 and	 drift	 around	 like	 balloons	 before	 exploding—often	 causing	 damage—or	 simply
vanishing	 like	 a	 bubble.	 So	 Ohtsuki’s	 achievement	 in	 manufacturing	 one	 in	 the	 laboratory	 was
considerable.	His	fireball	created	beautiful	circular	rings	in	aluminium	powder	on	a	plate.	This	certainly
sounded	as	 if	 it	could	be	 the	solution	 to	 the	crop	circles	 that	everyone	was	 looking	for.	Then	 someone
pointed	out	that	many	of	the	latest	crop	circles	had	had	rectangles	associated	with	them,	and	that	one	at
Alton	Barnes	(of	July	1990)	had	keylike	protuberances	sticking	out	of	its	side.	(In	fact,	 this	one	was	so
complex	that	it	should	have	taken	far	more	than	a	night	to	create.)
A	critic	had	pointed	out	 to	Professor	Ohtsuki	 that	most	fireballs	are	about	 the	size	of	grapefruit,	and

that	a	seventy-foot	fireball	would	attract	attention	for	many	miles	around.	Besides,	no	fireball	of	that	size
had	ever	been	known.
Stories	 of	 crop	 circles	 began	 to	 appear	 in	 the	 Japanese	media.	On	 17	 September	 1989,	 on	Kyushu

Island,	a	rice	farmer	named	Shunzo	Abe	found	two	wide	circles	in	his	fields.	He	thought	at	first	that	they
were	caused	by	a	wild	boar,	then	noted	that	there	were	no	footprints	in	the	soft	Earth.
Back	in	England,	another	curious	phenomenon	had	been	noted:	that	the	‘circle	makers’	responded	to	the

suggestions,	 and	even	 the	 thoughts,	of	 the	 investigators.	 In	August	 1986,	Busty	Taylor	was	 flying	home
near	Cheesefoot	Head,	when	he	remarked	to	his	passenger	George	Wingfield	that	he	would	like	to	see	a
pattern	with	 a	 central	 circle	 surrounded	 by	 satellites	 and	 rings.	 In	 his	mind,	 he	 said,	 were	 the	words
‘Celtic	cross’—a	form	of	cross	with	arms	emerging	from	a	central	circle.	The	next	day,	 flying	over	 the
same	spot,	he	was	astounded	to	find	a	Celtic	cross	in	the	field	below	him.	Colin	Andrews,	another	of	the
first	‘cereologists’	(as	crop-circle	students	came	to	be	called)	lay	in	bed	one	night	and	visualised	a	Celtic
cross,	literally	asking	for	it	to	appear	in	a	nearby	field.	The	next	day,	a	local	farmer	rang	him	to	report	an
elaborate	Celtic	cross	in	his	field.
On	18	June	1989,	six	investigators,	including	George	Wingfield,	were	in	a	crop	circle	at	Cheesefoot

Head	when	a	trilling	noise	began.	It	seemed	to	circle	around	the	group	in	the	corn.	A	female	member	of



the	group	said:	 ‘If	you	understand	us,	 stop’,	and	 the	 trilling	stopped	 for	a	moment,	 then	 resumed.	 Then
Wingfield	called:	‘Please	will	you	make	us	a	circle?’	The	following	morning,	a	new	circle	had	appeared
five	hundred	yards	away,	in	the	direction	in	which	the	trilling	noise	had	finally	moved	away.
The	six	also	noted	that	when	the	trilling	stopped	their	watches	showed	them—to	their	astonishment—

that	it	had	gone	on	for	an	hour	and	a	half,	far	longer	than	any	of	them	remembered.
At	 exactly	 the	 same	 time	 the	 following	 year,	 1990,	 a	 group	 including	 George	 Wingfield,	 John

Haddington	 (the	 present	Lord	Haddington)	 and	 the	 publisher	Michael	Cox	decided	 to	 set	 up	 a	 vigil	 at
Wansdyke,	near	Silbury	Hill.	On	 the	 first	 night,	Wingfield	 and	Haddington	 saw	 lights	 along	Wansdyke,
while	elsewhere	Michael	Cox	again	recorded	the	trilling	sound.	The	following	evening,	the	sound	began
again,	and	 the	 lights	moved	 from	Wansdyke	 into	 the	middle	of	 the	cornfield	where	 they	were	 standing:
‘They	would	flash	on	and	off	very	quickly’,	wrote	Haddington,	‘and	were	an	orange,	red	or	greenish	hue’.
Then,	as	they	watched,	hundreds	of	black	rods	began	to	jump	up	and	down	above	the	wheat.	(In	1987,

Busty	Taylor	had	succeeded	in	capturing	this	phenomenon	in	a	photograph.)	Michael	Cox	tried	to	pursue
the	trilling	sound	with	his	tape	recorder,	but	was	suddenly	overwhelmed	with	nausea,	and	his	knees	gave
way.	He	had	 to	 stagger	 to	 the	 fence	and	 sit	down;	but	he	had	again	captured	 the	 trilling	noise	on	 tape.
Haddington	remarks:	‘To	the	human	ear	this	most	musical	sound	has	the	most	beautiful	bell-like	quality,
really	indescribable	as	it	is	so	high-pitched.	This	does	not	translate	on	to	a	tape	in	a	true	fashion,	coming
out	covered	by	a	harsh	crackling,	static-like	noise	which	is	presumably	caused	by	the	discharge	of	high
energy’.	He	is	obviously	correct:	there	is	no	reason	why	a	tape	recorder	should	not	accurately	record	any
sound,	unless	the	sound	is	a	by-product	of	some	energy	vibration	that	spoils	the	recording.
When	 the	 American	 television	 investigator	 Linda	 Moulton	 Howe	 was	 in	 England	 in	 1992,	 Colin

Andrews	 told	her	 the	 story	about	visualising	a	Celtic	cross,	 and	 remarked	 that	he	 thought	 investigators
could	 influence	 the	circles.	On	22	 July	 a	group	of	 them	went	out	 circle-spotting,	 including	 a	 ‘psychic’
named	Maria	Ward.	She	told	them	that,	on	the	previous	day,	she	had	received	a	mental	 impression	of	a
design	of	a	triangle	with	a	circle	at	each	of	its	points—she	drew	it	on	request.	She	added	that	she	felt	it
had	to	do	with	Oliver	Cromwell.	Two	days	later,	this	exact	design	was	found	in	nearby	Alton	Barnes,	in	a
wheat	field	below	Oliver’s	Castle	Hill,	where	Cromwell	had	fought	Charles	I	in	1643.
The	problem	with	 such	data	 is	 that,	 scientifically	 speaking,	 it	 is	worthless.	Even	 the	 two	 published

accounts	of	the	Busty	Taylor	episode	differ	slightly:	he	says	he	only	thought	of	a	Celtic	cross,	but	did	not
mention	it;	George	Wingfield,	who	was	with	him	in	the	aeroplane,	says	he	mentioned	it.	We	can	see	how
events	are	changed	slightly	in	recollection.	And	a	scientist	would	point	out	that	no	one	could	prove	that
Colin	Andrews	visualised	a	Celtic	cross	the	night	before	one	appeared,	and	that	some	hoaxer	may	have
created	the	Alton	Barnes	triangle	after	hearing	that	a	psychic	had	predicted	it.
In	 fact,	 hoaxers	 quickly	 threw	 the	 whole	 phenomenon	 into	 doubt.	 In	 September	 1991,	 two	 elderly

landscape	painters	named	Doug	Bower	and	Dave	Chorley,	who	lived	in	Southampton,	claimed	that	they
were	 the	authors	of	most	of	 the	crop	circles,	and	that	 their	main	piece	of	equipment	was	a	short	plank.
Their	claim	was	reported	in	the	press	around	the	world,	and	many	people	felt	that	this	was	the	solution	to
the	mystery—without	reflecting	that	crop	circles	were	now	being	reported	from	all	over	the	world.	Doug



and	Dave—whose	 names	 became	 a	 synonym	 for	 hoaxing—were	 commissioned	 by	 a	 documentary	 film
maker	to	create	a	circle	design	at	East	Meon,	and	responded	with	an	admirable	pattern	like	a	dumbbell,
with	additional	designs	at	either	end—it	took	an	hour	and	a	half.	But	they	did	it	by	trampling	the	wheat,
and	using	short	planks,	often	snapping	stalks;	on	the	whole,	genuine	crop	formations	show	bent	stalks—as
if,	Linda	Howe	says,	rushing	water	had	flowed	over	them.
The	question	is	not	whether	they	were	telling	the	truth—they	obviously	were,	in	the	sense	that	they	had

undoubtedly	made	dozens	of	hoax	circles.	But	could	they	be	taken	seriously	when	they	claimed	that	they—
together	with	a	few	unconnected	hoaxers—made	all	the	circles	since	1978?	If	so,	why	did	they	wait	until
September	 1991	 to	 claim	 credit?	 It	 seems	 clear	 that	 they	 finally	 approached	 the	 now	 defunct	 Today
newspaper	 because	 they	wanted	 to	 claim	 the	 prestige	 due	 for	what	 they	 regarded	 as	 a	 kind	 of	 artistic
endeavour.	And	 obviously	 their	 story	would	 be	 far	 less	 impressive	 if	 they	 claimed	 that	 they	 had	 been
making	circles	only	for	the	past	two	or	three	years.	If	they	were	going	to	make	their	bid	for	notoriety,	they
would	want	to	claim	credit	for	all	the	circles.	But	is	it	likely	that	two	‘artists’	would	want	to	hide	their
light	under	a	bushel	for	thirteen	years?
That	many	of	the	crop	circles	are	the	work	of	hoaxers	cannot	be	doubted;	but	the	notion	that	they	are	all

by	hoaxers—including	a	circle	in	a	Japanese	rice	field,	whose	soft	Earth	would	show	footprints—is	hard
to	believe.	It	was	an	investigation	by	Terence	Meaden	in	1991	that	made	it	clear	 that	 the	hoaxer	 theory
was	inadequate.	It	was	called	‘Blue	Hill’,	and	was	funded	by	Japanese	universities,	and	associated	with
a	BBC	film	project.	Both	Meaden	and	the	BBC	installed	radar	equipment	whose	aim	was	to	detect	both
hoaxers	 and	whirlwinds.	Most	 of	 the	 six	 weeks	 of	 the	 project	 were	 uneventful,	 although	 new	 circles
appeared	further	afield.	But,	towards	the	end,	two	circles	were	found	close	at	hand	in	the	radar-booby-
trapped	 area,	 demonstrating	 fairly	 conclusively	 that	 they	 had	 not	 been	 made	 by	 either	 hoaxers	 or
whirlwinds.
Between	1991	and	1993,	an	American	biophysicist,	W.	C.	Levengood,	examined	samples	from	known

hoaxed	 circles,	 as	 well	 as	 some	 believed	 to	 be	 ‘genuine’.	He	 discovered	 that	 the	 ‘genuine’	 samples
showed	 changes	 in	 the	 cell-pits	 (in	 Britain	 called	 pips	 or	 seeds),	 enlargements	 that	 he	 was	 able	 to
reproduce	only	in	a	microwave	oven.	He	also	noted	cell	changes	in	the	hoax	samples—a	lengthening	of
the	 pits—but	 these	 were	 due	 to	 being	 trampled	 on	 and	 squeezed	 through	 the	 cell	 wall.	 Even	 though
Levengood	concluded,	 ‘Whatever	 is	doing	 these	 formations	 is	affecting	 the	 fundamental	biophysics	and
biochemistry	of	 the	plant’,	cereologists,	who	had	hoped	for	an	 instant	 test	 to	distinguish	hoaxes,	had	 to
admit	that	it	was	not	as	clear-cut	as	they	might	have	wished.
Linda	Howe	tells	how,	in	September	1992,	Levengood	was	contacted	by	a	farmer	from	Clark,	South

Dakota,	about	a	six-hundred-foot	circle	that	had	appeared	among	his	potatoes.	The	plants	were	all	dead.
Levengood	studied	the	dead	plants,	and	again	found	pit	enlargement,	often	of	more	than	a	quarter,	while
the	potatoes	themselves	had	yellow	streaks	and	cracks.
In	Austinburg,	Ohio,	a	gardener	named	Donald	Wheeler	discovered	a	large	rectangle	in	his	maize;	the

stalks	had	been	flattened	but	not	broken,	and	were	all	lying	in	the	same	direction.	The	wet	ground	showed
no	 sign	of	 footmarks.	Dr.	Levengood	 examined	maize	 from	 inside	 the	 rectangle,	 and	 undamaged	maize



from	outside.	The	‘tassels’	on	the	undamaged	corn	were	closed,	while	those	on	the	damaged	corn	were
open,	indicating	that	their	growth	had	been	somehow	accelerated.	Linda	Howe	published	photographs	of
the	wheat,	 potatoes	 and	maize	 examined	by	Levengood	 in	her	Glimpses	 of	Other	Realities,	 where	 the
difference	can	be	clearly	seen.
One	startling	development—although	at	the	time	no	one	recognised	how	startling—was	a	long	review

of	three	books	on	crop	circles	in	the	New	York	Review	on	21	November	1991.	What	was	so	unusual	was
that	 it	 was	 by	 Baron	 Zuckerman,	 one	 of	 the	 most	 distinguished	 members	 of	 Britain’s	 scientific
establishment—perhaps	the	most.	He	had	ended	a	brilliant	academic	career	as	chief	scientific	adviser	to
the	British	government.	And,	by	1991,	 he	was	 eighty-seven	years	old.	So	why	was	 such	 a	man	getting
involved	in	a	subject	that	most	scientists	dismissed	as	lunacy?
The	answer	may	lie	in	the	fact	 that	Zuckerman	had	retired	to	a	village	near	Sandringham	in	Norfolk,

and	that	Sandringham	happens	to	be	one	of	the	royal	residences.	There	is,	among	cereologists,	a	persistent
rumour	that	crop	circles	appeared	on	the	Queen’s	estate	at	Sandringham,	and	that	the	response	of	Prince
Philip	was	to	send	for	their	old	friend	Baron	Zuckerman	to	ask	his	opinion.	Zuckerman	certainly	went	to
the	trouble	of	personally	examining	a	number	of	crop	circles.
One	result	was	the	New	York	Review	article,	written	two	years	before	his	death,	and	two	years	after	his

alleged	visit	to	Sandringham.
‘Creations	of	 the	Dark’	 is	a	curious	piece.	There	 is	no	hint	of	 that	carping	 tone	 that	has	become	 the

standard	response	of	scientists	to	such	bizarre	matters.	He	begins	by	speaking	of	mysteries	of	the	British
landscape,	 like	Stonehenge,	Silbury	Hill	and	 the	white	horses	cut	 in	 the	chalk,	 then,	moving	on	 to	crop
circles,	mentions	 that	 almost	 a	 thousand	 appeared	 in	England	 between	 1980	 and	 1990.	He	 goes	 on	 to
speak	sympathetically	and	at	length	about	Pat	Delgado	and	Colin	Andrews,	authors	of	Circular	Evidence,
one	of	the	books	he	is	reviewing.
They	believe	that	the	circles	are	‘caused	by	some	supernatural	intelligence’,	he	explains—yet	still	with

no	touch	of	the	critical	scepticism	one	would	expect	of	a	senior	scientist.	Even	when	he	mentions	that	one
of	the	cornfield	inscriptions	reads	WEARENOTALONE,	it	is	with	no	hint	of	scorn.	This	appears	only	at
the	end	of	his	 summary	of	 the	views	of	Terence	Meaden,	when	he	says:	 ‘How	a	downwardly	directed
turbulent	vortex	.	.	.	could	explain	the	more	elaborate	circle	designs	is	not	touched	on	.	.	.’,	and	goes	on	to
quote	Colin	Andrews’s	criticism	that	even	a	bouncing	vortex	could	not	make	geometrical	patterns.	And,	a
few	sentences	later,	he	quotes	with	satisfaction	Wingfield’s	remark	that	rectangular	boxes	in	the	corn	have
‘driven	the	final	nail	into	the	coffin	of	the	atmospheric	vortex	theory’.
Why,	he	wants	to	know,	have	scientists	not	taken	a	more	active	interest	in	the	phenomenon?	The	owner

of	one	farm	where	Zuckerman	went	to	look	at	circles	told	him	it	was	owned	by	New	College,	Oxford,	but
that	 none	 of	 the	 science	 fellows	 there	 had	 shown	 any	 interest.	 Neither	 had	 the	 science	 teachers	 at
Marlborough	School,	only	ten	miles	away.
One	useful	step,	Zuckerman	suggests,	would	be	to	train	university	students	to	make	hoax	circles.	 If	 it

proved	to	be	easy,	that	at	least	would	be	one	established	fact.	And	if	it	proved	to	be	difficult	.	.	.	well,	we
would	be	back	at	square	one,	still	faced	with	the	mystery.



What	is	perfectly	clear,	from	Zuckerman’s	admission	that	he	has	studied	many	of	these	circles,	is	that
he	does	not	accept	either	that	they	are	natural	phenomena,	due	to	whirlwinds,	or	that	they	have	all	been
created	 by	 hoaxers.	 The	 final	 impression	 left	 by	 the	 article—and	 by	 the	 very	 fact	 that	 a	 man	 as
distinguished	 as	 Zuckerman	 had	 taken	 the	 trouble	 to	write	 it—is	 that	 he	 is	 far	 from	 dismissive	 of	 the
suggestion	that	at	least	some	of	the	circles	are	the	work	of	nonhuman	intelligences,	and	that	he	feels	that
scientists	ought	to	be	trying	to	find	out.
It	 so	happened	 that,	 on	 the	other	 side	of	 the	Atlantic,	 another	 scientist	 had	been	 corresponding	with

Zuckerman	and	was	following	his	advice.	Gerald	S.	Hawkins	was	a	British	radio	astronomer	who	had
been	professor	of	 astronomy	at	Boston	University,	 and	had	achieved	 international	 celebrity	 through	his
book	Stonehenge	Decoded	in	1965.	In	1960,	he	had	used	a	computer	to	investigate	an	idea	that	had	been
planted	 in	 his	 head	 when	 he	 attended	 a	 lecture	 on	 Stonehenge	 at	 London	 University	 in	 1949:	 that
Stonehenge	may	be	a	complex	calendar	or	computer	to	calculate	moonrise	and	sunrise	over	the	18.6-year
moon	cycle.	The	 idea,	which	caused	fierce	controversy	at	 the	 time,	 is	now	generally	accepted,	and	has
become	the	basis	of	the	new	science	of	archaeoastronomy—the	study	of	ancient	peoples’	knowledge	and
beliefs	about	celestial	phenomena.	Subsequently	he	went	on	to	apply	the	same	techniques	to	the	pyramids
of	Egypt.
Hawkins	 started	Boston	University	 research	 in	 1989,	 the	 year	 that	Time	magazine	 published	 a	 long

article	on	the	crop-circle	controversy.	He	was	intrigued	by	the	photographs,	and	by	the	comment	of	a	few
colleagues	that	perhaps	the	circles	might	provide	him	with	another	problem	for	computer	analysis.	After
all,	they	were	mostly	in	the	same	county	as	Stonehenge.	Later	that	year,	on	a	visit	to	England,	he	picked	up
a	 copy	of	Circular	Evidence	by	Andrews	 and	Delgado—which	 had	 become	 an	 unexpected	 bestseller,
demonstrating	that	the	phenomenon	was	now	arousing	worldwide	interest.
Andrews	and	Delgado	had	carefully	measured	eighteen	of	the	circles,	and	included	the	measurements

in	 their	 book.	A	 glance	 told	 Hawkins	 that	 this	 was	 not	 suitable	 material	 for	 computer	 analysis.	 The
obvious	alternative	was	a	mathematical	or	geometrical	approach—to	compare	the	size	of	the	circles.
As	a	typical	scientist,	Hawkins	had	already	plodded	through	Circular	Evidence	page	by	page.	Being

an	 astronomer,	 he	 was	 treating	 the	 book	 like	 a	 star	 catalogue.	 Andrews	 and	 Delgado	 had	 measured
twenty-five	circle	patterns	with	engineering	precision,	and	gave	 them	in	order	of	appearance.	The	 first
forty	pages	were	large	circles	with	satellites,	and	the	diameters	revealed	a	musical	fraction,	accurate	to
one	percent.	Anyone	can	check	this	from	the	book	by	just	taking	a	pocket	calculator	and	dividing	the	large
by	the	small.	One	percent,	by	the	way,	is	high	precision	for	the	circle	maker.	It	is	only	just	detectable	in	a
symphony	orchestra,	and	totally	unnoticeable	in	a	rock	group.
But	after	1986	 things	changed.	From	this	 time	on	circles	appeared	with	rings	around	 them.	Hawkins

found	the	simple	fraction	was	now	given	by	the	area	of	the	ring	divided	by	the	area	of	 the	circle.	From
schooldays	we	recall	that	ancient	area	formula,	pi-r-squared.	Modern	computer	experts	would	say,	‘Ha!
Data	compression.	We	get	a	larger	ratio	from	the	same	sized	pattern’.
The	first	step	in	his	reasoning	was	that,	if	the	first	circles	had	been	made	by	Meaden’s	vortices,	then	all

patterns	 involving	 several	 symmetrical	 circles	must	 be	 ruled	 out,	 since	 a	whirlwind	was	 not	 likely	 to



make	neat	patterns.	Which	meant	that	the	great	majority	of	circles	since	the	mid-1980s	must	be	made	by
hoaxers.	But	would	hoaxers	take	the	trouble	to	give	their	patterns	the	precision	of	geometrical	diagrams?
In	fact,	would	they	even	be	capable	of	such	precision,	working	in	the	dark,	and	on	a	large	scale?	They
would	be	 facing	 the	 same	kind	of	problem	as	 the	makers	of	 the	Nazca	 lines	 in	 the	desert	of	Peru—the
great	birds,	spiders	and	animals	drawn	on	the	sand—but	with	the	difference	that	the	Nazca	people	worked
by	 daylight	 and	 had	 an	 indefinite	 amount	 of	 time	 at	 their	 disposal,	 whereas	 the	 circle	 makers	 had	 to
complete	their	work	in	the	dark	in	a	few	hours.
Hawkins	began	by	 looking	closely	 at	 a	 ‘triplet’	 of	 circles	which	had	appeared	at	Corhampton,	near

Cheesefoot	Head	on	8	June	1988.	To	visualise	these,	imagine	two	oranges	on	a	table,	about	an	inch	apart.
Now	 imagine	 taking	 a	 small,	 flat	 piece	 of	wood—like	 the	 kind	 by	which	 you	 hold	 an	 ice	 lolly—and
laying	it	across	the	top	of	them.	Then	balance	another	orange	in	the	centre	of	the	lolly	stick,	and	you	have
a	formation	like	the	Cheesefoot	Head	circles	of	1988.
Now	even	a	nonmathematical	reader	can	see	that	 the	lolly	stick	forms	what	our	 teachers	 taught	us	 to

call	a	tangent	to	each	of	the	oranges.	And,	since	all	the	oranges	are	spaced	out	equally,	you	could	insert
two	more	lolly	sticks	between	them	to	make	two	more	tangents.	The	three	sticks	would	form	a	triangle	in
the	space	between	the	three	oranges.
That	 is	 a	 nicely	 symmetrical	 pattern.	 But,	 of	 course,	 it	 does	 not	 prove	 that	 the	 circle	makers	were

interested	in	geometry.	Perhaps	they	just	thought	there	was	something	pleasing	about	the	arrangement.
When	he	had	been	at	school,	Hawkins	had	been	made	to	study	Euclid,	the	Greek	mathematician,	born

around	300	BC,	who	had	written	the	first	textbook	of	geometry.	Euclid	is	an	acquired	taste;	either	you	like
him	or	you	don’t.	Bertrand	Russell	had	found	him	so	enjoyable	that	he	read	right	through	the	Elements	as
if	it	were	Alice	in	Wonderland.
As	an	astronomer,	Hawkins	had	always	appreciated	the	importance	of	Euclid,	in	spite	of	having	been

brow	beaten	with	him	at	school.	So	now	he	began	looking	at	his	three	circles,	and	wondering	if	they	made
a	 theorem.	He	 tried	 sticking	 his	 compass	 point	 in	 the	 centre	 of	 one	 circle,	 and	 drawing	 a	 large	 circle
whose	circumference	went	 through	 the	centres	of	 the	other	 two	circles.	He	realised,	 to	his	satisfaction,
that	the	diameter	of	the	large	circle,	compared	with	that	of	the	smaller	ones,	was	exactly	16	to	3.
So	now	he	had	a	new	theorem.	If	you	take	three	crop	circles,	and	stick	them	at	the	corners	of	a	small

equilateral	 triangle,	 then	draw	a	 large	circle	 that	passes	 through	 two	centres,	 the	 small	 circles	are	 just
three	sixteens	the	size	of	the	larger	one.
He	looked	up	his	Elements	to	see	if	Euclid	had	stumbled	on	that	one.	He	hadn’t.
Of	course,	 it	 is	not	enough	 to	work	out	a	 theorem	with	a	 ruler:	 it	has	 to	be	proved.	That	 took	many

weeks,	thinking	in	the	shower	and	while	driving.	Eventually,	he	obtained	his	proof—elegantly	simple.
After	 this	 success,	he	was	unstoppable.	Another	crop-circle	pattern,	 in	a	wheatfield	near	Guildford,

Surrey,	 showed	an	equilateral	 triangle	 inside	a	circle—so	 its	vertices	 touched	 the	circumference—then
another	circle	inside	the	triangle.	Hawkins	soon	worked	out	that	the	area	of	the	bigger	circle	is	four	times
as	large	as	the	smaller	one.
Another	circle	used	the	same	pattern,	but	with	a	square	instead	of	a	triangle.	Here,	Hawkins	worked



out,	the	bigger	circle	is	now	twice	as	large	in	area	as	the	smaller	one.
When	another	circle	replaced	the	square	with	a	hexagon,	he	worked	out	that	the	smaller	circle	is	three-

quarters	the	size	of	the	larger	one.
Now	so	far,	you	might	say,	he	had	proved	nothing	except	that	crop-circle	patterns—which	might	have

been	selected	by	chance,	like	a	child	doodling	with	a	pair	of	compasses	and	a	ruler—could	be	made	to
yield	up	some	new	theorems.	But,	early	in	the	investigation,	he	had	stumbled	upon	an	insight	that	added	a
whole	new	dimension.
It	so	happened	that	his	wife,	Julia,	had	always	had	an	ambition	to	play	the	harp.	So	Hawkins	bought	her

one.	And,	although	he	was	not	a	musician,	he	decided	to	tune	the	harp	himself.	Which	in	turn	led	him	to
teach	himself	the	elements	of	music.
The	musical	 scale,	 as	everyone	knows,	has	eight	notes—doh,	 re,	mi,	 fa,	 so,	 la,	 ti,	doh.	The	 top	doh

completes	it,	but	also	begins	a	new	octave.	These	are	the	white	notes	on	a	piano	keyboard—we	also	call
them	C,	D,	E,	F,	G,	A,	B	and	 top	C—and	we	feel	 that	 they	are	somehow	natural	and	complete.	But	 of
course	the	keyboard	also	has	black	notes,	the	semitones.	Hawkins	found	that	the	harp	sounded	better	if	he
tuned	 it	 according	 to	 the	 white	 notes—which	 are	 also	 known	 as	 the	 diatonic	 scale—and	 used
mathematical	fractions.
Now	the	reason	that	each	sounds	different	is	that	they	all	differ	in	pitch,	which	is	the	number	of	times

the	piano	string	vibrates	per	 second.	The	doh	 in	 the	middle	of	 a	piano	keyboard	 is	264	vibrations	per
second.	And	the	top	doh	is	exactly	twice	that—528	vibrations	per	second.	And	since,	to	our	Western	ears,
the	remaining	six	notes	sound	‘perfectly	spaced’,	you	might	expect	each	note	to	increase	its	vibrations	by
a	 jump	of	one	seventh,	so	 that	 re	 is	one	and	a	seventh,	mi	 is	one	and	 two-sevenths,	and	so	on.	But	our
Western	ears	deceive	us—the	notes	are	not	perfectly	spaced.	In	fact,	re	is	one	and	an	eighth,	mi	is	one	and
two-eighths,	fa	is	one	and	a	third,	soh	one	and	a	half,	la	one	and	two-thirds,	and	ti	one	and	seven-eighths.
However,	the	points	is	that	these	are	simple	fractions.	The	black	notes	are	a	different	matter.	While	re

is	one	and	an	eighth	above	doh,	the	black	note	next	to	it	(called	a	minor	third)	is	32	divided	by	27,	which
no	one	could	call	a	simple	fraction.
Now,	as	Hawkins	went	on	measuring	and	comparing	crop	circles,	he	discovered	that	most	of	the	ratios

came	out	in	simple	fractions—and,	moreover,	the	fractions	of	the	diatonic	scale,	listed	above.	The	16:3	of
the	Cheesefoot	Head	formation	was	the	note	F.	Three	well-known	circle	formations	yielded	5:4,	the	note
E,	3:2,	the	note	G,	and	5:3,	the	note	A.	A	few,	where	circles	and	diameters	were	compared,	yielded	two
notes.
If	Doug	 and	Dave,	 or	 other	 hoaxers,	 had	 been	 responsible	 for	 the	 crop	 circles,	 then	 the	 odds	were

thousands	 to	 one	 against	 this	 happening	 (Hawkins	 calculated	 them	 as	 25,000	 to	 1).	 In	 fact,	 Hawkins
studied	a	number	of	circles	that	Doug	and	Dave	admitted	to,	and	found	no	diatonic	ratios	in	any	of	them.
Now	 it	 is	 true	 that	 not	 every	 circle	 revealed	 this	 musical	 code.	Out	 of	 the	 first	 eighteen	 Hawkins

studied,	only	eleven	were	‘diatonic’.	The	answer	may	be	that	Doug	and	Dave	had	made	the	other	seven.
Or	that	some	of	the	‘circle	makers’	were	not	musical.	Yet	almost	two-thirds	was	an	impressive	number,
far	beyond	statistical	probability.



So	Hawkins	felt	he	had	stumbled	on	a	discovery	that	was	as	interesting	as	any	he	had	ever	made.	If	the
‘circle	makers’	were	human	hoaxers,	then	they	had	devised	a	highly	sophisticated	code.
But	why	 bother	with	 a	 code?	Why	 not	 simply	 spell	 out	 the	message,	 like	 the	WEARENOTALONE

inscription,	 which	 is	 claimed	 by	 Doug	 and	 Dave?	 An	 obvious	 answer	 suggests	 itself.
WEARENOTALONE	 sounds	 like	 Doug	 and	 Dave.	 But	 a	 code	 of	 diatonic	 ratios	 is	 almost	 certainly
beyond	Doug	and	Dave.
Following	 the	 advice	 of	 Lord	 Zuckerman,	 Gerald	 Hawkins	 sent	 off	 an	 account	 of	 his	 findings	 to

Nature,	the	prestigious	magazine	for	publishing	new	and	yet-to-be-explained	discoveries.	In	1963,	Nature
had	published	his	work	on	Stonehenge,	but	now	in	July	1991	the	editor	balked,	saying:	your	findings	do
not	 ‘provide	a	 sufficient	 advance	 towards	understanding	 the	origin	of	 crop	circles	 to	 excite	 immediate
interest	of	a	wide	scientific	audience’.
It	was	 like	 asking	 an	 astronomer	 to	 explain	 the	 origin	 of	 the	 stars,	 sun	 or	moon.	Hawkins,	 like	 any

careful	 research	 scientist,	 does	 not	 rush	 in	with	 a	 theory.	He	 looks	 at	 the	 facts	 that	 are	 there.	 Edmund
Hilary	did	not	ask	for	the	theory	of	origin	of	Mount	Everest,	he	climbed	it	because	it	was	there.
Even	now	as	I	prod	and	poke,	I	cannot	get	Hawkins	to	come	out	with	an	origin.	For	him,	 the	game’s

afoot.	He	continues	to	investigate	the	theory	of	hoaxers	as	Zuckerman	suggested,	but	what	he	has	found	in
the	intellectual	profile	has	made	him	even	more	cautious.	Now	he	talks	about	‘circle	makers’,	a	tautology
that	neatly	covers	hoaxers	and	all	possible	origins.
But	let	us	go	back	to	the	basic	question.	If	there	is	a	complex	geometry	hidden	in	the	circles,	does	this

not	 suggest	 that	 nonhuman	 intelligences	 are	 trying	 to	 communicate	 with	 us?	 If	 Hawkins’s	 geometry
leads	us	to	conclude	that	the	answer	is	yes,	then	we	have	decided	a	question	that	has	been	preoccupying
scientists	for	well	over	two	centuries:	the	question	of	whether	we	are	alone	in	the	universe,	or	whether
there	are	other	intelligent	beings.
But	then,	others	have	believed	they	had	solved	that	problem,	and	have	been	proved	mistaken.	In	1877,

the	Italian	astronomer	Giovanni	Schiaparelli	studied	Mars	on	one	of	its	closest	approaches	to	Earth,	and
believed	he	saw	lines	that	looked	like	rivers	on	its	surface.	He	called	them	canali	and	included	them	on
his	map	of	Mars.	Canali	means	‘channels’,	but	it	was	translated	into	English	as	‘canals’,	and	soon	half	the
civilised	world	believed	that	Mars	was	the	home	of	a	superintelligent	but	dying	race	who	had	built	canals
to	bring	water	from	the	polar	icecaps	to	the	tropics;	the	idea	inspired	H.	G.	Wells	to	write	his	novel	The
War	 of	 the	 Worlds.	 Then	 the	 American	 astronomer	 Percival	 Lowell	 looked	 at	 Mars	 through	 a	 more
powerful	telescope,	and	saw	the	canals	even	more	clearly.	His	books	arguing	that	 there	 is	 life	on	Mars
caused	great	excitement.	But	all	these	dreams	of	Martian	civilisation	came	to	an	end	when	the	Mariner	4
space	probe	sped	past	Mars	in	1965,	and	its	photographs	showed	a	surface	as	bleak	and	dead	as	the	moon
—and	 without	 canals.	 Our	 eyes	 join	 up	 dots	 that	 are	 close	 together	 to	 form	 lines,	 and	 Lowell	 and
Schiaparelli	had	been	victims	of	this	illusion.
In	 July	 1976,	when	 the	Viking	 1	 orbiter	 began	 sending	 back	 photographs	 of	 the	 surface	 of	Mars,	 a

NASA	 researcher	 named	 Toby	 Owens	 observed	 what	 looked	 like	 an	 enormous	 face	 in	 the	 Plain	 of
Cydonia.	Mentioned	at	a	NASA	press	conference	as	a	kind	of	joke,	the	‘face	on	Mars’	was	soon	exciting



widespread	attention.	Richard	Hoagland,	a	former	NASA	adviser,	argued	that	the	face,	and	what	look	like
other	‘man-made’	(or	Martian-made)	structures	in	the	same	area,	prove	that	Mars	was	once	the	home	of	a
technically	accomplished	civilisation.	Sceptics	replied	that	the	face,	and	other	such	structures,	are	natural
features,	and	that	they	are	no	more	significant	than	the	face	of	the	man	in	the	moon.
There	 is,	 however,	 a	 basic	 difference	between	 the	 approaches	of	Lowell	 and	Hoagland,	 and	 that	 of

Hawkins.	 Lowell’s	 evidence	 depended	 on	 what	 he	 saw—or	 thought	 he	 saw—through	 a	 telescope,
Hoagland’s	upon	blurry	photographs	taken	from	miles	above	Mars.	Hawkins	has	argued	that	many	of	the
crop	 circles	 show	 too	 much	 geometrical	 sophistication	 to	 be	 by	 hoaxers,	 and	 that,	 moreover,	 the
underlying	pattern	of	diatonic	ratios	is	too	precise	to	be	an	accident.	For	the	crop	circles,	the	odds	against
an	accident	are	about	400,000	to	1,	something	like	getting	7	sixes	in	ten	throws	of	the	dice’.
Moreover,	Hawkins’s	work	on	the	four	theorems	made	him	aware	that	they	were	all	special	cases	of	a

fifth	theorem.	One	of	his	advantages	as	a	scientist	was	a	naturally	visual	 imagination,	 the	ability	 to	see
shapes	and	patterns	in	his	head.	(It	is	sometimes	called	eidetic	imagery.)	He	drew	the	second	theorem	in
his	head,	then	contracted	the	circles	and	changed	the	shapes	until	he	had	the	third	and	fourth	theorems—
then	realised	they	all	sprang	out	of	a	more	general	theorem	about	triangles	in	concentric	circles.
The	existence	of	 this	fifth	 theorem	was	revealed	in	Science	News	 for	1	February	1992,	 in	an	article

entitled	 ‘Euclid’s	 Crop	 Circles’,	 by	 Ivars	 Peterson.	 He	 begins	 by	 describing	 crop	 circles,	 and	 how
farmers	are	plagued	with	‘some	enigmatic	nocturnal	pest’.
Peterson	takes,	of	course,	the	view	that	the	circle	makers	are	quite	definitely	human	hoaxers.	After	all,

if	a	respectable	science	magazine	is	to	agree	that	crop-circle	theorems	are	not	a	matter	of	chance,	then	it
is	 also	 forced	 to	 conclude	 that	 someone	 put	 them	 there.	 And,	 since	 extraterrestrial	 intelligences	 are
unthinkable,	then	it	had	to	be	hoaxers.
The	article	goes	on	to	say	that	Hawkins	wrote	a	letter	to	Doug	Bower	and	Dave	Chorley,	asking	them

how	they	had	managed	to	incorporate	diatonic	ratios	into	the	‘artwork’,	and	concludes,	‘The	media	did
not	give	you	credit	for	the	unusual	cleverness	behind	the	design	of	the	patterns’.
Doug	and	Dave,	apparently,	decided	not	to	reply.
Peterson	 goes	 on	 to	 describe	 how	 Hawkins	 had	 discovered	 the	 4:3	 ratio	 in	 the	 Cheesefoot	 Head

design,	and	how	he	had	then	discovered	three	more	theorems	in	designs	involving	triangles,	squares,	and
hexagons.	But	then	he	realised	that	these	could	all	be	derived	from	a	fifth	theorem.

The	hoaxers	apparently	had	the	requisite	knowledge	not	only	to	prove	a	Euclidean	theorem	but
also	to	conceive	of	an	original	theorem	in	the	first	place—a	far	more	challenging	task.	To	show
how	difficult	such	a	task	can	be,	Hawkins	often	playfully	refuses	to	divulge	his	fifth	theorem,
inviting	anyone	interested	to	come	up	with	the	theorem	itself	before	trying	to	prove	it.
What	Hawkins	now	has	[Peterson	concludes]	is	an	intellectual	fingerprint	of	the	hoaxers

involved.	‘One	has	to	admire	this	sort	of	mind,	let	alone	how	it’s	done	or	why	it’s	done’,	he	says.
Did	Chorley	and	Bower	have	the	mathematical	sophistication	to	depict	novel	Euclidean

theorems	in	the	wheat?
Perhaps	Euclid’s	ghost	is	stalking	the	English	countryside	by	night,	leaving	his	distinctive	mark

wherever	he	happens	to	alight.
(Peterson,	‘Euclid’s	Crop	Circles’)



Hawkins	learnt	later	that	the	editor	had	cut	out	the	reference	to	Euclid’s	ghost,	which	was	originally	in
the	first	paragraph.	Somehow,	the	writer	got	it	reinstated	at	the	end	of	the	article.	‘Euclid’s	ghost’	clearly
implies	more	than	two	hoaxers	called	Doug	and	Dave.
In	 September	 1995,	 another	magazine,	 the	Mathematics	 Teacher,	 ran	 an	 article	 on	 Hawkins	 called

‘Geometry	 in	English	Wheat	Fields’.	This	 also	 accepted	 that	 the	 four	 theorems	were	 not	 simply	 being
‘read	 into’	 the	crop	circles.	And,	 like	Science	News,	 it	 took	 it	 for	 granted	 that	 the	 circle	makers	were
hoaxers.	It	challenged	its	seventy	thousand	readers	to	work	out	the	fifth	theorem	from	which	the	other	four
were	 derived	 (none	 succeeded),	 adding	 that,	 so	 far,	 the	 circle	 makers	 themselves	 had	 not	 shown	 any
knowledge	of	it.
They	were	behind	the	times.
At	one	point,	wondering	what	patterns	would	appear	next,	Hawkins	had	hoped	 that	 it	would	be	four

concentric	circles,	with	a	triangle	whose	sides	formed	chords	to	three	of	them—the	basic	diagram	of	his
fifth	theorem.	In	fact	the	circle	makers	went	one	better.
At	Litchfield,	Hampshire,	on	6	July	1995,	a	250-foot	circle	appeared	with	eight	concentric	circles,	as

well	as	a	surround	of	half-circles	made	to	look	like	intestines.	Hawkins	realised	 that	 the	circle	makers
were	ahead	of	him.	They	were	pointing	out	that	there	was	a	whole	geometry	of	concentric	circles.	He	felt
that	it	was	as	if	they	were	sticking	out	their	tongues	and	saying:	‘Get	a	move	on!’
Hawkins	 contacted	 the	 Mathematics	 Teacher,	 and	 told	 them	 that	 the	 circle	 makers	 had	 now

demonstrated	knowledge	of	his	fifth	theorem.	But	the	editor	said	that	the	article	was	already	in	the	press,
and	it	was	too	late	to	change.
Hawkins’s	increasing	conviction	that	the	circle	makers	were	intelligent	was	increased	by	the	curious

affair	of	the	runic	cipher.
In	 late	 July	 1991,	 an	 American	 named	 John	 Beckjord	 cut	 out—with	 the	 farmer’s	 permission—a

message,	TALK	TO	US,	in	a	field	near	Alton	Barnes,	Wiltshire.	He	wrote	it	on	a	double	row	of	straight
tractor	lines.	A	week	later,	a	circle	spotter	in	an	aeroplane	saw	a	curious	set	of	markings	at	Milk	Hill,	not
far	from	Beckjord’s	message,	which	was	also	on	a	double	row	of	straight	tractor	lines.	But	 the	‘letters’
made	no	sense;	Beckjord	thought	the	message	was	in	Korean,	while	someone	else	suggested	Atlantean.
Clearly,	the	obvious	assumption	was	that	this	was	the	work	of	a	hoaxer.
Someone	sent	Gerald	Hawkins	a	copy.	The	first	thing	that	struck	him	was	that	the	whole	thing	showed	a

care	and	precision	that	argued	that	someone	meant	something	by	it.	This	was	also	the	opinion	of	a	number
of	trained	cryptologists	to	whom	he	showed	it.	And	three	sets	of	parallel	 lines	at	 the	beginning,	middle
and	 end	 suggested	 that	 they	 were	 intended	 as	 word-dividers.	 In	 which	 case,	 the	 message	 seemed	 to
consist	of	two	words—the	first	of	six	letters,	the	second	of	five.
Meanwhile,	one	of	the	cryptologists	had	recognised	that	the	symbols	were	runes—letters	of	the	ancient

Germanic	alphabet.	But	 that	brought	 the	solution	no	closer,	 for	 in	 runes	 the	message	spelled	 ‘DPPDSD
XIVDI’,	where	the	X	is	a	non-runic	letter	looking	like	a	capital	I.
Sherlock	Holmes	had	been	confronted	with	a	similar	problem	in	a	story	called	‘The	Dancing	Men’,	in

which	 the	 newly	 married	 wife	 of	 a	 Norfolk	 squire	 is	 driven	 to	 despair	 by	 a	 series	 of	 strange	 notes



containing	matchstick	men	in	various	positions.	They	are	sent	by	a	former	lover	who	is	determined	to	get
her	back.
Holmes	recognises	that	the	dancing	men	stand	for	letters	of	the	alphabet,	and,	since	the	most	frequently

used	letter	is	E,	is	quickly	able	to	identify	the	E.	He	also	reasons	that,	when	the	figures	hold	a	small	flag,
this	symbolises	the	end	of	a	word.	A	chain	of	similar	reasoning	gradually	breaks	the	code—although	not
before	the	husband	has	been	murdered	and	the	lady	attempted	suicide.
In	the	Milk	Hill	message,	the	first	word	contains	the	same	letter—a	kind	of	square-looking	 I—at	 the

beginning,	middle,	and	end.	And	the	opening	letter	is	followed	by	two	identical	letters	looking	like	square
C’s.
We	use	double	consonants—BB,	CC,	DD,	FF—far	more	than	double	vowels.	So	the	chances	are	that

the	first	letter	is	a	vowel,	followed	by	a	double	consonant,	followed	by	the	same	vowel,	followed	by	an
unknown	consonant,	 followed	by	 the	same	vowel	again.	 It	could,	 for	example,	be	effete.	And	 the	 same
vowel	occurs	as	the	penultimate	letter	of	the	second	word.
Julia	 Hawkins,	 an	 anthropologist,	 had	 Sylvester	 Mawson’s	Dictionary	 of	 Foreign	 Terms,	 a	 book

containing	eighteen	thousand	common	phrases	in	forty-two	languages,	from	French	and	Latin	to	Hindustani
and	Russian	in	her	library.	Hawkins	plodded	steadily	through	it	until	he	finally	found	a	word	of	six	letters
that	fitted.	It	was	the	Latin	oppono,	meaning	‘I	oppose’.
If	that	was	correct,	the	penultimate	letter	of	the	last	word	was	O.	And	since	that	was	followed	by	an

unknown	letter,	the	word	ending	was	probably	OS.	That	also	gave	the	second	letter,	so	the	message	now
read	 ‘OPPONO	 _S_OS’.	What	 would	 the	 writer	 be	 opposing?	 Another	 long	 search	 suggested	 astos,
meaning	‘acts	of	craft	and	cunning’—or	frauds.	So	the	script	could	be	translated	as	‘I	am	against	frauds’
or	‘I	am	against	hoaxes’—a	sentiment	that	might	well	be	felt	by	a	genuine	circle	maker.
But,	if	the	circle	makers	were	using	a	runic	alphabet,	why	did	they	change	its	letters?	The	answer	may

be	that	they	didn’t.	For	example,	the	runic	P	is	a	square	C,	as	in	‘OPPONO’.	And,	in	a	slightly	different
version	of	the	runic	alphabet	used	by	the	Knights	Templars,	O	is	identical	with	the	O	used	here,	except
that	 it	 is	 upside	down.	Runes	were	 not	 standardised,	 like	 our	modern	 alphabet;	 the	 circle	makers	may
have	been	using	another	version	of	the	runic	alphabet.
Hawkins’s	solution	was	published	in	the	magazine	The	Cereologist	(no.	3).	The	magazine	also	offered

a	prize	of	£100	for	a	more	plausible	rendering;	many	tried,	but	no	one	succeeded.
Even	 those	 who	 feel	 that	 Hawkins	 was	 wasting	 his	 time	 will	 acknowledge	 that	 his	 approach	 was

impeccably	 scientific.	 Given	 his	 initial	 assumption	 that	 the	 script	 was	 not	 a	 meaningless	 jumble	 of
symbols,	the	rest	follows—although	it	is	just	possible	that	some	other	solution	might	be	found	in	Korean
or	Armenian	or	Icelandic.
What	may	bother	 other	 readers	 is	 the	 assumption	 that	 the	 script	was	meaningful.	 If	 it	 was	 a	 hoaxer,

perhaps	 responding	 to	Beckjord’s	TALK	TO	US,	 then	he	would	be	much	more	 likely	 to	write	 random
nonsense.	But	if	it	was	not	a	hoaxer,	then	we	are	asked	to	believe	that	some	extraterrestrial	intelligence
was	writing	 in	Latin	 to	express	 its	annoyance	with	hoaxers	 like	Doug	and	Dave.	Surely	 that	 is	 too	far-
fetched	to	make	sense?



But	 then,	 the	 same	 argument	 applies	 to	 crop	 circles	 in	 general.	 Is	 it	 not	more	 likely	 that	 they	were
simply	patterns	made	for	fun?
Against	this	objection,	two	facts	stand	out	clearly.	One	is	 that,	 for	whatever	reason,	Lord	Zuckerman

decided	to	make	a	close	study	of	the	circles,	and	ended	by	being	more	than	half	convinced	that	they	were
not	 the	work	of	 hoaxers	 or	whirlwinds.	The	 second	 is	 that	Gerald	Hawkins	 concluded	 that	 the	 circles
showed	signs	of	more	care	and	intelligence	than	would	be	expected	of	hoaxers.	If	two	scientists,	both	pre-
eminent	in	their	own	field,	decide	that	the	circles	are	worth	serious	attention,	then	are	most	of	us	justified
in	dismissing	them	as	unimportant?
For	me,	 an	equally	 interesting	question	 is:	why	did	Zuckerman	 and	Hawkins	 take	 the	 risk	 of	 having

their	names	associated	with	 the	 ‘lunatic	 fringe’	by	displaying	an	 interest	 in	crop	circles?	There	 can	be
only	one	answer:	that	both	were	carried	away	by	a	powerful	first	impression	that	this	was	no	hoax—that
something	or	someone	was	trying	to	communicate.
And,	although	Hawkins	decided	to	hold	back	on	publishing	his	investigation	in	1993,	after	Linda	Howe

had	published	the	first	four	theorems	in	her	Glimpses	of	Other	Realities,	his	communications	with	me	up
to	the	end	of	1997	make	it	clear	that	he	remains	as	actively	interested	as	ever.
In	due	course,	his	fifth	theorem	became	available	on	request	from	the	National	Council	of	Teachers	of

Mathematics.	 But	 the	Mathematics	 Teacher	 decided	 against	 publishing	 it	 for	 the	 time	 being,	 perhaps
feeling	that	mathematics	in	a	cornfield	was	getting	beyond	the	bounds	of	scientific	propriety.
If	so,	they	were	not	far	wrong.	Looking	back	over	the	history	of	crop	circles	since	1980,	it	looked	as	if

the	circle	makers	were	engaged	in	a	kind	of	argument	with	those	who	did	not	believe	they	were	real.	First
the	circles	were	blamed	on	midsummer	whirlwinds,	but,	as	the	circle	makers	began	making	several	at	the
same	 time,	 this	 explanation	became	more	 and	more	unsatisfactory.	As	multiple	whirlwinds—and	 other
such	 absurdities—were	 postulated,	 they	 began	 adding	 lines,	 which	 could	 hardly	 be	 formed	 by
whirlwinds.	When	Hawkins	recognised	their	geometry,	and	their	diatonic	ratios,	they	began	making	them
increasingly	complex,	with	triangles,	squares	and	hexagons,	and	finally	targets.
But	a	change	in	direction	had	been	apparent	since	a	design	that	had	appeared	at	Alton	Barnes	in	July

1990,	with	more	than	half	a	dozen	circles	joined	by	lines,	and	with	objects	like	keys	or	runes	sticking	out
of	the	side.	The	same	night,	its	twin	appeared	near	the	Allington	White	Horse.	(Crop	figures	had	always
shown	a	tendency	to	appear	near	ancient	sites.)	From	then	on,	an	increasing	number	of	circles	seemed	to
have	a	symbolic	rather	than	geometrical	significance—some,	for	example,	resembled	signs	of	the	zodiac.
If	hoaxers	were	responsible,	then	we	might	have	assumed	that	their	passion	for	practical	jokes	would

diminish	 after	 Doug	 and	 Dave	 confessed.	 In	 fact,	 their	 number	 has	 remained	 undiminished—in	 1996,
according	to	Bob	Rickard,	it	actually	increased.	Perhaps	hoaxers	have	turned	it	into	a	sport,	like	bungee
jumping.	On	the	other	hand,	perhaps	the	circle	makers	have	decided	to	go	on	trying	to	communicate	until
they	are	understood.
I	 came	 upon	 Hawkins	 and	 his	 theory	 by	 a	 fortunate	 accident.	 After	 my	 lecture	 at	 the	 Fortfest	 in

Washington	in	1995,	I	strolled	to	the	back	of	the	hall,	and	met	the	conference	organiser,	Phyllis	Benjamin.
The	man	standing	with	her	looked	vaguely	familiar.	She	asked	me,	‘Do	you	know	Gerald	Hawkins?’



In	 fact,	 we	 had	 met	 at	 some	 academic	 conference	 years	 before.	 We	 exchanged	 greetings,	 and	 I
mentioned	that	I	had	recently	reread	his	Beyond	Stonehenge	in	the	course	of	writing	a	book	on	the	Sphinx
and	ancient	civilisations;	then	the	next	lecture	started,	and	we	had	to	curtail	the	conversation.
After	John	Mack’s	Abduction	had	aroused	my	interest	in	the	abduction	phenomenon,	I	began	adding	to

my	out-of-date	collection	of	books	on	UFOs,	which	I	had	picked	up	en	masse	in	a	second-hand	shop	 in
Plymouth	 in	 the	mid-1960s—such	works	 as	The	Case	 for	 the	UFO	by	M.	K.	Jessup	 and	 the	 books	 of
George	Adamski.	Seeking	out	the	latest	books	on	the	phenomenon,	I	came	upon	Close	Encounters	of	the
Fourth	Kind	by	C.	D.	B.	(Courty)	Bryan.	It	was	an	account	of	a	five-day	conference	on	UFO	abductions
held	 at	 the	 Massachusetts	 Institute	 of	 Technology	 in	 June	 1992.	 MIT	 is,	 of	 course,	 one	 of	 the	 most
prestigious	 institutions	of	 scientific	 learning	 in	 the	US,	and	 I	was	surprised	 that	 it	 should	be	willing	 to
play	host	to	a	subject	which,	only	a	few	years	before,	had	been	regarded	by	scientists	with	contempt	and
derision.
Bryan,	an	American	journalist,	went	 to	 the	conference	in	a	mood	of	 total	scepticism.	His	 large	book

makes	it	clear	that	he	ended	by	recognising	that	open-mindedness	is	a	better	attitude.
One	of	the	people	he	met	at	the	conference	was	Linda	Moulton	Howe,	author	of	An	Alien	Harvest,	one

of	 the	 first	 to	 conduct	 extensive	 investigations	of	 cattle	mutilations,	 and	 their	 possible	 connection	with
UFOs.	It	was	Linda	Howe	who	told	him	about	crop	circles—how	there	had	been	around	two	thousand	in
the	1980s,	from	all	over	the	world.	She	mentioned	the	conclusions	of	Dr.	Levengood,	who	stated	that	the
affected	corn	would	have	had	 to	be	subjected	 to	 the	kind	of	heat	 found	 in	a	microwave	oven.	She	 then
went	on	to	discuss	the	ideas	of	Gerald	Hawkins	at	some	length.
Here,	I	felt,	was	something	that	looked	a	little	more	solid	than	‘contact’	stories	like	those	described	in

Uri	and	Prelude	to	the	Landing	on	Planet	Earth.	I	lost	no	time	in	ringing	Phyllis	Benjamin	to	get	Gerald
Hawkins’s	address	and	phone	number.	Soon	after	that	I	was	speaking	to	him	on	the	phone.
He	is	an	easy	man	to	talk	to,	generous	with	his	time	and	ideas.	He	began	by	advising	me	to	purchase	the

Harvard	Dictionary	of	Music	 to	pick	up	 the	necessary	 technical	background.	 (Although	 I	 have	 always
been	an	avid	 listener—and	collector	of	gramophone	records—I	have	never	 learnt	 to	 read	music.)	And,
not	long	after	this,	a	fat	envelope	arrived,	containing	articles	about	his	investigations,	accounts	of	the	five
theorems,	and	even	a	copy	of	Zuckerman’s	‘Creations	of	the	Dark’	review.
By	 this	 time,	 I	 had	 also	 laid	my	 hands	 on	 the	most	 important	 of	 his	 later	 books,	Mindsteps	 to	 the

Cosmos	(1983).	The	premise	of	that	book	is	that	mankind	periodically	goes	through	what	Hawkins	calls	a
‘cosmic	mindstep’,	a	new,	revolutionary	change	in	man’s	perspective	on	the	universe.
Hawkins	is	talking	about	‘mindsteps’	in	astronomy,	but	they	could	apply	just	as	well	to	the	whole	field

of	human	evolution.
To	begin	with,	says	Hawkins,	man	was	little	more	than	an	animal,	stuck	firmly	on	Earth.	Then	he	began

to	take	notice	of	the	heavens,	and	to	invent	myths	in	which	the	heavenly	bodies	are	gods—he	demonstrates
that	the	Babylonian	Epic	of	Gilgamesh	is	about	gods	who	are	also	the	sun,	moon	and	planets.	This	was
Mindstep	1.	Then	came	the	Greeks,	who	studied	the	heavens,	and	tried	to	explain	the	movements	of	the
heavenly	bodies—Mindstep	2.	But,	since	Ptolemy	placed	the	Earth	firmly	at	the	centre	of	the	universe,	his



scheme	was	impossibly	complicated.	It	was	not	until	Copernicus	placed	the	sun	at	the	centre	of	the	solar
system	that	the	next	great	mindstep	took	place.	The	invention	of	printing	also	brought	about	a	‘knowledge
explosion’.
The	next	 step	was	 the	age	of	space,	when	man	began	 looking	 to	other	galaxies,	and	 finally	began	 to

grasp	the	size	of	the	universe.	This	was	Mindstep	4.
And	the	next	mindstep?	Could	it	be	some	totally	new	technology,	enabling	us	to	explore	the	universe?

Or	perhaps	contact	with	extraterrestrial	civilisations?
And	now,	suddenly,	I	began	to	see	why,	unlike	most	of	his	fellow	scientists,	Hawkins	was	willing	to

admit	the	possibility	that	the	crop	circles	might	be	some	form	of	intelligent	communication.	Mindsteps	to
the	Cosmos	 is	a	book	about	a	vision—a	clear	 recognition	of	how	far	man	has	come	 in	a	 few	thousand
years.	But,	as	man	looks	outward	to	a	universe	of	black	holes	and	cosmic	gushers,	the	question	of	meaning
becomes	more	insistent.	Is	man	alone	in	the	universe?	Or	is	he	a	part	of	some	vast	and	intelligible	pattern
of	 life?	Should	our	knowledge	of	 the	size	of	 the	universe	make	us	 feel	more	 lonely	and	frightened?	Or
should	it	make	us	feel	that,	in	some	strange	sense,	we	‘belong’,	that	we	are	a	part	of	the	universe,	as	our
individual	cells	are	a	part	of	our	bodies?
A	few	decades	ago,	a	scientist	who	looked	for	‘meaning’	in	the	universe	would	have	been	regarded	by

his	 colleagues	 as	 downright	 dishonest.	 The	 universe	 is	 self-evidently	made	 of	 matter,	 and	 it	 operates
according	to	material	laws.	Man	is	merely	a	product	of	these	material	laws,	and	has	no	more	‘meaning’
than	the	wind	and	the	rain.	Man’s	notion	that	he	is	a	priveleged	species	is	a	delusion.	He	is	a	product	of
mere	chance.
But	there	were	a	few	scientists	who	questioned	these	views—on	purely	scientific	grounds.	Around	the

turn	of	the	century,	a	Harvard	biochemist,	Lawrence	J.	Henderson,	noted	that	life	could	not	exist	without
certain	unique	and	quirky	properties	of	water,	such	as	surface	tension	and	the	tendency	to	expand	when
frozen.	 Similarly,	 the	 astronomer	 Fred	 Hoyle	 has	 argued	 that	 the	 universe	 seems	 oddly	 suited	 to	 the
existence	of	life:	alter	just	one	or	two	of	the	conditions	very	slightly—like	the	way	carbon	is	converted
into	oxygen	by	collision	with	 a	helium	atom—and	 life	would	be	 impossible.	 It	 is,	 he	 says,	 as	 if	 some
‘superintendent’	has	‘monkeyed	with	the	physics’	to	make	life	possible.
In	 the	 early	 1970s,	 the	 astronomer	 Brandon	 Carter,	 of	 the	 Paris	 Observatory,	 also	 noted	 these

‘coincidences’	that	made	life	possible.	For	example,	 if	 the	relative	strength	of	the	nuclear	force	and	the
electromagnetic	force	were	different,	carbon	could	not	exist,	and	carbon	is	 the	basis	of	 life.	Noting	 the
high	 number	 of	 such	 ‘extraordinary	 coincidences’,	 Brandon	 Carter	 suggested	 that	 the	 universe	had	 to
create	 observers	 (i.e.,	 us)	 at	 some	 stage.	 This	 became	 known	 as	 the	 ‘strong	 anthropic	 principle’—the
notion	that	intelligent	life	had	to	come	into	existence.
In	their	book	The	Anthropic	Cosmological	Principle	(1986),	John	D.	Barrow	and	Frank	J.	Tipler—an

astronomer	and	a	physicist—point	out	 that,	 so	 far,	 life	 seems	 to	have	had	very	 little	effect	on	 this	vast
material	universe,	and	that,	if	it	died	out	at	this	stage,	it	would	be	with	a	whimper	rather	than	a	bang.	So
why	did	the	universe	bring	it	into	existence	in	the	first	place?
This	may	sound	like	the	familiar	complaint	of	poets	and	philosophers:	why	does	God	permit	tragedy,



etc.?	But	that	is	to	miss	its	point.	For	the	question	is	not	based	on	the	assumption	of	a	benevolent	god,	but
upon	such	matters	as	‘extraordinary	coincidences’	in	physics,	and	the	‘Large	Numbers	Hypothesis’	of	the
cosmologist	Paul	Dirac.
Barrow	and	Tipler	ask:	 if	 life	had	 to	 come	 into	 existence,	does	not	 this	 at	 least	 suggest	 that	 it	must

eventually	go	on	to	colonise	the	whole	universe?	The	question	sounds	as	 if	 it	contains	some	element	of
religious	optimism,	so	again	it	must	be	emphasised	that	it	is	strictly	logical	and	scientific.	If	the	laws	of
nature	 brought	 life	 into	 existence—laws	 that	 sometimes	 look	 as	 if	 some	 superintendent	 has	 been
monkeying	with	the	physics—is	it	not	conceivable	that	the	same	laws	dictate	that	life	will	never	die	out?
Of	course,	it	is	also	possible	that	the	laws	contain	some	principle	that	dictates	that	life	must	die	out—

for	example,	when	the	universe	reaches	the	limits	of	its	expansion,	and	begins	to	contract.	Yet	it	is	hard	to
see	that	this	makes	sense.	Think	of	an	ordinary	explosion—a	bomb,	for	example,	or	a	volcano.	It	creates
only	chaos.	But,	when	the	universe	came	into	existence	fifteen	billion	years	ago—as	most	cosmologists
think	it	did—with	a	big	bang,	it	produced	huge	stars,	whose	immense	inner	pressure	produced	the	heavy
elements,	which	in	turn	produced	life.	Now	life	may	be	an	accidental	by-product,	like	fungus	on	a	wall,
but	it	is	also	intelligent	and	adaptive	and	enduring.	So	what	Barrow	and	Tipler	call	‘the	Final	Anthropic
Principle’	could	be	correct	after	all.
But	perhaps	this	discussion	is	taking	us	too	far	away	from	the	simple	facts	with	which	we	began—such

as	crop	circles,	abductions,	and	entities	that	claim	to	have	come	from	the	stars.	Let	us	take	a	deep	breath
and	return	to	the	facts.



3
HOW	TO	GET	PEOPLE	CONFUSED

In	the	third	week	of	November	1996,	I	was	in	Los	Angeles,	filming	part	of	a	television	documentary	at	the
famous	tar	pit	of	La	Brea—which	can	be	found,	still	bubbling	ominously	below	a	watery	surface,	in	the
grounds	of	the	George	C.	Page	Museum.	Thousands	of	animals	died	as	 they	wandered	 incautiously	 into
the	oily	swamp	to	drink	the	water,	including	giant	sloths,	mammoths,	mastodons,	and	sabre-toothed	tigers.
But,	as	far	as	 the	television	programme	was	concerned,	I	was	less	 interested	in	these	animals	who	had
died	over	tens	of	thousands	of	years	than	in	the	evidence	of	a	sudden	mass	extinction	around	11,000	BC.
The	evidence	seemed	to	show	that	more	than	a	dozen	species	had	been	simply	wiped	out	over	a	period	of
a	mere	twenty-five	years.	That	suggested	some	sudden	catastrophe,	such	as	the	impact	of	a	giant	meteor,
or	some	convulsion	of	the	Earth’s	crust	that	caused	earthquakes	and	volcanic	eruptions.
Now	my	own	suspicion	was	that	a	professor	of	anthropology	named	Charles	H.	Hapgood	had	correctly

diagnosed	the	cause	of	the	extinction.	He	had	first	suggested	the	theory	in	a	book	called	Earth’s	Shifting
Crust,	in	1959.	What	Hapgood	suggested	was	that	the	crust	of	the	Earth	was	a	thin	skin,	which	rested	on	a
liquid	mantle	 rather	 like	 the	 skin	 that	 forms	on	boiled	milk	or	gravy.	The	build-up	of	 ice	 can	 induce	a
sudden	wobble	that	causes	the	crust	to	slip	on	the	mantle;	the	result	is	that	whole	continents	move.	Lands
that	were	subtropical,	like	Siberia,	move	into	colder	regions,	while	India	and	Africa,	once	buried	under
ice	 sheets,	 slide	 towards	 the	 equator.	 Einstein	 was	 so	 impressed	 by	 the	 theory	 that	 he	 wrote	 an
introduction	to	Hapgood’s	book.
Now	 it	 has	 been	 known	 for	 a	 long	 time	 that	 movements	 of	 the	 crust	 cause	 continents	 to	 rearrange

themselves—England	was	on	the	equator	during	the	Devonian	period,	about	400	million	years	ago.	But	it
has	always	been	supposed	that	such	movements	take	millions	of	years.	Hapgood	thought	it	could	happen
quite	suddenly—his	own	view	was	there	had	been	an	enormous	slippage	of	the	earth’s	crust	some	time
since	 15,000	 BC,	 before	 which	 Antarctica	 had	 been	 2,500	 miles	 farther	 north,	 and	 had	 a	 temperate
climate.
While	Hapgood	was	writing	Earth’s	Shifting	Crust,	he	learnt	of	a	discovery	that	seemed	to	throw	an

interesting	new	light	on	it.	In	1956,	the	US	Hydrographic	Office	became	aware	that	it	possessed	a	strange
map	that	had	been	presented	by	a	Turkish	naval	officer.	This	was	a	medieval	map	which	had	belonged	to
a	Turkish	 admiral	 (and	 pirate)	 called	 Piri	Re’is,	who	 had	 been	 beheaded	 in	 1554,	 and	 it	 appeared	 to
show	the	east	coast	of	South	America,	and	the	coast	of	Antarctica—which	was	not	officially	discovered
until	1818.	Moreover,	it	appeared	to	show	certain	bays	on	the	coast	of	Queen	Maud	Land	that	were	now
no	longer	visible,	since	they	were	completely	covered	with	ice.	Yet	a	1949	survey	team,	which	had	taken
soundings	 through	 the	 ice,	had	established	 that	 they	were	precisely	where	 the	map	showed	 them	 to	be.
What	made	 it	 so	 baffling	 was	 that,	 as	 far	 as	 anyone	 knew,	 Antarctica	 had	 been	 covered	with	 ice	 for
thousands	of	years—possibly	since	about	5000	BC.
Of	course,	it	was	not	Piri	Re’is	who	had	made	the	original	map—he	had	merely	had	it	copied.	His	map

was	of	a	kind	widely	 in	use	among	medieval	sailors,	and	known	as	a	portolan	 (meaning	 ‘from	port	 to
port’).	Hapgood	began	to	study	other	portolans—the	Library	of	Congress	proved	to	have	hundreds—and
was	 astonished	 to	 find	 that	 they	 were	 far	 more	 accurate	 than	 the	 maps	 being	 made	 by	 well-known



mapmakers	 working	 in	 the	 same	 period.	 One	 map	 in	 particular	 intrigued	 him;	 it	 was	 made	 by	 one
Oronteus	 Finaeus,	 and	 showed	 the	 whole	 South	 Pole,	 as	 if	 photographed	 from	 the	 air,	 and	 again,	 the
coastal	region	was	shown	free	of	ice.
Obviously,	 they	 were	 based	 on	 far	 more	 ancient	 maps.	 But	 that	 in	 itself	 was	 baffling.	 Historians

generally	agree	that	writing	was	invented	by	the	Sumerians	about	3500	BC.	We	can	assume	that	maps	did
not	exist	before	that	time,	since	a	map	is	of	very	little	use	without	writing	on	it.	So	how	could	there	have
been	maps	 that	 showed	Antarctica	 as	 it	was	 at	 least	 a	 thousand	 years	 earlier	 than	 the	 Sumerians,	 and
possibly	several	thousand?
After	years	of	study	of	portolans	(aided	by	his	students),	Hapgood	finally	concluded	that	there	existed	a

worldwide	 maritime	 civilisation	 around	 7000	 BC.	He	 stated	 this	 extraordinary	 conclusion	 in	 a	 book
entitled	Maps	of	the	Ancient	Sea	Kings,	which	was	published	in	1966.
It	was	Hapgood’s	misfortune	that,	six	years	before	the	publication	of	Maps	of	the	Ancient	Sea	Kings,	a

book	 called	 The	 Morning	 of	 the	 Magicians	 had	 appeared	 in	 Paris,	 and	 quickly	 became	 a	 world
bestseller.	Its	authors,	Louis	Pauwels	and	Jacques	Bergier,	discuss	the	Piri	Re’is	map	and	other	portolans,
and	ask,	‘Had	they	been	traced	from	observations	made	on	board	a	flying	machine	or	some	space	vessel
of	some	kind?’	And	in	1968,	two	years	after	Hapgood’s	book,	the	Swiss	writer	Erich	von	Däniken	went
even	further	in	Chariots	of	the	Gods?,	stating	that	Hapgood	had	claimed	that	the	portolans	had	been	based
on	photographs	taken	from	the	air	by	‘visitors	from	space’.
Von	Däniken’s	idea	that	the	Earth	had	been	visited	in	the	remote	past	by	‘ancient	astronauts’	was	by	no

means	implausible;	in	fact,	it	had	been	suggested	in	1962	by	the	Russian	astronomer	Josef	Shklovskii	in	a
book	called	Universe,	Life,	Mind,	published	 in	America	 in	1966	under	 the	 title	 Intelligent	Life	 in	 the
Universe,	in	collaboration	with	Carl	Sagan.	The	problem	was	that	von	Däniken’s	book	was	full	of	wild
and	absurd	inaccuracies,	such	as	multiplying	the	weight	of	the	Great	Pyramid	by	five,	and	suggesting	that
the	Nazca	lines,	scratched	on	the	surface	of	the	Peruvian	desert,	might	have	been	intended	as	an	airport
for	spacecraft.	It	was	inevitable	that	Hapgood	should	be	condemned	through	‘guilt	by	association’.
Yet	 Hapgood’s	 book	 has	 never	 been	 truly	 discredited—merely	 ignored.	 Not	 only	 had	 the	 1949

Antarctic	soundings	revealed	that	the	ice-covered	bays	shown	by	Piri	Re’is	actually	existed,	but	a	1958
survey	had	 shown	 that	 the	Philip	Buache	map	of	1737,	which	 represented	Antarctica	divided	 into	 two
islands,	was	also	correct.	The	Dulcert	Portolano	of	1339	showed	accurate	knowledge	of	 the	geography
between	 Galway	 and	 the	 Don	 basin	 in	 Russia.	 Another	 portolan	 showed	 the	 Aegean	 with	 numerous
islands	that	do	not	now	exist.	And,	since	the	islands	were	probably	drowned	as	melting	ice	caused	the	sea
level	 to	 rise,	 it	 sounds	 as	 if	 the	map	was	made	before	 the	 end	of	 the	 last	 ice	 age.	Altogether,	 there	 is
strong	evidence	that	civilisation	appeared	on	Earth	thousands	of	years	before	it	arose	in	the	Middle	East,
and	that	Hapgood	was	probably	not	far	out	when	he	talked	of	a	worldwide	seagoing	civilisation	around
7000	 BC.	 To	 study	 Maps	 of	 the	 Ancient	 Sea	 Kings	 is	 to	 be	 impressed	 by	 the	 sheer	 weight	 of
corroborative	evidence.
So,	although	most	of	von	Däniken’s	evidence	about	visitors	from	space	cannot	be	taken	seriously,	the

portolans	 certainly	 raise	 the	 possibility	 that	Earth	might	 have	 been	 visited	 by	 ancient	 astronauts	 in	 the



remote	past.	In	Intelligent	Life	in	the	Universe	(1966),	Shklovskii	and	Sagan	suggest:
Some	25	million	years	ago,	a	Galactic	survey	ship	on	a	routine	visit	to	[Earth]	may	have	noted	an
interesting	and	promising	evolutionary	development:	Proconsul.	The	information	would	have
filtered	at	the	speed	of	light	slowly	through	the	galaxy,	and	a	notation	would	have	been	made	in
some	central	information	repository	.	.	.	If	the	emergence	of	intelligent	life	on	a	planet	is	of
general	scientific	interest	to	the	Galactic	civilisations,	it	is	reasonable	that	with	the	emergence	of
Proconsul,	the	rate	of	sampling	of	our	planet	should	have	increased,	perhaps	to	about	once	every
ten	thousand	years	.	.	.	But	if	the	interval	between	sampling	is	only	several	thousand	years,	there
is	a	possibility	that	contact	with	an	extraterrestrial	civilisation	has	occurred	within	historical
times.
They	go	on	to	point	out	that,	when	primitive	people	record	some	important	historical	event	in	the	form

of	a	myth,	the	oral	tradition	often	preserves	the	essence	of	the	event	with	remarkable	fidelity,	even	when	it
is	embellished	with	certain	mythological	details.	Shklovskii	cites	the	first	encounter	between	the	Tlingit
Indians	 of	 North	 America	 and	 the	 French	 expedition	 of	 La	 Perouse,	 in	 which	 the	 sailing	 ships	 are
remembered	as	great	black	birds	with	white	wings.
Such	 ‘proofs’	 can,	 of	 course,	 be	 deceptive.	 The	 archaeologist	 Henry	 Lhote	 suggested	 that	 a	 fresco

found	in	cliffs	overlooking	the	Sahara	at	Tassili	might	be	a	man	in	a	spacesuit,	and	labelled	it	‘the	Martian
god’.	But	a	 little	 research	 revealed	 that	 the	Martian	god	was	 simply	a	human	being	dressed	 in	a	 ritual
mask.	(Von	Däniken	would	nevertheless	use	it	as	evidence	for	his	ancient	astronauts.)
But	there	is	a	myth	that	seems	to	the	authors	altogether	more	likely	to	represent	a	contact	between	Earth

and	aliens	from	space	.	.	.	the	legend,	they	say,	‘suggests	that	contact	occurred	between	human	beings	and
a	non-human	civilisation	of	immense	powers	on	the	shores	of	the	Persian	Gulf,	perhaps	near	the	ancient
Sumerian	city	of	Eridu,	in	the	fourth	millennium	BC	or	earlier’.
This	legend	can	be	traced	to	Berosus,	a	priest	of	the	god	Bel-Marduk	in	the	city	of	Babylon	at	the	time

of	 Alexander	 the	 Great.	 Berosus	 would	 have	 had	 access	 to	 cuneiform	 and	 pictographic	 records	 (on
cylinders	and	temple	walls)	dating	back	thousands	of	years	before	his	time.
In	one	of	his	fragments,	Alexander	Polyhistor	describes	how	there	appeared	from	the	Persian	Gulf	‘an

animal	who	was	endowed	with	reason,	who	was	called	Oannes’.	This	creature	had	a	fish’s	tail,	but	also
had	feet	like	a	man,	and	spoke	with	a	human	voice.	It	taught	men	letters	and	science,	and	every	kind	of	art,
as	well	as	how	to	build	houses	and	temples.	‘In	short	he	instructed	them	in	everything	which	could	tend	to
soften	 manners	 and	 humanise	 mankind’.	 Oannes	 used	 to	 spend	 his	 nights	 in	 the	 sea,	 for	 he	 was
amphibious.	And	after	him	came	more	creatures	like	him.
Another	 chronicler,	 Abydenus—a	 disciple	 of	 Aristotle—speaks	 of	 Sumerian	 kings,	 and	 mentions

‘another	semi-demon,	very	like	to	Oannes,	who	came	up	a	second	time	from	the	sea’.	He	also	mentions
‘four	 double-shaped	 personages’—by	which	 he	 presumably	means	 half-man	 and	 half-fish—who	 ‘came
out	of	the	sea	to	land’.
Finally,	 Apollodorus	 of	 Athens	 mentions	 that	 in	 the	 time	 of	 King	 Ammenon	 the	 Chaldean	 there

‘appeared	 the	Musarus	Oannes,	 the	Annedotus,	 from	 the	 Persian	Gulf’,	 and	 later	 ‘a	 fourth	Annedotus,
having	.	.	.	the	shape	of	a	fish	blended	with	that	of	a	man’.	And	in	the	reign	of	King	Euedoreschus	there



appeared	yet	another	fish-man	named	Odacon.
Apollodorus	speaks	about	Oannes	the	Annedotus	as	if	it	is	a	title	rather	than	a	proper	name.	I	spent	half

an	hour	looking	in	encyclopedias,	 trying	to	find	the	meaning	of	annedotus	and	also	musaru,	and	finally
succeeded	in	finding	musarus	in	Liddell	and	Scott’s	Greek	lexiconit	means	‘abominable’.	But	I	could	not
find	annedotus.	Then,	recalling	that	Robert	Temple	had	mentioned	the	fish	gods	in	The	Sirius	Mystery,	I
looked	in	that	work,	and	found	that	I	could	have	saved	myself	so	much	effort—Temple	had	done	the	work
for	me.	Annedotus	means	‘the	repulsive	one’.	It	was	amazing:	the	Musarus	Oannes	the	Annedotus	means
‘the	abomination	Oannes	the	repulsive’.
Temple	feels—and	I	am	inclined	to	agree	with	him—that	this	is	an	indication	that	we	are	dealing	with

truth	 rather	 than	 invention.	 You	 would	 expect	 a	 mythical	 account	 to	 glorify	 the	 godlike	 teachers	 of
civilisation,	not	describe	them	as	frankly	disgusting.	But	we	have	only	to	conjure	up	an	image	of	a	fishlike
being	with	 slippery	 scales,	huge	white	 eyes	and	a	 large	mouth	 to	understand	why	 frankness	 compelled
men	to	admit	that	they	found	them	repulsive.	They	may	not	even	have	felt	the	description	to	be	pejorative
—merely	factually	accurate,	as	in	the	case	of	Ivan	the	Terrible	or	Akbar	the	Damned.
Now	Temple’s	Sirius	Mystery	happens	 to	 be	 by	 far	 the	most	 scholarly	 and	 convincing	 book	 on	 the

possibility	of	‘ancient	astronauts’.	Temple’s	interest	was	aroused	when	he	stumbled	on	an	article	about	an
African	tribe	called	the	Dogon,	who	live	in	northern	Mali,	and	learnt	that	the	Dogon	believe	that	fish	gods
called	the	Nommo	came	from	Sirius,	and	brought	civilisation	to	Earth	some	three	thousand	years	ago.
The	dog	star	Sirius	(so	called	because	it	is	in	the	constellation	Canis)	is	8.7	light	years	away.	And	the

Dogon	 tradition	 declares	 that	 it	 has	 an	 invisible	 companion,	 which	 they	 call	 po	 tolo	 (meaning	 ‘star
grain’—and	since	the	grain	they	refer	to	is	their	staple	diet,	digitaria,	it	can	be	translated	‘digitaria	star’),
and	which	is	made	of	a	matter	far	heavier	than	any	on	Earth.	They	declare	that	this	invisible	star	moves	in
an	elliptical	orbit,	and	takes	fifty	years	to	do	so.
In	 fact,	 Sirius	 does	 have	 an	 invisible	 companion,	 called	 by	 astronomers	 Sirius	 B;	 it	 is	 a	 ‘white

dwarf’—that	is,	it	is	made	of	atoms	that	have	collapsed	in	on	themselves,	so	that	a	piece	the	size	of	a	pea
could	weigh	half	 a	 ton.	 It	moves	 in	 an	 elliptical	 orbit,	 and	 takes	 fifty	 years	 to	 do	 so.	The	Dogon	 also
showed	a	 remarkable	knowledge	of	 astronomy.	They	 said	 that	 the	moon	was	 ‘dry	 and	 dead’,	 and	 they
drew	Saturn	with	a	ring	around	it—which	is	not	visible	to	the	naked	eye.	They	knew	about	the	moons	of
Jupiter,	and	that	the	planets	revolve	around	the	sun.	Encyclopaedia	Britannica	says	that	the	metaphysical
system	of	the	Dogon	is	‘far	more	abstract	than	that	of	other	African	tribes’.
It	was	inevitable	that,	when	Western	scholars	heard	about	the	astronomical	knowledge	of	the	Dogon,

they	should	try	to	prove	that	it	was	probably	picked	up	from	European	travellers.
Western	 astronomers	 had	 known	 about	 Sirius	 B	 since	 1862,	 so	 it	was	 possible	 that	 the	Dogon	 had

learnt	about	it	from	a	tourist	or	missionary.	But	it	was	not	until	1928	that	Sir	Arthur	Eddington	postulated
the	 theory	of	white	 dwarfs.	And	 the	 two	 anthropologists	who	 studied	 the	Dogon—Marcel	Griaule	 and
Germaine	Dieterlen—arrived	 in	Mali	 in	1931.	 It	 seemed	unlikely	 that	 another	 traveller	had	visited	 the
Dogon	in	the	intervening	three	years	and	brought	them	up	to	date	on	the	latest	cosmological	theories.
There	is	an	even	better	reason	for	dismissing	the	tourist	theory	(which,	typically,	was	later	espoused	by



Carl	Sagan).	Griaule	had	been	studying	Dogon	mythology	and	religion	for	sixteen	years	before	the	priests
decided	that	his	dedication	deserved	to	be	rewarded	by	initiation	into	their	deepest	secrets.	One	of	their
wisest	men	was	appointed	 to	be	his	 tutor,	and	 to	 teach	him	 the	 four	degrees	of	 religious	knowledge.	 It
went	 on	 for	 years,	 and,	 when	 the	 teacher	 died,	 another	 was	 appointed.	 Griaule	 realised,	 to	 his
astonishment,	that	the	Dogon	religion	is	as	rich	and	complex	as,	say,	the	Christian	theology	enshrined	in
Aquinas’s	Summa	Theologica.	There	can	be	no	question	of	the	fish	gods	being	introduced	during	the	past
century	as	a	result	of	an	encounter	with	an	astronomically	inclined	missionary:	they	form	the	foundation
stone	of	a	religious	mythology	that	has	taken	thousands	of	years	to	formulate.
If	we	add	that	the	Sumerian	language	has	nothing	in	common	with	any	other	Semitic	or	Indo-European

language,	 and	 that	Sumerian	 specialists	 are	puzzled	 that	 the	civilisation	 seems	 to	have	appeared	out	of
nowhere,	we	can	see	that	there	is	at	least	a	strong	prima	facie	case	for	Shklovskii’s	notion	that	the	fish-
god	myth	might	have	been	a	record	of	the	contact	with	an	extraterrestrial	civilisation.	And	if	we	also	take
into	account	the	Dogon	and	their	Nommo	myth—of	which	Shklovskii	and	Sagan	were	unaware	at	the	time
—the	argument	begins	to	look	very	plausible	indeed.
This	was	 to	 strike	me	even	more	strongly	 in	March	1997,	when	 the	TV	documentary	 took	me	 to	 the

ruined	city	of	Tiahuanaco,	near	Lake	Titicaca,	 in	 the	Andes,	and	I	wandered	around	that	vast	courtyard
called	the	Kalasasiya,	the	sacred	place	of	the	remote	ancestors	of	the	Incas.	Some	time	in	the	1890s,	Prof.
Arthur	Posnansky,	of	La	Paz,	who	spent	his	 life	 studying	Tiahuanaco,	 calculated	 from	 the	astronomical
alignment	of	the	temple	(most	ancient	temples	are	aligned	on	the	heavens)	that	it	was	built	about	15,000
BC,	a	time	when	our	ancestors	were	supposed	to	be	living	in	caves.	His	colleagues	were	outraged—their
own	estimate	was	about	AD	500—but	in	the	1920s,	a	German	astronomical	team	confirmed	Posnansky’s
estimate,	which	was	based	on	the	fact	that	there	are	two	observation	points	on	the	Kalasasiya	that	mark
the	 winter	 and	 summer	 solstices,	 when	 the	 sun	 is	 directly	 over	 the	 Tropic	 of	 Cancer	 or	 Capricorn.
Because	the	Earth	rolls	slightly	as	it	travels	around	the	sun,	the	position	of	the	tropics	changes	by	as	much
as	two	and	a	half	degrees	over	forty-one	thousand	years.	The	Germans	confirmed	Posnansky’s	calculation
—that	the	position	of	the	tropics	built	into	the	temple	indicated	15,000	BC.
Of	course,	it	is	easy	to	make	some	slight	mismeasurement	when	dealing	with	half	a	degree	or	so,	and

the	 Germans	 finally	 suggested	 that	 the	 date	 indicated	 could	 be	 more	 like	 9000	 BC.	 That	 still	 caused
outrage,	 and,	 by	 taking	 other	 variants	 into	 account,	 the	 German	 team	 suggested	 that	 the	 date	might	 be
further	 reduced	 to	 4500	BC.	Posnansky	 decided	 to	 accept	 that	 estimate—probably	muttering	 under	 his
breath,	like	Galileo,	Tut	it	moves	all	the	same.
Four	 thousand	 five	 hundred	BC	 is	 close	 to	 the	 date	 of	 the	 rise	 of	 Sumerian	 civilisation,	 and	 I	was

reminded	of	that	fact	when,	on	my	second	trip	to	Tiahuanaco,	I	summoned	the	energy	to	walk	to	a	remote
corner	of	the	courtyard.	(Tiahuanaco	is	two	and	a	half	miles	above	sea	level,	and	the	thin	air	produces	a
sensation	like	carrying	two	heavy	suitcases.)	I	had	seen	there	another	statue,	not	unlike	the	‘Great	Idol’
that	 stands	 in	 the	 centre	 of	 the	 courtyard,	 looking	 down	 on	 a	 sunken	 temple.	 Even	my	 producer,	 Roel
Oostra,	had	not	felt	it	worth	his	while	to	walk	that	far.	But	we	both	agreed	that	the	effort	was	worth	it.	The
statue	is	known	as	‘the	Friar’	(El	Fraile)—heaven	knows	why,	because	it	looks	nothing	like	a	friar.	It	 is



actually	a	fish	god,	with	huge	eyes	and	scaly	lower	body,	and	is	at	least	as	impressive	as	the	Great	Idol
which	stands	a	hundred	yards	away,	and	which	also	seems	to	have	a	fish-scale	design	on	its	lower	half.
And,	 looking	 at	 this	 strange	 and	 powerful	 piece	 of	 sculpture,	 I	 found	 myself	 thinking	 of	 the	 fish	 god
Oannes,	who	is	represented	on	Babylonian	and	Assyrian	cylinder	seals.	Could	 it	 really	be	pure	chance
that	the	fish	god	is	found	on	opposite	sides	of	the	world?
I	 felt	 the	 same	 when	 I	 looked	 at	 the	 giant	 Olmec	 heads	 in	 the	 park	 of	 La	 Venta,	 in	 Villahermosa,

southern	Mexico.	There	can	be	no	possible	doubt	that	these	are	Africans—and	that	they	represented	kings
who	 ruled	 about	 1500	BC	 in	Central	America.	There	 could	 hardly	 be	 a	 stronger	 proof	 for	Hapgood’s
worldwide	maritime	civilisation.
Now	we	 know	 that,	 at	 some	 point	 in	 prehistory,	 the	whole	 plateau	 containing	Tiahuanaco	 and	Lake

Titicaca	was	at	sea	level;	we	know	this	because	Titicaca	is	a	saltwater	lake,	and	has	many	sea	creatures
in	it.	At	some	remote	epoch,	a	great	convulsion	of	the	Earth	thrust	it	more	than	two	miles	in	the	air.	But	we
also	know	that	Tiahuanaco	was	once	a	port	on	Lake	Titicaca—which	is	now	a	dozen	miles	away.	It	may
be	 that	Lake	Titicaca	 has	 simply	 shrunk	over	 the	 years.	But	 Tiahuanaco	 itself	 suggests	 another	 reason.
What	used	to	be	its	port	area,	the	Puma	Punku	(Puma	Gate),	is	covered	with	massive	blocks	of	stone,	once
part	of	a	dock,	 then	 tossed	around	like	ninepins	by	some	convulsion	of	 the	Earth.	The	so-called	‘Great
Gate	of	Tiahuanaco’	or	Gateway	of	 the	Sun,	 a	 kind	of	miniature	Arc	de	Triomphe	which	 stands	 in	 the
opposite	corner	of	the	courtyard	from	the	fish	god,	was	never	finished,	and	has	a	crack	running	from	one
of	 its	 corners	 to	 the	 gateway	 in	 the	middle.	 It	 looks	 as	 if	 this	might	 also	 have	 been	 damaged	 in	 some
cataclysm.
Could	it	have	been	the	same	cataclysm	as	caused	such	havoc	in	the	area	of	La	Brea	around	11,000	BC?
Let	me	admit	that	I	feel	slightly	inhibited	about	posing	such	questions.	It	is	one	of	von	Däniken’s	most

irritating	habits:	‘Why	are	the	oldest	libraries	in	the	world	secret	libraries?	What	are	people	afraid	of?’
etc.	I	am	fully	aware	that	modern	archaeology	dates	Tiahuanaco	from	around	500	BC	to	AD	700,	and	that
these	are	the	dates	you	will	find	on	the	chart	in	the	Tiahuanaco	museum.	But	the	truth	is	that	nearly	all	such
dates	 are	 educated	 guesswork.	And	 since	 modern	 archaeologists	 are	 determined	 to	 sound	 factual	 and
scientific—in	reaction	against	their	nineteenth-century	forebears,	who	were	unashamedly	romantic—they
prefer	 to	 err	 on	 the	 side	 of	 conservatism,	 and	 make	 their	 dates	 as	 recent	 as	 possible.	 In	 the	 1960s,
Stonehenge	was	believed	to	date	from	2500	BC;	now	the	date	has	been	pushed	back	to	3100.
Civilisation	 in	 the	Middle	East	was	supposed	 to	have	started	around	5000	BC;	now	we	know	 there

were	cities	three	thousand	years	earlier.	Conventional	archaeology	dates	the	Sphinx	around	2500	BC,	at
the	time	of	the	Great	Pyramid,	in	spite	of	powerful	evidence	(which	I	discussed	in	From	Atlantis	to	the
Sphinx)	that	 it	must	be	 thousands	of	years	older.	And	we	have	seen	 that,	 in	 the	1920s,	Tiahuanaco	was
believed	to	date	from	about	AD	500;	now	it	is	accepted	by	the	most	conservative	archaeologists	to	be	a
thousand	years	 earlier.	So	 I	 do	not	 feel	 too	 concerned	 about	 suspecting	 that	Posnansky	may	have	been
roughly	correct	about	the	age	of	Tiahuanaco	and	modern	archaeologists	wrong.
This	feeling	was	strengthened	when	I	spent	a	morning	in	the	Library	of	Congress,	looking	at	some	of

the	portolans	that	had	inspired	Hapgood.	My	companion	was	Rand	Flemath,	who,	together	with	his	wife,



Rose,	wrote	a	book	called	When	the	Sky	Fell	(1996).	The	Flemaths	had	studied	myths	of	many	tribes	of
American	Indians,	and	found	again	and	again	tales	of	a	sudden	violent	catastrophe	that	had	darkened	the
sun,	and	caused	massive	earthquakes	and	 floods.	And	 it	was	Rand	who,	as	we	 looked	at	 a	map	of	 the
American	continent	and	talked	about	the	cataclysm	of	La	Brea,	remarked	casually	that	Hapgood	believed
that	 the	 great	 crust	movement	 that	 had	 caused	 the	 catastrophe	 had	 run	 from	 north	 to	 south	 through	 the
American	 continent,	 and	 spared	most	 of	 the	 rest	 of	 the	world.	Such	 a	movement	would	 be	 an	 obvious
candidate	for	the	cataclysm	that	cracked	the	Gate	of	the	Sun,	and	tilted	Lake	Titicaca	so	that	it	retreated	a
dozen	miles	from	Tiahuanaco.
And	so,	as	I	talked	to	John	Harris,	the	director	of	the	George	C.	Page	Museum,	about	the	catastrophe	of

11,000	BC,	my	thoughts	were	never	far	from	Hapgood.	Admittedly,	11,000	BC	was	four	thousand	years
earlier	than	the	worldwide	maritime	civilisation	suggested	by	Hapgood	on	the	basis	of	the	portolans.	Yet
the	 fish	 god	 of	 the	 Kalasasiya	 suggested	 a	 connection	 with	 Oannes,	 and	 with	 Shklovskii	 and	 Sagan’s
theory	 of	 extraterrestrial	 contact,	 and	with	Robert	Temple’s	 impressive	 evidence	 about	 the	Dogon	 and
their	fish	gods	from	Sirius.	I	had	a	feeling	that	it	was	all	beginning	to	come	together.
In	fact,	only	that	morning,	I	had	found	a	number	of	books	that	would	provide	new	pieces	of	the	jigsaw

puzzle.
When	I	woke	up	in	my	Los	Angeles	motel,	I	knew	that	I	had	a	few	hours	to	spare	before	I	was	due	at

the	La	Brea	museum.	I	might	 have	 stayed	 in	 bed	 and	 tried	 to	 get	 over	my	 jet	 lag,	 but	 that	would	have
seemed	a	waste	of	time.	I	asked	Roel,	my	producer,	what	he	 intended	 to	do,	and	he	said	 that	he	had	 to
drive	over	to	Santa	Monica	to	interview	someone	about	a	future	programme.
That	seemed	a	good	idea.	I	had	known	Santa	Monica—on	the	northern	outskirts	of	Los	Angeles—since

the	1960s,	when	I	was	lecturing	in	Long	Beach,	and	came	there	to	see	Christopher	Isherwood	and	Henry
Miller.	More	recently,	in	the	late	1980s,	I	had	spent	some	time	there	with	my	friend	John	Wright,	who	runs
a	bookshop	on	Santa	Monica	Boulevard—I	had	given	a	number	of	lectures	there.
It	was	seven	or	eight	years	since	I	had	last	seen	John,	and	I	no	longer	remembered	clearly	where	the

bookshop	was	situated.	But	I	got	Roel	to	drop	me	off	at	the	end	of	Santa	Monica	Boulevard,	and	strolled
south,	suffering	from	the	heat	of	a	dazzling	November	morning.	After	a	few	blocks,	it	dawned	on	me	that	I
had	been	rash	to	assume	I	could	still	find	the	shop—or	even	that	it	was	still	there.
Finally,	 I	 found	 a	 bookshop—though	 clearly	 not	 the	 right	 one.	 But	 there	 were	 copies	 of	 books	 on

Gurdjieff	 in	 the	 window,	 and	 on	 religious	mysticism,	 so	 I	 pushed	 on	 the	 door	 handle.	 The	 door	 was
locked;	I	looked	at	my	watch;	it	was	a	few	minutes	after	10:00.	I	was	about	to	turn	away	when	there	was	a
shout	of	‘My	God,	Colin!’,	and	John	Wright	appeared	at	the	door.
A	 few	minutes	 later	 I	was	 seated	 at	 the	 counter,	 drinking	 coffee.	 It	 seemed	 that	 John	 had	 relocated

farther	along	the	boulevard.	It	was	lucky	for	me	that	he	had	happened	to	look	out	of	the	window	at	 that
moment.
I	picked	up	a	new	book	by	Budd	Hopkins	called	Witnessed,	and	told	John	that	I	would	like	to	take	it

with	me.	I	had	his	earlier	books	Missing	Time	and	Intruders.
‘Are	you	interested	in	UFOs?’



I	explained	that	I	had	been	commissioned	to	write	a	book	on	extra-
terrestrial	life,	and	that	I	suspected	it	was	going	to	turn	into	a	book	about	UFOs.
‘We’ve	got	a	big	section	on	UFOs.	You	may	remember,	it’s	a	subject	we	specialise	in’.
I	didn’t,	because	I	hadn’t	been	particularly	interested	in	UFOs	last	time	I	had	seen	John.	But	now,	as	I

began	to	look	through	a	whole	corner	of	the	room	devoted	to	them,	my	heart	sank	at	the	sheer	number	of
books	I	had	never	heard	of.
Some	 of	 them	 looked	 so	weird	 they	made	 you	 doubt	 the	 sanity	 of	 the	 authors—huge	 self-published

volumes,	 some	of	 them	several	 inches	 thick,	devoted	 to	 such	propositions	as	 that	 the	aliens	came	 from
inside	the	Earth,	or	that	they	had	gigantic	underground	bases	in	locations	like	South	Dakota,	and	that	these
had	 been	 built	 with	 the	 connivance	 of	 the	 US	 government.	 There	 were	 dozens	 of	 volumes	 and	 even
magazines	 about	 ‘conspiracy	 theories’.	 But	 there	 were	 also	 dozens	 of	 volumes	 with	 titles	 like	UFO
Report,	1991;	Close	Encounters	of	the	Fourth	Kind;	UFOs:	African	Encounters;	and	UFO	Chronicles
of	 the	Soviet	Union,	 the	 last	by	my	friend	Jacques	Vallee.	 It	was	obvious	 that	 the	subject	had	so	many
remote	byways	that	I	could	spend	a	lifetime	exploring	them.
As	if	to	increase	my	depression,	John’s	assistant	Ramon	told	me	that	a	local	New	Age	bookstore,	with

even	more	books	on	UFOs,	was	closing,	and	that	all	books	were	being	sold	at	a	60	percent	discount.	With
a	sense	of	plunging	even	 further	out	of	my	depth,	 I	 agreed	 to	 let	him	 take	me	 there.	The	owner,	whose
lease	was	running	out,	cheered	me	by	telling	me	that	most	of	the	UFO	books	had	already	gone,	but	that	the
few	remaining	could	be	found	on	the	shelf	between	yoga	and	vegetarian	cooking.	In	fact,	there	must	have
been	a	hundred	or	 so	 titles.	And	Ramon,	who	was	highly	knowledgeable	 in	 the	 field,	 kept	 holding	out
volumes	to	me	and	saying,	‘That’s	very	important’,	or	‘That’s	a	real	classic’.	So,	having	established	that
the	books	could	be	airmailed	back	to	England,	and	that	I	could	pay	by	credit	card,	I	ended	by	buying	a
couple	of	dozen.
Back	in	John	Wright’s	bookshop,	Ramon	was	equally	helpful	about	books	I	ought	to	read,	and	I	ended

with	a	pile	of	fifty	or	so	on	the	counter.	My	credit-card	bill	for	that	morning	was	approaching	a	thousand
dollars.	But,	as	I	took	a	taxi	back	to	my	motel,	I	felt	that	at	least	I	had	made	a	start	on	the	research	for	my
book.
On	 the	 plane	 back	 to	 Heathrow,	 I	 read	 a	 remarkable	 book	 called	 The	 Holographic	 Universe	 by

Michael	Talbot.	Its	early	chapters	are	about	 the	brain	and	 the	 theory	of	holograms,	but	 towards	 the	end
Talbot	devotes	a	few	pages	to	the	UFO	phenomenon,	and	they	left	me	more	confused	than	ever.
Summarising	 the	 views	 of	 a	 number	 of	 writers,	 like	 Jacques	Vallee,	Michael	 Grosso,	 and	Kenneth

Ring,	he	seems	to	conclude	that	UFOs	are	largely	a	subjective	and	psychological	phenomenon.	He	points
out	 that	 in	 that	 classic	 early	 abduction	case	of	Barney	and	Betty	Hill,	 the	 commander	of	 the	UFO	was
dressed	in	a	Nazi	uniform,	which	sounds	as	if	the	event	was	closer	to	a	dream	or	hallucination.	He	goes
on:

Other	UFO	encounters	are	even	more	surreal	or	dreamlike	in	character,	and	in	the	literature,	one
can	find	cases	in	which	the	UFO	entities	sing	absurd	songs	or	throw	strange	objects	(such	as
potatoes)	at	witnesses;	cases	that	start	out	as	straightforward	abductions	aboard	spacecraft	but
end	up	as	hallucinogenic	journeys	through	a	series	of	Dantesque	realities;	and	cases	in	which



humanoid	aliens	shapeshift	into	birds,	giant	insects,	and	other	phantasmagoric	creatures.
(Talbot,	The	Holographic	Universe,	1991)

But	at	least	Talbot’s	book	provided	me	with	a	possible	explanation	of	one	thing	that	had	bothered	me
since	I	read	Hopkins’s	Missing	Time:	why	the	aliens	seem	so	inefficient	at	blotting	out	human	memory.	As
noted	 earlier,	 abductees	 are	 often	 unaware	 that	 anything	 has	 taken	 place,	 but	 cannot	 understand	 why
several	hours	out	of	their	lives	have	gone	missing.	Then	a	few	vague	memories	begin	to	return,	and	they
often	 undergo	 hypnosis—or	 the	 memories	 return	 spontaneously—and	 recall	 that	 they	 have	 been
kidnapped,	subjected	to	medical	examination,	then	returned	to	their	cars	or	bedrooms.
Talbot	begins	The	Holographic	Universe	by	describing	Karl	Lashley’s	attempt	to	locate	the	source	of

memory	in	the	brain	by	training	rats	to	perform	certain	tasks,	and	then	surgically	removing	various	parts
of	their	brains,	in	an	attempt	to	eradicate	the	memory.	But,	no	matter	how	much	of	the	brain	he	cut	away,
he	was	unable	to	destroy	the	memory.
To	 explain	 this	 baffling	 result,	 his	 student	 Karl	 Pribram	 came	 up	 with	 a	 fascinating	 and	 plausible

explanation:	that	the	memories	are	stored	in	the	brain	like	a	hologram.
Everyone	knows	that	a	hologram	is	a	three-dimensional	figure	that	looks	quite	solid,	but	which	turns

out	to	be	a	mere	projection	of	light,	like	an	image	on	a	cinema	screen.	This	is	done	by	passing	two	beams
of	 laser	 light	 (light	 in	 which	 all	 the	 waves	 march	 in	 step,	 like	 a	 platoon	 of	 soldiers)	 through	 a
photographic	plate	creating	a	kind	of	ripple	pattern.
The	 ripple	pattern	 is	made	when	 two	beams	of	 laser	 light	 interfere	with	each	other.	 It	 is	 rather	 like

throwing	 a	 stone	 into	 a	 still	 pond,	 and	watching	 the	 ripples	 spread	 outward,	 then	 throwing	 in	 another
stone,	and	watching	the	two	lots	of	ripples	interfere.
Imagine	now	that	the	two	beams	interfere	with	each	other	on	a	photographic	plate,	and	one	of	them	has

just	bounced	off	some	object,	like	a	human	face	or	an	apple.	The	pattern	on	the	plate	does	not	look	in	the
least	like	a	face	or	an	apple—merely	like	rings	of	ripples—until	a	direct	laser	beam	is	passed	through	the
plate	 or	 bounced	 off	 it,	 making	 the	 face	 or	 the	 apple	 suddenly	 appear,	 hanging	 in	 space,	 and
indistinguishable	from	the	real	thing.
That	pattern	on	the	plate	is	actually	the	hologram.	But	it	has	a	strange	quality.	If	you	break	the	plate	in

half,	and	shine	a	beam	through	it,	the	result	is	not	half	a	face,	but	the	whole	face,	only	slightly	less	distinct.
You	can	even	break	off	a	small	corner	of	the	plate,	and	the	result	will	still	be	the	complete	face.	The	only
difference	is	that	it	will	now	look	far	blurrier	than	the	original	made	from	the	whole	plate.	In	other	words,
every	part	of	the	plate	contains	the	whole	hologram.	And	if,	when	we	learn	something,	the	result	of	that
learning	 is	 somehow	 photographed	 in	 the	 whole	 brain,	 then	 it	 would	 explain	 why	 Lashley	 could	 not
eradicate	the	rats’	memory—to	do	so	he	would	have	had	to	destroy	the	whole	brain.	So	long	as	there	was
even	a	small	part	of	the	brain	left,	the	rats	remembered.
Which	would	seem	to	explain	why	aliens	cannot	 totally	eradicate	 the	memory	of	 the	abductee—they

only	seem	to	be	able	to	block	it,	rather	in	the	way	that	a	hypnotist	can	block	a	memory	by	suggestion.	But,
when	a	hypnotist	does	 this,	another	hypnotist	can	unblock	it,	and	hypnotists	can	apparently	do	the	same
with	the	abductee.
The	books	arrived	a	few	days	after	I	returned	to	Cornwall,	and	were	soon	cluttering	up	my	bedroom



floor.	I	always	get	up	between	5:00	and	6:00	in	the	morning,	so	that	I	can	get	a	couple	of	hours’	reading
before	it	is	time	to	make	breakfast	for	my	wife.	I	plunged	in	head	first,	taking	books	virtually	at	random:
Hynek’s	The	UFO	Experience,	Linda	Howe’s	Alien	Harvest,	Charles	Bowen’s	The	Humanoids,	Jacques
Vallee’s	Messengers	of	Deception,	Hans	Holzer’s	The	Ufonauts,	Michael	Craft’s	Alien	Impact,	Timothy
Good’s	 Beyond	 Top	 Secret,	 Arthur	 Shuttlewood’s	 The	 Warminster	 Mystery,	 Whitley	 Strieber’s
Communion,	Kevin	Randle’s	The	UFO	Casebook,	 Ralph	Noyes’s	The	Crop	Circle	 Phenomenon,	 and
more	than	a	dozen	others.
As	I	read,	I	began	to	find	all	this	research	unexpectedly	exciting	and	satisfying.	This	is	because	I	had

started	 out	 with	 memories	 of	 the	 scepticism	 inspired	 in	 me	 by	 Andrija	 Puharich’s	 Uri,	 and	 Stuart
Holroyd’s	Prelude	to	the	Landing	on	Planet	Earth,	and	I	more	than	half	expected	to	find	all	this	reading
an	exercise	in	‘believing	six	impossible	things	before	breakfast’.	But	I	very	soon	began	to	feel	exactly	as	I
had	when	researching	the	paranormal	in	1969:	an	intuitive	conviction	that	this	all	made	sense,	and	that	it
rang	true.	I	 found	my	feelings	expressed	 in	a	book	called	Tapping	 the	Zero-Point	Energy	by	Moray	B.
King,	a	systems	engineer	who	remarks:	‘It	was	in	the	summer	of	1974	that	I	had	the	misfortune	of	reading
Beyond	 Earth,	 a	 book	 about	UFOs.	 I	 picked	 it	 up	 just	 for	 fun,	 to	 read	 like	 science	 fiction.	 But	 what
impressed	 me	 were	 the	 witnesses.	 Many	 were	 credible,	 such	 as	 airline	 pilots	 and	 police,	 who	 had
everything	to	lose	by	reporting	what	they	saw’.
And	it	was	the	sheer	credibility	of	witnesses,	and	their	testimony	to	the	ability	of	UFOs	to	make	hairpin

turns	at	incredible	speeds,	that	led	King	to	wonder	about	the	possibility	of	antigravity.
Now	I	found	myself	reacting	in	exactly	the	same	way.	Whatever	else	they	were,	these	people	were	not

liars.	Their	total	honesty	and	normality	came	over	again	and	again.
And,	as	with	the	paranormal,	this	not	only	rang	true,	but	it	all	seemed	to	fit	together.	This	could	not	be

explained	away	as	hysteria,	or	some	kind	of	misunderstanding.	There	might	be	huge	pieces	of	the	jigsaw
missing,	but	you	got	a	feeling	that	the	puzzle	made	sense;	you	could	see	a	half	of	it,	and	you	knew	there
must	be	missing	pieces	that	would	make	up	the	rest.
Not	long	after	the	Los	Angeles	visit,	I	discovered	a	bookseller	in	Sidmouth	who	specialised	in	second-

hand	flying-saucer	books,	and	picked	up	such	classics	as	Edward	J.	Ruppelt’s	Report	 on	Unidentified
Flying	Objects	and	Harold	Wilkins’s	Flying	Saucers	on	the	Attack.	I	bought	these	solely	for	the	sake	of
reference,	 suspecting	 that	 they	 would	 now	 be	 too	 out	 of	 date	 to	 provide	 any	 interesting	 ideas—then
quickly	 realised	 that	 this	was	a	naive	error.	For	 reading	 some	of	 these	 early	works	not	only	brought	 a
sharp	sense	of	perspective,	but	made	me	clearly	aware	of	basic	facts	that	should	be	the	starting	point	of
any	investigation	of	UFOs.
For	 example,	 Ruppelt—official	 head	 of	 Project	 Blue	 Book—describes	 an	 encounter	 of	May	 1952,

when	a	Pan	American	World	Airways	DC-4	was	flying	towards	Puerto	Rico.	Over	the	Atlantic,	about	six
hundred	miles	off	Jacksonville,	Florida,	the	copilot	noticed	a	light	ahead,	which	he	took	to	be	the	taillight
of	another	aeroplane.
That	was	odd,	since	they	had	just	been	advised	by	radio	that	there	were	no	other	planes	in	the	area.	He

glanced	down	at	the	controls,	and,	when	he	looked	up	again,	was	horrified	to	see	that	the	light	was	now



directly	ahead,	and	was	much	larger.	As	he	and	the	pilot	watched,	the	huge	light	closed	in	on	a	collision
course.	Then	it	streaked	by	the	left	wing,	followed	by	two	smaller	balls	of	fire.
The	pilot	said	later	that	it	was	like	travelling	along	a	highway	at	seventy	miles	an	hour	when	a	car	from

the	opposite	direction	swerves	across	into	your	lane,	then	swerves	back	so	you	miss	it	by	inches.	 ‘You
know	the	sort	of	sick,	empty	feeling	you	get	inside	when	it’s	over?	That’s	just	the	way	we	felt’.
Which	 raises	 the	 obvious	 question:	why	 should	 the	UFO	 have	 set	 out	 to	 give	 them	 a	 scare?	 For	 it

certainly	looks	as	if	it	changed	course	for	precisely	that	purpose.	What	point	was	there	in	behaving	like	a
juvenile	delinquent	 in	a	stolen	car?	There	seems	 to	be	only	one	obvious	explanation:	 to	get	 themselves
noticed,	and	to	add	one	more	to	the	hundreds	of	reports	of	such	encounters	that	were	pouring	in	to	the	air
force.
The	 same	 suspicion	 seems	 to	 fit	 another	 case	 described	 by	 Ruppelt.	 Soon	 after	 the	 DC-4	 episode

mentioned	 above,	 Ruppelt	 was	 called	 to	Washington,	 D.C.,	 where	 a	 crowd	 of	 top	military	 brass	 had
witnessed	a	UFO	incident.	One	of	the	most	senior	officials	in	the	CIA	was	throwing	the	party	at	his	hilltop
home	 in	 Virginia,	 with	 a	 panoramic	 view	 of	 the	 surrounding	 countryside.	 While	 he	 was	 engaged	 in
conversation,	he	noticed	a	light	approaching	in	the	dusk.	At	first	he	assumed	it	was	an	aeroplane	until,	as
it	came	close,	he	realised	it	was	soundless.	It	began	to	climb	almost	vertically,	and	he	drew	the	attention
of	other	guests	to	it.	It	climbed	farther,	levelled	out,	then	went	into	a	vertical	dive,	before	it	levelled	out
again	and	streaked	off	to	the	west.
They	began	to	argue;	one	thought	it	was	a	lighted	balloon,	another	an	aeroplane,	another	a	meteor.	They

made	some	telephone	calls—and,	Ruppelt	adds,	their	rank	was	such	that	they	got	swift	results.	Radar	said
there	had	been	no	aeroplane	in	the	past	hour,	and	the	weather	station	said	there	were	no	weather	balloons
in	the	air.	The	station	also	checked	on	high-altitude	winds,	and	discovered	that	none	were	blowing	in	the
right	direction.	The	light	had	been	in	sight	too	long	to	be	a	meteor—and,	in	any	case,	meteors	do	not	climb
and	dive.
After	Ruppelt	had	checked	the	story,	he	agreed	that	they	had	seen	an	‘unidentified	flying	object’	and	left

it	at	that.
So	we	have	a	light	that	flies	until	it	is	almost	directly	above	the	garden	full	of	distinguished	guests,	and

then	performs	some	absurd	manoeuvres	to	draw	attention	to	itself,	then	flies	away,	having	demonstrated	to
a	large	number	of	Pentagon	officials	that	UFOs	were	more	than	a	hysterical	rumour.
Ruppelt	tells	how	they—the	air	force—decided	to	subscribe	to	a	press-cutting	service,	just	to	see	how

many	UFOs	were	reported	in	the	newspapers.	For	the	first	month	or	so	the	cuttings	came	in	ordinary-size
envelopes,	 then	 in	 large	manila	envelopes,	and	 finally	 in	shoe	boxes.	All	 this	was	between	March	and
June	 1952,	 and	 by	 June	 they	were	 aware	 that	 there	 was	 a	major	 ‘flap’	 (which	 Ruppelt	 defines	 as	 ‘a
condition	 .	 .	 .	 characterised	 by	 an	 advanced	 degree	 of	 confusion	 that	 has	 not	 quite	 yet	 reached	 panic
proportions’).	 Project	 Blue	 Book—the	 official	 investigation—had	 only	 just	 got	 started,	 and	 it	 was
immediately	overwhelmed	by	hundreds	of	sightings.	There	was	even	a	wave	of	sightings	over	Washington
itself.	Many	flying-saucer	enthusiasts	predicted	an	imminent	invasion	from	space;	but	nothing	happened.	It
seemed	that	the	flying	saucers	were	merely	occupied	in	an	exercise	to	get	themselves	noticed.



Half	a	century	later,	this	still	seems	to	be	the	case.	I	did	not	have	to	look	further	than	my	own	doorstep
to	 find	 an	 example.	My	 part-time	 secretary,	 Pam	 Smith-Rawnesley,	 told	 me	 that	 one	 of	 the	 first-year
students	at	the	local	drama	college	where	she	works	had	seen	a	UFO	a	few	days	before,	and	I	asked	her	to
tape-record	him	describing	what	had	happened.	This	is	what	Matt	Punter	said	in	June	1997:

I	was	travelling	from	my	friend’s	house	in	Liskeard,	at	a	quarter	past	eleven	at	night,	to	where	I
live	in	Pensilver.	After	about	three	miles,	I	was	passing	a	place	called	Rosecraddock,	and	as	I
drove	up	the	hill,	and—basically—four	different-coloured	bright	lights	came	over	the	top	of	my
car,	so	low	that	I	instinctively	ducked	my	head.	My	first	thought	was	that	it	might	be	an	aeroplane
about	to	crash	on	top	of	me,	or	just	in	front	of	me.	So	I	slammed	on	my	brakes.	Then—I	had	no
stereo	on,	and	I	realised	there	was	no	sound	to	the	thing—that’s	when	I	thought:	Mmm,	it’s	a	bit
weird.	Then,	after	stopping,	the	four	lights	stopped	about	ten	metres	in	front	of	me,	and	stayed
there	for	a	second,	and	for	that	second,	it	really	did	seem	that	whatever	it	was	was	looking	at	me,
and	I	was	looking	at	it.	Then	they	shot	off	in	the	air—so	quickly	that	I	couldn’t	see	them	once	I
looked	up.	But	there	were	four	different-coloured	lights,	blue,	red,	yellow,	and	white—there
were	possibly	two	white	lights—in	a	shape	of	a—er—parallelogram.
Pam	 asks	 whether	 he	 could	 see	 metal	 above	 the	 lights—obviously	 wondering	 if	 they	 were	 on	 the

underside	of	a	flying	saucer.	He	says:	‘No,	I	could	actually	see	the	road	through	them.	All	I	saw	were	the
four	suspended	lights	in	midair’.
After	more	questions,	Matt	goes	on:	‘I	got	home,	and	I	woke	my	mum	up—I	wouldn’t	usually	do	that

because	 she	works	 early	 in	 the	morning—but	 I	woke	her	 up	 and	 told	her	 about	 it,	 and	 she	 calmed	me
down.	She	could	see	I	was	telling	the	truth,	because	I	actually	had	tears	in	my	eyes,	my	heart	was	going
like	nothing	on	Earth’.
It	seems	an	oddly	pointless	event:	four	lights	in	the	shape	of	a	parallelogram	swooping	down	over	the

car,	and	halting	for	a	moment	in	front	of	him,	so	that	he	can	see	the	road	(he	was	driving	uphill)	through
them.	He	feels	as	if	 they	are	watching	him.	Then	they	 take	off,	so	fast	 that	when	he	 looks	up,	 they	have
already	gone.
Matt	Punter	remarks	that	‘the	weird	thing	was,	there	was	absolutely	no	traffic	on	the	road’.	This	seems

to	 be	 a	 curious	 recurring	 feature	 in	 UFO	 cases—empty	 roads,	 empty	 streets,	 and	 so	 on;	 it	 has	 been
labelled	‘the	Oz	Factor’,	after	Dorothy’s	 journey	down	a	yellow	brick	road	apparently	used	by	no	one
else.	 In	 Matt’s	 case,	 this	 meant	 that	 there	 was	 fairly	 certainly	 no	 other	 witness,	 no	 car	 going	 in	 the
opposite	direction,	who	might	have	seen	lights	rise	into	the	sky.
But	 the	Oz	Factor	does	not	always	apply.	On	4	September	1997,	while	 I	was	writing	 this	book,	my

wife	went	out	 into	 the	garden	at	about	11:00	at	night,	 to	give	 the	dogs	a	 final	airing,	when	she	saw	an
orange	globe,	 about	 the	 size	of	 the	moon,	which	moved	 in	 the	direction	of	 an	orange	 streetlight	on	 the
estate	below,	 then	 turned	and	went	back	 the	way	 it	 came.	She	had	 time	 to	go	 indoors	 and	 call	my	 son
Rowan	to	come	and	see	it	before	it	vanished	behind	trees.	Yet	she	was	so	little	struck	by	it	that	she	did	not
even	bother	 to	 tell	me	 for	 several	 days,	when	 I	 happened	 to	mention	 that	 a	 large	number	of	UFOs	are
orange	globes,	and	she	realised	that	she	had	probably	seen	a	UFO.
One	of	the	first	questions	raised	by	sceptics	is	that	of	the	credibility	of	witnesses.	As	the	philosopher

David	Hume	said,	is	it	more	likely	that	a	miracle	occurred,	or	that	someone	is	telling	lies?	But	the	UFOs



seem	to	have	taken	care	to	neutralise	this	objection	by	overwhelming	us	with	sheer	quantity.	And,	even
without	David	Hume,	 I	 find	 it	 impossible	 to	believe	 that	Matt	Punter	and	my	wife	were	not	 telling	 the
truth.	And	Ruppelt	obviously	felt	the	same	about	the	pilots	of	the	DC-4,	and	the	CIA	officials	at	the	garden
party—in	spite	of	the	fact	that	every	one	of	them	had	undoubtedly	been	drinking.
But	it	is	important	to	be	fair	to	the	sceptics.	Those	who	accept	the	reality	of	UFOs	tend	to	be	harsh	on

them—particularly	 those	 with	 some	 official	 position.	 At	 best,	 they	 think	 that	 sceptics	 are	 stupid	 or
intellectually	dishonest,	at	worst	that	there	is	a	sinister	conspiracy.
This,	I	feel,	is	missing	a	vital	point:	that	the	sceptic	is	often	a	totally	honest	person	who,	for	perfectly

good,	sound	reasons,	simply	cannot	see	a	case	for	belief.	 In	 fact	many—like	Courty	Bryan—admit	 that
they	would	like	to	be	convinced,	but	find	it	impossible.
A	case	in	point	is	an	official	investigator	called	Roy	Craig,	author	of	UFOs:	An	Insider’s	View	of	the

Official	Quest	for	Evidence.	Typically,	it	is	published	by	the	University	of	North	Texas	Press,	for	it	is	the
kind	 of	 book	 that	would	 not	 be	 taken	 on	 by	 a	 commercial	 publisher—they	 know	 that	 the	 public	 is	 not
willing	to	pay	money	for	books	written	by	nonbelievers.
Craig	was	a	member	of	the	Condon	Committee,	hated	and	derided	by	all	good	ufologists.	This	was	set

up	in	1966,	after	the	termination	of	Project	Blue	Book,	with	the	aim	of	studying	all	the	available	evidence
for	UFOs,	 and	deciding	whether	 the	United	States	government	ought	 to	 take	 them	seriously.	Two	 years
later,	 their	 highly	 sceptical	 report	 was	 denounced	 as	 a	 whitewash,	 a	 cover-up,	 an	 attempt	 to	 let	 the
defence	establishment	‘off	the	hook’.	The	UFO	Encyclopedia,	edited	by	John	Spencer—one	of	the	most
balanced	 and	 objective	 writers	 on	 the	 subject—comments,	 ‘There	 is	 some	 doubt	 as	 to	 Dr.	 Condon’s
impartiality	in	respect	of	this	(sceptical)	conclusion,	and	in	any	case	it	appears	clear	that	the	conclusions
of	this	report	do	not	necessarily	mirror	the	actual	findings	of	the	investigation’.
Craig’s	book	makes	it	clear	that	both	these	statements	are	disputable.	It	also	makes	it	clear	that	the	truth

is	far	more	fascinating,	and	far	more	subtle,	than	most	believers	in	UFOs	are	willing	to	concede.
Craig	tells	how,	in	October	1966,	newspapers	announced	that	Dr.	Franklin	Roach	would	be	one	of	the

chief	investigators	for	the	Condon	Committee,	and	how,	that	same	day,	he	happened	to	meet	Roach	at	a
party,	and	remarked	that	he	envied	him.	Roach	said	 that,	 if	he	was	 interested,	he	ought	 to	speak	 to	Bob
Low,	the	coordinator	of	the	project—another	name	that	makes	ufologists	wrinkle	their	noses.	As	a	result,
Craig	was	appointed	an	investigator	for	the	committee.
His	first	‘case’	was	in	May	1967.	Many	people	in	Hoquiam,	near	Seattle,	had	heard	strange	beeping

noises	originating	from	above	the	ground,	and	there	was	no	obvious	explanation.	Cattle	seemed	worried
by	the	noise,	dogs	cowered,	and	frogs	stopped	croaking.	Ornithologists	said	it	was	not	a	bird.	The	story
reached	the	newspapers,	and	Craig	went	to	investigate,	together	with	camera,	tape	recorder	and	ultrasonic
translator-detector.
He	 and	 five	 fellow	 investigators	 spent	 an	 uncomfortable	 night	 lying	 in	 damp	 vegetation.	 They	 had

hoped	the	beeping	would	start	early	and	they	could	go	home	to	bed.	But,	although	it	started	briefly,	there
was	not	time	to	turn	on	the	tape	recorder.	They	left,	cold	and	hungry,	at	dawn.
The	next	night	it	was	raining,	and	they	sat	in	a	car	with	the	window	open	and	tape	recorder	at	the	ready.



Again,	nothing	happened.	They	were	so	exhausted	that	they	left	at	midnight.
The	next	day	they	phoned	the	local	sheriff’s	office,	and	were	told	that	a	man	who	lived	close	to	the	site

of	 the	beeping	had	 shot	 a	 tiny	owl,	 the	 size	 of	 a	 sparrow,	 called	 a	 saw-whet	 owl.	He	 had	 got	 sick	 of
people	trampling	over	his	yard	looking	for	the	noise,	and	killed	it	with	a	shotgun.
After	that,	the	unearthly	beeping	stopped.	The	lesson	was	obvious.	Look	around	for	a	local	countryman

who	 knows	 what	 a	 saw-whet	 owl	 sounds	 like.	 The	 people	 who	 had	 reported	 the	 beeping	 were	 not
countrymen,	neither	did	they	know	it	was	the	saw-whet	owl’s	mating	season.
Craig’s	next	case	was	more	significant,	for	it	involved	one	of	the	most	famous	encounters	in	ufology.
On	Saturday,	20	May	1967,	a	fifty-one-year-old	Polish-Canadian	named	Stephen	Michalak	returned	to

his	home	in	Winnipeg	with	first-degree	burns	on	his	chest,	and	complaining	of	nausea.	His	story	was	that
he	had	been	out	prospecting—looking	for	quartz—in	Manitoba’s	Falcon	Lake	Park,	when	the	local	wild
geese	began	to	cackle	loudly.	When	he	looked	up	he	saw	two	cigar-shaped	objects	descending	from	the
sky,	glowing	with	 a	 scarlet	 colour.	One	of	 them	 remained	 in	 the	 sky,	while	 the	 other	 landed	on	 a	 flat-
topped	rock.	The	second	UFO	began	to	fly	away,	its	colour	changing	from	red	to	orange,	then	grey.
About	 to	disappear	behind	clouds,	 it	 changed	 to	orange	again,	 it	was	moving	very	 fast,	 and	without

sound.
Michalak	now	saw	that	 the	craft	on	 the	ground	was	changing	colour,	 from	red	 to	grey-red,	 then	 light

grey,	then	to	the	colour	of	‘hot	stainless	steel,	with	a	golden	glow	around	it’.
There	was	an	opening	in	the	top	of	the	craft,	and	a	brilliant	purple	light,	which	hurt	his	eyes,	poured

out.	Then	he	felt	wafts	of	warm	air,	smelt	burning	sulphur,	and	heard	a	whirring	noise	like	a	small	electric
motor	running	very	fast.	There	was	also	a	hissing	sound,	like	air	being	sucked	into	the	craft.	A	door	stood
open	in	the	side.
By	 now	 his	 fear	 and	 astonishment	 had	 subsided,	 and	 he	 concluded	 that	 it	 was	 an	 American	 space

project,	and	that	someone	would	appear	at	the	door	at	any	moment.	He	went	close	to	it,	and	heard	muffled
voices	above	the	rush	of	air.	He	called	to	ask	if	they	were	having	trouble	but	received	no	reply.	He	tried
calling	 out	 in	Russian,	German,	 Italian,	 French	 and	Ukrainian.	Still	 receiving	 no	 reply,	 he	 approached
closer,	placing	green	lenses	over	the	goggles	he	was	wearing	(to	avoid	chips	of	flying	quartz),	because
the	light	hurt	his	eyes.
He	stuck	his	head	inside	the	opening,	and	saw	a	maze	of	lights—beams	of	light	like	a	laser	light	show

(although	he	did	not	use	this	image),	flashing	randomly.	When	he	withdrew	his	head,	the	door	closed,	and
another	‘door’	dropped	down	from	above.	He	touched	the	craft,	and	found	it	was	hot	enough	to	burn	his
glove.
Then,	very	quickly,	the	craft	tilted,	and	he	felt	a	scorching	pain	in	his	chest.	As	it	took	off,	his	shirt	and

undershirt	burst	into	flames.	He	tore	them	off	and	threw	them	on	the	ground.	Meanwhile,	the	craft	changed
colour,	then	disappeared.	Michalak	vomited	and	passed	out	several	times	as	he	struggled	back	to	the	main
road.
This	was	Michalak’s	story,	and	Craig	went	to	investigate	it	two	weeks	later.	A	friendly	taxi	driver	told

him	 that	Michalak	had	been	 in	hospital,	although	Craig	understood	he	was	at	home.	Apparently	 he	had



been	out	in	a	helicopter	to	try	to	locate	the	site	of	the	UFO	landing,	without	success.
Craig	 met	 Michalak,	 and	 felt	 he	 was	 genuine	 and	 sincere.	 He	 saw	 the	 burnt	 undershirt,	 and

photographed	remains	of	burns	on	Michalak’s	body,	and	also	studied	Michalak’s	sketch	of	 the	craft—a
typical	 flying	 saucer,	with	a	dome	on	 top	and	curved	underside.	And	Michalak	 finally	 agreed	 to	 try	 to
locate	the	site	of	the	landing.
The	next	day	they	drove	eighty-five	miles	out	of	Winnipeg,	then	off	the	highway	to	an	abandoned	gravel

pit.	Michalak	proceeded	to	lead	them,	and	often	pointed	out	spots	where	he	had	chipped	off	rock	with	his
hammer.	 Craig	 said	 that	 he	 got	 the	 impression	 Michalak	 was	 pretending	 to	 search	 rather	 than	 really
searching.	Finally,	Michalak	 said	 he	 could	not	 find	 the	 site	 that	 day,	 and	would	 try	 another	 day.	 Craig
suggested	 he	 should	 at	 least	 try	 a	 little	 longer.	Michalak	 agreed,	 but	was	 unsuccessful.	 Craig	 felt	 that,
although	Michalak	 talked	 as	 if	 he	was	 leading	 them	deep	 into	 the	bush,	 they	were	 really	 exploring	 the
same	area	about	two	miles	from	the	gravel	pit.	Finally,	they	gave	up.	Craig	 interviewed	witnesses	who
had	seen	Michalak	when	he	reached	the	highway,	and	men	who	manned	a	fire-watch	tower;	no	one	had
noticed	any	UFOs	that	Saturday.	And,	after	 two	or	 three	more	unsatisfactory	days	 investigating	 this	and
other	UFO	reports,	Craig	went	home.
Michalak	had	promised	to	telephone	if	he	located	the	landing	site,	but	he	never	phoned.	Craig	heard	at

second	hand	that	he	had	finally	located	it.	In	a	booklet	he	later	published,	Michalak	said	that	when	he	had
finally	located	the	site,	he	also	found	the	remains	of	the	burnt	shirt	and	a	six-foot	rule	he	left	behind.	A
large	circle	of	burnt	grass,	visible	on	a	photograph	of	 the	site,	 left	no	doubt	 that	something	had	 landed
there.	Cracks	in	the	rock	on	which	the	UFO	landed	showed	traces	of	radioactivity.	But	Canadian	officials
told	Craig	that	the	radioactive	material	was	similar	to	uranium	ore	from	a	nearby	valley.	Craig	decided
that	it	had	probably	been	planted,	and	that	the	case	was	not	worth	pursuing.
Who	can	say	whether	he	was	right	or	wrong?	Anyone	who	reads	Craig’s	account	can	sympathise	with

his	feeling	that	he	was	wasting	his	time.	He	was	quite	obviously	doing	his	best.	If	Michalak	had	located
the	site,	he	might	have	been	more	convinced.
On	 the	other	hand,	why	should	Michalak	have	concocted	 the	story?	Even	 if	he	received	his	burns	 in

some	other	way—by	some	accident—it	is	still	hard	to	see	why	he	claimed	he	had	received	them	from	a
UFO.
Craig	obviously	felt	that	Michalak	was	reluctant	to	take	him	out	to	try	to	find	the	site	of	the	encounter.

But	 is	 that	 so	 strange?	Surely	 anyone	would	prefer	 to	 go	 alone	 to	 try	 to	 locate	 the	 site—and	 then	 take
witnesses	there	after	it	had	been	located.	It	 is	always	embarrassing	to	do	things	under	the	gaze	of	other
people—particularly	 an	 official	 ‘investigator’.	 The	 sheer	 desire	 to	 produce	 results	 may	 be
counterproductive.
As	to	Craig’s	impression	that	Michalak	was	crisscrossing	the	same	site,	about	two	miles	from	the	road,

it	was	probably	correct.	If	Michalak	felt	that	it	was	somewhere	in	the	area,	then	he	would	obviously	keep
on	looking	there.
What	is	clear	is	that,	as	a	member	of	an	official	committee,	it	was	not	Craig’s	business	to	believe	or

disbelieve—simply	 to	 look	 for	 evidence.	 And,	 while	 he	 was	 in	 Winnipeg,	 this	 evidence	 was	 not



forthcoming.	He	had	every	right	to	be	unconvinced.
As	to	why	Michalak	should	have	concocted	a	false	story,	Craig	would	undoubtedly	reply	by	relating

the	curious	and	instructive	story	of	Major	Y.
One	day,	two	photographic	slides	were	delivered	to	the	Condon	project	office	in	Boulder,	both	of	the

same	UFO.	One	was	 small	 and	 the	 image	 rather	blurred,	 but	 the	other	was	 the	best	 picture	of	 a	 flying
saucer	they	had	seen—flat-bottomed,	with	a	dome	on	top.	It	was	brick-red	in	colour.
It	had,	apparently,	been	taken	eighteen	months	earlier	by	an	air	force	officer	engaged	on	his	last	official

flight	before	he	retired.	If	this	was	genuine,	it	proved	the	existence	of	flying	saucers	beyond	all	doubt.
Major	Y,	who	took	the	photograph,	was	apparently	of	the	highest	reliability.	He	had	taken	off	 in	July

1966,	intending	to	take	some	photographs	of	the	mountains	in	western	Utah,	so	had	his	camera	with	him.
His	copilot	was	studying	a	navigation	problem	when	 the	UFO	appeared	off	 their	wing,	 looking	as	 if	 it
was	flying	in	a	great	arc	to	survey	the	plane.	Major	Y	snapped	a	picture,	then	took	another	a	few	seconds
later	as	it	came	closer,	in	the	centre	of	his	windscreen.	It	all	took	only	a	few	seconds,	and	the	copilot	did
not	even	look	up.
But	why,	Craig	wondered,	had	Major	Y	not	reported	it	at	the	time,	as	he	was	obliged	to	under	air	force

regulations?
Another	puzzling	point	was	the	numbers	on	the	slide	mountings	(which	the	developer	had	added).	The

‘first’	picture,	 the	blurred	one,	bore	 the	number	14,	yet	 the	second	one	was	 labelled	11.	Was	Major	Y
mistaken	about	the	order	in	which	they	were	taken?	And	had	he	taken	another	two	in	between?
Craig	 and	 a	 colleague	went	 to	 call	 on	Major	Y,	 now	 in	 a	 responsible	 civilian	 job,	 at	 his	 home	 in

Denver.	It	was	a	beautiful	house,	and	Major	Y’s	wife	quite	obviously	believed	that	the	photographs	were
genuine,	and	seemed	slightly	offended	that	the	investigators	wanted	to	ask	questions	that	implied	doubt.
The	major	himself	seemed	a	decent	man,	honest	and	reliable;	it	seemed	unlikely	that	he	had	any	reason

for	faking	the	photographs.	Craig	asked	if	the	major	had	told	the	copilot	what	he	had	seen.	The	major	said
that	he	told	the	copilot	that	he	had	just	photographed	something,	and	the	copilot	had	replied,	‘That’s	nice’.
The	major	 then	 said	 he	 asked	 the	 copilot	 if	 he	 had	 seen	 the	 object	 he	 had	 just	 photographed,	 and	 the
copilot	said	he	hadn’t.
So	the	copilot	ought	to	be	able	to	verify	that	Major	Y	had	photographed	something.
But	why	had	Major	Y	not	reported	what	he	had	seen?	There	were	two	reasons:	first,	he	did	not	want	to

be	 ridiculed;	 and	 second,	 he	 had	 been	 piloting	 the	 plane	without	 authorisation—he	 had	 been	 removed
from	flight	status.
Craig	asked	about	the	misnumbering	of	the	slide	mountings,	and	the	major	said	that	most	of	the	slides

from	that	roll	had	been	misnumbered	when	they	were	developed.
Other	slides	were	produced	from	the	same	roll	of	film.	It	had	been	developed	in	December,	nearly	six

months	after	the	UFO	photograph	had	been	taken.	The	major	and	his	wife	explained	that	they	had	taken	the
remaining	photographs	on	the	roll	during	a	drive	across	the	Rockies,	after	his	retirement.	They	had	also
taken	some	photographs	of	a	big	snowstorm	in	October	1966.
Craig	was	not	entirely	happy.	Would	not	a	man	who	had	just	photographed	a	UFO	shout	at	his	copilot,



‘I’ve	just	photographed	a	UFO’?	And	would	he	wait	six	months	before	getting	the	film	developed?
Back	at	the	project	office,	Craig	examined	the	photographs	more	closely.	Each	frame	of	such	a	roll	is

numbered	 before	 it	 leaves	 the	 factory.	And	 the	 numbering	 on	 these	 frames	 left	 no	 doubt	 that	 the	UFO
pictures	 were	 taken	 later	 than	 the	 October	 snowstorm	 pictures—that	 is,	 months	 after	 the	 major’s
retirement.
Craig	 tried	 to	 arrange	 a	 second	 interview	 with	 the	 major,	 to	 press	 him	 further,	 but	 the	 major	 was

elusive—very	busy	with	the	garden.	Finally,	Craig	asked	him	over	the	telephone	about	the	misnumbering
on	 the	films.	The	major	admitted	 that	he	did	not	even	know	 that	 the	 slides	 themselves	were	numbered.
Asked	about	how	this	discrepancy	could	have	occurred—how	the	UFO	pictures	were	numbered	later	than
the	snowstorm—he	said	that	he	might	well	have	got	mixed	up	about	the	rolls.
The	 fact	 that	 the	major	was	unaware	 that	 the	 films	 themselves	were	numbered	 explains	why	he	had

thought	he	could	get	away	with	two	fake	UFO	photographs.	But	it	did	not	explain	why	such	an	apparently
reliable	and	mature	man	had	decided	to	perpetrate	the	hoax.	Craig	never	found	out,	for	after	he	returned
the	photographs—with	a	request	for	further	explanations—he	never	heard	from	the	major	again.
Craig	 goes	 on	 to	 describe	 his	 experience	with	 Jim	 and	Coral	 Lorenzen,	 the	 founders	 of	 the	Aerial

Phenomena	Research	Organization	(APRO).	They	 told	him	 that	 they	actually	possessed	a	 fragment	of	a
flying	saucer,	a	piece	of	magnesium	far	more	pure	than	any	then	being	created	in	any	Earth	laboratory.	 It
came	from	a	town	called	Ubatuba,	near	São	Paulo,	in	Brazil.	A	man	and	his	friend	had	been	fishing	on	the
beach	when,	 it	was	 claimed,	 a	UFO	 swooped	 down	 at	 an	 incredible	 speed	 towards	 the	 sea.	 But,	 just
before	it	hit	the	water,	it	managed	to	turn,	and	flew	upwards.	Suddenly,	it	exploded,	showering	fragments
that	looked	like	sparks	from	fireworks.	The	man	and	his	friend	picked	up	many	fragments	that	had	fallen
on	 the	 beach,	 and	 they	were	 as	 light	 as	 paper.	The	 fisherman	wrote	 an	 account	 of	 his	 experience	 to	 a
newspaper	columnist	in	Rio	de	Janeiro,	although	his	signature	was	illegible.
Jim	and	Coral	Lorenzen	came	into	possession	of	one	of	these	fragments,	and	sent	it	for	analysis	which,

they	said,	revealed	that	it	was	incredibly	pure	magnesium.
The	 Lorenzens	 agreed	 to	 lend	 their	 sample	 to	 the	 Condon	 Committee.	 Craig	 had	 it	 analysed	 in	 a

laboratory;	but	alas,	it	was	not	as	pure	as	magnesium	produced	by	the	Dow	chemical	company.
Later,	Craig	came	upon	a	report	on	the	same	sample	from	another	laboratory—apparently	made	for	the

Lorenzens.	It	said	that	the	magnesium	was	not	at	all	pure—in	fact,	less	so	than	commercially	manufactured
magnesium.	And	he	was	 saddened	 to	 read,	 in	 a	book	by	Coral	Lorenzen,	 the	 comment	 that	 ‘it	was	not
possible	to	determine	whether	the	detected	impurities	were	in	the	electrodes	(used	for	analysis)	or	in	the
sample’.	That,	he	felt,	was	just	wishful	thinking.	Understandably,	his	opinion	of	 the	Lorenzens	and	their
UFO	research	organisations	took	on	a	negative	tinge.
The	Lorenzens	also	told	him	that	there	was	a	strong	piece	of	evidence	in	favour	of	a	‘close	encounter’,

in	the	form	of	a	bent	arrow,	fired	by	a	man	called	Donald	Schrum	at	an	alien	‘robot’.
The	encounter,	Craig	learnt,	had	taken	place	in	a	remote	wooded	area	called	Cisco	Grove,	California,

on	4	September	1964.	Schrum	had	been	out	hunting	with	two	friends,	and	had	been	separated	from	them.
As	dusk	came	on,	he	lit	a	fire,	hoping	they	would	see	it.	A	light	appeared	in	the	sky,	and	Schrum	thought	it



might	be	a	helicopter,	out	looking	for	him.	He	climbed	a	tree,	then	saw	a	domelike	disc	with	a	flashing
light	on	it.	Some	dark	object	fell	to	the	ground.	In	the	moonlight	he	saw	some	kind	of	craft	land	nearby.
Then	two	small	figures,	dressed	in	silver	suits,	came	out	of	the	woods,	and	stood	looking	up	at	him.	Later,
a	stocky	creature,	which	seemed	to	be	a	robot,	joined	them;	it	had	large	red	eyes	and	a	slitlike	opening	for
a	mouth.
They	seemed—to	his	 relief—unable	 to	climb.	He	 tried	 lighting	his	cap,	which	was	greasy	with	hair

oil,	 and	 threw	 it	 down	 at	 them;	 that	 seemed	 to	 worry	 them.	 So	 Schrum	went	 on	 lighting	 items	 of	 his
clothing	and	dropping	them	down.
It	seemed	the	robot’s	mouth	was	not	for	eating.	It	would	drop	open	like	a	trap	and	emit	a	puff	of	smoke,

which	 would	 spread	 like	 mist;	 when	 it	 reached	 Schrum,	 he	 lost	 consciousness.	 Fortunately,	 he	 was
wearing	 a	 long	 belt,	 with	which	 he	 attached	 himself	 to	 the	 tree.	 The	 siege	went	 on	 all	 night,	 and	 the
creatures	were	joined	by	a	second	robot.	After	one	of	these	periods	of	unconsciousness,	Schrum	woke	up
to	find	that	his	attackers	had	left.	When	he	finally	rejoined	his	companions,	one	of	them	said	that	he	had
also	seen	the	flying	object.
Understandably,	Roy	Craig	felt	this	was	too	silly	for	words.	It	sounded	like	an	episode	from	a	child’s

comic.	But	it	seemed	that	the	bent	arrow	was	one	of	three	that	Donald	Schrum	had	fired	at	the	creatures,
and	so	provided	evidence	of	some	sort.
First,	Craig	looked	in	an	ephemeris	to	see	what	the	moon	had	been	doing	that	night;	in	fact,	there	was

no	moon.	As	to	 the	arrow,	with	 its	 tip	bent	at	a	right	angle,	he	concluded	this	had	been	bent	by	a	blow
from	the	side,	rather	than	by	impact	with	a	robot’s	chest.	Disgusted	with	the	whole	bizarre	story,	he	made
no	attempt	to	contact	Schrum’s	hunting	partners,	but	decided	to	forget	the	whole	thing.
Now	 Jacques	 Vallee,	 who	 recounts	 the	 story	 in	 Passport	 to	 Magonia,	 agrees	 that	 it	 sounds

unbelievable.	 But	 that,	 of	 course,	 is	 one	 of	 the	 basic	 problems	 about	UFO	 encounters—at	 times,	 they
sound	as	if	they	had	been	deliberately	concocted	to	create	incredulity.	But	if	we	dismiss	the	story	as	some
kind	 of	 fantasy,	 we	 are	 left	 with	 the	 usual	 baffling	 problem:	 why	 did	 the	 witness	 invent	 anything	 so
preposterous?	Schrum	did	not	seek	publicity;	the	Lorenzens	heard	the	story	from	Jacques	Vallee	and	Allen
Hynek,	who	had	failed	to	persuade	another	investigation	team,	Project	Blue	Book,	to	take	it	seriously.	 If
Schrum	was	lying	for	the	fun	of	it,	why	did	he	not	make	his	lie	more	believable?
This	problem	of	what	might	be	called	 ‘deliberate	unbelievableness’	occurs	again	and	again	 in	UFO

literature.	Craig	was	lucky	he	was	not	asked	to	investigate	the	Sutton	farm	siege	of	1955,	one	of	the	most
outrageous	examples	of	sheer	absurdity	in	UFO	history—it	would	surely	have	made	him	resign	from	the
committee	in	disgust.	The	siege	took	place	in	Kentucky	during	the	night	of	21	August	1955,	during	which	a
family	 named	Sutton,	 and	married	visitors	 named	Taylor,	 stayed	 awake	 trying	 to	 hold	 off	 little	 shining
men,	who	somersaulted	backwards	whenever	struck	by	a	bullet,	with	a	noise	like	a	shot	being	fired	into	a
pail.	One	creature	climbed	on	the	kitchen	roof;	struck	by	two	bullets,	it	fell—then	floated	forty	feet	and
landed	on	a	fence,	and	walked	away.	During	a	break	in	the	siege,	the	whole	family—eight	adults	and	three
children—fled	in	two	cars	to	Hopkinsville,	Kentucky,	seven	miles	away,	to	summon	the	police.	But	 the
police	could	find	nothing,	and	left—whereupon	the	siege	resumed,	with	 the	shining	men,	 three	feet	 tall,



peering	in	at	the	windows.	They	finally	left	at	dawn.
It	 certainly	 sounds	 like	 a	 hoax—only	 one	 member	 of	 the	 group	 claims	 to	 have	 seen	 the	 UFO	 that

brought	 the	 aliens,	 although	a	neighbour	 later	 said	he	 saw	 its	 lights.	Yet	 the	whole	 family	 undoubtedly
piled	 into	 two	cars	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night	 to	get	 the	police,	 and	undoubtedly	did	 a	 lot	 of	 shooting.
Those	who	have	 studied	 the	 case	 are	 unanimous	 in	 agreeing	 that	 something	 really	 happened	 that	 night;
eleven	people	had	no	reason	to	lie.
The	little	shiny	men	did	not	even	look	like	the	‘greys’	who	feature	in	so	many	abduction	cases.	A	sketch

based	on	witnesses’	 reports	 shows	 them	as	having	huge,	 floppy	ears,	 long	 sticklike	 legs	 and	 arms	 that
came	almost	to	their	feet.	Only	one	witness	said	she	had	not	seen	the	goblins,	and	that	was	because	she
was	too	scared	to	look	up.
Any	reader	of	Craig’s	book	can	see	why	he	ended	as	a	total	unbeliever.	As	case	after	case	failed	 to

provide	the	solid	evidence	he	hoped	for,	he	must	have	become	increasingly	convinced	that	the	whole	thing
was	a	tissue	of	illusions	and	deceit.	I	must	admit	that,	even	when	I	had	reached	only	the	halfway	mark,	I
felt	much	the	same.
The	problem	with	this	state	of	mind	is	that	it	induces	a	kind	of	irritable	impatience	that	is	the	reverse	of

open-mindedness.	And	I	have	only	to	turn	to	Coral	Lorenzen’s	book	Flying	Saucers	 (1965)	 to	see	what
has	gone	wrong	with	even	as	honest	an	investigator	as	Roy	Craig.	She	begins	by	describing	how,	when
she	was	nine	years	old	(in	1934),	a	friend	pointed	out	a	white	object	in	the	sky,	which	she	thought	was	a
parachute.	Coral	Lorenzen	says	she	 thought	 it	was	more	 like	an	open	umbrella	without	 ribs,	and	 that	 it
was	travelling	in	a	leisurely	manner	with	an	‘undulating’	motion.
On	 10	 June	 1947—now	 a	 young	 married	 woman—she	 was	 sitting	 on	 her	 back	 porch	 looking	 for

meteors	when	she	saw	a	tiny	ball	that	rose	quickly	and	vanished	among	the	stars.	In	fact,	June	1947	was	a
month	in	which	dozens	of	reported	sightings	occurred,	the	most	famous	of	which	was	Kenneth	Arnold’s	on
24	 June.	 And	 there	 were	 many	 more	 sightings	 after	 this,	 which	 she	 lists	 and	 describes.	 The	 most
impressive	is	described	in	a	letter	from	a	Mrs.	King,	who	was	leaving	Mombasa	at	the	end	of	June	when
she	 saw	 a	 huge,	 cigar-shaped	 vessel	 as	 long	 as	 the	 ship,	 which	 travelled	 alongside	 them	 for	 a	 few
moments,	then	sped	away,	shooting	flames	from	its	rear.
Now	clearly,	Coral	Lorenzen	is	in	a	totally	different	frame	of	mind	from	Roy	Craig.	She	did	not	say	to

Mrs.	King:	‘Come	on,	prove	you	saw	it’.	She	has	seen	one—perhaps	two—herself,	and	then	gone	on	to
collect	hundreds	of	sightings	and	interview	dozens	of	witnesses.	She	doesn’t	need	 to	be	convinced	 that
UFOs	exist.	She	wants	to	know	what	they	are,	and	what	they	want.	She	is	half	inclined	to	believe	that	they
intend	a	mass	landing,	and	that	their	intentions	may	not	be	entirely	friendly.	But	her	attitude	throughout	the
book	is	one	of	intelligent	questioning.	There	is	no	suggestion	of	a	cultist,	 for	whom	flying	saucers	have
become	a	kind	of	substitute	for	religion.
And,	quite	obviously,	she	and	Roy	Craig	are	never	going	to	agree,	simply	because	their	minds	are	on

completely	different	tracks.
Craig	was	never	 to	find	the	answer	he	was	 looking	for,	and—to	do	him	justice—hoping	to	find.	But

this	 is	partly	because,	by	 the	 time	he	was	 six	months	 into	his	 investigation,	he	had	become	so	wearily



cynical	that	he	was	convinced	there	was	very	little	to	investigate.
The	disadvantages	of	 this	attitude	can	be	 seen	clearly	 in	another	of	Craig’s	cases,	 that	of	Patrolman

Herb	Schirmer.
On	the	night	of	3	December	1967,	at	about	2:30	a.m.,	 the	twenty-two-year-old	ex-marine	was	on	the

edge	 of	Ashland,	Nebraska,	when	 he	 thought	 he	 saw	 a	 stalled	 truck	 at	 an	 intersection	 of	Highway	63.
When	he	turned	his	spotlight	on	it,	he	was	staggered	to	see	that	it	was	a	UFO—a	football-shaped	object
on	three	tripod-like	legs,	with	red	lights	on	it.	Seconds	later,	 it	 took	off.	He	returned	 to	 the	station,	and
wrote	in	his	logbook:	‘Saw	a	flying	saucer	at	the	junction	of	Highway	6	and	63.	Believe	it	or	not!’
One	thing	puzzled	him.	It	was	now	3:00	a.m.,	and	it	took	only	ten	minutes	to	get	from	the	spot	where	he

had	seen	the	UFO	to	the	station.	What	had	happened	to	the	other	twenty	minutes?	He	felt	sick,	and	had	a
tingling	sensation	all	over	his	body.	There	was	also	the	odd	fact	that	he	had	a	red	welt	on	his	neck.
Schirmer	began	to	suffer	nightmares.	He	woke	up	trying	to	strangle	his	wife,	or	to	handcuff	her.	He	also

had	a	ringing	noise	in	his	ears.
His	 sighting	 came	 to	 the	 attention	 of	 the	 Condon	 Committee,	 who	 asked	 him	 to	 come	 to	 their

headquarters	 in	Boulder,	Colorado.	There	he	 told	his	story	of	 the	football-shaped	UFO.	The	committee
was	 particularly	 interested	 in	 the	missing	 twenty	minutes,	 as	 well	 as	 in	 the	 welt	 on	 his	 neck	 and	 the
tingling	sensation	he	had	experienced.
‘They	really	hammered	me	on	those	missing	minutes’.
The	committee	decided	to	try	the	effect	of	hypnosis,	and	a	professional	psychologist	swung	a	pendulum

back	and	forth	in	front	of	his	eyes.	After	a	while,	the	psychologist	asked	him	if	there	was	more	to	tell,	and
Schirmer	said	yes.
Craig’s	account	is	not	as	clear	as	it	might	be.	He	is	obviously	bored	with	the	whole	thing,	and	suspects

that	 Schirmer	was	 only	 pretending	 to	 be	 hypnotised.	 Instead	 of	 quoting	 a	 transcript	 of	 the	 session,	 he
merely	mentions	that	Schirmer	said	he	had	been	taken	on	board,	shown	the	propulsion	system	of	the	craft,
and	 that	 it	was	 from	another	galaxy,	whose	 inhabitants	were	 friendly.	This,	 says	Craig	dismissively,	 is
‘typical	 UFO	 lore’.	And	 the	 psychology	 professor	 who	 did	 the	 hypnosis	 admitted	 that	 he	 personally
believed	 that	 extraterrestrials	 are	 conducting	 a	 survey	 of	 the	 Earth.	 The	 implication	 is	 that	 the
psychologist	asked	leading	questions	that	prompted	Schirmer’s	replies.
Craig	 has	 no	more	 to	 say	 about	 the	 case,	 except	 that	 he	 would	 like	 to	 see	 physical	 evidence	 of	 a

landing,	 rather	 than	 witness	 a	 hypnotic	 session,	 where	 the	 interviewer	 may	merely	 be	 stimulating	 the
subject’s	imagination	or	responsiveness	to	suggestion.
What	he	does	not	go	on	to	tell	us	is	what	happened	next:	that	Schirmer	went	back	home,	and	was	soon

promoted	 to	 head	 of	 the	 department,	 becoming	Ashland’s	 youngest	 police	 chief.	 But	 as	 the	 headaches
continued,	until	he	was	‘gobbling	down	aspirin	like	it	was	popcorn’,	he	quit	the	job.
It	seems	that	the	psychologist	at	Boulder	had	not	told	him	what	he	had	revealed	under	hypnosis,	and	he

badly	wanted	to	know.	Therefore	he	contacted	Eric	Norman,	a	writer	on	flying	saucers,	who	advised	him
to	 go	 to	 a	 professional	 hypnotist.	 On	 8	 June	 1968,	with	Norman	 and	 the	 author	 Brad	 Steiger	 present,
Schirmer	was	hypnotised	by	Loring	G.	Williams,	and	regressed	to	the	day	of	the	encounter.



Now	he	told	how,	when	he	switched	on	his	spotlight,	 the	object	had	flown	over	 to	him,	and	how	its
occupants	had	approached	his	car.	One	of	the	beings	produced	a	device	that	enveloped	the	car	in	green
gas.
When	he	tried	to	draw	his	revolver,	 the	alien	pointed	a	rodlike	device	at	him,	which	paralysed	him.

And,	soon	after	that,	something	was	pressed	against	the	side	of	his	neck,	which	left	the	red	welt.
The	being	asked,	‘Are	you	the	watchman	of	this	place?’	Then	it	pointed	at	a	power	plant	and	asked,	‘Is

that	the	only	source	of	power	you	have?’	He	was	also	asked	about	a	nearby	reservoir.	He	gathered	that	the
visitors	wanted	to	charge	up	the	power	units	of	their	spacecraft.
Next	he	was	 invited	 to	come	on	board.	A	circular	doorway	opened	 in	 the	bottom	of	 the	craft,	and	a

ladder	appeared.	Schirmer	 noted	 that	 the	 ladder	 and	 the	 interior	 of	 the	 craft	were	 unusually	 cold—an
observation	that	tends	to	recur	in	abduction	cases.
In	a	large	control	room,	Schirmer	observed	video	consoles	which	showed	areas	outside	the	ship.	He

was	told	that	the	ship	was	a	small	observation	craft,	made	from	pure	magnesium,	and	that	it	generated	a
force	field	around	itself	when	landing.	He	was	also	told	that	they	had	bases	on	Venus	and	other	planets,	as
well	 as	 underground	 bases	 on	 Earth	 at	 one	 of	 the	 poles,	 and	 on	 the	 coast	 off	 Florida.	 All	 this	 was
communicated	in	a	kind	of	broken	English,	and	the	voice	seemed	to	come	from	the	creature’s	chest	area.
The	crewmen	were	between	four	and	five	feet	 tall,	and	wore	silvery	uniforms,	with	an	emblem	of	a

winged	serpent	on	 the	right	breast.	They	wore	helmets	with	antennae	sticking	out	of	 the	 left	side.	 They
looked	at	Schirmer	with	unblinking	eyes,	and	he	did	not	notice	if	they	were	breathing.
The	‘leader’	also	made	the	interesting	admission	that	the	UFO	inhabitants	want	to	puzzle	people,	and	to

confuse	the	public’s	mind.	Schirmer	said,	‘They	put	out	reports	slowly	to	prepare	us	.	.	.’.
The	leader	was	pushing	buttons	as	he	spoke	to	Schirmer,	and	he	felt	signs	of	headache.	He	was	 told

that	they	were	putting	things	in	his	mind,	and	that	they	always	did	that	with	everyone	they	contacted.
Contactees,	he	was	 told,	were	chosen	at	 random,	because	 they	happened	 to	be	 in	a	 lonely	place,	or

sometimes	because	 they	were	 the	son	or	daughter	of	someone	who	was	already	a	contactee.	 (This	was
1967,	 long	 before	 Budd	 Hopkins	 and	 others	 began	 to	 suspect	 that	 abductions	 sometimes	 occurred
repeatedly	in	families.)	The	‘aliens’	had	been	observing	Earth	for	a	long	period	of	time,	and	felt	 that	if
contactees	 slowly	 released	 information	 about	what	 had	 happened	 to	 them,	 it	would	 somehow	help	 the
aliens.
They	had	a	programme	called	breeding	analysis,	in	which	some	humans	had	been	involved.	He	saw	a

kind	 of	 logbook	 on	 a	 table,	 but	 said	 that	 the	writing	was	more	 like	 ‘the	 stuff	we	 see	 in	movies	 about
Egypt’	(i.e.,	hieroglyphics).
Schirmer	was	told,	‘Watchman,	one	day	you	will	see	the	universe’.	He	was	also	told	that	he	would	be

contacted	twice	more	in	his	 life.	The	being	 then	 told	him,	‘I	wish	 that	you	would	not	 tell	 that	you	have
been	aboard	this	ship	.	.	.	You	will	not	speak	wisely	about	this	night’.
And,	 the	 next	 thing	 Schirmer	 knew,	 he	 was	 watching	 the	 spacecraft	 take	 off,	 with	 no	 memory

whatsoever	of	what	had	happened	since	he	first	saw	it.
We	can	see	why	Craig	felt	dubious	about	the	case—particularly	in	the	light	of	his	negative	experiences



so	far.	But	we	 can	 also	 see	 that	 the	whole	 story	 is	 a	 great	 deal	more	plausible	 than	Craig	 lets	 on.	He
dismisses	it	all	as	possible	suggestion	by	the	hypnotist,	 ignoring	the	fact	that	Schirmer	went	back	to	the
police	 station	 twenty	minutes	 later	 and	 logged	 the	 sighting.	 The	 tingling	 sensation,	 the	 headaches	 and
nightmares	 that	 followed	 suggest	 that	 something	 had	 happened	 during	 that	 twenty	 minutes,	 and	 that
Schirmer	was	affected	by	radiation.
When	Schirmer	went	home	after	 the	 first	hypnotic	session,	he	became	police	chief,	and	yet	 resigned

from	a	good	job	because	of	 the	headaches.	This	again	suggests	 that	he	 is	not	 inventing	 the	story	for	 the
sake	of	attention.	Finally,	his	need	to	know	what	happened	led	him	to	a	second	hypnosis,	when	so	much
interesting	information	emerged—much	of	it	anticipating	things	suggested	by	Budd	Hopkins	twenty	years
later—that	 it	 provides	 clues	 to	many	 other	 abductions,	 and	 possibly	 to	 the	motivation	 of	 the	 aliens	 in
general.	For	all	these	reasons,	the	Schirmer	case	seems	obviously	genuine,	and	Craig’s	refusal	to	take	it
seriously	demonstrates	the	danger	of	developing	a	negative	attitude.
Was	Craig	never	convinced	by	any	of	his	witnesses?	Only	in	one	case—an	air	force	colonel,	Lewis	B.

Chase,	who	encountered	a	UFO	when	he	was	commanding	a	B-57	on	18	September	1957.	They	took	off
from	Forbes,	Texas,	 at	night,	 and	 flew	down	 the	coast	over	 the	Gulf	of	Mexico,	 then	 towards	 the	Fort
Worth–Dallas	area.	Over	Jackson,	Mississippi,	Chase	saw	a	‘real	bright	 light’	coming	 towards	 them	at
about	their	own	altitude.	He	told	the	crew	to	prepare	for	evasive	action.	The	light	came	on	at	what	Lewis
called	an	‘impossible	closure	rate’,	so	fast	that	the	colonel	had	no	time	to	react	as	it	crossed	the	nose	of
the	aeroplane.	He	asked	the	copilot	if	he	saw	it,	and	the	copilot	replied	cautiously,	‘I	did	if	you	did’.	Then
they	joked	about	having	seen	a	flying	saucer.	The	radar	operator	soon	said	that	he	had	picked	it	up	again,
staying	abreast	of	 them	about	 ten	miles	away—at	about	425	miles	per	hour.	The	colonel	 tried	 slowing
right	down,	then	accelerating	to	top	speed;	still	it	stayed	alongside—although	now	visible	only	on	radar.
The	colonel	called	Fort	Worth–Dallas,	and	they	told	him	they	could	see	both	of	them	on	the	‘scope’.
The	invisible	UFO	now	shot	ahead	of	them.	Then	its	light	came	on	again—‘it	was	huge—not	a	small

ball	of	fire’.	Chase	increased	speed	again,	and	had	almost	caught	up	when	the	light	went	out.	The	plane
made	a	turn—at	that	speed	taking	about	thirty	miles	to	do	so—and	they	saw	the	UFO	again.	Again	 they
tried	to	close	in,	and	again	the	UFO	vanished—this	time,	even	off	the	scope.
They	decided	it	was	time	to	return	to	base.	Now	the	UFO	again	appeared	on	scope,	and	followed	them

for	miles.	They	finally	lost	it	over	Oke	City.
Chase	and	his	copilot	were	deeply	impressed	by	its	ability	to	vanish,	then	appear	elsewhere,	as	if	it

had	 instant	 ‘relocation	 ability’.	 The	 copilot	 and	 radar	 operator	 verified	 Chase’s	 story,	 and	 the	 radar
operator	 commented,	 ‘Two	different	 people	were	 tracking	 on	 radar	 sets,	 two	people	were	watching	 it
visually,	and	I	was	watching	it	electronically	.	.	.	Whenever	we’d	lose	it,	we’d	all	lose	it.	There	were	no
buts	about	it.	It	went	off!’
Craig’s	team	tracked	down	the	original	report	in	the	Blue	Book	archives,	and	Craig	toyed	with	a	few

explanations,	such	as	an	optical	mirage.	But	he	has	to	admit	that	they	all	failed	to	fit	the	facts,	and	that	this
UFO	seemed	genuine.
In	February	1968,	 the	Condon	Committee	began	to	run	into	 trouble	when	two	of	 its	members,	David



Saunders	 and	Norman	Levine,	 decided	 that	Dr.	Condon	was	 engaged	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 cover-up.	 They	 had
found	 an	 office	 memorandum	 from	 Robert	 Low,	 one	 of	 the	 project’s	 organisers,	 which	 seemed	 to
demonstrate	that	the	whole	exercise	was	designed	to	pull	the	wool	over	the	eyes	of	the	public.	Low	had
written:

Our	study	would	be	conducted	almost	exclusively	by	nonbelievers	who,	although	they	couldn’t
possibly	prove	a	negative	result,	could	and	probably	would	add	an	impressive	body	of	evidence
that	there	is	no	reality	to	the	observations.	The	trick	would	be,	I	think,	to	describe	the	project	so
that,	to	the	public,	it	would	appear	a	totally	objective	study	but,	to	the	scientific	community,
would	present	the	image	of	a	group	of	nonbelievers	trying	their	best	to	be	objective	but	having	an
almost	zero	expectation	of	finding	a	saucer.

(from	Craig,	UFOs:	In	Insider’s	View,	1995)
Craig	 had	 actually	 found	 this	memorandum,	 and	 shown	 it	 to	 Levine.	And	 Saunders	 and	 Levine	 had

shown	the	memorandum	to	a	critic	of	the	Condon	Committee’s	methods,	Dr.	James	McDonald,	himself	a
‘believer’;	as	a	result,	Saunders	and	Levine	were	fired.	They	 then	decided	 to	publish	 their	own	‘rival’
report,	and	asked	Craig	to	join	the	mutiny.	Craig	declined.	He	pointed	out	that	Low’s	memorandum	did	not
represent	the	views	of	Dr.	Condon,	and	that,	in	any	case,	Low	had	never	had	any	power	to	set	an	agenda
for	the	committee.	Condon	had	agreed	that	all	views	would	be	fairly	represented	in	the	final	report.
In	fact,	the	publication	of	the	report	in	January	1969	was	a	disaster.	John	Fuller,	the	author	of	a	book

about	 a	UFO	 ‘flap’	 at	Exeter,	New	Hampshire,	 in	 the	mid-1960s,	wrote	 a	devastating	article	 for	Look
magazine,	 called	 ‘The	 Flying	 Saucer	 Fiasco’,	 with	 a	 subtitle:	 ‘The	 Half-million	 Dollar	 Cover-up	 on
Whether	UFOs	Really	Exist’.	Craig	 still	 feels	 that	 all	 this	was	 unfair	 and	 unjustified.	 Condon	was	 an
honest	man	who	did	his	best.	The	unfortunate	Bob	Low,	who	had	only	been	expressing	his	own	sceptical
view	(which	he	had	no	power	to	impose	on	anyone	else)	became	a	public	scapegoat,	and	saw	his	world
collapse	around	him;	he	was	virtually	sacked.	The	book	itself,	which	according	to	Newsweek	would	be
‘an	automatic	bestseller’	was	a	flop.	Condon	became	the	subject	of	endless	cartoons—one	showing	him
being	kidnapped	by	little	green	men,	while	a	friend	shouts,	‘Tell	them	you	don’t	believe	in	them’.	And	the
name	‘Condon	Report’	became	a	synonym	for	an	official	cover-up,	a	whitewash.
Craig’s	book	makes	it	very	clear	that	this	was	unfair,	and	that	everyone	did	his	best	to	be	honest	and

unbiased.	But	he	does	admit	that	changes	made	in	the	introduction	to	his	chapter	on	the	physical	evidence
for	UFOs,	 by	 the	 editor	Dan	Gillmor,	 enraged	 him	by	 incorporating	 ‘a	 cynical	 attitude	which	was	 not
mine’.
What	becomes	quite	 clear	 is	 that	 a	project	 like	 the	Condon	Committee	 investigation	was	 simply	 the

wrong	way	 to	 reach	 an	 unbiased	 conclusion	 on	UFOs.	Most	 of	 the	 investigators	 claimed	 to	 be	 open-
minded	and	unprejudiced.	But	they	were	men	like	Craig—decent,	hard-headed	and	simply	disinclined	to
believe	that	UFOs	were	real.	And,	after	they	had	all	encountered	fiascos	like	Craig’s	owl	incident,	they
were	no	longer	unbiased,	but	strongly	inclined	to	be	dismissive.
Yet	Craig	himself	encountered	at	least	two	cases	that	he	found	convincing.	One	was	the	B-57	incident

with	Colonel	Chase,	the	other	a	sighting	at	Beverley,	Massachusetts,	in	which	three	women	saw	a	strange
object,	 which	 came	 down	 right	 over	 their	 heads—a	 flat-bottomed	 metal	 disc	 about	 the	 size	 of	 an



automobile,	with	glowing	lights	around	its	top.	Two	policemen	also	saw	the	object,	and	verified	this	to
Condon	and	Norman	Levine.
The	‘alternative	report’,	by	David	Saunders,	came	out	under	the	title	UFOs—Yes!—Where	the	Condon

Committee	 Went	 Wrong.	 Craig	 points	 out	 that	 this	 also	 contained	 a	 certain	 amount	 of	 nonsense—for
example,	mentioning	the	Ubatuba	magnesium	sample	as	a	convincing	proof	of	the	reality	of	UFOs,	without
mentioning	the	laboratory	analysis	which	showed	that	it	was	not	as	pure	as	the	Lorenzens	said	it	was.	But,
from	 the	publishing	point	of	view,	 the	 alternative	 report	was	not	 a	great	deal	more	 successful	 than	 the
original.	It	seemed	the	public	did	not	want	Condon	in	any	form.	Condon	died	in	1974,	five	years	after	his
report	was	published,	 saddened	by	 the	hostility	of	 scientific	colleagues,	 and	baffled	 that	his	 attempt	 to
arrive	at	an	honest	conclusion	about	UFOs	had	ended	in	such	disaster.



4
THE	LABYRINTHINE	PILGRIMAGE

OF	JACQUES	VALLEE
As	I	 read	Roy	Craig’s	book,	 it	 slowly	became	clear	 to	me	why	 there	 is	such	a	deep	reluctance	 to	 take
UFOs	seriously.	I	think	most	of	us	are	perfectly	willing	to	concede	that	they	may	exist.	But	we	also	feel
that,	whether	they	do	or	not,	they	are	never	likely	to	impinge	on	our	personal	lives.
Now	this	could	well	be	a	major	error.	Ever	since	that	early	wave	of	sightings	in	1947,	 their	number

has	gone	on	increasing.	To	begin	with,	UFOs	were	merely	distant	objects	seen	in	the	sky,	which	might	or
might	not	have	been	weather	balloons,	helicopters,	or	some	other	terrestrial	object.	Cranks	and	imposters
increased	 the	 sense	 of	 scepticism	by	describing	how	 they	had	met	 the	 occupants	 of	 flying	 saucers	 and
been	taken	on	trips	to	the	planets.	It	all	sounded	like	harmless	lunacy.
Then	 the	 abduction	 reports	 began,	 and	 became	 increasingly	 difficult	 to	 dismiss.	 And	 now	 that

abduction	 reports	 run	 into	 thousands,	 and	 come	 from	 all	 over	 the	world,	 it	 becomes	 clear	 that	 this	 is
something	we	would	be	stupid	to	ignore.	This	is	no	longer	a	story	that	cannot	possibly	affect	the	rest	of	us,
like	the	Loch	Ness	monster	or	the	Abominable	Snowman.	This	could	conceivably	affect	the	whole	human
race.
Of	course,	it	may	simply	go	away.	But,	if	past	decades	are	anything	to	go	by,	the	phenomenon	will	keep

on	demanding	our	attention	until	it	finally	gets	it.
Craig’s	section	on	J.	Allen	Hynek	underlines	the	point.	Craig	refers	to	him	as	one	of	the	‘casualties’	of

the	 Condon	 Report.	 And,	 in	 Craig’s	 sense,	 this	 was	 undoubtedly	 true.	 For	 Hynek,	 once	 the	 official
mouthpiece	of	the	sceptics,	slowly	became	convinced	that	UFOs	really	exist,	and	that	to	try	to	ignore	them
or	dismiss	them	would	be	dangerously	short-sighted.
Hynek	was	a	curious	figure.	An	astronomer	and	an	expert	on	artificial	satellites,	he	became	involved	in

investigating	UFOs	 in	 1948,	 as	 astronomical	 consultant	 to	 the	US	Air	 Force.	His	 job	was	 to	 examine
reports	 of	 flying	 saucers,	 and	 to	 apply	 his	 specialist	 knowledge	 to	 determine	 how	 many	 could	 be
dismissed	as	sightings	of	the	planet	Venus,	lenticular	clouds,	reflections	due	to	‘temperature	inversions’,
and	 so	 on.	He	 admitted	 later,	 ‘I	 had	 joined	 my	 scientific	 colleagues	 in	 many	 a	 hearty	 guffaw	 at	 the
“psychological	postwar	craze”	for	flying	saucers	.	.	.’.	And	when	he	was	asked	to	act	as	consultant	for	the
air	force,	he	saw	it	as	a	‘golden	opportunity	to	demonstrate	to	the	public	how	the	scientific	method	works,
how	the	application	of	the	impersonal	and	unbiased	logic	of	the	scientific	method	(I	conveniently	forgot
my	own	bias	for	the	moment)	could	be	used	to	show	that	flying	saucers	were	figments	of	the	imagination’.
Hynek	also	 tells	 a	 story	about	how,	at	 a	 reception	 for	astronomers	 in	1968,	word	 spread	among	 the

guests	that	lights	performing	strange	manoeuvres	in	the	sky	had	been	spotted.	The	astronomers	joked	and
bantered	about	it,	but	not	one	went	outside	to	look.
Such	 indifference	 is,	 of	 course,	 by	 no	 means	 unusual;	 it	 is	 part	 of	 the	 human	 condition—as

demonstrated,	 for	 example,	 on	 21	August	 1955,	when	Billy	 Ray	 Taylor	went	 into	 the	 farmyard	 of	 his
friend	Elmer	Sutton	to	get	a	drink	from	the	well,	then	rushed	back	and	told	everyone	that	he	had	just	seen	a
UFO	 landing	 in	 a	nearby	gulch.	Far	 from	being	 excited,	 the	 assembled	 company	was	 not	 even	 curious



enough	to	go	outside	and	look.	Half	an	hour	or	so	later,	the	‘siege	of	the	Sutton	place’	at	Hopkinsville—
described	in	the	previous	chapter—began.
Hynek	 demonstrated	 ‘how	 the	 scientific	 method	 works’	 in	 March	 1966,	 when	 eighty-seven	 female

students	of	Hillside	College,	Michigan,	observed	a	light	 the	size	of	a	football	hovering	over	a	swampy
area;	 it	 approached	 the	women’s	dormitory,	 and	 apparently	 reacted	 to	passing	 cars.	The	 next	 day,	 five
people,	including	two	policemen,	saw	a	large	glowing	object	over	a	swampy	area.	Allen	Hynek,	now	the
astronomical	 adviser	 to	 the	 official	 study	 of	UFOs,	 Project	Blue	Book,	went	 along	 to	 investigate,	 and
suggested	at	a	conference	in	the	Detroit	Press	Club	that	the	‘UFOs’	might	be	swamp	gas.	(Swamp	gas	was
very	unlikely	in	March.)	A	howl	of	derision	went	up	around	the	nation,	and	Hynek	acquired	a	reputation
as	one	of	the	ignoble	instruments	of	an	official	cover-up.	One	UFO	writer,	John	Keel,	even	declared	that
Hynek	had	been	ordered	to	dismiss	the	sightings	as	swamp	gas,	on	pain	of	being	fired	by	the	air	force.
This	 is	 almost	 certainly	untrue.	But	Hynek	 suddenly	 became	 the	man	UFO	 enthusiasts	 loved	 to	 hate—
although,	oddly	 enough,	 the	 swamp-gas	 incident	 turned	him	 into	 the	best-known	ufologist	 in	 the	United
States.
Two	cases	helped	convince	Hynek	that	UFOs	had	to	be	genuine.	One	was	the	extraordinary	‘Socorro

incident’.	On	24	April	1964,	Patrolman	Lonnie	Zamora,	of	Socorro,	New	Mexico,	saw	a	flame	in	the	sky,
then	saw	that	it	was	coming	down	in	the	desert.	Alarmed	in	case	it	landed	on	a	hut	containing	dynamite,	he
drove	to	a	hilltop	in	time	to	see	a	silvery	object	settle	in	the	gully.	It	was	shaped	like	an	egg	balancing	on
one	end,	and	was	standing	on	four	legs.	Two	small	figures—about	the	size	of	children,	and	wearing	white
overalls—were	standing	near	it.	Zamora	radioed	back	to	his	sergeant	at	Socorro,	and	drove	round	the	hill
to	get	a	closer	view;	when	he	looked	again,	the	craft	was	taking	off	with	a	thunderous	noise,	and	vanished
at	a	great	speed.	The	brush	near	 it	burnt	 for	an	hour.	Two	colleagues	arrived,	and	found	four	V-shaped
depressions	in	the	ground	where	the	module	had	stood.
There	is	a	kind	of	sequel	to	this	story.	A	year	later,	on	1	July	1965,	a	French	farmer	named	Maurice

Masse,	who	lived	in	the	provincial	village	of	Valensole,	heard	a	whistling	noise	in	the	sky,	and	saw	an
egg-shaped	craft	standing	on	six	legs,	with	two	beings	he	mistook	for	boys	standing	near	it.	Since	vandals
had	recently	been	pulling	up	his	lavender,	he	sneaked	up	on	them—then	became	aware	that	they	were	not
boys,	whereupon	he	walked	openly	towards	them.	One	of	them	pointed	a	pencil-shaped	object	at	him,	and
Masse	found	that	he	was	paralysed.	The	machine	then	took	off.
Masse	 described	 his	 visitors	 as	 being	 less	 than	 four	 feet	 tall,	with	 pumpkin-like	 heads,	 high	 fleshy

cheeks,	large	eyes	that	slanted	round	the	side	of	their	heads,	slitty	mouths	without	lips,	and	pointed	chins.
They	were	wearing	close-fitting	grey-green	clothes.
A	French	 investigator,	Aimé	Michel,	went	 to	 interview	Masse,	and	 took	with	him	a	photograph	of	a

model	 spacecraft	 that	 had	 been	 based	 on	 Zamora’s	 description.	When	Masse	 was	 shown	 this	 he	 was
thunderstruck,	and	went	pale.	At	first	he	thought	this	was	his	machine.	Told	that	this	one	had	been	seen	in
America,	he	said,	‘You	see,	I	was	not	dreaming’.
As	investigator	for	the	air	force,	Hynek	went	to	see	Zamora,	and	set	out	to	undermine	his	testimony	by

trying	 to	 get	 him	 to	 contradict	 himself.	 He	 did	 not	 succeed,	 and	 ended	 totally	 convinced	 of	 Zamora’s



honesty.	He	then	went	to	look	at	the	site,	and	saw	the	charred	plants	and	the	marks	left	by	the	craft.	He
also	learnt	of	another	witness,	who	had	seen	a	‘strange	flying	craft’	looking	as	if	it	was	about	to	land,	and
then	saw	Zamora’s	squad	car	on	its	way	across	the	sandy	terrain	towards	it.
But	 the	case	that	most	 impressed	Hynek	was	that	of	 the	Rev.	William	Booth	Gill,	an	Anglican	priest

who	headed	a	mission	in	Boainai,	Papua	New	Guinea.	At	6:45	p.m.	on	26	June	1959,	he	was	leaving	his
house	when	he	saw	a	huge	light	in	the	sky.	He	sent	a	servant	to	fetch	other	people,	then	found	a	pencil	and
paper,	 and	 recorded	 his	 observations.	 The	 light	 was	 close	 enough	 to	 see	 something—or	 someone—
moving	on	top	of	it,	then	he	thought	he	could	see	three	men,	‘doing	something	on	deck’.	A	‘thin	electric
blue	 spotlight’	was	 switched	on.	At	7:20	 the	UFO	vanished	 through	 the	cloud	cover,	but	 an	hour	 later,
when	the	cloud	thinned,	Gill	saw	it	again.	Then	a	second	UFO	appeared.	Finally,	a	third	was	seen	over	a
nearby	village.	Gill	and	numerous	witnesses	saw	what	they	took	to	be	a	mother	ship	hovering,	‘large	and
stationary’.	Gill	watched,	on	and	off,	until	after	10:00.
The	next	evening	the	UFOs	were	back	again.	Gill	was	walking	with	a	nurse	and	a	schoolteacher	near

the	hospital,	 and	 the	UFO	came	so	close	 that	 the	 teacher	was	able	 to	wave	at	a	 figure	on	 its	deck;	 the
figure	waved	back.	Gill	and	several	other	people	waved,	and	received	waves	in	return.
Hynek	learnt	of	the	case	from	the	British	Air	Ministry,	who	handed	Hynek	the	report	(apparently	glad

to	 get	 rid	 of	 it),	 and	Gill’s	 notes,	 as	well	 as	 some	 lengthy	 tapes	 he	made.	Hynek	 remarks,	 ‘As	 a	 few
excerpts	 from	 his	 tape	 show,	 Reverend	Gill	 is	 utterly	 sincere.	He	 talks	 in	 a	 leisurely,	 scholarly	way,
delineating	 details	 slowly	 and	 carefully.	 The	 manner	 and	 contents	 of	 the	 tapes	 are	 conducive	 to
conviction’.
Typically,	the	Australian	Department	of	Air	decided	to	classify	the	UFOs	as	an	‘aerial	phenomenon	.	.	.

most	probably	.	.	.	reflections	on	a	cloud’.
Hynek	 had	 earlier	 dismissed	 hundreds	 of	 sightings	 of	 UFOs	 as	 misinterpretations	 of	 astronomical

objects;	 these	sightings	 led	him	to	begin	stating	publicly	 that	he	now	saw	the	UFO	phenomenon	as	 ‘the
greatest	mystery	of	our	age,	perhaps	the	greatest	mystery	of	all	time’.	The	air	 force	was	understandably
upset	by	this	unexpected	turnabout	of	one	of	its	most	reliable	debunkers;	but	Hynek	was	by	now	too	well
known	to	be	silenced	by	threats.
For	 the	 rest	 of	 his	 life—Hynek	 died	 in	 1986—he	 attempted	 to	 persuade	 governments	 and	 scientific

bodies	to	take	the	study	of	UFOs	seriously;	to	this	end,	he	founded	the	Center	for	UFO	Studies	(CUFOS),
whose	purpose	was	to	study	the	evidence	scientifically.	But	it	was	uphill	work.	Most	official	bodies	felt
then—as	 they	do	now—that	UFOs	should	be	classified	with	ghosts	and	sea	serpents,	as	 something	 that
could	safely	be	ignored	because	it	made	no	real	difference	whether	they	existed	or	not.
Yet	 Hynek	 failed	 to	 come	 to	 any	 ultimate	 conclusion	 about	 UFOs—apart	 from	 a	 conviction	 that	 a

percentage	 of	 them	 are	 real.	 He	 compared	 his	 task	 to	 that	 of	 Marie	 Curie,	 trying	 to	 refine	 tons	 of
pitchblende	to	obtain	a	fraction	of	a	gram	of	radium.
His	caution	exasperated	his	friend	Jacques	Vallee,	another	astronomer	who	had	been	preoccupied	with

UFOs	since	1954,	when	he	was	fifteen.
In	 that	year	 there	had	been	a	deluge	of	 sightings	 in	Europe,	 and	Vallee	had	heard	 a	 railway	worker



describe	on	the	radio	how	he	had	been	relieving	his	bladder	in	the	night	air	when	he	saw	a	UFO	and	two
small	 robots	 near	 the	 railway.	 Police	 found	 signs	 that	 a	 large	machine	 had	 landed	 at	 the	 spot.	 In	 the
following	year,	Vallee	 saw	one	 for	himself.	His	mother	 screamed	 from	 the	garden,	 and	 Jacques	 rushed
down	three	flights	of	stairs	in	time	to	see	a	grey	metallic	disc	with	a	bubble	on	top,	hovering	above	the
church	of	Saint-Maclou,	in	Pontoise.
In	1958,	Vallee	came	upon	a	book	called	Mysterious	Things	in	the	Sky	(Mysterieux	Objets	Celestes)

by	an	acoustical	engineer	named	Aimé	Michel.	That	same	day,	Vallee	recorded	in	his	diary	the	wish	that
he	could	one	day	become	a	UFO	researcher,	and	wrote	a	letter	to	Aimé	Michel.	Two	weeks	later,	Michel
replied;	 but	 he	 also	 made	 the	 baffling	 comment	 that	 many	 UFOs	 simply	 vanished,	 as	 if	 they	 had
dematerialised.	 In	 other	 cases,	 they	 had	 changed	 shape	 instantaneously;	 ‘can	 you	 imagine	 a	 pyramid
turning	into	a	cube?’	It	was	obviously	not	a	simple	matter	of	visitants	from	another	planet.
By	August	 1961,	when	 he	was	 twenty-two,	Vallee	 had	 found	 himself	 a	 job	 at	 the	 artificial-satellite

station	of	the	Paris	Observatory,	at	Meudon.	Yet	he	and	his	colleagues	sometimes	observed	satellites	that
had	 no	 official	 existence.	One	 night,	 they	 tracked	 an	 exceptionally	 bright	 satellite	 of	which	 there	was
simply	no	record.	Moreover,	 it	was	travelling	the	wrong	way—in	retrograde	motion.	It	 took	a	 far	more
powerful	 rocket	 launcher	 to	 boost	 a	 satellite	 into	 retrograde	 orbit,	 and	 no	 nation	 possessed	 one	 at	 the
time.	Yet	when	he	drew	this	to	the	attention	of	Paul	Muller,	head	of	the	artificial-satellite	service,	Muller
confiscated	 the	 tape	 and	 destroyed	 it.	When	Vallee	 asked	why	 they	 didn’t	 send	 the	 information	 to	 the
Americans	 (meaning	 the	 Harvard	 College	 Observatory	 in	 Cambridge,	 under	 the	 Geophysical	 Year
agreement),	Muller	replied,	‘The	Americans	would	laugh	at	us’.
In	spite	of	which,	 the	satellite	was	 tracked	by	a	number	of	observatories	all	over	 the	world.	Then	 it

vanished.
A	week	later,	Vallee	went	to	call	on	Aimé	Michel,	‘an	amazing	gnome	of	a	man,	short	and	deformed,

who	barely	 reaches	 to	my	stomach.	Yet	he	 radiates	a	kind	of	beauty	 that	 is	unforgettable,	 a	beauty	 that
comes	from	the	mind,	and	the	nobility	of	his	piercing	eyes’.	Michel	had	suggested	a	notion	that	he	called
orthoteny—that	UFOs	tended	to	appear	on	straight	lines.	But	Michel	had	collected	so	many	observations
—hundreds	 of	 reported	 sightings—that	 he	was	 unable	 to	 handle	 them	 all.	Vallee	 offered	what	 help	 he
could,	extending	a	line	that	went	through	Bayonne	and	Vichy	right	around	the	world,	so	Michel	could	find
out	whether	other	sightings	appeared	on	it.	The	result	was	an	excited	letter	from	Michel.	The	 line	went
through	three	major	concentrations	of	UFO	sightings,	in	Brazil,	New	Guineau	and	New	Zealand.	(A	New
Zealander	named	Bruce	Cathie,	an	airline	pilot	who	had	experienced	four	UFO	sightings	between	1952
and	 1965,	 arrived	 at	 a	 similar	 theory	 independently.)	 Vallee	 now	 began	 using	 the	 IBM	 computer	 at
weekends	(it	occupied	a	whole	room)	to	perform	more	calculations.	He	was	aided	by	his	wife,	Janine.
Vallee	found	that	this	interest	in	UFOs	was	attracting	unfavourable	comment,	and	became	afraid	that	he

would	lose	his	job.	An	astrophysicist	called	Pierre	Guerin	had	joined	the	group,	and	scientists	next	door
were	wondering	why	 an	 expert	 on	 planets	was	 talking	 to	 satellite-trackers.	 ‘It	 seems	 amazing	 to	me’,
Vallee	commented	in	his	journal,	‘that	people	should	find	it	suspicious	and	undesirable	for	scientists	of
adjacent	disciplines	to	talk	to	one	another.	Isn’t	that	what	science	is	all	about?’



He	 and	 Janine	 made	 the	 interesting	 discovery	 that	 there	 was	 an	 apparent	 relationship	 between	 the
frequency	of	sightings	and	the	distance	of	the	planet	Mars,	which	comes	closest	to	Earth	every	twenty-six
months.	This	might	have	led	him	to	wonder	whether	flying	saucers	are	from	Mars;	 instead,	he	reflected
that	it	is	odd	that,	if	the	visitors	are	from	space,	they	are	not	seen	long	before	they	reach	Earth—after	all,
fairly	small	objects	can	be	seen	in	space,	even	with	the	naked	eye,	when	they	are	hundreds	of	miles	away.
Vallee	was	already	beginning	to	suspect	that	the	flying	saucers	were	not	necessarily	from	other	planets,	or
anywhere	else	‘out	there’.
On	a	bookstall	by	the	Seine,	Vallee	discovered	a	book	by	Major	Donald	Keyhoe,	one	of	the	pioneers	in

the	field	of	ufology,	and	noted	that	the	attitude	of	American	scientists	and	military	men	towards	UFOs	was
disturbing:	 ‘They	 behave	 like	 a	 well-organised	 insect	 colony	 whose	 life	 is	 suddenly	 impacted	 by	 an
unforeseen	event’.	He	observed	that	their	idea	of	researching	UFOs	was	to	chase	one	and	shoot	it	down.
Keyhoe’s	book	led	Vallee	to	formulate	the	notion	that	UFOs	are	‘the	first	great	collective	intelligence	test
to	which	mankind	has	been	subjected’.
Early	 in	 1962,	 Vallee	 resigned	 from	 the	Meudon	 observatory,	 sick	 of	 the	 small-minded	 attitude	 of

French	astronomers.	His	boss	Muller	actually	reproached	him	with	the	words,	‘You	think	too	much’.	He
took	a	job	with	an	electronics	firm,	which	gave	him	more	time	and	freedom.
Janine	 asked	 a	 friend	 to	 look	 at	 the	 computations,	 and	 he	 asked	her	 if	 they	 had	 anything	 to	 do	with

Mars.	 It	 turned	 out	 that	 he	 had	 a	 friend	 named	 Michel	 Gauquelin,	 a	 statistician	 who	 had	 decided	 to
discredit	astrology	by	using	the	statistical	method.	In	the	1930s,	a	Swiss	mathematician	named	Krafft	had
studied	 the	 birth	 data	 of	 2,800	 musicians,	 and	 concluded	 that	 the	 result	 proved	 a	 relation	 between	 a
person’s	sun	sign	(the	sign	of	the	zodiac	he	is	born	under)	and	temperament.	Gauquelin	had	fed	this	data
into	 a	 computer,	 and	 discovered	 that	 Krafft	 was	 deceiving	 himself.	 Carried	 away	 by	 his	 success,
Gauquelin	decided	 to	explode	another	superstition:	 that	a	person’s	choice	of	profession	 is	governed	by
his	rising	sign—the	planet	that	is	just	rising	at	the	moment	of	his	birth.	(Doctors	are	supposed	to	be	born
under	Mars,	 actors	under	 Jupiter,	 scientists	under	Saturn,	 etc.)	To	Gauquelin’s	 embarrassment,	his	 first
sample—people	born	under	Mars—showed	that	the	Mars	effect	was	real.	The	tests	were	repeated	in	four
different	countries,	and	showed	the	same	result.	Without	intending	to,	Gauquelin	had	made	it	fairly	certain
that	astrology	is	not	pure	superstition.
Jacques	and	Janine	met	the	Gauquelins,	and	were	amused	to	realise	that	they	had	both	been	working	on

a	kind	of	‘Mars	effect’,	and	that	both	couples	had	been	obliged	to	keep	their	work	secret	for	fear	of	the
scientific	establishment.	Vallee	began	thinking	about	moving	to	America,	and,	when	Aimé	Michel	told	him
about	Hynek,	wrote	him	a	letter,	and	sent	him	his	Mars	correlations.
A	few	days	before	leaving	for	America,	in	September	1962,	Vallee	paid	a	visit	to	a	musician	named

Paul	Misraki,	who	had	 just	 published	 a	 book	 called	The	Extraterrestrials,	 in	which	 he	 suggested	 that
some	religious	miracles,	like	that	at	Fátima,	might	have	the	same	cause	as	modern	saucer	sightings.	The
Fátima	sighting	had	occurred	on	13	May	1917,	when	three	Portuguese	children	saw	a	white-robed	woman
who	asked	them	to	return	every	month	for	six	months.	On	 the	second	occasion,	 fifty	people	were	 there,
and	heard	 an	explosion,	 followed	by	 the	 sight	of	 a	 cloud	 rising	 from	a	 tree;	 the	 third	 time,	 there	were



4,500	people,	who	heard	a	buzzing	noise,	saw	a	cloud	ascending	from	the	same	tree,	and	again	heard	an
explosion.	The	children	were	shown	a	vision	of	hell,	and	told	 that	a	second	world	war	would	occur	 if
people	did	not	mend	their	ways.	(It	would	begin,	said	the	vision,	during	the	reign	of	Pope	Pius	XI,	who
died	in	1939.)
By	September,	there	were	thirty	thousand	people,	and	they	saw	a	globe	of	light	moving	down	the	valley

towards	 the	 children,	 and	 the	 air	 seemed	 to	 be	 full	 of	 glistening	 bubbles	 as	 the	 globe	 rose	 and
disappeared	 into	 the	 sun.	On	 the	 last	 occasion,	 in	 October,	 there	 were	 seventy	 thousand	 people.	 The
pouring	rain	suddenly	stopped,	and	the	clouds	parted	to	reveal	a	revolving	disc	of	a	silvery	colour,	which
radiated,	 in	succession,	all	 the	colours	of	 the	spectrum.	Then	 it	plunged	 towards	 the	Earth.	Most	of	 the
crowd	thought	it	was	the	end	of	the	world	and	fell	on	their	knees;	but	the	disc	suddenly	reversed,	and	flew
upward	 into	 the	 sun.	When	 it	 had	 gone,	 the	 crowd	 discovered	 that	 their	 clothes	 and	 the	 ground	were
miraculously	dry.
This	suggestion	of	a	connection	between	Fátima	and	UFOs	was	to	be	extraordinarily	fruitful	for	Vallee.
A	 year	 after	 arriving	 in	 America,	 Vallee	 finally	 met	 Hynek	 in	 a	 Chicago	 hotel,	 and	 they	 talked

continuously	for	twenty-four	hours.	Hynek	mentioned	a	vacancy	in	the	computer	programming	department
at	 Northwestern	 University,	 where	 he	 worked,	 and	 Vallee	 applied	 and	 was	 accepted.	 Soon	 he	 was
working	as	one	of	Hynek’s	 research	assistants	on	Project	Blue	Book.	Hynek’s	wife,	Mimi,	 thought	 the
whole	UFO	business	was

nonsense,	and	 that	 it	would	never	be	 taken	seriously.	But	Vallee,	having	read	and	disliked	a	number	of
books	on	UFOs—for	 their	 popular	 tone—decided	 to	write	 one	of	 his	 own.	By	 this	 time,	 his	 computer
calculations	had	convinced	him	that	Michel’s	orthoteny	was	almost	certainly	a	matter	of	chance.
By	December	1963,	Vallee	was	 suggesting	 to	Hynek	 that	 ‘an	extraterrestrial	 intervention	might	have

been	a	factor	in	man’s	early	history,	specifically	in	the	early	development	of	civilisation	and	of	biblical
events	 .	 .	 .	The	 return	of	 such	phenomena	 today	 could	be	 explained	by	 the	need	 to	boost	 our	 religious
vacillations’.	He	 thought	 that	 some	benign	group	of	 cosmic	beings,	 trying	 to	 guide	us	 towards	galactic
status,	would	behave	exactly	as	the	saucer	operators	do.
We	should	pause	here	to	glance	briefly	at	this	notion	of	UFOs	and	man’s	early	history.	It	seems,	at	first

sight,	absurd,	an	arbitrary	linking	of	two	completely	different	phenomena—biblical	miracles,	which	most
of	us	take	with	a	pinch	of	salt	anyway,	and	flying	saucers.
What	is	difficult	to	grasp	is	that,	for	more	than	five	years,	Vallee	had	been	studying	hundreds—in	fact

thousands—of	UFO	 sightings,	 and	 hearing	 them	described	 in	 the	witnesses’	 own	words.	 It	 was	 totally
impossible	for	him	to	doubt	that	flying	saucers	were	real,	even	though	many	of	them	sounded	absurd	(like
the	two	little	robots	seen	by	the	Frenchman).
But	when	did	they	begin?
Certainly	not	with	Kenneth	Arnold;	there	had	been	hundreds,	even	thousands,	of	sightings	long	before

that	day	in	1947.
In	his	dictated	book	The	Song	of	the	Stars	(1996),	the	South	African	shaman	Credo	Mutwa	writes:



There	are	things	that	fly	through	the	night,	that	you	call	UFOs,	which	we	in	Africa	call	Abahambi
Abavutayo,	‘the	fiery	visitors’	.	.	.	Long	before	they	were	heard	of	in	other	parts	of	the	world,	we,
the	people	of	Africa,	had	contact	with	these	things	and	the	creatures	inside	them.	I	can	only	speak
within	certain	constraints	because	we	are	not	allowed	to	talk	in	any	detail	about	these	sacred
things.	Our	people	fear	that	should	we	do	that,	then	the	star	ships	would	stop	visiting	us.
He	goes	on	to	speak	about	the	Mutende-ya-ngenge,	‘the	grey	or	white	.	.	.	creature	with	a	largish	head

whose	face	is	chalk-white,	with	large	green	eyes	that	go	around	the	creature’s	head	so	that	it	can	look	at
you	over	its	shoulder	.	.	.’.	He	adds	that	the	Mutende	sometimes	captures	human	beings,	cuts	them	open,
then	closes	them	up	again,	and	makes	them	forget	what	has	happened.	‘It	is	only	when	a	witch	doctor	puts
this	person	into	what	we	call	the	godsleep	.	.	.	that	this	fact	comes	out’.
Mutwa	goes	on	 to	describe	his	own	abduction	encounter	with	 ‘fellows	 like	 little	dolls’	 in	 the	bush,

who	were	able	to	paralyse	him,	then	examined	him	painfully,	sticking	instruments	up	his	nostrils.	He	then
describes	how	a	female	creature	made	love	to	him:	‘but	there	was	nothing	human	or	warm	about	it	 .	 .	 .
only	 a	 feeling	 of	 coldness	 and	 violation’,	 Afterwards,	 he	 was	 shown	 a	 creature	 like	 a	 baby	 frog,
suspended	in	a	purplish	liquid—a	humanoid	foetus?
He	found	himself	back	in	the	bush,	and,	when	he	approached	a	village,	all	the	dogs	tried	to	attack	him,

and	he	had	to	be	rescued.	He	then	learnt	he	had	been	missing	for	three	days.
Mutwa	adds,	‘There	are	creatures	who	are	watching	over	us	curiously,	and	who,	I	think,	are	regulating

human	progress	for	some	reason’.
In	1925,	 the	Russian	mystical	artist	Nicholas	Roerich,	who	designed	 the	set	 for	Stravinsky’s	Rite	 of

Spring,	set	out	across	the	Himalayas,	and	described	in	his	journal	how	his	party	had	been	staring	up	at	an
eagle	when	‘we	all	saw,	in	a	direction	from	north	to	south,	something	big	and	shiny	reflecting	the	sun,	like
a	huge	oval	moving	at	great	speed.	Crossing	our	camp	 this	 thing	changed	 in	 its	direction	 from	south	 to
southwest.	And	we	saw	how	it	disappeared	in	 the	 intense	blue	sky.	We	even	had	 time	 to	 take	our	 field
glasses	and	saw	quite	distinctly	an	oval	form	with	shiny	surface,	one	side	of	which	was	brilliant	from	the
sun’.
But	as	early	as	2	January	1878,	a	farmer	named	John	Martin,	of	Denison,	Texas,	had	been	out	hunting

when	he	saw	a	moving	object	in	the	northern	sky,	dark	in	colour,	and	of	considerable	size.	 It	must	also
have	been	moving	fast,	for,	after	he	had	looked	down	to	rest	his	eyes,	he	discovered	that	the	object	was
already	overhead,	at	a	great	height,	and	‘looking	like	a	large	saucer’.
Even	this	is	by	no	means	the	first.	The	Chronicle	of	William	of	Newburgh,	a	thirteenth-century	monk,

tells	 how,	 in	 1290,	 in	Byland	Abbey	 in	Yorkshire,	 the	 abbot	 and	monks	were	 at	 a	meal	when	 a	 ‘flat,
round,	shining	silvery	object’	flew	over	the	abbey	and	‘caused	the	utmost	terror’.	And	Flying	Saucers	on
the	 Attack	 (1954)	 by	 Harold	 Wilkins	 (which,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 sensational	 title,	 is	 a	 serious	 and
comprehensive	 study	of	UFOs)	 lists	no	 fewer	 than	150	 reports	of	 strange	 lights	and	objects	 in	 the	 sky,
from	200	BC	to	1912.	A	typical	description	by	the	Roman	Julius	Obsequens	in	90	BC	speaks	of	‘a	globe
of	 fire,	golden	 in	colour’,	 in	 the	area	of	Spoleto,	which	 ‘fell	 to	Earth,	was	 seen	 to	gyrate	 .	 .	 .	 became
greater	in	size,	and	was	seen	to	rise	from	the	Earth,	was	borne	east,	and	obscured	the	disc	of	the	sun	with
its	magnitude’.



Even	Alexander	 the	Great	 saw	a	UFO.	In	322	BC,	he	was	besieging	 the	city	of	Tyre	when	 ‘a	 large
silver	shield’,	with	 four	smaller	 shields	behind	 it,	circled	over	Tyre;	 it	 shot	a	beam	of	 light	at	 the	city
wall	and	blasted	a	hole	through	it.	The	other	‘shields’	then	fired	at	the	defence	towers.	Alexander	lost	no
time	in	taking	advantage	of	this	supernatural	intervention	and	invading	the	city.
The	 very	 first	 report	 that	 sounds	 like	 a	UFO	 sighting	 dates	 from	 ancient	Egypt	 around	 1500	BC.	A

papyrus	now	in	the	Vatican	describes	how,	in	the	reign	of	Thutmose	III	and	his	queen	Hatshepsut,	a	‘circle
of	fire’	came	from	the	sky,	and	its	breath	had	a	foul	odour.	A	few	days	later,	in	the	evening,	the	sky	was
filled	with	the	circles	of	light,	which	then	ascended	and	vanished	towards	the	south.
Then,	of	 course,	 there	 is	 the	Bible.	Vallee’s	musician	 friend	Misraki	had	 suggested	 in	his	book	The

Extraterrestrials	that	the	vision	of	the	biblical	prophet	Ezekiel,	around	600	BC,	of	‘a	great	whirlwind’,
with	‘a	fire	infolding	itself’,	might	well	be	a	vision	of	some	kind	of	UFO.
So	it	seemed	to	Vallee	highly	probable	that	flying	saucers	have	been	visiting	our	planet	for	a	long	time.

And,	in	view	of	the	Fátima	sightings,	it	is	hardly	surprising	that	he	should	feel	that	these	visitants	might	be
associated	with	religion.	Vallee’s	feelings	were	not	unlike	those	of	Andrija	Puharich	after	hearing	voices
talking	 from	 the	 air,	 and	 seeing	 tape	 recorders	 working	 of	 their	 own	 accord;	 he	 felt	 that	 there	 was
definitely	some	‘unearthly’	component.	And,	since	Vallee	was	beginning	to	suspect	that	UFOs	might	not	be
visitors	from	outer	space,	he	was	 left	with	 the	supposition	 that	 they	might	be	some	form	of	paranormal
phenomena	associated	with	the	Earth.
A	 few	 years	 later,	 such	 speculation	 was	 commonplace.	 In	 1967,	 a	 newspaper	 serialisation	 of	 von

Däniken’s	Chariots	of	the	Gods?	was	entitled	‘Did	God	Drive	a	Flying	Saucer?’	And	a	space	engineer
named	 Josef	 Blumrich,	 after	 rejecting	 the	 idea	 as	 nonsensical,	 then	 took	 another	 look	 at	 the	 prophet
Ezekiel,	 and	decided	 that	 his	 visions,	when	 studied	 in	 detail,	did	 sound	 like	 a	 spaceship;	 he	 carefully
reconstructed	it,	with	diagrams,	in	The	Spaceships	of	Ezekiel	(1973).
But,	when	Vallee	suggested	the	idea	to	Hynek	in	1963,	it	was	virtually	new.	And,	as	far	as	the	air	force

and	 their	 Project	 Blue	 Book	 were	 concerned,	 it	 would	 have	 sounded	 like	 insanity.	 Their	 two	 chief
‘investigators’,	Captain	Hector	Quintanilla	and	Sergeant	Moody,	had	no	scientific	training,	and	no	interest
in	the	nature	of	UFOs.	Quintanilla	told	Vallee,	‘The	mission	of	the	air	force	is	to	identify,	intercept	and
destroy	 any	 unauthorised	 object	 that	 violates	 US	 air	 space’.	 As	 to	 Moody,	 he	 regarded	 people	 who
claimed	 to	 have	 seen	UFOs	 as	 nuts.	When	Vallee	 asked	Quintanilla	 how	 he	 accounted	 for	worldwide
sightings,	Quintanilla	replied	that	that	was	not	their	business.
Vallee	wrote	satirically	of	Sergeant	Moody:	‘Moody	deserves	a	Nobel	Prize	for	fudging	his	bold	UFO

“explanations.”	Thus	he	is	the	discoverer	of	a	new	species	of	birds	with	four	blinking	lights’	It	was	also
Moody	who	once	decided	that	a	certain	observation	was	without	merit	because	“the	reported	object	did
not	match	any	known	aerial	maneuvering	pattern”’.
Yet	as	he	studied	reports,	Vallee	began	to	feel	a	sneaking	sympathy	with	Quintanilla	and	Moody.	Some

UFOs,	he	noted,	changed	shape,	others	disappeared	on	the	spot;	and	UFOs	that	were	seen	on	the	ground
did	not	look	adapted	to	interstellar	flight.	They	sounded	more	like	a	joke	than	a	serious	phenomenon.
Hynek’s	position	caused	Vallee	mild	exasperation.	He	noted	that	Hynek	preferred	to	sit	on	the	fence,



arguing	that	there	was	not	enough	evidence	to	present	to	the	National	Academy	of	Science.	It	was	not	the
money	he	received	from	the	air	force	that	kept	Hynek	in	line,	but	the	fear	of	losing	access	to	the	air	force’s
files	on	the	sightings.
Vallee	 had	 by	 now	 finished	 a	 book	 about	 UFOs,	Challenge	 to	 Science,	 but	 publishers	 were	 not

interested;	one	turned	it	down	on	the	grounds	that	it	would	simply	not	appeal	to	an	American	audience.	In
April	1964,	he	went	 to	see	 the	Chicago	publisher	Henry	Regnery,	who	asked,	‘Do	you	fly	 to	Mars	and
Venus,	 like	 George	 Adamski?’	 Vallee	 said	 he	 didn’t.	 ‘Do	 you	 explain	 them	 away	 as	 clouds	 and
atmospherics?’	Vallee	said	he	didn’t	do	that	either.	‘Then	 that’s	 final’,	 said	Regnery.	 ‘You	don’t	have	a
book	about	flying	saucers’.
But	he	agreed	to	pass	on	the	typescript	to	his	daughter,	who	could	read	French.
It	was	at	the	end	of	April	that	Hynek	was	called	away	to	New	Mexico,	when	Lonnie	Zamora	saw	his

flying	egg,	with	its	two	occupants.	Hynek	was	impressed,	and	Vallee	delighted—he	noted	that	the	Socorro
landing	sounded	exactly	like	something	out	of	the	French	files	for	1954.	Vallee	now	decided	 to	begin	a
new	book,	to	be	called	Anatomy	of	a	Phenomenon.	When	this	was	accepted	by	Regnery,	Hynek	wrote	an
introduction—then	changed	his	mind,	because	it	might	compromise	his	position	with	the	air	force.
In	December	1964,	Vallee	received	a	letter	that	filled	him	with	excitement.	It	was	from	a	captain	in	the

Italian	Air	Force,	who	was	working	at	the	Ministry	of	Aeronautics	in	Rome—Vallee	calls	him	Luciano.
He	had	been	studying	UFOs	since	1947,	and	had	more	 than	six	 thousand	index	cards	of	sightings,	eight
hundred	of	them	from	Italy.	Vallee	was	interested	to	learn	that	Italy	had	also	experienced	a	‘UFO	flap’	in
1954,	 a	 year	 when	 countries	 as	 far	 apart	 as	 France,	 Brazil	 and	 Australia	 had	 experienced	 ‘UFO
invasions’.
Some	 reported	 sightings	 amused	 him:	 an	 Englishwoman	 living	 in	 South	Africa	 described	 seeing	 an

object	like	a	moon	which	came	towards	her	window,	then	changed	into	a	kind	of	golden	football.
‘If	it	was	a	saucer,	if	it	had	a	crew	and	if	they	saw	me	at	the	window,	I	must	say	they	probably	went

away	with	 a	 strange	 impression	of	 an	Earth	 creature:	 I	 am	blonde,	 almost	 six	 feet	 tall;	 on	 the	 night	 in
question	 I	was	naked	because	of	 the	heat	 and	 the	humidity,	 and	my	hair	was	 in	metal	 curlers!	 It	 is	 not
surprising	that	they	left	and	did	not	return’.
She	noted	 that	as	 the	object	came	close,	 she	smelt	an	odour	 ‘like	an	overheated	 radio’.	Early	 valve

radios	smelt	of	burning	Bakelite	when	they	overheated,	and	it	seems	just	conceivable	that	this	might	have
been	the	‘foul	odour’	complained	of	by	the	Egyptian	scribe.
A	friend	of	Vallee’s	publisher	told	him	an	interesting	story	about	the	‘Washington	flap’	of	July	1952,

when	two	lots	of	UFOs	were	picked	up	on	radar	over	 the	capital,	and	seen	by	airline	pilots.	Two	men
were	sent	outside	with	a	camera	to	try	to	photograph	the	objects	appearing	on	the	radar	screen	(no	fewer
than	eight	on	the	first	occasion).	Their	photographs	were	developed	on	the	spot,	and	two	of	them	showed
clear	 luminous	 objects.	 They	 were	 immediately	 confiscated,	 and	 everyone	 in	 the	 room	was	 sworn	 to
silence.	Donald	Menzel,	 the	 professor	who	 had	 been	Hynek’s	mentor,	 explained	 the	 sightings	 away	 as
‘temperature	inversions’.
On	23	March	1966,	Vallee	heard	 the	 radio	 item	 that	 convinced	him	 that	 ‘nothing	would	ever	be	 the



same	again’—about	the	UFOs	seen	near	Ann	Arbor,	Michigan,	and	one	that	was	seen	landing	in	a	swamp
near	Dexter.	Girls	at	a	Hillsdale	college	had	also	seen	them,	making	more	than	sixty	witnesses	in	all.
Hynek	rang	Quintanilla	to	tell	him,	but	Quintanilla	said	he	was	not	interested.	When	Hynek	protested

that	 that	 was	 not	 very	 scientific,	 Quintanilla	 replied,	 ‘I	 don’t	 give	 a	 damn’.	 But,	 half	 an	 hour	 later,
Quintanilla	rang	up	and	passed	on	an	order	to	go	to	Michigan.
Hynek	seems	to	have	enjoyed	suddenly	being	in	the	limelight,	with	dozens	of	pressmen	and	television

reporters	waiting	to	hear	what	he	had	to	say.	But,	at	his	press	conference	three	days	later,	Hynek	caused
universal	hilarity	by	suggesting	 that	 the	UFOs	had	been	swamp	gas.	Vallee	was	 astonished	 and	 furious
when	he	heard	about	it.	Hynek	rang	him	to	explain	that	he	had	been	harassed	by	too	many	reporters,	and
that,	 although	 there	 were	 so	many	 witnesses,	 their	 stories	 were	 too	 confused	 and	 conflicting	 to	 make
sense.
Yet	the	fiasco	served	a	useful	purpose.	As	Hynek	became	a	figure	of	ridicule,	the	public	began	to	take	a

serious	interest	in	UFOs,	which	crystalised	into	a	consensus	that	they	must	be	real.	And	 the	Republican
congressman	 for	 Michigan,	 Gerald	 Ford	 (who	 would	 succeed	 Richard	 Nixon	 after	 his	 downfall),
protested	that	the	American	public	deserved	a	better	explanation	than	swamp	gas.	As	a	result,	the	Condon
Committee	came	into	existence.
By	this	time,	Vallee’s	second	book,	Anatomy	of	a	Phenomenon,	had	been	published,	and	had	aroused	a

far	wider	interest	than	the	publisher	had	expected.	This	was	partly	due	to	the	Mariner	4	landing	on	Mars,
partly	to	a	sudden	wave	of	sightings	all	over	the	world.	With	 its	 long	opening	chapter	on	the	history	of
sightings	 of	 unidentified	 aerial	 objects	 since	 the	 days	 of	 the	 Bible,	 and	 its	 chapter	 on	 the	 search	 for
intelligent	life	in	the	universe,	it	was	by	far	the	most	substantial	and	scientific	assessment	of	the	problem
so	far.
Challenge	to	Science	had	also	been	published,	but	only	in	French.	The	attitude	of	these	books	was	new

in	the	world	of	ufology.	To	begin	with,	by	presenting	such	an	impressive	cross-section	of	cases	from	all
over	 the	 world,	 Vallee	 was	 making	 it	 clear	 that	 they	 could	 not	 all	 be	 dismissed	 as	 lies,	 mistakes	 or
hallucinations.	 Second,	 in	 approaching	 this	 as	 a	 scientist	 and	 mathematician,	 Vallee	 was	 trying	 to
desensationalise	the	subject,	and	to	persuade	science	to	study	it	seriously.
Other	writers—like	Morris	 Jessup,	Donald	Keyhoe,	 and	Coral	Lorenzen—had	been	 tainted	with	 the

‘invaders	 from	Mars’	 mentality,	 which	 in	 turn	 had	 led	 scientists	 to	 feel	 that	 flying	 saucers	 were	 the
product	of	hysteria.	Vallee	was	arguing	that	UFOs	had	been	reported	so	often	that	there	was	no	possible
doubt	that	they	were	real;	what	was	important	now	was	to	try	to	decide	precisely	what	they	were.	He	was
pleading,	 in	 effect,	 for	 a	 new	 science.	 After	 all,	 psychology	 and	 criminology	 were	 not	 regarded	 as
sciences	 until	 the	 late	 nineteenth	 century,	 and	 there	 are	 still	 many	 scientists	 who	 decline	 to	 accept
parapsychology	as	a	science.	Sooner	or	later,	Vallee	was	arguing,	governments	will	have	to	be	prepared
to	finance	the	scientific	study	of	UFOs.
One	academic	took	him	seriously.	He	was	James	McDonald,	professor	of	atmospheric	physics	at	 the

University	of	Arizona.	McDonald	asked	permission	to	spend	two	days	at	the	Wright-Patterson	Air	Force
base	 in	 Dayton,	 Ohio—now	 virtually	 the	 hub	 of	 official	 UFO	 investigation	 in	 the	 US—studying	 their



reports	on	‘ball	lightning’.	What	he	saw	quickly	convinced	him	that	most	of	their	reports	of	ball	lightning
were	 actually	UFOs.	He	 insisted	 on	 seeing	 the	 general,	 and	 had	 a	 forty-five-minute	 interview—longer
than	Hynek	had	ever	had—and	ended	by	talking	with	him	about	the	humanoid	occupants	of	UFOs.	He	told
Hynek	and	Vallee	that	the	air	force	explanations	‘were	pure	bullshit’,	and	lost	no	time	in	contacting	the
various	civilian	organisations	that	collected	sightings,	such	as	APRO	and	NICAP.	Hynek	and	Vallee	had
lunch	with	him,	and	Vallee	was	exhilarated.	 ‘It	 is	 clear	 that	 an	entire	era	has	come	 to	a	crashing	end’,
Vallee	wrote.	‘This	man	has	many	contacts,	many	ideas,	and	he	is	afraid	of	nothing’.
Unfortunately,	McDonald	 proved	 to	 be	 a	mixed	 blessing.	He	was	 assertive,	 abrasive	 and	 rude,	 and

made	no	secret	of	his	belief	 that	Hynek	had	sold	out,	and	become	a	 tool	for	 the	air	force	cover-up.	He
even	tried	to	recruit	Vallee	to	join	the	anti-Hynek,	anti-bullshit	camp.	‘If	it	wasn’t	for	your	influence,	and
all	the	research	you	brought	over	from	France,	Hynek	would	still	be	arguing	that	ninety-three	percent	of
those	reports	are	due	to	Venus	or	marsh	gas’.	But	Vallee	quickly	sensed	that	he	would	never	be	able	to
work	with	McDonald	as	he	worked	with	Hynek—he	felt	 that	behind	McDonald’s	determination	to	drag
UFOs	 into	 the	 light	of	public	debate	was	a	will	 to	power,	a	need	for	ego-assertion.	 In	1971,	after	 five
years	of	beating	his	head	against	a	brick	wall,	and	being	jeered	at	by	the	scientific	community,	McDonald
committed	suicide.
Hynek	 himself	 was	 increasingly	 prepared	 to	 stick	 his	 neck	 out.	 When	Challenge	 to	 Science	 was

published	in	America	in	1966,	Hynek	wrote	a	foreword.	In	this	he	used	the	analogy	of	isolating	radium
from	pitchblende,	 and	admitted	 that	he	now	 felt	 there	was	 radium	 to	 be	 found	 in	 the	 vast	 pile	 of	UFO
sightings,	and	that	‘Perhaps	I	should	have	spoken	earlier;	eighteen	years	is	a	long	time’.
Meanwhile,	Vallee	was	studying	the	air	force	files,	and	was	excited	to	discover	that	a	wave	of	UFO

sightings	 had	 occurred	 in	 1951,	 ‘landings	 and	 cigar-shaped	 objects,	 just	 as	 in	 Aimé	Michel’s	 classic
work’.	He	admitted,	‘I	am	beginning	to	think	like	McDonald:	how	could	Hynek	have	missed	it?’
The	air	force	was	anxious	to	get	rid	of	the	responsibility	for	UFOs,	and	wanted	to	pass	it	on	to	some

respectable	university.	Hynek	and	Vallee	hoped	 that	 the	 job	of	computerising	 their	 reports	would	go	 to
their	department	at	Northwestern.	They	were	angry	and	frustrated	when	the	Dean	got	cold	feet	and	turned
down	the	proposal;	he	was	afraid	that	Northwestern	might	be	associated	with	‘crank	theories’.	Hynek	was
so	furious	that	he	considered	resigning.
Vallee	was	glad	to	escape	back	to	Europe	at	the	end	of	the	summer	semester.	He	was	beginning	to	feel

disillusioned	with	America,	 and	was	 learning	 that	democracy	had	 two	 faces.	On	 the	one	hand,	he	was
able	 to	 publish	 books	 about	 UFOs	 while	 not	 endangering	 his	 position	 at	 Northwestern;	 on	 the	 other,
ambitious	career	scientists	like	Carl	Sagan	could	sneer	about	UFOs,	and	declare	that	no	government	funds
should	 be	 channelled	 into	 research,	 and	 effectively	 prevent	 the	 subject	 being	 taken	 seriously.	 Vallee
noted:	 ‘If	 the	 saucers	 turn	 out	 to	 be	 significant,	 Sagan	will	 take	 the	 credit	 for	 having	 theorized	 about
cosmic	 visitors.	 If	 they	 are	 discredited,	 he	 will	 claim	 he	 always	 saw	 clearly	 through	 their	 mythical
character’.
It	was	a	relief	to	be	back	in	Paris.	He	loved	strolling	along	the	Seine	and	looking	at	the	bookstalls.	His

interest	in	UFOs	had	always	run	parallel	with	an	interest	in	mysticism,	hermeticism	and	alchemy.	(Hynek



himself	was	deeply	interested	in	these	subjects,	and	was	a	Rudolf	Steiner	enthusiast.)	And	his	study	of	the
history	of	UFOs	since	biblical	times	had	made	him	aware	that	some	knowledge	of	the	past	was	essential
to	 understanding	 the	 phenomenon.	At	 the	 end	 of	August	 1966,	 he	 picked	 up	 a	 copy	 of	 Paracelsus,	 the
magician	 and	 scientist	who	 lived	 in	 the	 early	 sixteenth	 century.	Most	 scientists	would	 have	 dismissed
Paracelsus	as	a	would-be	scientist	who	was	gullible	enough	to	be	taken	in	by	the	magical	superstitions	of
his	time.	But	Vallee’s	years	of	studying	UFO	sightings	had	made	him	less	dismissive.	He	was	struck	by
Paracelsus’s	comment	on	gnomes:
‘They	can	appear	at	will	small	or	tall,	handsome	or	ugly	.	.	.	Think	twice	before	becoming	allied	with

them.	As	soon	as	you	are	linked	to	them,	you	have	to	do	their	bidding.	When	they	are	angry	they	inflict
heavy	penalties.	Sometimes	 they	 kill.	There	are	proofs	 of	 it’.	Vallee	 underlined	 these	 last	 (italicised)
sentences.
In	 fact,	Vallee	was	encountering	many	cases	 that	would	have	been	described	 in	 the	Middle	Ages	as

encounters	with	supernatural	beings.	The	experience	of	Eugenio	Douglas	is	typical.	In	October	1963,	he
was	 driving	 a	 truck	 through	 heavy	 rain	 near	 Islaverda,	Argentina,	when	 a	 blinding	 light	 forced	 him	 to
slow	down.	When	he	stopped	 the	 truck,	 the	 light	vanished.	But	 farther	down	the	road	he	encountered	a
disc-shaped	craft,	 thirty-five	metres	high,	 from	which	 three	giant	 figures	wearing	 luminous	 clothes	 and
strange	helmets	emerged—Douglas	estimated	them	at	twelve	feet	tall.	A	red	beam	came	from	either	 the
craft	or	the	entities,	and	burnt	him.	Douglas	fired	back	with	a	rifle,	then	fled.	The	red	beam	followed	him
to	 the	 village	 of	Montemaiz,	 where	 the	 street	 lighting	 was	 affected.	Douglas	 took	 shelter	 in	 a	 house,
whose	own	lights	were	flickering;	both	he	and	the	occupants	noted	a	strong	smell.
The	next	day,	Douglas	was	suffering	from	radiation	burns.	And,	back	at	the	site	where	he	had	seen	the

‘giants’,	he	found	footprints	twenty	inches	long.
Paracelsus	 had	 remarked	 that	 there	 were	 four	main	 orders	 of	 supernatural	 being—nymphs,	 dwarfs,

sylphs,	and	salamanders—but	added	that	giants	should	also	be	included.	The	Douglas	encounter	seemed	a
case	in	point.
In	November,	back	in	Chicago,	Vallee	and	Hynek	went	to	Boulder,	Colorado,	to	meet	the	Condon	team.

The	next	day,	Hynek	addressed	them,	telling	them	the	whole	story	of	Project	Blue	Book,	and	occasionally
requesting	that	the	tape	recorder	should	be	switched	off	while	he	told	them	things	that	he	would	prefer	off
the	record.	Vallee	then	gave	a	talk	suggesting	how	the	computer	might	be	used	in	UFO	investigations.	All
went	well,	and,	when	Hynek	gave	a	press	conference,	there	was	a	general	air	of	congratulation,	as	if	he
had	 finally	 been	 vindicated	 after	 years	 of	 trying	 to	 get	 UFOs	 taken	 seriously.	 But,	 when	 a	 Denver
newspaper	 reported	 it	 next	 day,	 it	 merely	 stated	 that	 Hynek	 had	 announced	 that	 there	 had	 been	 no
‘hardware’,	no	tangible	evidence	of	saucer	visits.
Vallee’s	 journal	makes	 it	 clear	 that	 he	was	 becoming	 increasingly	 disillusioned	with	Hynek.	Hynek

turned	 up	 an	 hour	 late	 for	 a	meeting	with	Vallee’s	 publisher,	 returned	 some	 phone	 calls,	 made	 a	 few
distracted	remarks,	then	rushed	off,	saying	he’d	be	back	later.	Vallee	commented,	‘How	I	miss	 the	days
when	he	was	not	such	a	celebrity	.	.	.	Media	men	hire	Allen	as	they	would	hire	a	guitar	player.	He	rushes
wherever	he	sees	a	spotlight,	and	if	the	spotlight	moves,	he	moves	with	it’.



He	was	also	becoming	deeply	disillusioned	with	the	Condon	Committee.	Hearing	about	Roy	Craig’s
encounter	with	the	saw-whet	owl,	he	commented,	‘In	[Fred	Beckman’s]	opinion	the	owl	explanation	is	a
joke.	A	friend	of	his,	who	has	done	his	own	enquiry	with	the	local	civil	defense	authorities,	has	found	out
that	high-quality	 recordings	were	made	which	show	artificial	signal	patterns’.	He	was	even	 less	happy
with	Hynek’s	dismissal	of	the	Stephen	Michalak	encounter	in	Winnipeg	on	the	grounds	that	it	was	a	one-
witness	sighting,	pointing	out	reasonably	that	Michalak’s	burns	proved	he	had	encountered	something.
In	 June	 1967,	 Vallee	 noted	 with	 disgust	 that,	 while	 a	 wave	 of	 UFO	 sightings	 was	 taking	 place	 in

America,	 the	 Condon	 Committee	 merely	 argued,	 dreamt	 and	 theorised,	 while	 its	 chief	 administrator,
Robert	Low,	proposed	to	use	a	research	grant	 to	go	to	an	astronomical	conference	in	Prague,	where	he
would	be	joined	by	Hynek.
One	day	when	Hynek	was	away	on	holiday,	Vallee	went	to	his	house	to	sort	through	the	air	force	files,

and	 found	 a	 chaos	 of	 unfiled	material;	 he	 took	 this	 away,	 and	 proceeded	 to	 sort	 it	 out.	 In	 among	 this,
Vallee	 found	 a	 letter	 that	 left	 no	 doubt	 that	 the	 air	 force	 had	 been	 in	 favour	 of	 a	 cover-up	 since	 the
initiation	of	Project	Blue	Book	in	1952.
What	had	happened	was	that	when	the	whole	country	was	talking	about	flying	saucers,	which	had	even

flown	over	Washington,	 the	public	urgently	wanted	to	know	what	was	going	on.	So	 the	CIA	decided	 to
convene	a	panel,	 under	 the	chairmanship	of	 a	physicist,	Dr.	H.	P.	Robertson.	Hynek	was	 a	 very	 junior
adviser.
The	Robertson	Panel	sat	for	five	days,	looked	at	film	of	UFOs,	and	discussed	the	evidence	at	length.

The	 panel	 eventually	 concluded	 that	 most	 UFO	 sightings	 were	 meteorological	 phenomena	 or
misidentification	of	aeroplanes,	planets,	etc.,	and	that	they	posed	no	threat	to	national	security.	Therefore,
the	panel	recommended	(in	January	1953),	future	UFO	reports	should	be	debunked.	It	also	recommended
that	civilian	UFO	groups,	 like	 the	Lorenzens’	APRO	and	Keyhoe’s	NICAP,	should	be	‘monitored’	(i.e.,
spied	upon)	because	of	their	influence	on	public	opinion.	Hynek	was	unhappy	about	this,	but	was	then	too
uninfluential	to	make	his	views	felt.
Now	Vallee	went	on	to	uncover	a	 letter	 in	 the	files	 that	 left	no	possible	doubt	 that	 the	air	force	was

engaged	 in	 a	 ‘disinformation’	 operation.	 This	 letter,	 headed	 ‘Secret’,	 and	 dated	 three	 days	 before	 the
panel	 was	 due	 to	 meet,	 noted	 that	 certain	 areas	 in	 America	 had	 an	 abnormally	 high	 number	 of	 UFO
sightings,	and	recommended	that	such	areas	should	have	observation	posts	with	radar,	cameras,	etc.	So
far,	its	advice	was	unexceptionable.	But	it	then	went	on	to	recommend	that	‘many	different	types	of	aerial
activity	should	be	secretly	and	purposefully	scheduled’	within	such	areas.
The	careful	monitoring	of	 every	possible	unknown	 flying	object	would	enable	 the	air	 force	 to	 learn

precisely	 which	 objects	were	 flying	 saucers.	 But	 it	 would	 also	 enable	 the	 air	 force	 to	 debunk	 the
thousands	of	public	sightings	that	would	inevitably	occur,	explaining	that	 the	air	force	was	operating	in
that	 area.	Moreover,	 said	 the	 letter,	 ‘reports	 for	 the	 last	 five	 years	 could	 be	 re-evaluated’—in	 other
words,	 past	 UFO	 sightings	 could	 also	 be	 debunked.	 In	 this	 way,	 the	 great	 American	 public	 could	 be
reassured—and,	of	course,	deceived.
When	Vallee	later	met	two	members	of	the	Condon	Committee,	he	asked	what	had	happened	about	the



Stephen	Michalak	case,	and	was	told	that	the	investigator	had	‘brought	back	some	data’.	Vallee	was	not
told	that	Roy	Craig	had	decided	not	to	wait	around	for	Michalak’s	identification	of	the	UFO	landing	site
because	he	had	decided	that	Michalak	was	a	fraud.
One	of	the	committee	members,	Mary-Lou	Armstrong,	told	Vallee	frankly	that	they	were	not	interested

in	field	 investigations.	They	were	 at	present	pursuing	a	 theory	propounded	by	one	of	 their	members,	 a
psychologist	name	Wertheimer,	that	motorists	only	thought	their	headlights	failed	when	they	saw	a	UFO,
because	they	were	blinded	by	the	ball	lightning,	and	failed	to	realise	that	their	headlights	were	on	.	.	.
In	fact,	Mary-Lou	Armstrong	would	resign	from	the	committee	in	disgust.	The	other	committee	member

who	was	present	that	day	with	Vallee	was	Norman	Levine,	who	was	sacked	for	showing	McDonald	the
famous	cover-up	letter	from	Low.
Fred	Beckman,	one	of	Vallee’s	closest	associates,	summarised	the	problem	of	the	Condon	Committee

when	he	said,	‘The	public	is	expecting	serious	answers	from	a	committee	of	experts.	Yet	the	truth	is,	these
people	won’t	even	take	the	trouble	to	become	superficially	familiar	with	the	problem’.
What	he	meant,	quite	simply,	was	that	the	basic	weakness	in	the	approach	of	the	Condon	Committee	lay

in	the	assumption	that	all	that	was	needed	was	a	group	of	intelligent	and	honest	men.	This	 is	 rather	 like
setting	up	a	panel	to	investigate	whether	the	Big	Bang	theory	deserves	to	be	taken	seriously,	and	choosing
professors	 of	 English	 rather	 than	 physicists.	 The	 assessment	 of	 UFO	 phenomena	 requires,	 at	 the	 very
least,	 an	extensive	knowledge	of	UFO	 reports.	The	members	 of	 the	Condon	Committee	 simply	 did	 not
possess	 this	 knowledge—or	 try	 to	 acquire	 it.	 Vallee	 and	 Hynek	 had	 studied	 thousands	 of	 cases;	 the
Condon	Committee	studied	a	case	only	when	it	was	drawn	to	their	attention.
In	the	autumn	of	1967,	disillusioned	with	America,	and	the	direction	UFO	research	was	taking,	Vallee

returned	 again	 to	 France,	 and	 took	 a	 job	 in	 Paris.	 He	 disliked	 de	Gaulle’s	 France	 almost	 as	much	 as
Lyndon	 Johnson’s	America,	yet	 found	 that	Paris	moved	him	 in	 a	way	Chicago	never	 could.	He	was	 in
Paris	for	the	students’	uprising	of	May	1968.	And	on	the	day	the	strikes	ended,	15	June	1968,	he	returned
home	with	a	pile	of	second-hand	books,	and	recorded	in	his	journal	the	idea	for	a	book	drawing	a	parallel
between	UFO	phenomena	and	the	medieval	tradition	about	fairies,	elves	and	elementals.	The	writing	of
Passport	to	Magonia	went	fast—even	though	he	was	writing	in	English—and,	by	12	September	1968,	it
was	completed—together	with	a	 list	of	 reports	of	over	900	saucer	 landings.	Vallee	 felt	 that	 this	was	a
book	 that	 he	 could	 never	 have	 written	 in	 America;	 the	 subject	 had	 somehow	 needed	 the	 deeper
intellectual	 roots	 of	Europe.	Yet	 as	 soon	 as	 he	 had	 finished	 it,	 he	 returned	 to	America—this	 time,	 for
good.	Comparing	America	to	France	in	his	journal,	Vallee	wrote:

On	the	one	side	is	the	great	creative	wind	of	freedom,	the	immense	potential	of	America.	When	I
look	for	something	to	put	in	the	balance	on	the	French	side,	what	comes	to	mind	is	not	science	or
art	.	.	.	but	the	humble	street	scenes—that	old	woman	I	passed	in	the	rue	de	la	Verrerie,	for
instance,	whose	hand	was	shaking	so	much	she	could	hardly	hold	her	grocery	bag	.	.	.

(from	Forbidden	Science,	1996)
So	America	won.	He	went	back	taking	Papus’s	Practise	of	Magic,	Flammarion’s	Invisible	World	and

Margaret	Murray’s	God	of	the	Witches.
So	Passport	to	Magonia	is,	on	one	level,	a	kind	of	nostalgic	homage	to	Europe.	The	title	is	taken	from



a	passage	in	the	writings	of	the	nineteenth-century	Archbishop	Agobard	of	Lyons,	who	speaks	harshly	of
people	who	believe	that	there	is	a	country	in	the	sky	called	Magonia	‘from	which	ships	sail	in	the	clouds’.
Agobard	 tells	 how	 three	 men	 and	 a	 woman	 were	 dragged	 before	 him	 by	 a	 crowd	 who	 claimed	 the
strangers	had	descended	from	one	of	these	airships,	and	demanded	that	they	be	stoned	to	death.	Agobard
states	briefly,	‘But	truth	prevailed’—meaning,	evidently,	that	he	told	them	not	to	be	stupid,	that	people	did
not	descend	out	of	airships.	Presumably	the	four	men	and	women	were	the	first	recorded	‘abductees’.
Vallee	 then	quotes	St.	Anthony’s	 circumstantial	 account	of	his	 encounter	with	a	 friendly	 ‘elemental’,

and	philosophers	 like	Paracelsus,	who	believed	 that	 there	 is	a	whole	class	of	beings	between	 the	gods
and	humanity.	Vallee	goes	on	to	speak	of	the	scholar	Jerome	Cardan,	whose	father	recorded	how,	on	13
August	1491,	seven	men	‘appeared	to	him’,	dressed	in	garments	like	silken	togas,	who	claimed	to	be	‘men
composed	 of	 air’,	 and	 told	 him	 their	 age	was	 three	 hundred	 years.	 Cardan’s	 father	 recorded	 that	 they
stayed	with	him	for	three	hours,	and	engaged	in	lengthy	theological	discussion.	One	of	them	explained	that
God	created	the	world	from	moment	to	moment,	and	that,	if	he	desisted	even	for	a	second,	the	universe
would	disappear.
The	 account	 sounds	 preposterous—but	 not	 more	 preposterous	 than	 hundreds	 of	 modern	 tales	 of

encounters	with	‘extraterrestrials’,	many	of	whom	sound	very	much	like	traditional	angels.
And	what	should	we	make	of	a	story	of	the	poet	Goethe,	who	describes	in	his	autobiography	how,	on

the	 road	 from	Leipzig	 to	 Frankfurt,	 he	 passed	 a	 sort	 of	 amphitheatre	 by	 the	 road	 in	which	 there	were
hundreds	of	 lights,	 some	of	which	moved	around,	while	others	were	 stationary?	Goethe	was	 unable	 to
stop	and	investigate—he	was	walking	uphill	behind	the	coach—but	wondered	whether	they	were	will-o’-
the-wisps	or	 ‘a	 company	of	 luminous	 creatures’.	But	 ‘will-o’-the-wisp’	 (or	 jack-o’-lantern)	 is	 another
name	for	methane—Hynek’s	swamp	gas—which	can	ignite	spontaneously,	and	it	is	obviously	impossible
that	a	whole	amphitheatre	could	have	been	full	of	exploding	methane.
Vallee	 goes	 on	 to	 cite	modern	 cases	 that	 sound	 equally	 bizarre:	 the	 two	 little	men	 seen	 by	 Lonnie

Zamora	at	Socorro,	the	‘goblins’	who	besieged	the	Hopkinsville	farm	all	night,	the	two	midgets	in	space
suits	 who	 paralysed	 the	 French	 farmer	Maurice	Masse—who,	 in	 spite	 of	 his	 fright,	 still	 felt	 that	 his
visitors	were	‘good’.
It	 is	 important	 to	understand	 that	what	Vallee	 is	 implying	 is	not	 simply	 that	modern	 ‘aliens’	 seem	 to

have	a	great	deal	in	common	with	various	‘supernatural’	creatures	of	folklore	(which	is	obvious	anyway),
but	that	we	are	wrong	to	dismiss	the	fairies,	elves,	sylphs	and	angels	of	folklore	as	delusions	of	people
who	did	not	know	any	better.	 In	1897,	 for	example,	 the	poet	W.	B.	Yeats	accompanied	his	 friend	Lady
Gregory	 around	 local	 cottages	 in	 Galway,	 collecting	 fairy	 stories,	 and,	 to	 his	 surprise,	 learnt	 that	 the
peasants	not	only	believed	in	fairies,	but	told	circumstantial	stories	of	their	encounters	with	them.	Yeats
came	to	accept	 the	factual	reality	of	fairies,	and	persuaded	a	young	American	academic,	Walter	Evans-
Wentz,	to	spend	some	time	in	Ireland	collecting	accounts.	These	appeared	in	a	classic	work	called	The
Fairy	Faith	in	the	Celtic	Countries,	in	which	the	author	concludes	that	the	factual	and	scientific	evidence
for	 the	 existence	 of	 fairies	 is	 overwhelming.	 In	 his	 later	 years,	 Evans-Wentz	 returned	 to	 his	 native
America,	 and	 studied	 the	 beliefs	 of	 the	 local	 Indians	 near	 San	 Diego,	 again	 concluding	 that	 there	 is



evidence	for	the	real	existence	of	supernatural	beings.
Yeats’s	friend	George	Russell	(the	poet	AE)	contributed	a	section	to	the	book	in	which	he	describes	his

own	 fairy	 sightings	with	 the	 precision	of	 an	 anthropologist	 describing	primitive	 tribes:	 shining	beings,
opalescent	beings,	water	 beings,	wood	beings,	 lower	 elementals.	Russell	was	 a	mystic	with	 ‘psychic’
abilities,	and	in	this	connection	it	is	worth	bearing	in	mind	a	comment	made	by	the	UFO	investigator	John
Keel;	‘I	discovered	that	the	majority	of	all	[UFO]	witnesses	had	latent	or	active	psychic	abilities,	and	.	.	.
other	independent	investigators	around	the	world	confirmed	this	in	their	own	research’.[1]
By	 the	end	of	Passport	 to	Magonia,	 the	 reader	 is	 certainly	 inclined	 to	 agree	 that	 the	most	 carefully

documented	UFO	sightings	sound	far	more	absurd	than	accounts	of	fairies,	elementals	and	other	beings	of
folklore.
Not	surprisingly,	Passport	to	Magonia	created	dismay	among	the	UFO	fraternity.	‘Vallee	has	gone	off

the	deep	end’,	said	one	critic.	People	who	believed	that	flying	saucers	came	from	Mars,	or	some	distant
constellation,	felt	that	Vallee’s	parallels	with	folklore	were	irrelevant	and	far-fetched.	UFOs	were	shining
silver	discs	that	took	off	at	a	tremendous	speed	and	could	do	right-angle	turns	in	the	air.	But	Vallee	had
noted	 that	 not	 all	 sightings	 were	 of	 shining	 discs.	 As	 Mrs.	 LottiDainelli,	 of	 Arezzo,	 Italy,	 passed	 a
torpedo-shaped	machine	by	the	roadside,	two	odd	little	men	in	one-piece	suits	and	red	hats	grabbed	the
pot	 of	 flowers	 she	was	 carrying	 to	 the	 cemetery,	 and	 took	 it	 into	 the	 spacecraft.	 By	 the	 time	 she	 had
returned	with	a	policeman,	the	machine	had	taken	off,	leaving	a	blue	and	red	trail.	It	sounds	like	a	joke,	or
something	out	of	a	children’s	cartoon.	It	certainly	sounds	 too	absurd	 to	 interest	a	scientist—why	should
two	munchkins	snatch	a	pot	of	flowers?
But	Vallee	points	out	 that	many	creatures	of	folklore—such	as	fairies—like	 to	steal	human	products.

And,	in	doing	so,	he	is	putting	his	finger	squarely	on	one	of	the	major	paradoxes	of	the	UFO	phenomenon:
that	 it	 seems	 to	 have	 been	 devised	 by	 someone	 with	 a	 surrealistic	 sense	 of	 humour—like	 the	 case
presided	over	by	H.	B.	Morton’s	Mr.	Justice	Cocklecarrot,	 in	which	an	eccentric	lady	used	to	knock	on
the	plaintiff’s	door	and	push	seven	red	dwarfs	 into	his	hallway.	Any	number	of	close	encounters	sound
just	 as	 hilariously	 pointless.	Why	 did	 little	 tin	men	 besiege	 the	 Sutton	 farmhouse?	Why	 did	 two	 gas-
puffing	 robots	 keep	Donald	 Schrum	 up	 a	 tree	 all	 night?	What	was	 the	motive	 of	 the	UFO	 that	 trailed
Colonel	Chase’s	B-57	bomber	over	Texas	and	Mississippi—in	one	of	the	few	cases	that	impressed	Roy
Craig	 of	 the	Condon	Committee?	 In	 fact,	 why	were	 hundreds	 of	 planes	 in	World	War	 Two	 trailed	 by
UFOs	(which	were	then	known	as	foo	fighters)?
Common	sense	suggests	that	they	were	behaving	like	mischievous	schoolboys	who	knock	on	a	door	and

run	away;	but	that	implies	that	they	had	no	serious	purpose.	If	they	had	a	serious	purpose,	could	it	simply
be	 to	make	 themselves	known,	 to	make	us	 aware	 that	 they	 are	 there?	Then	why	not	 simply	 land	 in	 the
middle	 of	 a	major	 city?	Would	 this,	 perhaps,	 be	 too	 great	 a	 culture	 shock	 for	 the	 human	 race?	Vallee
speculates	in	the	last	chapter:	‘Perhaps	it	enjoys	our	puzzlement,	or	perhaps	it	is	trying	to	teach	us	some
new	concept.	Perhaps	it	is	acting	in	a	purely	gratuitous	effort,	and	its	creations	are	as	impossible	for	us	to
understand	as	is	the	Picasso	sculpture	in	Chicago	to	the	birds	who	perch	on	it.
But	what	fascinated	him	most	about	UFOs	was	what	he	called	‘the	psychic	component’—the	tendency



of	UFOs	(observed	by	Puharich	and	Geller)	 to	behave	more	 like	ghosts	 than	solid	spacecraft.	His	next
book,	The	 Invisible	 College	 (1976),[2]	 is	 devoted	 largely	 to	 this	 psychic	 component.	 (‘The	 invisible
college’	refers	to	the	small	group	of	a	hundred	or	so	UFO	investigators	all	over	the	world	who	keep	one
another	informed	of	their	data.)
Vallee	was	interested	in	the	effect	of	UFOs	on	people	who	believed	they	had	seen	them,	or	even	that

they	had	been	in	them.	In	1973,	he	had	met	an	engineering	executive	who	described	how	he	had	been	on
an	archaeological	field	trip	when	he	had	seen	a	disc-shaped	object,	and	had	been	taken	on	board.	He	was
transported	to	a	place	where	he	was	connected	up	to	a	‘teaching	machine’,	a	kind	of	computer,	and	had
spent	 three	 hours	 having	 information	 fed	 directly	 into	 his	 brain.	 After	 what	 seemed	 a	 few	 hours,	 he
returned	to	the	spot	where	he	had	been	abducted—to	find	that	he	had	been	absent	for	eighteen	days,	and
that	his	influential	father	had	had	the	military	and	the	police	out	searching	for	him.	He	was	still	wearing
the	same	flower	in	his	buttonhole,	his	clothes	were	impeccable,	and	he	did	not	need	a	shave.
When	the	engineer	spoke	of	the	encounter,	he	was	soon	surrounded	by	curiosity-seekers,	and	ended	by

‘confessing’	that	it	had	all	been	a	joke,	merely	to	get	rid	of	pests.	But	he	told	Vallee	that,	for	six	months
after	the	experience,	he	had	needed	an	enormous	amount	of	sleep—more	than	twelve	hours	a	night—and
after	that	his	need	for	sleep	then	diminished	until	he	needed	only	an	hour	or	two	every	night.	His	powers
of	 memory	 and	 concentration	 were	 enormously	 enhanced.	 Now	 he	 had	 become	 convinced	 that	 some
immense	change	was	about	to	take	place	on	Earth.	And	since	the	UFO	experience,	he	had	never	been	ill.
Vallee	compares	the	engineer’s	experience	to	that	of	the	three-year-old	Uri	Geller	in	the	garden	in	Tel

Aviv;	he	also	adds	that	he	does	not	believe	that	mankind	is	being	contacted	by	benign	intelligences	from
outer	space,	or	that	Geller	is	the	new	Messiah.
Yet	how,	asks	Vallee,	can	you	say	that	a	man	is	a	sincere	witness,	and	nevertheless	reject	his	beliefs?

This	is	the	question	he	sets	out	to	answer	in	The	Invisible	College—and	which	has	preoccupied	him	ever
since.
Yet	the	case	he	goes	on	to	cite—of	a	French	doctor	who	wished	to	remain	anonymous,	preferring	to	be

called	 ‘Doctor	 X’—seems	 to	 contradict	 his	 scepticism	 about	 benign	 intelligences.	 Doctor	 X	 was
awakened	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 night	 by	 his	 child,	who	was	 pointing	 at	 a	 flashing	 light	 in	 the	 sky.	He
opened	the	window	and	observed	two	disc-shaped	UFOs.	Then	the	two	came	together	and	blended	into
one.	This	disc	then	turned	into	the	vertical	position,	so	its	blinding	light	illuminated	the	front	of	the	house.
Suddenly	there	was	a	loud	bang,	and	it	vanished.
The	 doctor	 now	 found	 that	 a	 leg	 injury	 had	 suddenly	 healed,	 and	 so	 had	 an	 old	 war	 wound.

Subsequently,	he	lost	weight,	and	a	red	triangle	formed	around	his	navel.	The	same	triangle	formed	on	the
child.	Vallee	notes	that,	as	a	consequence	of	the	experience,	both	the	doctor	and	his	wife	have	developed
an	 almost	 mystical	 attitude	 of	 acceptance	 towards	 life	 and	 death.	 Strange	 coincidences	 occurred,	 the
doctor	and	his	wife	became	telepathic,	and	on	one	occasion	he	experienced	levitation.
Vallee	 then	 speaks	 of	 a	 case	 that	 occurred	 at	Aveyron,	 in	 France,	where	 a	 farmer	 and	 his	 son	 saw

glowing	spheres	that	floated	in	the	air.	Later,	the	son	saw	a	disc	with	a	green	light	inside	it,	and	thought	he
could	see	two	occupants,	before	it	flew	off	at	an	incredible	speed.



This	witness	also	began	to	sleep	far	more	than	usual,	and	also	had	an	occasional	sensation	of	floating
out	 of	 his	 body,	 during	 which	 time	 his	 body	 would	 become	 paralysed—a	 phenomenon	 that	 often
accompanies	 ‘out-of-the-body	 experiences’.	 He	 also	 began	 trying	 to	 persuade	 young	 people	 to	 study
science	and	astronomy.	When	he	declared	that	he	had	to	write	a	book,	and	someone	pointed	out	 that	he
was	almost	illiterate,	he	replied,	‘They	told	me	not	to	worry	about	that’.
Vallee	had	first-hand	experience	of	official	cover-up	when	he	and	Janine	heard	of	a	case	in	Normandy,

and	went	to	investigate	soon	after	the	event.	A	fisherman	and	his	son	had	come	to	the	beach	at	daybreak,
and	saw	a	bright	object	hovering	over	the	place	where	their	nets	were	spread.	It	was	yellow	and	emitted
a	conelike	beam	towards	the	ground.	Three	months	earlier,	the	son	had	seen	three	yellow	spheres	above
the	beach.
A	radar	 installation	had	picked	up	 the	second	UFO,	and	watched	 it	move	away	over	 the	sea.	And	 a

nearby	French	trawler	went	off	course,	its	magnetic	navigation	system	having	apparently	gone	awry.
A	 few	 days	 later,	 French	 Intelligence	 announced	 that	 some	 diving	 gear	 found	 on	 a	 nearby	 beach

indicated	that	divers	had	been	using	some	equipment	that	explained	the	radar	sighting	and	the	malfunction
of	the	trawler’s	navigation	system.	So	the	authorities	created	an	atmosphere	that	suggested	that	the	UFO
sighting	had	now	been	explained	away	as	something	quite	natural.
The	 UFO	 problem,	 Vallee	 feels,	 is	 analogous	 to	 a	 conjuror	 who	 baffles	 his	 audience	 by	 some

incredible	display	of	magic,	then	explains	it	all—the	hollow	tabletop,	the	collapsing	cane,	the	rabbit	in
the	coat	tail.	Back	at	home	you	congratulate	yourself	on	knowing	how	it	was	done—then	realise	that	the
explanation	simply	does	not	add	up.	He	was	not	telling	the	truth.	‘The	phenomenon	negates	itself’.
Later	in	the	book	he	has	an	even	better	suggestion.	He	tells	an	anecdote	about	the	psychiatrist	Milton

Erickson,	who	was	 standing	 on	 a	 corner	when	 a	man	 came	 round	 it	 in	 a	 hurry	 and	 bumped	 into	 him.
Erickson	 glanced	 elaborately	 at	 his	watch	 and	 said,	 ‘It’s	 exactly	 ten	minutes	 to	 two’,	 then	walked	 on,
leaving	the	man	staring	after	him	in	astonishment.
This	encounter	gave	Erickson	the	idea	for	what	he	called	the	confusion	technique	of	hypnosis.	When	a

subject	was	difficult	to	hypnotise,	Erickson	would	give	a	number	of	contradictory	suggestions—such	as
‘Your	left	hand	is	rising,	while	your	right	remains	immobile’	and	‘Your	right	hand	is	rising	while	your	left
remains	immobile’.	The	psychiatrist’s	apparent	confusion	would	arouse	sympathy	in	the	patient	and	lead
to	a	cooperative	attitude	which	favoured	hypnosis.	Still	further	confusion	would	lead	the	patient	to	give
up	his	resistance	and	retreat	from	the	confusion	by	accepting	all	the	hypnotist’s	suggestions.
This,	Vallee	suggests,	could	explain	the	confusion	technique	used	by	UFOs,	with	all	their	surrealistic

absurdities.	Such	a	notion	obviously	implies	that	the	UFO	entities	are	trying	to	make	individual	contactees
drop	their	rationalistic	attitudes	in	favour	of	unconscious	acceptance.	It	also	suggests,	of	course,	that	they
might	be	trying	to	hypnotise	us.
Certainly,	 these	 puzzling	 creatures	 seem	 to	 enjoy	 creating	 confusion.	 Vallee	 describes	 how	 a

Midwestern	woman	named	Mrs.	Keech	woke	up	with	an	odd	 tingling	 feeling	 in	her	hand	and	arm,	and
proceeded	 to	 take	 up	 a	 pen	 and	 do	 automatic	 writing.	 The	 communicating	 ‘entity’	 seemed	 kindly	 and
protective,	 and	 signed	 himself	 ‘Elder	 Brother’.	 Mrs.	 Keech	 soon	 became	 convinced	 that	 she	 was



channelling	information	from	a	higher	level	of	reality.	A	small	sect	formed	around	her.	Then	Elder	Brother
informed	them	that	there	would	soon	be	a	tremendous	disaster,	involving	earthquake	and	flood.
A	small	group	of	academics	from	a	nearby	university	infiltrated	the	group	to	study	the	psychology	of

religious	conviction.	When	 the	flood	failed	 to	occur,	 the	group	were	not	 in	 the	 least	disillusioned;	 they
believed	that	they	had	averted	it.
The	parallels	with	Puharich	and	the	‘landing	on	planet	Earth’	are	obvious,	and,	in	fact,	Vallee	goes	on

to	 tell	 the	 story	 of	 Geller,	 Puharich	 and	 the	 invisible	 beings	 from	 Spectra.	And	 his	 purpose	 becomes
clearer	when	he	goes	on	to	 tell	a	story	about	a	Mrs.	Swan,	who	had	also	been	writing	down	messages
from	space	entities.	A	man	named	Talman	contacted	Colonel	Friend,	head	of	Project	Blue	Book,	 to	 tell
him	about	this.	And,	when	Mrs.	Swan	was	interviewed	by	an	investigator	named	Commander	Curtis,	she
suggested	that	he	should	try	to	contact	the	entities.
Oddly	enough,	Curtis	 tried,	and	got	 results.	The	 ‘entities’	 told	him	 that	 they	were	called	AFFA,	and

were	from	Venus.	And	as	a	group	of	 investigators	sat	 in	a	Washington	office,	with	Curtis	writing	down
answers	to	questions,	someone	asked	if	they	could	see	a	flying	saucer.	They	were	told,	‘Yes,	look	out	of
the	window’.	There	was	nothing	outside.	But	at	2:00	that	afternoon—6	July	1959—they	did	see	a	cigar-
shaped	 object	 that	 flew	 over	Washington.	 They	 called	 the	 radar	 centre,	 and	 were	 told	 that,	 for	 some
reason,	the	radar	beam	was	blocked	in	that	direction.	The	official	memo	stated	that	‘there	is	no	question
that	the	object	was	seen	over	Washington	that	day’.
Again,	this	sounds	like	firm	evidence	for	the	extraterrestrial-intelligence	hypothesis.	Why	does	Vallee

not	accept	it?	Because	he	knew	enough	about	automatic	writing	and	psychic	phenomena	to	know	that	they
seem	to	be	based	on	systematic	ambiguity	and	misdirection.	The	entities	seem	to	tell	lies	just	as	often	as
they	tell	the	truth.	Vallee’s	own	experiments,	with	a	man	of	well-tested	psychic	ability,	produced	answers
that	seemed	sensible	and	consistent.	Asked	what	UFOs	were	trying	to	do,	the	answer	was,	‘To	harmonise
this	world	with	the	rest	of	the	universe’.	(Phyllis	Schlemmer’s	‘Tom’	had	said	much	the	same	thing.)
But	 Vallee’s	 conclusion	 is	 that	 the	 answers	 were	 ‘an	 instance	 of	 communication	 with	 a	 level	 of

consciousness,	 possibly	 (but	 not	 necessarily)	 nonhuman.	 But	 (while)	 its	 nature	may	 be	 understandable
only	in	terms	of	a	space—time	structure	more	complex	than	what	current	physics	places	at	our	disposal	.	.
.	it	is	useful	to	keep	in	mind	that	aspects	of	it	may	be	systematically	misleading’.
The	story	of	a	Brazilian	named	Paul	Gaetano	is	a	case	in	point.	On	17	November	1971,	he	was	driving

with	a	friend	named	Elvio	when	he	told	Elvio	that	a	flying	saucer	was	following	them.	All	Elvio	could
see	was	a	bus.	The	car	engine	seemed	 to	 lose	power,	and,	as	Gaetano	pulled	 into	 the	side	of	 the	road,
Elvio	fell	asleep.	The	saucer	then	landed,	and	little	men	took	Gaetano	aboard	and	made	him	lie	on	a	table
while	they	X-rayed	him,	then	took	a	blood	sample	by	cutting	his	elbow.	After	showing	him	a	town	plan
and	a	picture	of	an	atomic	explosion,	they	induced	him	to	fall	asleep.	He	woke	up	as	Elvio	helped	him
back	 into	 the	 car.	Elvio	 saw	 nothing	 of	 the	 flying	 saucer.	But	 the	wound	 on	Gaetano’s	 arm	 seemed	 to
support	his	story.
It	 seems	 that	 the	 little	men	not	 only	had	 the	power	 to	make	Elvio	 fall	 asleep,	 but	 also	 to	make	him

mistake	a	UFO	for	a	bus.



In	a	chapter	on	miracles,	devoted	to	Fátima,	Lourdes	and	the	Guadeloupe	Madonna,	Vallee	points	out
the	same	element	of	confusion.	Witnesses	at	Fátima	saw	the	oldest	girl,	Lucia	(aged	ten),	addressing	the
empty	air,	although	one	thought	he	could	hear	a	faint	voice	responding—or	it	might	have	been	the	buzzing
of	a	bee.	Lucia	reported	that,	the	day	after	the	vision,	she	had	‘no	strength	to	do	anything’—like	the	UFO
contactees	mentioned	earlier.	Witnesses	at	Lourdes	saw	Bernadette	dig	a	hole	in	the	sand	with	her	hands
—which	 immediately	 filled	with	water—then	 try	 to	wash	 in	 the	water,	 and,	 to	 everyone’s	 amusement,
smeared	her	face	with	mud.	After	 this,	she	began	 to	eat	grass.	Later,	Bernadette	explained	 that	 the	 lady
had	told	her	to	wash	and	drink	in	a	spring,	but	that,	since	there	was	no	spring,	she	began	to	dig	in	the	sand,
where	a	spring	promptly	appeared.	The	lady	had	also	told	her	to	go	and	eat	grass.
The	next	day,	a	clear	stream	was	flowing	from	the	new	spring,	and,	when	a	blind	man	washed	his	eyes

in	it,	he	was	suddenly	able	to	see.	A	dying	baby	was	restored	to	health.	When	Bernadette	was	praying	in	a
state	of	ecstasy,	a	doctor	held	a	lighted	candle	under	her	hand	for	fifteen	minutes,	but	her	flesh	was	not
even	blistered.	Yet	when	the	candle	was	held	under	her	hand	when	she	had	finished	praying,	she	snatched
her	hand	away	saying,	‘You	are	burning	me’.
One	witness	of	the	final	‘miracle’	at	Fátima	describes	how	the	sun	seemed	to	change	into	a	spinning

snowball,	 then	 come	 down	 to	 Earth	 in	 a	 zigzag	 motion,	 causing	 panic.	 This	 was	 at	 the	 scene	 of	 the
miracle,	but,	even	in	a	town	nine	miles	away,	one	cynic	who	had	spent	the	morning	mocking	the	people
who	had	gone	to	Fátima	‘to	see	an	ordinary	girl’	fell	on	his	knees,	crying	out	to	God.	A	schoolboy	who
saw	 it—and	who	 subsequently	became	a	priest	 as	 a	 result—described	how	everything	 suddenly	 shone
with	rainbow	colours.
At	the	end	of	the	chapter	on	miracles,	Vallee	prints	a	four-page	table	comparing	religious	miracles	to

UFO	events,	pointing	out	dozens	of	parallels.
The	final	chapter	of	The	Invisible	College	begins	with	infectious	optimism:	‘I	think	we	are	close,	very

close,	to	understanding	what	UFOs	are’.	He	then	propounds	the	theory	that	UFO	phenomena	are	basically
a	‘control	system’	for	human	consciousness—that	is	to	say	that	an	important	part	of	their	purpose	is	to	be
found	in	the	effect	they	have	on	human	beings.	Their	purpose	seems	to	be	to	change	consciousness.
A	‘control	system’	is,	of	course,	a	system	of	thought	control.	Hitler’s	or	Stalin’s	propaganda	machines

are	crude	examples;	so	are	George	Orwell’s	Thought	Police	 in	Nineteen	Eighty-Four.	But	Vallee	does
not	seem	to	have	anything	so	simplistic	in	mind.	He	uses	the	example	of	a	thermostat,	which	switches	on
when	 a	 house	 falls	 below	 a	 certain	 temperature.	A	 naive	 observer	might	 think	 that,	 for	 human	 beings,
‘warm’	is	good	and	‘cold’	is	bad,	and	would	be	bewildered	when,	in	summer,	the	thermostat	keeps	the
house	cool.	What	we	need,	says	Vallee,	is	not	to	make	moral	judgments,	but	to	understand	the	principle	of
the	thermostat.
He	goes	on	 to	quote	 the	behavioural	psychologist	B.	F.	Skinner,	who	points	out	 that	 the	best	way	 to

reinforce	a	learning	pattern	is	to	combine	periodicity	with	unpredictability—not	regular	and	monotonous,
but	 irregular	 and	unexpected—what	might	 be	 called	 a	 regular	 pattern	 of	 irregularity.	Vallee’s	 graph	 of
bursts	of	UFO	activity	from	1947	to	1962	follows	precisely	this	pattern.
His	vision	is	hopeful.	‘With	every	new	wave	of	UFOs,	the	social	impact	becomes	greater.	More	young



people	 become	 fascinated	 with	 space,	 with	 psychic	 phenomena,	 with	 new	 frontiers	 in	 consciousness.
More	books	and	articles	appear,	changing	our	culture	in	the	direction	of	a	higher	image	of	man’.	He	feels
that	 our	 society	 is	 too	 oriented	 towards	 technological	 progress,	 and	 the	 next	 step	may	 be	 a	 ‘massive
change	of	human	attitudes	towards	paranormal	abilities	and	extraterrestrial	life’.
This	is	fascinating,	but	it	leaves	two	major	questions	unanswered:	who	is	it	who	wishes	to	change	our

culture	in	the	direction	of	a	higher	image	of	man	and	where	do	flying	saucers	come	from?
Vallee	does	not	try	to	answer	either	of	these	questions—although	he	seems	to	feel	that	the	answer	might

not	be	far	away.	But	his	general	conclusion	is	clear	enough.	He	rejects	the	simplistic	view	that	UFOs	are
manifestations	of	beings	from	another	planet	who	have	recently—or	not	so	recently—come	to	Earth.	He
feels	 that	 they	behave	confusingly	because	 they	want	 to	confuse	us,	but	 that	 their	ultimate	purpose	 is	 to
nudge	us	in	the	direction	of	open-mindedness.
The	Invisible	College	 is	probably	Vallee’s	best	book.	 It	might	well	 have	been	entitled	Clues,	 for	 it

reads	like	a	detective	story,	communicating	an	enormous	sense	of	excitement.	Vallee	is	fascinated	by	how
many	pieces	of	his	complex	jigsaw	puzzle	seem	to	fit	together,	and	by	the	way	that	the	distinction	between
ufology	and	paranormal	research	is	beginning	to	blur—supporting	the	intuition	that	had	led	him	to	write
Passport	to	Magonia.
But	his	next	book,	Messengers	of	Deception	(1979),	has	an	altogether	darker	tone.	The	optimism	about

a	breakthrough	seems	to	have	evaporated.	It	is	clear	that	he	has	begun	to	feel	that	the	answer	to	the	UFO
problem	 is	 not	 as	 close	 as	 he	 thought,	 and	 that,	 as	 the	 title	 implies,	 the	UFOs	 and	 the	 ‘aliens’	may	be
engaged	in	a	complicated	piece	of	deception.	He	is	even	inclined	to	wonder	whether	some	human	group
might	not	be	responsible	for	many	of	the	phenomena.	His	earlier	conclusion	that	UFOs	are	‘psychotronic
devices’	whose	purpose	is	to	influence	human	consciousness	has	now	given	way	to	the	suspicion	that	they
might	be	merely	‘terrestrial-based	manipulating	devices’.
This	 idea	 arose,	 to	 some	 extent,	 from	 the	 activities	 of	 a	 mysterious	 organisation	 that	 called	 itself

UMMO,	which	Vallee	had	already	discussed	 in	The	Invisible	College.	On	1	 June	1967,	 a	 lens-shaped
UFO	had	been	seen	over	a	suburb	of	Madrid,	its	bottom	inscribed	with	a	symbol	like	a	capital	H,	with
curved	uprights	and	a	vertical	line	the	middle	of	the	crossbar.	Five	rather	poor	photographs	of	the	UFO
were	 published	 the	 next	 day	 in	 a	Madrid	 evening	 newspaper.	Numerous	 other	 sightings	 followed,	 and
local	shopkeepers	received	a	circular	letter	stating	that	a	UFO	had	landed,	and	had	apparently	left	behind
a	number	of	metallic	cylinders.	It	offered	rewards	of	$300	each	for	these	cylinders.
One	cylinder	was	apparently	found.	It	proved	to	made	of	a	pure	form	of	nickel,	and	contained	a	piece

of	green	plastic	with	the	H	symbol	on	it.	This	cylinder	had	been	picked	up	by	a	twelve-year-old	boy,	and
found	itself	in	the	hands	of	an	investigator	by	way	of	a	man	called	Antonio	Pardo,	who,	it	seemed,	was
also	 responsible	 for	 the	 photographs	 published	 by	 the	 newspaper.	 The	 plastic	 was	 unusual,	 but	 not
extraterrestrial—it	proved	to	be	the	type	used	in	American	space	rockets.
After	this,	a	writer	and	government	employee	named	Manzano,	who	had	founded	an	organisation	called

the	Friends	of	Space,	began	to	receive	an	enormous	amount	of	material	that	claimed	to	come	from	aliens
who	originated	on	the	planet	Ummo	(spelt	 in	capitals),	about	three	and	a	half	 light	years	from	earth;	 its



symbol	was	 the	 crossed	H.	These	 aliens	 claimed	 to	 be	 responsible	 for	 the	UFO	 activity.	 Some	 of	 the
Ummo	material	was	scientific,	some	philosophical.
Manzano	 also	 received	 phone	 calls	 from	 a	man	with	 a	 strong	 foreign	 accent,	who	 claimed	 to	 be	 a

representative	 of	 the	 Ummans.	 Apparently	 they	 were	 not	 responsible	 for	 the	 flying	 saucers	 seen	 by
Kenneth	Arnold—they	had	landed	on	Earth	only	in	1950.	It	seemed	they	did	not	intend	to	interfere	in	the
social	organisation	of	the	Earth—this	was	forbidden	by	a	‘cosmic	morality’.
Understandably,	Ummo	 and	 the	Ummans	 became	 a	 subject	 of	 excited	 discussion	 in	UFO	 circles	 all

over	 the	world.	But	although	 the	material	was	often	philosophically	 interesting,	 it	was	curiously	naive.
One	 letter	 began	 by	 commiserating	 with	 human	 beings	 on	 the	 death	 of	 ‘your	 brother,	 thinker	 and
mathematician	Bertrand	Russell’,	 who,	 it	 was	 suggested,	was	 really	 an	Umman—as,	 apparently,	were
Gandhi,	Che	Guevara,	Karl	Marx,	Martin	Luther	King,	Albert	Schweitzer,	Tolstoy,	and	others.	It	 sounds
as	if	the	list	has	been	concocted	by	some	typical	liberal	intellectual	of	the	1960s.
Vallee	was	not	inclined	to	take	the	claims	of	Ummo	very	seriously,	even	though	he	admits	that	some	of

the	Umman	correspondence	was	‘profound	and	even	 illuminating’.	After	The	Invisible	College,	he	 had
turned	his	 attention	 to	other	groups	who	claimed	UFO	connections,	 and	 seemed	 to	be	confirmed	 in	his
view	that	the	UFO	entities	were	far	from	trustworthy.
For	example,	he	met	an	attractive	girl	called	Helen	by	appointment	in	a	Los	Angeles	coffee	shop;	she

wanted	to	tell	him	about	her	own	‘close	encounter	of	the	fifth	kind’.	She	had,	it	seemed,	been	part	of	a	pop
group,	who	were	travelling	back	from	a	gig	in	the	summer	of	1968,	when	all	four	of	them	saw	a	bright
light	in	the	sky,	which	finally	hovered	silently	over	their	car.	Then	four	funnel-shaped	lights	came	down
from	the	UFO—which	was	as	wide	as	a	freeway—and	drew	them	up	into	it.	They	apparently	 left	 their
bodies	in	the	moving	car.	Then	she	suddenly	found	herself	back	in	her	body	and	in	the	car.
Suspecting	that	there	was	something	she	could	not	remember,	she	submitted	to	hypnosis,	then	was	able

to	 recall	going	on	board	 the	UFO,	being	 shown	 its	propulsion	 system	by	a	man	dressed	 in	white,	who
looked	 like	a	normal	human	being,	 and	also	being	 shown	a	perpetual-motion	motor.	She	was,	 she	 told
Vallee,	 trying	 to	build	 this	machine.	Vallee	 felt	 that	 it	 could	never	 run	 in	 the	way	she	explained	 it,	 and
knew,	in	any	case,	that	perpetual	motion	was	impossible,	since	it	would	defy	the	law	of	the	conservation
of	energy.
All	the	same,	he	went	to	the	trouble	of	trying	to	contact	other	members	of	the	group	(who	had	split	up),

and	 succeeded	 with	 two	 of	 them—he	 was	 unable	 to	 track	 down	 the	 third.	 But	 the	 two	 he	 spoke	 to
confirmed	everything	Helen	said—one	of	them	said	the	event	had	been	a	turning	point	in	his	life.
Vallee’s	 conclusion	 was	 that	 the	 experience	 was	 probably	 hallucinatory,	 ‘projected	 to	 alter	 the

individual	belief	systems’.	He	even	suggests	that	the	UFO	might	have	been	some	‘form	of	natural	energy’
(ball	 lightning?)	 that	 might	 have	 triggered	 the	 vision,	 and	 adds,	 ‘Let	 us	 not	 forget	 that	 the	 society	 in
question	 is	 badly	 in	 need	 of	 “space	 brothers”	 .	 .	 .’.	 Yet	 this	 seems	 to	 avoid	 the	 question	 of	why	 they
experienced	a	collective	hallucination.	Her	apparent	‘contact’	may	have	been	‘a	symbolic	manifestation
or	a	trap.	Her	“spacemen”	may	have	been	messengers	of	deception’.
The	book	is	a	fascinating	and	highly	amusing	study	of	various	Californian	cults	investigated	by	Vallee,



including	a	group	called	Human	Individual	Metamorphosis,	led	by	a	man	called	Applewhite,	which	self-
destructed	 dramatically	 two	 decades	 later	 in	 a	 mass	 suicide—the	 purpose	 being	 to	 join	 a	 spaceship
hidden	 behind	 the	 comet	Hale-Bopp.	 (The	 event	 had	 been	 anticipated	 in	Messages	 of	Deception	 in	 a
section	eerily	entitled	‘It	Only	Costs	Your	Life’.)
Then	there	was	Grace	Hooper	Pettipher,	head	of	 the	San	Francisco	Order	of	Melchizedek,	who	was

always	bumping	into	people	who	had	reincarnated	from	Atlantis,	and	had	also	been	in	direct	contact	with
the	inhabitants	of	a	UFO.
Dr.	Pettipher	had	dissociated	herself	from	another	branch	of	the	sect,	known	as	Urantia,	who	studied	a

‘channelled’	book	of	that	title.	In	pursuit	of	Urantia,	Vallee	studied	the	book,	and	was	impressed.	He	was
even	more	 impressed	when	 he	 came	 across	 a	 book	 called	The	 Physiology	 of	 Faith	 and	 Fear	 by	Dr.
William	 Sadler,	 a	 sceptical	 examination	 of	 many	 religious	 sects	 claiming	 direct	 revelation,	 in	 which
Sadler	admitted	that,	in	spite	of	his	general	disillusionment,	he	had	been	deeply	impressed	by	The	Book
of	Urantia—although	he	admitted	that,	after	eighteen	years	of	study,	he	was	back	where	he	started.	Vallee
remarks:

We	might	ask	ourselves	the	same	question	about	UFOs	and	their	alleged	agents	among	us:	a
phenomenon	that	leaves	physical	traces	must	be	taken	seriously,	but	what	can	we	say	of	the
people	who	claim	to	be	in	contact	with	superior	intelligences	emanating	from	these	objects?
What	should	we	do	about	their	claim	that	the	phenomenon	of	UFOs	is	directing	the	evolution	of
mankind?

(Messengers	of	Deception,	1979)
Vallee’s	feeling	is	clearly	that	they	do	not	deserve	serious	consideration.
Messengers	of	Deception	introduces	the	subject	of	cattle	mutilation,	which	he	studied	in	more	detail

later—he	has	still	not	published	his	results.	But	he	is	inclined	to	agree	with	the	comments	of	Frederick	W.
Smith:	 ‘Someone	 has	 been	 delivering	 a	 message	 to	 the	 American	 people,	 to	 the	 government,	 to	 the
intelligence	community’.	But	by	 this	 he	 seems	 to	mean	 that	 the	 cattle	mutilations	may	be	 engineered	 to
induce	terror.
Yet	 he	 stresses	 that	 he	 believes	 that	 the	UFO	phenomenon	 ‘transcends	 time	 as	 it	 transcends	 space’.

However,	he	says,	‘we	still	need	to	discover	the	source	of	this	manifestation’.	And	 this	aim,	which	has
been	the	central	purpose	of	all	his	books,	is	still	unfulfilled	at	the	end	of	Messengers	of	Deception.
Vallee	was	to	write	three	more	books—a	trilogy—to	try	to	summarise	his	conclusions	about	the	UFO

phenomenon.	But	while	Dimensions	(1988),	Confrontations	(1990),	and	Revelations	(1991)	sparkle	with
ideas	 and	 insights,	 and	 are	 as	 obsessively	 readable	 as	 ever,	 they	 fail	 to	 bring	 us	 any	 closer	 to	 a	 total
understanding	of	the	phenomenon.
Dimensions	is	Vallee’s	longest	book,	and	his	most	substantial.	It	is	an	attempt	at	a	summary	of	all	his

previous	 books,	 and	 to	 catch	 up	with	 the	 latest	 developments,	 such	 as	 abductions.	 In	 his	 introduction,
Whitley	Strieber,	author	of	the	bestselling	Communion,	remarks:	‘If	we	come	to	a	correct	understanding
of	the	UFO	phenomenon,	we	may	well	in	the	process	destroy	the	whole	basis	of	our	present	beliefs	about
reality’.	And	Vallee	comments	that	he	does	not	believe	that	UFOs	are	extraterrestrial	objects	in	the	normal
sense,	 but	 that	 ‘they	 present	 an	 exciting	 challenge	 to	 our	 concept	 of	 reality	 itself’.	 This	 view	 is	 again



expressed	at	the	end	of	the	book,	when	he	suggests	that	the	reality	that	surrounds	us	is	a	‘multiverse’	rather
than	a	universe,	and	cites	Hugh	Everett’s	suggestion	that	quantum	theory	can	be	made	fully	consistent	only
by	assuming	that	there	is	not	one	reality,	but	a	series	of	parallel	realities	or	universes.
The	only	 logical	follow-up	to	 this	view	would	be	a	book	that	goes	 into	further	detail	about	quantum

physics,	and	how	it	could	help	 to	explain	some	of	 the	paradoxes	of	 the	UFO	phenomenon—a	topic	we
shall	consider	in	the	last	chapter.	In	fact,	Vallee’s	next	book,	Confrontations,	is	about	some	research	that
he	and	Janine	Vallee	conducted	in	South	America,	which	made	it	clear	that	UFOs	can	kill,	and	that	they
sometimes	appear	 to	do	so	deliberately—as	in	 the	case	of	a	Brazilian	named	Salvador	de	Santos,	who
was	hit	by	a	beam	of	light	one	day	in	1946,	and	died	with	his	flesh	falling	off	his	bones	as	if	he	had	been
boiled	 in	water.	 (Vallee	 speculates	 that	 the	 beam	may	have	 consisted	of	microwaves.)	The	book	 is	 an
important—and	disturbing—piece	of	research,	but	brings	us	no	closer	to	a	solution.
Revelations,	 the	 last	 of	 the	 trilogy,	 returns	 to	 the	 problem	 of	 human	 deception	 already	 explored	 in

Messengers	 of	 Deception—such	 as	 the	 strange	 affair	 of	 the	 ‘Majestic	 12’	 documents,	 apparently	 a
revelation	of	the	government’s	duplicity,	but	which	are	now	generally	regarded	as	forgeries	(the	signature
of	President	Truman	having	been	lifted	from	another	document).	He	concludes	that	‘someone	is	going	to
an	awful	lot	of	trouble	to	convince	the	world	that	we	are	threatened	by	beings	from	outer	space’,	and	that
‘the	time	has	come	to	mount	an	effort	to	restore	some	sanity	to	this	field	of	research’.	Yet	his	penetrating
criticisms	 of	 some	 of	 the	 wilder	 conspiracy	 theories	 bring	 us	 no	 closer	 to	 solving	 the	 problem	 he
presented	so	clearly	a	quarter	of	a	century	earlier	in	Anatomy	of	a	Phenomenon.
What	is	this	‘new	concept	of	reality’	that	Vallee	is	speaking	about?	It	seems	to	me	that	one	of	the	most

interesting	passages	in	his	books	occurs	towards	the	end	of	Messengers	of	Deception.
This	describes	how,	 in	1976,	Vallee	was	 investigating	 the	Melchizedek	groups.	He	wanted	 to	 know

more	about	the	biblical	prophet	Melchizedek	but	was	unable	to	find	more	than	brief	entries	in	reference
books.	On	21	February	1976,	he	took	a	taxi	to	a	Los	Angeles	radio	station,	and	asked	the	woman	driver
for	 a	 receipt.	 It	was	 signed	 ‘M.	Melchizedek’.	He	 said	 that	 it	 was	 as	 if	 he	 had	 put	 a	 notice	 on	 some
universal	notice	board:	‘Wanted:	Melchizedeks’,	and	some	incompetent	guardian	angel	had	presented	him
with	a	taxi	driver.
Wondering	if	the	surname	Melchizedek	was	common	in	Los	Angeles,	he	looked	in	the	vast	Los	Angeles

telephone	directory.	There	was	only	one	Melchizedek—his	taxi	driver.
This	is	an	example	of	what	Jung	calls	synchronicity,	or	meaningful	coincidence.	It	was	a	subject	 that

had	interested	me	for	many	years,	because	I	had	noticed	how	often	they	seemed	to	occur	in	my	own	life—
particularly	when	I	was	feeling	highly	motivated	and	optimistic.	In	1971	I	was	writing	a	book	called	The
Occult,	and	needed	a	reference	on	alchemy.	I	was	not	quite	sure	where	to	find	it,	and	took	the	wrong	book
off	my	shelf.	The	next	book	fell	off	the	shelf	on	to	the	floor—open	at	the	right	page.
In	1986,	I	was	writing	an	article	about	synchronicity	for	an	encyclopedia	of	unsolved	mysteries,	and	I

told	various	stories	of	synchronicities	 that	had	happened	 to	me,	and	went	on	 to	cite	 the	Jacques	Vallee
anecdote.	Having	written	it,	I	broke	off	my	work	to	take	the	dogs	for	a	walk.	About	to	leave	my	study,	I
noticed	lying	on	the	camp	bed	a	volume	I	did	not	recognise;	it	was	called	You	Are	Sentenced	to	Life	by	W.



D.	Chesney,	and	was	about	life	after	death.	I	had	bought	it	a	long	time	ago,	but	had	never	even	glanced	at
it.	Now	I	took	it	upstairs	to	read	when	I	got	back	from	my	walk.	When	I	did	so,	an	hour	and	a	half	later,
the	first	thing	I	saw	was	a	heading	across	the	top	of	the	last	page:	ORDER	OF	MELCHIZEDEK,	followed
by	 a	 letter	 from	Grace	Hooper	Pettipher	 to	 the	 author	 of	 the	book.	 It	was	 as	 if	 the	 god	 of	 chance	 had
whispered	in	my	ear,	‘You	think	Jacques’s	taxi	driver	is	a	preposterous	coincidence—I’ll	go	one	better’.
Admittedly,	Chesney	is	a	Los	Angeles	doctor,	so	this	reduced	the	odds.	What	still	puzzles	me	is	how

the	book	got	on	to	the	bed,	so	I	noticed	it;	it	would	normally	have	been	tucked	away	on	a	shelf.
In	the	conclusion	of	Messengers	of	Deception,	Vallee	admits	 that	he	had	not	enjoyed	writing	 it.	The

facts	 he	 has	 unearthed	 ‘shocked	 earlier	 theories	 of	 mine’.	 He	 had	 started	 out,	 in	 Anatomy	 of	 a
Phenomenon	and	Challenge	to	Science,	with	a	scientific	attempt	to	record	and	analyse	the	data.	Passport
to	Magonia	had	added	an	interesting	new	dimension:	the	recognition	that	the	UFO	phenomenon	may	be	a
manifestation	of	something	that	has	been	on	Earth	for	thousands	of	years.	The	Invisible	College	bubbles
with	 excitement	 as	 he	 recognises	 the	 ‘psychic	 dimension’—that	 there	 is	 undoubtedly	 a	 close	 parallel
between	UFOs	and	the	kind	of	thing	the	Society	for	Psychical	Research	was	investigating	in	the	nineteenth
century.	But	Messengers	of	Deception,	while	as	stimulating	as	ever,	seemed	to	be	a	step	backward	into
conspiracy	theories.	Only	the	end,	with	its	Melchizedek	story,	seems	to	break	new	ground,	suggesting	that
perhaps	reality	is	not	as	straightforward	and	rational	as	a	library,	where	books	are	arranged	from	A	to	Z,
but	 is	more	 like	 a	 computer,	where	 information	 is	 stored	 associatively,	 rather	 than	 sequentially.	 (‘You
request	the	intersection	of	“microwave”	and	“headache”,	and	you	find	twenty	articles	you	never	suspected
existed’.)
It	would	seem	to	me	that	the	Melchizedek	story	illustrates	more	clearly	than	anything	elsewhere	in	his

books	what	Vallee	means	by	a	new	concept	of	reality.	The	Melchizedek	incident	could,	of	course,	have
been	mere	coincidence.	But	my	own	odd	postscript	to	it	makes	me	feel	that	this	was	a	genuine	example	of
what	 Jung	 calls	 synchronicity—which	 seems	 to	 imply	 either	 (a)	 that	 the	 unconscious	 mind	 is	 able	 to
manipulate	reality,	or

(b)	that	some	unknown	force	manipulates	reality.
Whichever	is	 true,	 it	suggests	 that	our	normal,	down-to-Earth	way	of	viewing	reality—which	is	also

the	way	of	science—is	somehow	mistaken.
[1].	‘The	People	Problem’,	in	Phenomenon,	edited	by	John	Spencer	and	Hilary	Evans.
[2].	Also	published	as	UFOs,	The	Psychic	Connection.



5
GOBLINS	FROM	CYBERSPACE

After	giving	a	 lecture	at	 the	Architects’	Association	in	London,	Jacques	Vallee	received	a	 letter	from	a
woman	who	had	been	in	his	audience,	and	who	had	been	greatly	struck	by	a	slide	he	had	shown	of	two
‘scorpion	men’	on	a	Phoenician	amulet,	standing	below	a	‘winged	disc’.	Vallee	had	been	suggesting	that
the	‘winged	disc’	might	be	a	UFO.
In	her	 letter,	 the	woman	described	how,	 in	 the	 summer	of	 1968,	 she	 and	 a	 companion	were	driving

towards	Stratford-on-Avon	to	visit	friends	when,	in	broad	daylight,	they	saw	a	shining	disc	in	the	sky.	 It
was	about	 the	size	of	 the	full	moon,	and	darted	around,	‘almost	as	 if	 to	show	off	 its	abilities’.	When	 it
vanished	behind	some	trees,	they	drove	on.
During	the	remainder	of	the	drive,	she	had
some	novel	insights	into	what	I	can	only	describe	as	the	Nature	of	Reality.	These	were	connected
in	some	way	to	this	shining	disc,	and	have	had	a	profound	effect	on	me,	causing	what	is
commonly	known	as	a	personality	change.	I	won’t	try	to	explain	what	those	insights	were,	since
almost	all	the	religions	of	the	world	have	tried	to	do	this	and	have	failed.	(In	that	afternoon	I
changed	from	an	agnostic	into	a	gnostic,	if	that	means	anything	at	all.)	However,	these	insights	hit
me	like	bolts	from	the	blue,	as	though	from	outside,	one	after	the	other.	I’ve	never	had	a	similar
experience	since.

(Dimensions,	1988)
This	 semi-mystical	 experience	was	 followed	 later	 by	 one	 that	was	 altogether	more	 disturbing.	 That

evening,	 after	 dinner,	 they	were	 sitting	 in	 a	 room	 that	 had	 French	windows	 open	 on	 to	 the	 lawn.	 She
crossed	to	the	window	to	breathe	fresh	air,	and	on	the	lawn,	in	the	light	from	the	room,	she	saw	a	strange
figure	that	reminded	her	of	the	Phoenician	scorpion	men,	or	the	god	Pan.

It	had	dog	or	goat-like	legs.	It	was	covered	in	silky,	downy	fur,	dark	and	glinting	in	the	light.	It
was	unmistakably	humanoid,	and	to	my	mind	malevolent.	It	crouched,	and	stared	unblinkingly	at
me	with	light,	grape-green	eyes	that	slanted	upwards	and	had	no	pupils.	The	eyes	shone,	and	they
were	by	far	the	most	frightening	thing	about	it.	It	was,	I	think	retrospectively,	trying	to
communicate	with	me,	but	my	panic	interfered	with	any	message	I	might	have	received.	If	it	had
stood	to	full	height,	it	would	have	been	about	four	to	five	feet	tall.	It	had	pointed	ears	and	a	long
muzzle.	It	gave	the	impression	of	emaciation;	its	hands	and	fingers	were	as	thin	as	sticks.

(Dimensions)
Thinking	she	might	be	hallucinating,	she	went	and	sat	down	until	the	fear	had	subsided,	then	went	back

again.	It	was	still	there,	although	it	had	moved	farther	into	the	shadows.	She	kept	away	from	the	window
for	the	rest	of	the	evening.
The	first	thing	that	strikes	us	is	the	oddness	of	her	reaction.	We	would	expect	her	to	call	 to	her	host,

‘Come	and	look	at	 this’	or	‘Can	you	see	what	I	can	see?’—or	just	 to	scream.	In	fact,	we	encounter	her
reaction	again	and	again	in	people	who	have	seen	UFOs,	aliens	or	other	strange	creatures.	It	is	as	if	the
entity	is	able	to	somehow	block	the	thought	of	calling	another	person	or	reaching	for	a	camera.
There	are	 several	possible	 interpretations	of	what	happened	 to	her.	Jacques	Vallee	 quotes	 her	 letter

because	 it	 seems	 to	 confirm	his	 view	 that	UFOs	 and	mythological	 creatures	 often	 go	 together.	 But	we



might	 also	 speculate	 that	 the	UFO	 sighting	 aroused	 a	 sense	 of	mystery,	 a	 feeling	 that	 the	 universe	 is	 a
bigger	and	stranger	place	than	we	normally	realise,	and	that	this	is	why	she	changed	from	an	agnostic	to	a
‘gnostic’	in	an	hour’s	drive.	However,	it	is	worth	paying	attention	to	her	words	that	these	insights	hit	her
like	bolts	from	the	blue	‘as	though	from	outside’.	They	might	suggest	that	such	glimpses	of	the	nature	of
reality	were	being	given	to	her.
Then	how	do	we	 interpret	 the	 appearance	 of	 the	 satyr	 or	 scorpion	man?	Had	 the	 insights	 somehow

caused	the	veil	 that	separates	us	from	the	paranormal	dimension	to	become	semitransparent,	so	that	she
saw	some	kind	of	Pan-like	nature	deity	or	elemental?	Or	was	 the	 creature	 an	 alien	 connected	with	 the
UFO?	The	 slanting	 eyes	without	 pupils	 certainly	 seem	 to	 support	 that	 interpretation.	 Then	 there	 is	 her
interesting	comment:	‘It	was,	I	think	retrospectively,	trying	to	communicate	with	me’.	Was	it	simply	trying
to	communicate	 telepathically,	 like	so	many	aliens	 in	contact	 reports?	Or	was	 it	 trying	 to	 communicate
some	further	insight	to	supplement	the	‘bolts	from	the	blue’	of	the	afternoon?
Here,	a	personal	comment.	Immediately	after	writing	 the	above	lines,	 I	picked	up	a	book	called	The

Goblin	Universe	by	F.	W.	Holiday,	 to	 look	up	 his	 views	on	 the	 subject	 of	what	 he	 calls	 ‘the	 phantom
menagerie’—of	 lake	monsters,	black	dogs,	Bigfoots	and	other	 semi-mythological	creatures.	 I	 opened	 it
casually	while	moving	a	book	to	make	room	for	it.	When	my	eyes	fell	on	the	page,	I	found	it	had	opened	at
‘Pan,	the	goatfooted	god,	is	not	so	funny	when	you	encounter	him’.	He	goes	on	to	tell	a	story	of	a	climber
who	had	experienced	sudden	panic	on	Ben	MacDhui,	in	the	Scottish	Cairngorms,	after	hearing	crunching
footsteps	and	sensing	an	invisible	presence,	and	who	fled	all	the	way	down	the	mountain.	This	climber
was	one	of	many	who	have	experienced	a	sudden	irrational	panic	on	Ben	MacDhui.
Although	I	had	written	the	introduction	to	The	Goblin	Universe—more	 than	 ten	years	earlier—I	had

forgotten	 that	he	even	mentions	Pan.	This	 seems	 to	be	 typical	of	 the	kind	of	 synchronicity	 that	happens
when	you	enter	this	field	where	one	reality	touches	another—a	point	that	Holiday	notes	repeatedly	in	his
books.
At	all	events,	because	of	 the	curious	role	synchronicity	seems	 to	play	 in	 the	world	of	UFOs	and	 the

paranormal,	I	feel	that	this	intervention	of	the	god	Pan	may	be	an	indication	that	this	is	the	point	where	I
should	speak	about	Holiday	and	his	work.
Frederick	William	Holiday—known	to	his	friends	as	Ted—was	a	journalist	who	wrote	about	fishing

and	other	topics	relating	to	the	open	air.	In	1962,	when	he	was	forty-one,	he	drove	up	to	Loch	Ness	to	try
to	catch	a	glimpse	of	the	monster,	which	had	been	reported	so	many	times	since	1933,	when	a	road	was
built	along	the	north	shore.	That	first	evening,	preparing	to	settle	down	in	his	tent,	he	experienced	an	odd
nervousness	 that	 he	 felt	 was	more	 than	 imagination.	 ‘After	 dark,	 I	 felt	 that	 Loch	Ness	 was	 better	 left
alone’.
It	was	a	still	night,	yet	at	midnight,	when	he	woke	up	in	the	totally	silent	glen,	he	was	puzzled	to	hear

waves	crashing	on	the	beach,	even	though	there	was	no	boat	out	on	the	loch.
Two	days	later,	at	dawn,	he	saw	the	monster.	Peering	 through	his	binoculars,	he	observed	something

black	and	glistening	appear	above	the	surface—a	huge	hump.	When	 it	dived,	 it	produced	an	upsurge	of
water,	 like	 a	 diving	 hippopotamus.	He	 could	 still	 make	 out	 the	 shape	 below	 the	 surface,	 thick	 in	 the



middle	and	tapering	towards	its	extremities,	blackish-grey	in	colour,	and	about	forty-five	feet	long.	Then	a
workman	began	hammering	on	a	nearby	pier,	and	it	vanished.
He	saw	it	again	in	1965,	from	three	different	positions,	as	he	raced	along	the	shore	of	the	lake	in	his

car.	After	that,	he	felt	that	what	he	had	seen	was	a	kind	of	giant	slug,	which	could	probably	change	colour.
In	his	1968	book	The	Great	Orm	of	Loch	Ness	(orm	is	old	English	for	worm—or	dragon),	he	suggests
that	the	monster	is	a	huge	version	of	a	slug	called	Tullimonstrum	gregarium.	Yet	at	the	end	of	that	book,
he	notes	casually	that,	in	folklore,	dragons	are	associated	with	evil.	He	had	spoken	to	two	fishermen	who
had	seen	the	monster	at	close	range;	they	described	it	as	having	a	head	like	a	bulldog,	very	wide	and	ugly,
and	 a	 fringe	 of	 coarse	 black	 hair	 round	 its	 neck.	He	wrote	 to	 a	 fellow	monster-hunter,	 Tim	Dinsdale:
‘When	people	are	confronted	with	this	fantastic	animal	at	close	quarters	they	seem	to	be	stunned.	There	is
something	strange	about	Nessie	that	has	nothing	to	do	with	size	or	appearance.	Odd,	isn’t	it?’
He	was	 also	 intrigued	 that	 lake—and	 sea—monsters	 seem	 so	 hard	 to	 photograph;	 he	 once	 had	 his

finger	on	the	button	when	the	Loch	Ness	monster	submerged.	Could	it	be	telepathic?
In	1968,	his	investigations	took	a	new	turn	when	he	heard	of	a	monster	in	Lough	Fadda,	Connemara,	in

Ireland;	witnesses	included	two	priests	and	a	middle-aged	librarian.	Yet,	when	he	went	to	Lough	Fadda,
he	was	puzzled:	it	was	obviously	too	small	to	house	a	monster—anything	as	large	as	that	would	soon	eat
up	all	the	fish.	Many	had	noted	this	problem	before—a	man	called	Thomas	Croker	had	published	a	book
about	Irish	lake	monsters,	and,	when	he	sent	it	to	Sir	Walter	Scott,	Scott	observed	that	many	people	near
his	 own	 home,	 Abbotsford,	 swore	 to	 seeing	 a	 ‘water	 horse’	 emerge	 from	 a	 nearby	 loch	 which	 was
certainly	too	small	for	anything	of	that	size.
Ted	Holiday	also	spent	some	time	at	Lough	Nahooin,	where	a	water	monster	had	again	been	reported

by	many	witnesses.	Again	it	was	too	small	for	a	monster;	yet,	when	he	set	nets	across	the	lake,	something
disturbed	them	in	the	night.
Ted	had	encountered	the	paranormal	during	the	war,	when	he	was	in	the	RAF,	and	stationed	in	Egypt,

near	Heliopolis.	A	friend	sitting	in	the	guard	tent	heard	approaching	footsteps,	which	entered	the	tent;	but
no	one	was	visible.	He	fled,	and	encountered	Ted	with	a	police	patrol	guard	dog.	But	the	guard	dog	was
obviously	afraid	and	refused	to	enter	the	tent.	And	close	to	the	same	spot,	two	nights	later,	two	guard	dogs
behaved	as	if	they	were	terrified,	staring	at	something	that	Ted	and	his	fellow	guard	could	not	see.
Back	in	England,	he	investigated	a	haunted	house,	with	a	poltergeist	that	switched	the	light	on	and	off,

and	footsteps	followed	him	around	the	house.
In	1969,	while	he	was	investigating	Irish	lake	monsters,	Ted	went	to	stay	at	a	haunted	house	on	the	Isle

of	 Mull.	 He	 was	 awakened	 in	 the	 early	 morning	 by	 footsteps	 that	 he	 recognised—from	 previous
experience—as	‘peculiar’,	as	if,	he	says,	they	had	a	kind	of	double	echo.	They	were	heavy	boots	coming
upstairs.	He	 sat	 up	 in	 bed,	 expecting	 a	 phantom	 visitant	 through	 the	 door.	 Instead,	 it	 took	 a	 short	 cut
through	the	wall,	and	stood	by	the	headboard	of	his	bed.	A	Belfast-accented	voice	demanded,	‘Who	the
hell	are	ye?’,	and	a	heavy	blow	landed	on	the	headboard	of	the	bed.	Then,	slowly,	the	tension	drained	out
of	 the	atmosphere,	 the	entity	obviously	having	used	up	all	 its	energy.	Ted	 lay	awake	until	dawn.	 It	was
clear	 to	 him	 that	 not	 only	 had	 he	 encountered	 a	 ghost,	 but	 the	 ghost	 had	 encountered	 him,	 and	 been



indignant	at	finding	its	bed	occupied.
He	also	had	an	odd	experience	when	driving	his	motorcycle	in	open	country,	and,	just	before	roaring

round	a	steep	bend,	heard	a	voice	say	clearly,	 ‘Mind	 the	cows’.	He	 slowed	down,	 and	 found	 the	 road
around	the	bend	full	of	cows	that	had	broken	out	of	a	field.	Without	 the	warning,	 there	would	certainly
have	been	an	unpleasant	accident.
While	 he	was	 investigating	water	monsters,	 personal	 experience	 also	 led	 him	 to	 take	 an	 interest	 in

UFOs.	 In	 January	 1966,	 fishing	 on	 a	 harbour	wall	 near	 his	 home	 in	Wales,	 he	 saw	 a	 luminous	 object
skimming	a	hundred	feet	above	the	waves—a	spherical	mass	of	white	light	that	pulsated	once	every	two
seconds.
In	October	of	 that	year,	 he	 saw	another	UFO—this	 time	a	 small	 luminous	 cloud	orbiting	against	 the

night	sky	in	a	circle.	Then	a	dark	object	came	out	of	 the	cloud	and	beamed	down	a	ray	of	 intense	ruby
light	on	Ted	and	some	other	fishermen.	Then	both	objects	moved	apart	 in	opposite	directions	and	were
quickly	out	of	sight.
A	week	later,	driving	along	a	mountain	road,	he	saw	a	moving	light	in	the	sky	and	stopped	to	look	at	it

through	binoculars.	It	was	a	flattened	oval,	about	 twenty	or	 twenty-five	feet	 long,	golden	 in	colour,	and
apparently	of	some	‘glowing,	translucent	substance’.	It	passed	out	of	sight	over	the	hills.
Ted	was	interested	in	Jung’s	notion	that	UFOs	could	be	‘projections’	of	the	unconscious	mind,	and	later

was	fascinated	by	the	work	of	John	Keel	and	Jacques	Vallee.	If	UFOs	were	‘paranormal’,	what	about	lake
monsters	that	were	described	by	respectable	witnesses,	yet	were	obviously	too	large	for	the	small	lakes
they	 were	 supposed	 to	 inhabit?	 Lake	 monsters	 and	 flying	 saucers,	 dragons	 and	 discs—could	 they	 be
connected?	The	English	researcher	John	Michell	(of	whom	I	shall	speak	in	the	next	chapter)	was	reaching
the	 same	 conclusion	 independently.	And	 it	 now	 struck	Ted	 that	Anglo-Saxon	 barrows	 (burial	mounds)
were	disc-shaped,	while	others	were	cigar-shaped—like	UFOs	and	their	‘mother	ships’.	And	in	his	book
The	Dragon	and	the	Disc	(1973)	he	speculated	whether	Bronze	Age	culture	in	Britain	might,	in	fact,	be	a
‘disc	culture’.	Could	it	be	that	the	problem	of	lake	monsters	and	the	problem	of	UFOs	were	connected	in
the	sense	that	neither	was	ultimately	soluble?
In	June	1973,	UFOs	and	monsters	came	together	in	Ted’s	life.	He	was	sufficiently	convinced	that	 the

Loch	 Ness	 monster	 might	 be	 a	 member	 of	 ‘the	 phantom	 menagerie’	 that	 he	 agreed	 to	 accompany	 an
eccentric	clergyman	called	the	Rev.	Donald	Omand	in	an	exorcism	ceremony	on	the	loch.	Both	felt	oddly
drained	and	exhausted	afterwards.	Ted	wondered	if	they	were	stirring	up	dangerous	forces.
Ted	had	heard	of	 a	UFO	sighting	near	 the	 loch.	A	Swedish	 journalist	 called	 Jan-Ove	Sundberg	 had

been	wandering	in	the	woods	behind	Loch	Ness	when	he	saw	a	strange	craft	in	a	clearing,	and	three	odd-
looking	grey	men,	wearing	what	he	took	to	be	divers’	helmets.	Then,	with	a	shock,	he	realised	they	were
not	human.	They	stepped	in	through	a	hatch,	and	the	craft	took	off	at	great	speed,	but	not	before	Sundberg
collected	his	wits	enough	to	snap	one	photograph.	After	his	return	to	Sweden,	Sundberg	had	been	plagued
by	 ‘men	 in	 black’,	who	 left	 strange	 footprints	 in	 his	 garden;	 he	 finally	 had	 a	 nervous	 breakdown.	 Ted
heard	about	the	episode	from	John	Keel.
Soon	after	 the	exorcism,	Ted	went	 to	stay	 the	night	with	a	wing	commander	named	Basil	Cary,	who



lived	above	Loch	Ness.	Both	the	Carys	had	seen	golden,	globelike	objects	over	the	loch.
Ted	was	 telling	Cary	and	his	wife,	Winifred,	about	Sundberg,	and	saying	 that	he	 intended	 to	go	and

visit	 the	landing	site	 the	next	day.	Mrs.	Cary	warned	him	against	 it—she	had	heard	about	people	being
abducted.	As	 she	 spoke,	 there	was	a	 rushing	sound	 like	a	 tornado	 from	outside	and	a	 series	of	violent
thuds;	through	the	French	window	Ted	saw	a	pyramid	of	blackish	smoke	swirling.	Then	a	beam	of	white
light	came	through	the	window	and	focused	on	Ted’s	forehead.	Mrs.	Cary	screamed.	The	odd	 thing	was
that	Wing	 Commander	 Cary,	 who	 was	 pouring	 a	 drink	 with	 his	 back	 to	 the	 window,	 saw	 and	 heard
nothing.	Ted	himself	failed	to	see	the	beam	of	light.	They	went	 to	 investigate	 the	garden,	but	everything
was	normal.	Winifred	Cary	obligingly	wrote	and	signed	an	account	of	the	incident.
The	next	morning,	as	Ted	went	out,	he	saw	a	man	clad	in	black	leather	and	goggles,	who	seemed	to	be

waiting	for	him.	Deciding	he	might	as	well	confirm	whether	this	was	a	real	man	or	not,	Ted	walked	up	to
him.	In	doing	so,	he	removed	his	eyes	from	the	man	for	a	few	seconds,	and	heard	a	whistling	sound;	when
he	 looked	 back,	 the	man	 had	 vanished.	He	 looked	 up	 and	 down	 the	 road;	 there	was	 nowhere	 the	man
could	have	gone	to.
One	 year	 later,	 Ted	was	 standing	 near	 the	 same	 spot	when	 he	 had	 a	 heart	 attack.	As	 he	was	 being

carried	away	on	a	stretcher,	he	recognised	that	they	were	passing	over	the	spot	where	he	had	seen	the	man
in	black.	He	comments	in	The	Goblin	Universe:	‘Synchronicity	and	the	forces	that	control	it	never	give
up’.
Five	years	later,	in	February	1979,	Ted	died	of	a	heart	attack.
I	had	seen	the	typescript	of	The	Goblin	Universe	soon	after	Ted	completed	it,	in	mid-1975,	and	found

it	his	most	satisfying	and	stimulating	book	so	far.	So	I	was	greatly	puzzled	when	he	told	me	that	he	had
decided	not	to	publish	it.	After	his	death,	I	persuaded	an	American	publisher	to	bring	it	out,	and	to	give
the	royalties	to	Ted’s	mother.
And	 it	 was	 when	 Florence	 Holiday	 sent	 me	 the	 typescript	 of	 his	 last	 untitled	 book	 that	 I	 finally

discovered	why	he	 had	 changed	his	mind	 about	The	Goblin	Universe.	 In	 June	 1975,	 just	 after	 he	 had
completed	The	Goblin	Universe,	the	American	investigator	Robert	Rines	took	some	photographs	in	Loch
Ness	with	an	underwater	camera.	One	showed	a	large	creature	with	a	neck	as	long	as	a	giraffe’s,	while
two	others	showed	what	looked	like	an	immense	triangular	flipper.	And	suddenly,	Ted	became	convinced
that	the	Loch	Ness	monster	was	a	creature	of	flesh	and	blood	after	all,	and	that,	moreover,	the	Loch	Ness
Investigation	Bureau	might	soon	come	up	with	even	more	solid	evidence—perhaps	even	a	carcass.	If	so,
then	all	his	work	since	The	Great	Orm	of	Loch	Ness	was	a	waste	of	 time,	an	excursion	down	a	blind
alley.	 It	 must	 have	 been	 a	 considerable	 blow.	 But	 he	 picked	 himself	 up,	 and	 instead	 wrote	 a	 more
straightforward	book	about	lake	monsters—something	that	was	closer	in	tone	to	The	Great	Orm	of	Loch
Ness.
Then,	 as	 if	 to	 renew	 his	 belief	 in	 the	 goblin-universe	 theory,	 there	was	 a	 sudden	 outbreak	 of	UFO

sightings	and	encounters	not	 far	 from	Ted’s	home	in	Haverfordwest.	The	first	occurred	on	14	February
1977,	when	a	shining	metal	disc	with	a	dome	on	top	landed	in	the	field	beside	the	Broad	Haven	Primary
School.	Fourteen	boys	and	one	girl	all	saw	it.	Unfortunately,	the	headmaster	could	not	be	bothered	to	go



and	look	when	several	boys	came	to	tell	him	what	they	had	seen.	Meanwhile,	the	disc	moved	behind	some
bushes	and	was	lost	to	sight.	But	a	local	UFO	spotter	named	Randall	Jones	Pugh	heard	about	it	later	in	the
day,	and	went	to	look	at	the	landing	site.	He	found	nothing,	but	a	local	reporter	wrote	an	article	about	the
sighting,	and	the	affair	was	publicised	in	the	national	press	and	on	television.	Thirteen	days	later,	a	UFO
landed	again	in	the	same	boggy	field	and	was	seen	by	a	schoolteacher	and	two	canteen	ladies.
Ted	Holiday	and	Randall	Pugh	began	to	investigate,	and	soon	found	many	other	people	who	had	seen

UFOs	in	what	was	then	Dyfed.	A	party	of	four	in	a	car	saw	a	bright,	lighted	object	with	a	dome	on	top;	a
crowd	on	the	sea	front	saw	a	large	orange	light	in	the	sky	out	at	sea,	which	diminished	in	size	and	finally
disappeared;	 and	 a	 woman	 looking	 out	 of	 her	 kitchen	 window	 saw	 a	 silver	 object	 in	 a	 field,	 which
vanished	into	thin	air.
Then	humanoid	sightings	began.	A	woman	who	ran	a	hotel	heard	a	humming	noise	in	the	middle	of	the

night	and	saw	a	disc	in	a	field,	pulsating	with	blue	light,	then	saw	two	very	tall	men	in	‘boiler	suits’,	who
seemed	to	be	faceless;	when	she	 tried	 to	call	her	husband,	she	found	she	had	no	voice.	A	youth	named
Steve	Taylor	saw	a	glowing	orange	disc	in	the	sky,	and	a	black	dog	ran	past	him	frantically.	He	stopped	at
the	gateway	into	a	field	and	saw	a	large,	domed	object.	Then	a	very	tall	man	with	high	cheekbones	and	a
one-piece	 suit	walked	 up	 to	 him,	 and	 Steve	 felt	 an	 inexplicable	 fear	 and	 tried	 to	 hit	 him.	His	 fist	 hit
nothing,	and	he	turned	and	ran	as	fast	as	he	could.	Back	at	home,	the	family	dog	barked	and	growled	at
him	‘as	if	I	was	someone	else’.
Another	dog,	belonging	to	a	family	in	Milford	Haven,	also	in	Dyfed,	refused	to	sleep	downstairs	after

several	members	of	the	family	saw	lights	in	the	sky,	and	the	seventeen-year-old	daughter	saw	a	three-foot-
high	humanoid	standing	on	 the	windowsill	and	 looking	 into	her	bedroom.	Another	 family	were	 startled
when	a	red	light	filled	the	sky	and	their	television	went	off.	An	hour	later,	the	grandson	arrived	in	a	state
of	terror;	he	had	also	seen	the	red	light	in	the	sky,	and	a	tall	man	in	a	silver	suit	had	jumped	out	of	the
bushes	and	chased	him.
Then	came	the	strangest	case	of	all:	the	events	on	Ripperston	Farm.
The	 herdsman	 on	 Ripperston	 Farm	was	 Billy	 Coombs,	 who	 lived	with	 his	 wife,	 Pauline,	 and	 five

children	 in	 a	 cottage	 overlooking	 St.	 Bride’s	 Bay	 near	 Haverfordwest.	 On	 12	 April	 1977,	 Pauline
Coombs	was	driving	back	to	the	farm	after	dark,	with	three	of	her	children	in	the	rear	seat,	when	her	ten-
year-old	 son	Keiron	 pointed	 at	 a	 luminous	 yellow	object	 about	 the	 size	 of	 a	 football	 that	was	 coming
towards	them,	with	a	 torchlike	beam	shining	from	its	 lower	side.	 It	passed	overhead,	 then	did	a	U-turn
and	 followed	 them.	 Pauline	 Coombs	 accelerated	 to	 eighty	 miles	 an	 hour	 and	 flew	 between	 the	 high
hedges,	but	her	speed	made	no	difference.	As	the	football	caught	up	with	them,	the	headlights	faded,	and
the	engine	cut	out.	She	opened	the	door,	grabbed	her	children,	and	ran	the	rest	of	the	way	home.	When	she
shouted	 that	 something	 was	 following	 them,	 her	 husband	 and	 teenage	 son	 ran	 out,	 to	 see	 the	 shining
football	vanishing	over	the	sea.	When	Billy	climbed	into	the	car,	it	started	immediately.
A	few	days	later,	making	a	cup	of	tea	at	10:30	in	the	evening,	Pauline	Coombes	saw	another	UFO	from

the	kitchen	window.	This	one	was	about	twenty	feet	across,	silvery	in	colour,	and	was	standing	on	three
legs.	Then	it	took	off	towards	the	sea;	when	they	looked	at	the	spot,	there	was	a	circular	burn	mark.



On	22	April,	television	interference	was	very	bad	as	the	Coombeses	watched	a	late-night	film.	Pauline
Coombs	noted	a	glow	outside	the	kitchen	window	but	paid	little	attention—there	was	another	cottage	next
door.	But,	 about	 an	 hour	 later,	Billy	Coombs	 looked	 at	 the	window,	 and	was	 electrified	 to	 see	 a	 face
looking	in.	It	belonged	to	a	very	tall	man	wearing	a	silver	suit,	with	a	kind	of	visor	concealing	most	of	his
face.
Billy	phoned	the	farm	manager,	then	Randall	Jones	Pugh,	then	the	police.	But	by	the	time	they	arrived

there	was	no	sign	of	the	man	in	silver.	But	the	eight-year-old	twin	girls	saw	the	same	figure	three	weeks
later,	as	they	were	playing	in	the	grass	of	a	field,	and	the	figure	walked	past,	then	apparently	disappeared
through	a	barbed-wire	fence.
Now	the	aliens	began	playing	 tricks.	The	dairy	herd—of	a	hundred	cattle—began	escaping	 from	 the

yard	 at	 night	 and	wandering.	But	 it	 should	 have	 been	 impossible	 for	 the	 cows	 to	 escape:	 there	was	 a
massive	gate,	and	Billy	Coombs	not	only	locked	it,	but	wrapped	wire	round	the	catch.	Yet	the	herd	kept
escaping—six	times	in	all—going	past	the	house	so	silently	that	no	one	was	awakened,	and	turning	up	at
Broadmoor	Farm,	run	by	the	farm	manager.	On	one	occasion,	the	herd	disappeared	so	soon	after	they	had
been	locked	in,	and	reappeared	so	soon	at	Broadmoor	Farm,	that	Billy	Coombs	swore	there	was	no	time
for	 them	to	escape	and	make	 their	way	 there	 .	 .	 .	But,	whether	or	not	 they	were	 ‘teleported’,	 the	cattle
were	certainly	traumatised,	and	their	milk	yield	dropped.
This	 relocation	of	animals	 is	by	no	means	unknown.	 In	1967,	 in	Chitterne,	near	Warminster	 (another

UFO	‘hot	spot’),	a	herd	of	cows	vanished,	and	a	night-long	search	failed	 to	 locate	 it;	 the	next	day	they
were	back	in	their	field.
And,	 in	 his	 account	 of	Ripperston	Farm	 in	The	Unexplained,	 Hilary	 Evans	mentions	 an	 1897	 book

called	Haunted	Houses	 by	 John	 Ingrams,	 which	 speaks	 of	 a	 farm	 at	 Birchen	 Bower,	 near	 Oldham	 in
Lancashire,	where	a	bizarre	custom	was	observed.	A	former	owner,	 terrified	of	being	buried	alive,	 left
instructions	 in	 her	will	 that	 her	 body	 should	 be	 embalmed	 and	 brought	 to	 the	 house	 every	 twenty-one
years.	Whenever	this	was	done,	the	horses	and	cows	would	be	found	wandering.	One	cow	was	found	up
in	the	hay	loft,	although	the	entrance	was	too	small	for	it,	and	blocks	had	to	be	borrowed	to	get	it	down.
The	Daily	Mail	of	18	May	1906	 reported	 that	 a	horse	was	 found	 in	 the	hay	 loft	 and	a	wall	had	 to	be
knocked	down	to	get	it	out.
Evans	also	reports	a	poltergeist	case	from	Italy	in	April	1936,	where	fires	kept	breaking	out	in	a	farm

in	Prignano,	near	Salerno,	and	a	pair	of	oxen	were	carried	from	one	stall	to	another.
All	this	certainly	suggests	that	the	disturbances	on	Ripperston	Farm	were	of	the	poltergeist	type.	And

the	earlier	history	of	Pauline	Coombs	lends	support	to	this.	The	Coombses	had	earlier	lived	in	a	caravan,
and	Pauline	Coombs	repeatedly	saw	the	 image	of	 the	Virgin,	wearing	a	white	dress,	 in	 the	glass	of	 the
window.	 (Pauline	 had	 been	 brought	 up	 a	 Catholic.)	 It	 was	 life-size,	 appeared	 at	 10:30	 at	 night,	 and
remained	for	half	an	hour.	Sometimes	it	was	transformed	into	an	image	of	Jesus	standing	with	outstretched
arms.	The	 local	Roman	Catholic	 priest	 came	 to	 see	 it,	 accompanied	 by	 the	whole	Sunday	 school,	 and
declared	that	it	was	beautiful.	A	group	of	teddy	boys	came	to	jeer,	and	were	reduced	to	amazed	silence.
Billy	 Coombs	 told	 Ted	 Holiday	 and	 Randall	 Pugh	 that	 when	 the	 vision	 appeared,	 the	 latch	 of	 the



wardrobe	door	would	lift	and	the	door	would	swing	open.
When	Pauline	was	in	hospital	having	a	baby,	the	farmer	moved	the	family	to	a	new	caravan,	and	burnt

the	old	one.	As	a	nonconformist	he	may	have	felt	that	a	caravan	in	which	the	Virgin	had	appeared	had	no
place	on	his	farm.	Or	perhaps	he	was	simply	afraid	that	the	place	might	become	a	kind	of	Lourdes.
So	 it	 seemed	Pauline	Coombs	was	 the	 focus	of	poltergeist	effects	and	 religious	visions	before	UFO

phenomena	erupted	around	her.
In	The	Dyfed	Enigma	(1979—co-authored	with	Randall	Jones	Pugh),	Ted	Holiday	concluded	 that	 ‘a

force	existed	at	Ripperston	which	was	distinct	 from	humans,	but	 could	use	 the	potential	of	humans	 for
ends	which	seemed	purposeless	and	obscure’.	And	at	the	end	of	the	book,	he	returns	to	the	question	of	the
‘goblin	universe’,	and	writes:

.	.	.	the	phenomena,	whatever	they	are,	exist	externally	in	space.	We	assume,	but	we	cannot	by	any
means	be	sure,	that	they	also	exist	in	time	as	we	know	it.	Nor	do	we	know	whether	they
objectively	occupy	space	in	any	meaningful	sense	of	the	term.	When	the	humanoid	beings	are
perceived	as	occupying	space,	they	appear	to	react	in	conformity	to	the	laws	governing
perspective	and	optics.	They	give	the	appearance	of	being	three-dimensional	objects,	although
they	are	manifestly	neither	physically	solid	nor	organic	in	any	known	sense	of	the	word	.	.	.
In	 other	 words,	 he	 has	 returned	 to	 the	 conclusions	 of	The	 Goblin	 Universe,	 which	 means	 that	 the

misgivings	that	made	him	suppress	The	Goblin	Universe	were	not,	after	all,	as	 important	as	he	 thought
when	he	saw	the	underwater	photographs	of	the	Loch	Ness	monster	and	suspected	that	it	might	prove	to	be
as	unmysterious	as	a	hippopotamus.
Now	all	this,	admittedly,	sounds	slightly	insane.	We	seem	to	have	left	the	baffling	but	straightforward

world	of	UFOs	for	a	world	that	seems	to	make	no	sense	at	all.	What	have	lake	monsters,	black	dogs	and
the	great	god	Pan	to	do	with	flying	saucers?
What	Ted	Holiday	 is	 suggesting	 is	 that	 the	UFO	problem	cannot	be	solved	 in	 isolation.	Those	 early

attempts	to	explain	it	 in	terms	of	invaders	from	Mars	or	visitors	from	Sirius	all	collapsed	as	it	became
clear	 that	 the	 phenomenon	 is	 too	 rich	 and	 complex	 to	 be	 explained	 in	 such	 practical	 terms.	As	Vallee
pointed	out,	it	seems	to	enjoy	defying	every	category	we	devise	for	it.
The	investigator	who	has	come	closest	to	creating	a	plausible	general	theory	is	the	New	Yorker	John

Keel,	the	man	who	told	Ted	Holiday	about	the	UFO	sighting	of	Jan-Ove	Sundberg	above	Loch	Ness.	The
phenomenon	has	led	Keel	the	same	kind	of	dance	it	led	Vallee.	But	he	did	not	approach	it	from	the	same
angle	as	Vallee.	Keel	was	not	a	scientist,	but	a	writer	with	an	irresistible	attraction	to	the	unknown.
John	Keel’s	father	was	a	bandleader	and	crooner	who	lived	in	Hornell,	New	York;	when	his	band	went

out	of	business	 in	 the	Great	Depression,	 John—born	 in	1930—went	 to	 live	with	his	grandparents.	His
childhood	 hero	 was	 Houdini,	 and	 from	 the	 beginning	 he	 was	 fascinated	 by	 magic.	 He	 delighted	 his
schoolfellows	with	simple	conjuring	tricks.	When	he	was	ten,	he	went	to	rejoin	his	mother,	now	divorced
and	remarried,	on	a	remote	farm,	where	entertainment	was	minimal.	There	he	lay	in	the	hayloft,	reading
books	on	magic,	hypnotism,	ventriloquism,	and	the	Black	Arts,	and	daydreamed	of	travel	to	Egypt	and	the
Himalayas.
When	he	was	eleven	or	 twelve,	he	experienced	his	own	personal	poltergeist.	He	used	 to	 sleep	 in	 a



room	at	the	top	of	the	house,	and,	when	he	heard	knocking	sounds	on	the	wooden	wall	close	to	his	head,
he	at	first	assumed	they	were	due	to	squirrels.	But	he	found	that,	if	he	rapped	back,	the	knockings	imitated
his	 rapping.	 Then	 he	 discovered	 that	 he	 could	 ask	 simple	 questions—by	 speaking	 them	 aloud—and
receive	the	correct	answer	in	knocks.	Intrigued,	he	went	to	the	local	library	and	explored	the	section	on
ghosts	and	the	paranormal.	But	his	 invisible	companion	seemed	 to	 resent	 this	 research—or	perhaps	 the
phenomena	had	run	their	course	anyway—for	the	knocks	stopped	about	six	months	after	they	had	started.
He	was	fourteen	when	he	first	saw	his	name	in	print	over	a	humourous	column	in	the	local	newspaper,

for	which	he	was	paid	two	dollars	a	week.	At	fifteen,	he	sold	his	first	article	for	five	dollars.	With	an
enormous	appetite	for	knowledge,	he	spent	all	his	days	in	the	local	library,	and	taught	himself	electronics,
radio,	chemistry,	physics,	aviation	and	a	dozen	other	subjects,	almost	as	if	he	was	unconsciously	training
himself	to	work	on	the	UFO	problem.
At	 seventeen,	 he	 hitchhiked	 the	 four	 hundred	miles	 to	New	York,	 and	 found	 lodgings	 in	Greenwich

Village.	There	he	made	a	scanty	living	writing	articles	with	titles	like	‘Are	You	a	Repressed	Sex	Fiend?’
He	was—and	is—a	natural	writer,	apparently	incapable	of	writing	a	dull	sentence.
Then	the	Korean	War	broke	out,	and	he	was	drafted—fortunately,	not	to	Korea,	but	to	Frankfurt,	where

he	worked	 for	American	Forces	 radio.	And	 there	 suddenly	he	achieved	his	 first	major	 success,	with	a
Hallowe’en	 broadcast	 from	 Castle	 Frankenstein,	 where	 a	 monster	 was	 actually	 killed	 by	 Baron
Frankenstein	in	the	thirteenth	century.	The	programme	had	much	the	same	effect	as	Orson	Welles’s	famous
Martian	Invasion	broadcast	of	October	1938.	Three	announcers	were	told	that	the	monster	returned	every
hundred	years	on	Hallowe’en	in	search	of	his	slayer,	and	were	sent	off	in	the	dark	to	intercept	it;	some	of
their	genuine	terror	(particularly	when	a	fake	monster	came	striding	out	of	the	night)	conveyed	itself	to	the
listeners,	 and	people	 all	 down	 the	Rhine	double-bolted	 their	 doors,	while	 a	 convoy	of	military	police
with	drawn	guns	converged	on	Castle	Frankenstein.
The	result	was	 that	Keel	was	offered	a	civilian	 job	after	his	national	service	was	finished,	and	was

allowed	 to	 do	what	 he	 had	 always	 dreamt	 of	 doing:	 roam	 around	 freely,	making	 programmes—Paris,
Berlin,	Rome,	and	eventually	Egypt,	where	he	made	a	Hallowe’en	broadcast	from	the	King’s	Chamber	of
the	Great	Pyramid.
Again,	it	was	successful,	and	Keel’s	taste	of	the	Middle	East	awoke	his	old	hunger	to	travel	the	world

in	search	of	mystery.	In	1954,	when	he	was	twenty-four	years	old,	he	resigned	from	his	radio	job,	drew
his	savings	out	of	the	bank,	and	went	back	to	Cairo.	He	had	decided	to	support	himself	by	writing	articles
about	the	magic	of	the	East.
The	story	of	the	next	four	years	is	told	in	Jadoo	(a	Hindu	word	meaning	magic),	one	of	the	funniest	and

most	fascinating	travel	books	ever	written.	As	a	conjuror,	Keel	wanted	to	know	the	secret	of	some	of	the
most	famous	magic	tricks	of	the	East,	such	as	driving	hatpins	through	the	tongue	and	cheeks,	or	chopping
off	a	pigeon’s	head	and	then	restoring	it.	He	was	later	to	discover	that	he	could	drive	hatpins	through	his
own	cheeks	without	much	inconvenience—the	needle	hurts	momentarily	as	it	goes	in,	but	otherwise	there
is	no	pain.	The	pigeon	 trick	was	done	by	 sleight	of	hand—the	pigeon’s	head	 is	 tucked	under	 its	wing,
making	it	look	decapitated,	while	the	magician	flourishes	the	head	of	another	pigeon.	Walking	on	water,



Keel	discovered,	is	accomplished	by	stretching	a	rope	just	under	the	muddy	surface.	As	to	the	Indian	rope
trick,	he	was	 informed	 that	 it	has	 to	be	performed	at	dusk,	when	poor	 light	prevents	 the	audience	 from
seeing	the	fine	wire,	on	to	which	the	rope	is	hooked,	stretched	overhead.
Yet	Keel	did	encounter	real	magic.	A	sheik	called	Abdul	Mohammed	sat	in	front	of	him,	and	told	him

the	precise	amount	of	money	he	had	in	his	pockets,	including	his	reserve	in	his	watch	pocket.	The	same
old	man	pointed	out	that	there	was	a	desert	viper	under	Keel’s	chair,	and,	when	the	snake	lashed	out	with
its	fangs,	held	out	a	hand	over	its	head,	and	killed	it	merely	by	staring	at	it.	Keel	examined	the	snake	and
verified	that	it	was	dead.
It	was	on	a	trip	to	Aswan	and	Upper	Egypt	that	Keel	encountered	the	greatest	mystery	of	the	twentieth

century.	Above	the	dam,	in	broad	daylight,	he	saw	a	metallic	disc,	with	a	rotating	outer	rim,	hovering	for
several	minutes.	As	it	happened,	Keel	had	already	produced	a	radio	programme	about	flying	saucers,	and
his	research	had	convinced	him	that	they	had	been	around	on	Earth	throughout	human	history.
In	a	later	article	on	UFOs,	Keel	was	to	write:	‘Although	many	UFO	believers	choose	to	assume	that

most	UFO	sightings	are	random	chance	encounters,	there	is	evidence	to	show	that	witnesses	are	selected
by	some	unknown	process,	and	 that	strictly	accidental	sightings	are	rare,	 if	not	non-existent’.	Certainly,
the	sighting	of	the	UFO	over	the	Aswan	dam	was	to	have	important	consequences	for	his	own	future.
In	 Bombay,	 Keel	 learnt	 snake	 charming,	 and	 almost	 died	 when	 bitten	 by	 a	 cobra.	 In	 Benares,	 he

allowed	himself	to	be	buried	alive	for	half	an	hour,	surviving	by	rationing	his	breath.
Crossing	the	Himalayas,	Keel	heard	a	great	deal	about	the	Yeti,	or	Abominable	Snowman,	and	caught	a

glimpse	of	two	of	them,	enormous	brown	hairy	creatures	who	fled	up	a	mountain	at	his	approach.	In	Tibet,
he	sat	in	a	roomful	of	lamas,	and	heard	one	of	them	describe	a	fire	in	a	northern	village,	which	he	had	just
seen	by	‘travelling	clairvoyance’—the	ability	to	project	the	mind	to	other	places.	Later,	Keel	was	able	to
check,	and	discover	that	the	lama	had	been	telling	the	truth.
Finally,	 at	 Singhik,	 he	met	Nyang-Pas,	 a	 lama	 he	 had	 been	 seeking,	who	was	 reputed	 to	 be	 able	 to

levitate.	And,	within	 a	 few	minutes	of	 sitting	 in	Keel’s	 bungalow,	he	 revealed	 that	 it	was	more	 than	 a
rumour.	Placing	one	hand	on	top	of	his	stick,	he	pushed	himself	up	off	the	floor	until	he	was	sitting	cross-
legged	in	the	air.	Then	he	conducted	the	remainder	of	the	conversation	sitting	in	midair.	He	then	offered	to
read	Keel’s	mind.	‘Think	of	an	object’.	Keel	thought	of	a	tree.	‘That	is	too	easy’,	said	the	lama.	 ‘You’re
thinking	of	a	tree’.	Keel	switched	his	mental	picture	 to	a	pair	of	boots,	and	 the	 lama	said	 immediately,
‘Now	you	are	thinking	of	a	pair	of	boots’.
The	trick	of	mindreading,	the	lama	explained,	was	to	choose	a	good	subject,	who	can	clearly	visualise

the	object	he	is	thinking	about.	Then	the	mindreader	must	concentrate	and	focus	his	mind	on	the	subject,
and,	 after	 a	 moment,	 the	 object	 being	 thought	 about	 will	 pop	 into	 his	 head.	 Keel	 found	 that	 these
instructions	worked,	and	 that	he	was	slowly	able	 to	perform	mindreading.	 (Uri	Geller	 clearly	used	 the
same	technique	when	he	read	my	mind	and	duplicated	my	drawing.)
Nyang-Pas	claimed	 that	 travelling	clairvoyance,	or	kinga	sharrira,	depends	on	 relaxing	deeply,	 and

imaginatively	conjuring	up	a	 familiar	 road,	 following	 it	mentally	and	visualising	every	detail.	Then	 the
aspirant	must	continue	to	visualise	some	part	of	the	road	with	which	he	is	unfamiliar.	One	who	is	skilled



in	this	discipline—which	is	virtually	what	Jung	calls	‘active	imagination’—can	finally	see	places	that	he
does	not	know	and	events	that	are	taking	place	at	the	moment.	Many	years	after	Keel’s	visit	to	Tibet,	the
New	York	 clairvoyant	 Ingo	 Swann	 demonstrated	 travelling	 clairvoyance	 under	 scientific	 conditions	 at
Stanford	University,	while	Prof.	Robert	Jahn	(of	whom	we	shall	have	more	to	say	in	chapter	9)	undertook
a	series	of	investigations	that	left	no	doubt	that	the	ability	can	be	found	in	many	ordinary	people.
Keel	 also	 heard	 about	 the	 ability	 of	 some	 lamas	 to	 create	 mental	 objects—known	 as	 tulpas—by

concentration,	 although	 he	 was	 unable	 to	 witness	 any	 demonstration	 of	 this	 ability.	 (But	 the	 British
traveller,	Alexandra	David-Neel,	learnt	how	to	do	it,	and	describes	in	Magic	and	Mystery	in	Tibet	how
she	once	conjured	up	a	phantom	monk	who	looked	so	solid	that	a	herdsman	mistook	him	for	a	real	lama.)
Again,	the	concept	proved	to	be	of	basic	importance	to	Keel.
When	Nyang-Pas	took	leave	of	Keel,	he	said,	‘I	hope	you	will	never	stop	asking	questions’.	The	rest	of

Keel’s	life	has	shown	that	he	took	this	comment	to	heart.
His	departure	from	Tibet	was	not	the	end	of	his	travels.	In	late	1955,	he	stopped	in	Italy,	then	went	to

Barcelona	 and	 found	himself	 another	 radio	 job	with	 the	wire	 services.	There	 he	 lived	 in	 a	 hotel	 on	 a
hilltop	with	his	girlfriend,	Lite	(pronounced	Li-ta),	and	wrote	Jadoo,	which	is	dedicated	to	her.	He	had
met	 her	 in	 Frankfurt,	 and	 she	 had	 accompanied	 him	 on	 some	 of	 his	 travels	 (when	 he	 was	 solvent).
However,	the	American	publisher	who	accepted	Jadoo	thought	the	book	was	better	without	romance,	so
Lite	was	deleted.
The	 publisher	 also	 insisted	 that	 Keel	 should	 return	 to	 America	 for	 publication,	 for	 interviews	 and

television	 appearances.	 And	 the	 book	 had	 the	 effect	 of	 making	 him	 a	 celebrity—for	 a	 while	 it	 was
impossible	 to	open	a	newspaper	without	seeing	photographs	of	him	performing	the	Indian	rope	trick	or
handling	snakes.	Now	there	was	a	healthy	market	for	his	journalism	and	short	stories,	and,	for	most	of	the
next	 decade,	 he	 worked	 in	 a	 variety	 of	 jobs,	 including	 television	 and	 publishing.	 And,	 as	 usual,	 he
continued	to	investigate	mysteries	wherever	he	found	them—he	and	Jacques	Vallee	were	in	Costa	Rica	at
the	same	time,	studying	the	giant	stone	balls	whose	purpose	is	still	unknown.
Inevitably,	 if	 rather	 reluctantly,	 Keel	 became	 interested	 in	 UFOs.	He	 was	 inclined	 to	 feel	 that	 the

subject	had	been	marking	time	for	a	decade	or	so,	and	there	was	nothing	new	to	investigate.	But	at	least
the	public	had	become	more	interested.	Before	Keel’s	departure	for	Germany	in	1950,	UFOs	had	been	of
only	moderate	interest	to	most	Americans.	But	the	death	of	Capt.	Thomas	Mantell,	chasing	a	balloon-like
object,	in	January	1948,	gave	impetus	to	Project	Sign,	the	air	force	study	of	UFOs,	with	Allen	Hynek	as
adviser;	this	in	turn	became	Project	Grudge,	which—as	we	have	seen—was	more	intent	on	soothing	and
misinforming	the	American	public	than	in	uncovering	new	information.	Eventually,	 this	blatant	cover-up
irritated	Keel	into	action.
In	 March	 1966,	 there	 was	 a	 ‘saucer	 flap’	 in	 America:	 sightings	 were	 reported	 from	 all	 over	 the

country.	And	the	secretary	of	defense,	Robert	McNamara,	blandly	assured	the	American	public	that	UFOs
were	illusions.	Then,	on	25	March,	Allen	Hynek	told	the	assembled	reporters	in	the	Detroit	Press	Club
that	the	hundred	or	more	witnesses	who	had	seen	UFOs	in	Michigan	had	been	misled	by	marsh	gas.	All
over	America,	a	roar	of	outrage	and	derision	went	up.



Since	Keel	had	himself	seen	a	UFO,	he	regarded	all	this	discussion	of	whether	they	existed	as	a	waste
of	time.	Finally,	he	was	irritated	into	a	full-scale	investigation.	After	the	television	jobs,	his	bank	account
showed	a	healthy	credit,	and	he	now	asked	press-cutting	agencies	 to	send	him	every	cutting	 they	could
find	on	UFO	sightings.
The	 sheer	 quantity	 staggered	 him.	On	 30	March,	 the	 day	 that	McNamara	 announced	 that	 he	 did	 not

believe	 in	UFOs,	 hundreds	 of	 newspapers	 from	coast	 to	 coast	 carried	 reports	 of	 close-up	 sightings	 of
spinning	discs	whose	radiation	seemed	capable	of	stopping	car	engines.	Keel	 rang	 the	newspapers	and
was	assured	that,	far	from	exaggerating	the	stories	to	manufacture	news,	they	had	selected	only	the	more
interesting	 ones.	 He	 checked	 with	 witnesses,	 ringing	 them	 long	 distance,	 and	 learnt	 that,	 in	 fact,	 the
newspapers	had	deliberately	suppressed	what	they	felt	to	be	incredible.	People	described	being	chased	in
their	cars	by	UFOs,	which	had	sometimes	landed	on	the	road	and	later	reappeared	over	their	homes.	They
often	reported	that	their	eyes	were	red	and	swollen	for	days	after	a	sighting,	and	a	few	males	confessed	to
pains	in	the	genitals.	Others	had	felt	nauseating	waves	of	heat.	Being	a	natural	sceptic,	Keel	was	at	first
inclined	 to	 dismiss	much	 of	 this	 as	 hysteria.	 But	 soon	 he	 was	 converted	 by	 the	 sheer	 quantity	 of	 the
reports.
With	the	same	obsessive	thoroughness	and	curiosity	he	had	displayed	in	his	search	for	Oriental	magic,

he	took	to	the	road	and	spoke	to	thousands	of	people	all	over	the	country.	A	few	were	obvious	publicity
seekers	and	hoaxers,	but	he	found	these	easy	to	spot.	Most	people	were	obviously	ordinary	and	honest,
and	many	were	reluctant	to	discuss	their	experiences	until	he	had	won	their	confidence.
Keel	collected	ten	thousand	clippings	in	1966,	and	a	further	two	thousand	in	the	month	of	March	1967

alone.	He	set	out	to	analyse	this	vast	mass	of	data,	and	soon	discovered	one	peculiar	fact:	that	more	than	a
fifth	of	the	sightings	took	place	on	Wednesdays	between	8	and	11	p.m.	Moreover,	the	‘flaps’	were	often	in
specific	states:	for	example,	he	found	hundreds	of	sightings	in	Arkansas	on	16	August	1966,	in	two	belts
running	north	to	south,	but	none	at	all	 in	surrounding	states.	He	concluded	 that	Martians—or	meteors—
would	 not	 group	 themselves	 so	 neatly.	 The	 data	 suggested	 that	 the	 UFO	 denizens	 know	 about	 human
calendars	and	geographical	boundaries.
In	 other	 words,	 Keel	 was	 approaching	 the	 same	 conclusion	 that	 Jacques	 Vallee	 arrived	 at	 in	 The

Invisible	College—that	the	purpose	of	UFO	activity	is,	to	some	extent,	the	effect	it	has	on	human	beings.
They	have	every	intention	of	being	seen.	And	when	UFOs	began	to	follow	him	around—like	the	one	that
accompanied	 him	 along	 the	 Long	 Island	 Expressway	 on	 4	 October	 1967—he	 realised	 that	 they	 could
somehow	focus	in	on	his	own	mind.
He	had	another	reason	for	believing	that	UFOs	possessed	intelligence.	At	 the	Washington	Fortfest	of

1995,	Keel	described	how	he	had	noticed	that	most	of	the	press	cuttings	were	not	about	flying	saucers,	but
about	 lights—often	green	and	purple	blobs.	(According	to	Keel,	similar	 light	balls	were	beings	seen	at
about	this	time—1964–68—all	over	the	world.)	He	learnt	that	they	descended	on	cargo	boats	navigating
the	 Ohio	 River	 at	 night,	 and	 that	 the	 boatmen	 soon	 realised	 that	 the	 balls	 of	 light	 did	 not	 like	 their
searchlights,	and	would	quickly	move	out	of	the	way	when	the	lights	were	directed	at	them.	Keel	himself
sat	on	a	hilltop	near	the	Gallipolis	Ferry	in	West	Virginia,	in	early	1967,	fascinated	by	the	lights,	which	he



describes	as	small	clouds	of	glowing	gas,	purple	 in	colour.	There	were	 twenty	or	more,	and	at	 first	he
thought	 they	were	some	kind	of	natural	phenomenon.	But,	when	he	directed	his	powerful	 torch	at	 them,
they	skittered	out	of	the	way	of	the	beam.	That	argued	that	they	could	be	alive.	So	he	tried	flashing	at	them
in	Morse	code,	 telling	 them	to	go	 left	or	 right,	or	up	or	down;	 they	followed	his	 instructions	precisely.
Then	he	decided	to	invent	his	own	code—a	circle	for	left,	a	triangle	for	right,	and	so	on.	And,	once	again,
the	lights	followed	his	instructions.	That	could	mean	only	one	thing:	the	code	was	superfluous—they	were
reading	his	mind.
After	three	years	of	investigation	of	UFOs,	Keel	set	down	his	conclusions	in	Operation	Trojan	Horse

(1970).	By	 this	 time,	 he	 had	 gone	 back	 to	 all	 the	 source	material,	 including	 the	Bible	 and	 the	 ancient
historians.	He	 unearthed	 many	 interesting	 stories	 from	 the	 past,	 including	 one	 from	 Alençon,	 France,
dating	back	to	June	1790,	described	in	a	report	by	a	Paris	police	inspector	named	Liabeuf.	The	witnesses,
who	included	two	mayors	and	a	doctor,	all	told	of	an	enormous	globe	that	had	crashed	into	a	hilltop	and
started	 grass	 fires;	 then	 a	 door	 in	 its	 side	 opened,	 and	 a	man	 came	 out,	 dressed	 in	 ‘clothes	 adhering
completely	 to	his	body’	 (i.e.,	 a	 skin-tight	 suit),	who,	 seeing	 the	 reception	committee,	 ran	away	 into	 the
woods.	A	few	moments	later,	the	globe	exploded	like	a	bubble,	leaving	only	fine	powder.
Keel	was	also	intrigued	by	the	strange	series	of	‘airship’	sightings	of	1896–97,	when	there	were	fairly

certainly	no	airships	in	the	United	States.	These	began	when	a	witness	in	Sacramento,	California,	heard	a
cry	of	‘Throw	her	up	higher—she’ll	hit	the	steeple’,	and	saw	a	huge,	cigar-shaped	object,	with	a	lighted
glass	cabin	underneath,	sailing	slightly	above	the	level	of	the	rooftops.	Five	nights	later,	on	22	November,
it	came	back	again,	this	time	floating	so	high	above	Sacramento	that	it	simply	looked	like	a	bright	light,
with	something	looming	above	it.	One	man	who	looked	at	it	through	a	telescope	reported	that	it	seemed	to
rise	and	fall	as	 it	moved,	 like	a	ship	on	 the	high	seas—or,	as	Kenneth	Arnold	might	have	put	 it,	 like	a
saucer	skipped	over	water.
More	reports	came	from	San	Francisco—of	some	high-flying	object	with	a	bright	light.	The	mayor	of

San	Francisco	concluded	that	‘some	shrewd	inventor	has	solved	the	problem	of	aerial	navigation	.	.	.’.	By
February	1897,	reports	came	from	Nebraska,	then	Illinois,	Wisconsin,	Missouri,	and	Arkansas,	before	the
phenomenon	moved	south	to	Texas.	By	April,	dozens	of	stories	started	to	come	in	from	all	over	Texas,
and	 were	 reported	 in	 the	 newspapers.	 Colonel	 W.	 A.	 Robertson	 of	 Mississippi	 saw	 it	 from	 a	 train
approaching	Dallas	and	reported	that	it	was	travelling	faster	than	the	train.
Many	reports	came	from	people	who	claimed	to	have	seen	the	airship	on	the	ground.	In	April,	 Judge

Lawrence	A.	 Byrne	 told	 a	 Texarkana	 newspaper	 that	 he	 had	walked	 through	 a	 thicket,	 and	 found	 ‘the
airship	I	have	read	so	much	about’.	It	was	manned	by	three	men	of	vaguely	Oriental	appearance	(the	judge
thought	they	might	be	Japanese)	talking	in	a	foreign	language.	They	obligingly	showed	the	judge	all	over
the	ship.
A	farmer	named	Alexander	Hamilton,	 in	Kansas,	described	in	April	how	the	airship	stole	one	of	his

calves.	It	was	about	three	hundred	feet	long	and	had	a	brightly	lit	glass	cabin	underneath.	There	were	six
occupants,	who	talked	in	a	foreign	language.	Then	it	rose	off	the	ground,	and	seems	to	have	lassoed	a	calf,
which	then	became	caught	in	a	fence.	Farmer	Hamilton	found	it	was	held	by	a	cable.	He	cut	the	wire	of



the	fence	to	free	the	calf,	and	watched	the	animal	sail	away.	Later,	its	hide,	legs	and	head—complete	with
Farmer	Hamilton’s	brand	mark—were	found	on	a	farm	four	miles	away.
The	last	people	to	report	the	airship	were	a	couple	called	Captain	and	Mrs.	Scobie,	of	Fort	Worth.	On

12	May	1897,	after	dark,	Mrs.	Scobie	called	her	husband	to	come	and	see	something	strange.	They	both
watched	the	large,	dark	object	moving	through	the	sky	over	Fort	Worth,	with	a	brilliant	light	underneath.
(Various	witnesses	had	claimed	the	airship	had	an	‘electric	searchlight’.)	Then	the	airship	vanished	from
history.	There	had	been	109	recorded	sightings	in	Texas	alone.
There	were	further	‘airship	flaps’	in	America	in	1909	and	South	Africa	in	1914.	And	in	Scandinavia,

from	1932	to	1937,	there	was	a	wave	of	sightings	of	enormous	aeroplanes,	bigger	than	any	commercial
planes	then	in	use—one	was	reported	as	having	eight	engines,	twice	the	number	on	the	largest	plane	of	the
time.	What	was	so	odd	was	that	these	craft	appeared—over	Norway,	Sweden	and	Finland—in	appalling
weather	conditions	that	kept	all	normal	aircraft	on	the	ground.	Moreover,	 they	would	do	something	 that
would	be	regarded	by	most	pilots	as	suicidal:	cut	their	engines,	then	circle	at	increasingly	low	altitudes,
often	‘gliding’	 in	 this	manner	 three	or	four	 times.	They	frequently	 flew	low,	and	a	powerful	searchlight
raked	the	countryside.
The	air	forces	of	the	countries	concerned	were	baffled	by	the	planes.	The	only	explanation	seemed	to

be	 that	a	mad	millionaire,	 like	some	villain	out	of	a	 James	Bond	novel,	had	a	secret	base	somewhere,
with	elaborate	maintenance	equipment	and	an	army	of	skilled	mechanics.	But	why,	 in	 that	case,	was	he
also	deploying	red,	green	and	white	lights,	which	were	often	seen	far	above	the	phantom	aeroplane?
On	the	mad-millionaire	hypothesis—or	perhaps	of	some	unknown	foreign	power—the	military	and	air

forces	of	Norway	and	Sweden	mounted	an	extensive	search,	losing	two	planes	in	the	course	of	searching
wild	and	distant	places.	On	11	February	1937,	 there	was	a	close-up	sighting:	a	 fishing	boat	called	 the
Fram	left	the	port	of	Kvalsik,	Norway,	for	some	night	fishing,	and,	as	it	rounded	a	cape	sticking	out	into
the	sea,	the	sailors	saw	the	lights	of	a	large	seaplane	on	the	water.	Assuming	it	might	be	in	 trouble,	 the
Fram	approached	it.	As	 it	did	so,	 its	 lights	went	out,	and	 it	was	enveloped	by	a	cloud	of	mist.	Then	 it
vanished.
This	was,	 of	 course,	 the	 period	 between	 the	wars,	when	 nations	 like	Germany	were	 arming,	 so	 the

phantom	aircraft	were	assumed	to	be	some	form	of	spy	plane—particularly	since	they	were	often	sighted
around	military	 installations.	But	 there	were	 no	 aircraft	 at	 that	 time	 capable	 of	 such	manoeuvres,	 and,
when	World	War	Two	came,	it	was	soon	clear	that	Germany	simply	did	not	have	such	planes.
Yet,	just	as	in	the	great	airship	wave	of	1897,	there	was	a	convenient	explanation	to	satisfy	the	popular

mind.	Only	experts	knew	that	large	aircraft	do	not	choose	to	fly	in	snowstorms	or	to	cut	out	their	engines
and	‘glide’	in	circles	close	to	the	ground.	It	was	as	if	the	phenomenon	wanted	to	remain	ambiguous.
In	 1946,	 objects	 like	 rockets	were	 sighted	 over	 Sweden,	Norway,	Denmark,	 Finland	 and	Greece—

Sweden	alone	had	more	 than	 two	 thousand	 sightings.	Rockets	were	 seen	 to	 plunge	 into	Lake	Mjosa	 in
Norway	and	Lake	Kolmjary	in	Sweden,	where	something	exploded.	Yet	a	military	investigation	revealed
nothing	whatsoever.	The	Swedish	military	 issued	 a	 statement	 declaring	 that	 80	percent	 of	 the	 sightings
were	‘celestial	phenomena’	(i.e.,	meteors),	although	it	did	not	explain	how	meteors	can	be	mistaken	for



rockets.	In	Greece,	an	 investigation	headed	by	Prof.	Paul	Santorini	concluded	 that	 the	objects	were	not
missiles.	To	begin	with,	they	occasionally	changed	direction	in	mid-flight.
But	Keel	also	has	his	doubts	about	meteors.	He	spends	most	of	a	chapter	in	Operation	Trojan	Horse

talking	about	sightings	 that	were	explained	as	meteors,	and	pointing	out	 that	 they	could	not	possibly	be
meteors—for	example,	one	of	November	1779	‘which	appeared	like	a	ball	of	fire’	and	‘was	visible	for
near	an	hour’.	No	meteors	remain	visible	for	an	hour—the	slowest	speed	ever	recorded	for	a	meteor	is
twenty-seven	thousand	miles	an	hour,	which	would	take	it	right	round	Earth’s	equator	in	less	than	an	hour.
Keel	details	such	anomalies	for	several	chapters	before	returning	to	modern	times,	and	demonstrating

that	all	these	sightings	fit	the	same	pattern	of	what	he	calls	‘flexible	phantoms	of	the	skies’.
After	studying	thousands	of	reports	of	sightings,	Keel	concluded	that	they	tended	to	occur	repeatedly	in

certain	areas;	he	labelled	these	‘window	areas’.	He	calculated	that	every	state	in	the	US	has	from	two	to
ten	window	areas,	where	UFOs	appear	repeatedly	for	year	after	year.	A	huge	number	lie	along	the	arc	of
a	circle	drawn	from	northwest	Canada,	down	through	the	central	states	of	America,	and	back	to	northwest
Canada.	Another	is	centred	in	the	Gulf	of	Mexico	and	covers	much	of	Mexico,	Texas	and	the	Southwest.
And	a	majority	of	these	are	over	areas	of	magnetic	deviation—that	is,	areas	in	which	the	Earth’s	normal
magnetism	is	distorted.	The	famous	disappearance	of	five	planes	on	5	December	1945—one	of	the	great
mysteries	of	the	Bermuda	Triangle—took	place	off	the	coast	of	Florida	in	one	of	Keel’s	window	areas.
(The	flight	leader	reported	over	the	radio	that	‘his	instruments	were	going	crazy’.)
Keel	 also	 noticed	 a	 ‘January	 cycle’	 of	UFO	 sightings	which	 led	 him	 to	 predict	 correctly	 that	 there

would	be	a	‘flap’	in	January	1969.
As	to	the	significance	of	such	absurd	sightings	as	those	of	1896–97,	or	the	Scandinavian	wave	of	giant

aircraft	of	 the	1930s,	he	 reaches	 the	conclusion	 to	which	 the	book	owes	 its	 title.	He	 is	 not	 inclined	 to
accept	the	explanation	that	these	were	some	kind	of	bizarre	practical	joke;	the	alternative	seems	to	be	that
their	purpose	is	associated	with	some	kind	of	information	gathering,	and	that	they	wish	to	deceive	us	into
assuming	that	they	are	simply	a	piece	of	advanced	human	technology.	Flying	saucers,	he	suggests,	may	be
a	part	of	 something	else—of	Operation	Trojan	Horse.	 In	 religious	 ages,	 the	phenomenon	has	 set	out	 to
convince	 us	 that	 it	 was	 of	 religious	 origin.	When	 man	 came	 of	 age	 technologically	 in	 the	 nineteenth
century,	they	began	disguising	it	as	balloons	and	aircraft.	During	World	War	Two,	they	could	masquerade
as	‘foo	fighters’,	which	were	assumed	by	both	sides	to	be	enemy	secret	weapons.
Yet	 this	 interesting	 theory	hardly	 seems	 to	make	 sense	 if,	 as	Keel	and	Vallee	believe,	 the	 ‘ufonauts’

have	 been	 visiting	 Earth	 for	 thousands	 of	 years—they	 should	 surely	 have	 finished	 their	 surveying
activities	by	now?
In	 a	 chapter	 called	 ‘The	Cosmic	 Jokers’,	Keel	 comes	 closer	 to	 a	 theory	 that	 has	been	 suggested	by

many	other	writers	 on	 the	 subject,	 notably	Brinsley	Le	Poer	Trench—that	 there	 are	 two	 types	 of	UFO
entity,	the	‘good	guys’	and	the	‘bad	guys’,	and	that	the	bad	guys	can	be	dangerous.	He	tells	the	story	of	a
man	 who	 had	 been	 investigating	 a	 UFO	 flap	 near	 Ithaca,	 New	York,	 and	 left	 his	 home	 to	 drive	 to	 a
meeting,	then,	for	some	inexplicable	reason,	returned	to	the	house	and	rearranged	some	books.	Back	in	the
car,	he	 switched	on	 the	 ignition—then	 lost	his	memory.	But	 subsequent	 events	 show	 that	he	drove	 to	 a



railway	crossing	just	in	time	to	meet	an	oncoming	train,	which	demolished	his	car—although	he	escaped
with	only	minor	injuries.
Then,	 of	 course,	 there	 are	 the	 Men	 in	 Black—men	 who	 pose	 as	 military	 intelligence	 or	 air	 force

officers,	who	call	on	witnesses	of	UFO	activity,	question	them	for	hours,	and	warn	them	to	keep	silent.
Since	it	seems	to	be	one	of	the	aims	of	UFOs	to	be	seen—presumably	to	make	as	many	people	as	possible
aware	of	their	presence—then	we	have	to	assume	that	the	Men	in	Black	belong	to	the	‘other	side’,	and	are
trying	 to	prevent	publicity	about	UFOs.	As	 a	 theory,	 this	hardly	 seems	 to	make	much	 sense—but,	 then,
neither	does	anything	else	about	UFOs.
What	 Keel	 does	 not	 explain	 is	 why	 either	 good	 guys	 or	 bad	 guys	 should	 want	 to	 devise	 absurd

encounters—for	 example,	 of	 a	 woman	 who	 found	 herself	 paralysed	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 night,	 and
watched	 a	 football-sized	 object	 float	 through	 the	window	 and	 lower	 a	 ramp,	 down	which	 tiny	 figures
descended.	After	apparently	carrying	out	repairs	to	their	craft,	they	climbed	on	board	again	and	vanished
through	 the	window—after	which	her	 paralysis	 disappeared.	Are	 such	 encounters	 intended—as	Vallee
suggests—to	re-create	folklore	and	myth	about	‘little	people’	in	modern	terms?
Yet,	 although	 Keel	 comes	 no	 closer	 than	 dozens	 of	 other	 ufologists	 to	 solving	 the	 problem	 of	 the

purpose	of	the	UFOs,	his	remarks	on	their	technology	have	a	ring	of	common	sense.
In	 late	 November	 1966,	 Keel	 had	 interviewed	 an	 eighteen-year-old	 girl	 named	 Connie	 Carpenter.

Connie	was	 the	 niece	 of	Mary	Hyre,	 the	 stringer	 (local	 correspondent)	 for	 Associated	 Press	 in	 Point
Pleasant,	Virginia.	On	 the	morning	of	Sunday	27	November	1966,	Connie	had	been	driving	home	 from
church	when	she	had	suddenly	seen	a	giant.	The	figure	was	grey	and	shaped	like	a	man,	but	far	bigger,	and
it	was	staring	at	her	with	glowing	red	eyes.	As	she	slowed	down,	a	pair	of	ten-foot	wings	unfolded	from
its	back,	and	it	rose	into	the	air,	swooped	towards	her	car,	and	zoomed	past	overhead.	She	drove	home	in
a	state	close	to	hysteria.
It	sounds	as	if	she	was	suffering	from	hallucinations.	But,	in	fact,	her	sighting	was	the	first	of	more	than

a	hundred.	And	many	of	the	witnesses	suffered	the	same	effect	as	Connie	Carpenter:	severe	conjunctivitis
—her	eyes	reddened,	watered	and	swelled	until	she	could	hardly	see.	Soon,	half	 the	nation’s	press	and
television	were	in	West	Virginia	working	on	stories	about	the	creature	who	became	known	as	Mothman.
At	first,	Keel	did	not	connect	 the	appearances	of	Mothman	with	UFOs,	but	a	wave	of	UFO	sightings

over	West	Virginia—often	accompanied	by	severe	conjunctivitis—made	it	clear	that	there	had	to	be	some
connection.	A	young	couple	who	were	making	love	naked	in	the	back	of	a	car	were	interrupted	by	a	large
ball	of	bluish	fire	that	hovered	close	to	them,	and,	the	next	morning,	both	were	heavily	sunburnt,	and	had
red,	swollen	eyes.
Keel	was	 soon	 convinced	 that	UFOs	 are	 not	 high-tech	 craft	 from	 another	 planet,	 but	 ‘paraphysical’

entities,	who	are	related	to	the	‘manifestations	involved	in	religious	miracles	and	spiritual	seances’.	Like
Jacques	Vallee,	he	specifically	cites	Fátima	as	an	example.	But	Keel	believes	that	the	secret	of	the	UFOs
lies	in	the	electromagnetic	spectrum.
He	points	out	that	visible	light	is	only	a	tiny	part	of	the	spectrum	of	energy.	Below	the	red	end	of	the

spectrum	 there	 is	 infrared	 (heat)	 and	 microwaves	 and	 radio	 waves.	 Above	 the	 violet	 end	 there	 is



ultraviolet	light	and	X-rays	and	gamma	rays	and	cosmic	rays.	Our	human	senses	are	sensitive	only	 to	a
tiny	proportion	of	this	enormous	range	of	energies.
Keel	also	points	out	that	there	have	been	thousands	of	radar	sightings	of	UFOs	that	cannot	be	seen	with

the	naked	eye.	That	can	only	mean	that	UFOs	must	be	a	form	of	energy	beyond	the	light	spectrum.
He	mentions	that	one	of	the	most	puzzling	aspects	of	UFOs—particularly	those	that	are	seen	as	balls	of

light—is	that	they	often	change	colour,	usually	from	orange	to	red	to	violet,	which	leads	him	to	suggest:
Let	us	assume	that	UFOs	exist	at	frequencies	beyond	visible	light	but	that	they	can	adjust	their
frequency	and	descend	the	electromagnetic	spectrum—just	as	you	can	turn	the	dial	of	your	radio
and	move	a	variable	condenser	up	and	down	the	scale	of	radio	frequencies.	When	a	UFO’s
frequency	nears	that	of	visible	light,	it	would	appear	first	as	a	purplish	blob	of	violet.	As	it
moves	further	down	the	scale,	it	would	seem	to	change	to	blue,	and	then	to	cyan	(bluish	green).
I	have	therefore	classified	that	section	of	the	color	spectrum	as	the	UFO	entry	field.	When	the

objects	begin	to	move	into	our	spatial	and	time	coordinates,	they	gear	down	from	higher
frequencies,	passing	progressively	from	ultraviolet	to	violet	to	bluish	green.	When	they	stabilize
within	our	dimensions,	they	radiate	energy	on	all	frequencies	and	become	a	glaring	white.
In	the	white	condition,	the	object	can	traverse	distances	visibly,	but	radical	maneuvers	of

ascent	or	descent	require	it	to	alter	its	frequencies	again,	and	this	produces	new	color	changes.	In
the	majority	of	all	landing	reports,	the	objects	were	said	to	have	turned	orange	(red	and	yellow)
or	red	before	descending.	When	they	settle	on	the	ground	they	‘solidify’,	and	glow	red	again.
Sometimes	reportedly	they	turn	a	brilliant	red	and	vanish.	Other	times	they	shift	through	all	the
colors	of	the	spectrum,	turn	white,	and	fly	off	into	the	night	sky	until	they	look	like	just	another
star.
Since	the	color	red	is	so	closely	associated	with	the	landing	and	takeoff	processes,	I	term	this

end	of	the	color	spectrum	the	UFO	departure	field.
(Our	Haunted	Planet,	1971)

This	would	 explain	why	Barney	 and	Betty	Hill—those	 early	 abductees—at	 first	 thought	 they	 saw	 a
star,	which	 then	changed	 into	 a	 flying	 saucer,	 and	why	another	 famous	 abductee,	 the	Brazilian	Antonio
Villas	Boas,	whose	report	of	being	seduced	by	a	‘space	woman’	is	generally	accepted	as	reliable,	first
saw	a	‘red	star’	which	turned	into	a	saucer	on	a	tripod,	and	later	saw	it	turn	red	as	it	took	off	after	his
seduction.
The	microwave	end	of	the	spectrum	could	explain	the	intolerable	waves	of	heat	often	experienced—

for	example,	by	the	unfortunate	Brazilian	Salvador	de	Santos,	investigated	by	Jacques	and	Janine	Vallee,
who	died	with	 the	 flesh	 falling	off	his	bones,	as	 if	 cooked.	Keel	 also	 cites	 the	 case	of	Eddie	Webb,	 a
trucker	who	was	pursued	by	a	white	light	on	3	October	1973	in	southeastern	Missouri,	and	who	stuck	his
head	out	 to	 look	back;	 there	was	a	bright	 flash,	 and	he	 shouted,	 ‘Oh	my	God,	 I’m	burned’.	A	 lens	 had
fallen	out	of	his	glasses	and	the	frames	had	melted.	The	result	was	temporary	blindness.
The	sunburn	and	conjunctivitis	of	other	witnesses,	like	Connie	Carpenter,	points	to	the	ultraviolet	end

of	the	spectrum	(although	microwaves	also	affect	the	eyes	and	testes).
And	what	about	this	curious	effect	of	stopping	car	engines	and	causing	lights	to	fade?	In	a	chapter	of	a

later	book,	The	Eighth	Tower,	Keel	points	out	that,	during	the	1930s,	Marconi—the	radio	pioneer—began



experimenting	with	waves	of	very	low	frequency	(VLF	radio	waves)	to	short	waves	(which	are	beyond
the	 upper	 end	 of	 the	 radio	 spectrum—i.e.,	 microwaves).	 And	 he	 was	 horrified	 to	 discover	 that	 his
microwaves	would	 kill	 animals	 in	 nearby	 fields.	He	 switched	 to	 experimenting	with	VLF	waves,	 and
found	that	they	would	stop	car	engines	by	interfering	with	their	electrical	circuits.	(Diesel	engines,	which
depend	on	pressure-ignition,	were	unaffected.)
So	if,	as	Keel	believes,	UFOs	can	change	their	energy	vibrations	and	effects,	from	the	stopping	of	car

engines	to	inflammation	of	the	eyes	and	testes,	would	all	be	explained.
In	emphasising	the	narrow	range	of	our	physical	senses,	Keel	is	making	an	important	point:	 that	 they

are	pathetically	inadequate	to	grasp	the	reality	that	surrounds	us.	Physical	experience	gives	us	an	illusory
sense	of	‘knowing’	the	outside	world.	For	example,	when	you	bite	into	a	peach,	you	feel	that	you	know	it
about	as	 thoroughly	as	it	can	be	known:	you	can	see	it,	 taste	 it,	smell	 it.	But	 the	range	of	your	sense	of
taste	and	smell	is	as	small	as	the	range	of	your	vision;	a	Martian	might	be	able	to	see	a	wider	range	of
colours,	taste	a	wider	range	of	flavours,	smell	a	wider	range	of	smells.	Who	has	never	felt	that	odd	sense
of	frustration	with	the	senses?	They	may	seem	adequate	enough	when	you	are	hungry	and	eating	a	meal;
but	when	we	experience	the	beauty	of	a	mountain	or	a	lake,	or	even	a	sexually	attractive	person,	we	often
feel	like	a	colour-blind	man	in	a	picture	gallery,	or	a	deaf	man	at	a	symphony	concert—what	Dr.	Johnson
meant	in	Rasselas	when	he	said,	‘There	must	be	some	sixth	sense,	or	some	faculty	apart	from	sense,	that
must	be	satisfied	before	we	can	be	happy’.
If	Keel	is	correct,	then	the	UFO	occupants	must	see	us	as	virtually	blind	and	deaf.	He	speculates:
Somewhere	in	this	tangled	mass	of	electromagnetic	frequencies	there	lies	an	omnipotent
intelligence	.	.	.	This	intelligence	is	able	to	manipulate	energy.	It	can,	quite	literally,	manipulate
any	kind	of	object	into	existence	on	our	planet.	For	centuries	the	occultists	and	religionists	have
called	this	process	transmutation	or	transmogrification.	Thousands	of	books	have	been	published
on	this	process,	many	of	them	serving	as	secret	texts	for	alchemists	and	sorcerers.	The	early
occultists	understood,	at	least	partially,	that	energy	was	the	key	to	the	whole.

(Our	Haunted	Planet)
This	 is	 why	 the	 occultists	 attach	 so	 much	 importance	 to	 the	 human	 aura.	Keel	 writes:	 ‘You	 are	 a

chemical	 machine	 made	 up	 of	 electromagnetic	 energy.	 Your	 brain	 is	 actually	 an	 electrical	 computer
connected	to	all	parts	of	your	body	by	a	wiring	system	of	nerves	.	.	.	Although	you	can’t	see	it,	your	body
is	surrounded	by	self-generated	fields	of	radiation.	The	occultists	have	always	called	 this	 radiation	 the
aura’.
And	what	has	 this,	he	asks,	 to	do	with	 flying	saucers?	 ‘Perhaps	a	great	deal.	Many	 contactees	 have

been	told	that	they	were	selected	because	of	their	aura.	Occultists	have	long	claimed	that	each	person	is
surrounded	by	an	aura	which	reveals	his	spiritual	state.	An	evil	person	has	a	black	aura.	A	saintly	 type
has	a	golden	radiation’.	And	he	cites	an	Australian	contactee	who	was	told	by	two	aliens	in	spacesuits
that	they	had	been	able	to	contact	him	because	of	his	aura.	He	goes	on	to	suggest	that	perhaps	only	certain
types	of	people	can	see	UFOs.
In	The	Eighth	Tower,	Keel	writes:	‘Another	world	of	intelligent	energy	is	intermingled	with	ours	and	is

very	aware	of	us,	while	we	are	only	vaguely	aware	of	it.	Not	only	has	it	a	clear	view	of	future	events	in



our	dimension;	it	can	manipulate	past	and	present	events	to	prepare	the	way	for	the	more	important	future
events’.
All	of	which	raises	a	self-evident	question.	If	there	is	such	a	superintelligence,	why	is	it	bothering	with

us?	We	can	be	no	more	important	to	it	than—to	use	one	of	Keel’s	images—the	microbes	swarming	in	a
drop	of	water	to	the	boy	who	is	looking	at	them	through	a	microscope.
But	 what	 if	 it	 is	 not	 true	 that	 we	 are	 microbes	 in	 a	 drop	 of	 water?	 Keel	 says	 that	 this	 superior

intelligence	 can	 foresee	 the	 future.	 In	 fact,	 so	 can	 many	 human	 beings.	 ‘Precognition’	 ought	 to	 be
impossible,	but	it	is	not.	On	13	December	1949,	for	example,	Mrs.	Eva	Hellstrom	fell	asleep	on	a	tourist
bus	as	it	left	Heidelberg,	and	dreamt	of	a	beautiful	painting	of	a	four-leafed	clover	in	the	shape	of	a	cross,
surrounded	by	spirals.	Waking	a	few	moments	later,	she	made	a	sketch	of	the	picture,	and	wondered	if	she
might	 encounter	 it	 in	Egypt,	which	was	her	 destination.	On	her	 last	 day	 in	Cairo,	Mrs.	Hellstrom	was
taken	to	the	Coptic	Museum,	full	of	ancient	relics	of	the	early	Christian	churches	in	Egypt	and	Abyssinia,
and	 there	 she	saw	her	picture,	corresponding	 in	detail	 to	her	 sketch.	 It	was	 a	 stone	 slab,	 and	 the	 four-
leafed	clover	was	known	as	a	‘Coptic	rose’.	She	had	dreamt	of	the	slab	as	it	had	been	a	thousand	years
earlier,	when	it	was	in	full	colour).[1]	Hundreds	of	such	examples	could	be	cited,	all	 leaving	no	doubt
that	human	beings	possess	the	power	of	foreseeing	the	future—but	seldom	use	it.	The	same	is	true	of	many
other	powers—for	example,	the	‘travelling	clairvoyance’	and	levitation	witnessed	by	John	Keel	in	Tibet,
or	the	simple	ability	to	read	someone’s	mind.	In	fact,	Keel	himself	possesses	this	ability.	He	writes	in	The
Eighth	Tower:

In	my	early	teens,	I	found	that	I	could	sometimes	sense	what	other	people	were	thinking,	and	I
assumed	that	everyone	had	this	ability	.	.	.	Now	and	then	I	encounter	someone	whose	mind	is
actually	vulnerable	to	my	own.	I	can	not	only	sense	what	they	are	thinking.	I	can	project	my	own
thoughts	into	their	mind	and	they	accept	these	thoughts	as	their	own.	In	short,	I	can	control	that
person’s	mind	on	a	modest	scale.	There	are	people	who	have	this	power	to	a	very	developed
degree.	They	can	control	others,	even	from	a	great	distance.	It	is	probable	that	some	world
leaders,	especially	the	evil	ones	like	Hitler,	possessed	and	exercised	this	ability.	One	famous
psychic	claimed	he	could	hand	a	railroad	conductor	a	blank	sheet	of	paper	and	the	man	would
punch	it	thinking	it	was	a	ticket.
So	it	seems	fairly	certain	that	we	all	possess	a	range	of	powers	that	extend	far	beyond	our	usual	limited

spectrum.	Then	why	do	we	not	make	use	of	them?	Because	we	take	it	for	granted	that	the	narrow	spectrum
is	‘all	there	is’.	We	accept	that	our	tunnel	vision	shows	us	‘the	reality’,	when	actually	it	shows	us	as	little
of	reality	as	a	mole	sees,	snuffling	through	its	tunnel	underground.
Then	why	do	certain	human	beings	seem	slightly	less	blind	than	the	rest?	Some	seem	to	be	born	with	a

wider	vision—the	 so-called	psychics,	while	 some	experience	a	kind	of	 suffocation	 that	drives	 them	 to
struggle	 instinctively	 for	 a	 wider	 vision:	 poets,	 artists,	 philosophers.	And	 some	 people	 experience	 a
momentary	glimpse	of	a	wider	reality	which	transforms	their	vision	of	the	world.
Keel	himself	had	such	an	experience	when	he	first	went	to	New	York.	He	described	it	to	me	in	a	letter

of	18	April	1984.
For	many	years	now,	I	have	been	quietly	interviewing	warlocks	and	trying	to	develop	a	book
based	on	the	actual	experiences	of	natural	witches	and	warlocks—people	who	are	born	with	the



ability	to	perceive	and	control	the	elementals.	They	seem	to	be	several	steps	beyond	mediums.
Mediums	are	used	by	the	phenomenon.	Warlocks,	on	the	other	hand,	are	able	to	use	these	forces.
Unfortunately,	most	of	them	seem	to	come	to	a	tragic	end—suicides,	murders,	bizarre	deaths.	But
it	is	apparent	that	thousands	of	people	in	each	generation	suffer	from	this	uneasy	talent.	I	think	that
I	had	it	when	I	was	an	adolescent	but	I	diverted	my	attention	by	studying	physics,	chemistry,	etc.,
and	lost	it	by	the	time	I	was	18.	At	18,	I	woke	one	night	in	a	furnished	room	near	Times	Square
and	had	what	can	only	be	described	as	an	illuminating	experience.	For	a	few	brief	moments	I
suddenly	understood	everything	and	I	was	really	one	with	the	cosmos.	The	next	morning	I	could
remember	very	little	of	it	but	I’m	sure	it	was	all	entered	into	my	subconscious.
Before	writing	this	section	I	telephoned	Keel	in	New	York—a	difficult	feat	since,	apart	from	the	time-

zone	difference	between	New	York	and	Cornwall,	John	 is	an	 insomniac	who	stays	awake	all	night	and
sleeps	all	day,	so	that	it	is	hard	to	find	a	good	time	to	ring	him.	I	succeeded	by	getting	up	at	a	quarter	to
five	in	the	morning	and	catching	him	when	he	came	home	from	dinner	at	midnight.	Among	other	questions,
I	asked	him	about	his	mystical	experience.	He	described	how	he	had	awakened	in	the	middle	of	the	night,
and	found	his	room	suffused	with	a	pink	or	orange	glow,	which	led	him	to	assume	the	house	was	on	fire.
He	was	about	to	leap	out	of	bed,	but,	for	some	reason,	changed	his	mind.	Then	followed	the	experience	of
thinking	with	amazing	clarity,	and	seeming	 to	know	everything—the	origin	of	 the	universe,	 the	creation
and	purpose	of	human	beings	.	.	.	He	felt	he	ought	to	get	up	and	write	it	all	down,	but	instead	went	back	to
sleep.	The	next	morning	he	could	remember	the	experience,	but	not	what	he	had	‘seen’.
He	feels	nevertheless	 that	part	of	 that	 ‘gnosis’	 lodged	deep	 in	his	mind,	 for	he	finds	himself	 reading

books	and	cosmology—for	example,	Hawking’s	A	Brief	History	of	Time—and	feeling	he	knows	it	all.
In	1969,	the	novelist	Robert	Graves	told	me	of	a	similar	experience,	which	he	had	described	in	a	story

called	‘The	Abominable	Mr.	Gunn’.	He	had	been	sitting	on	a	roller	behind	the	cricket	pavilion	when	he
received	 a	 ‘celestial	 illumination’,	 and	 suddenly	 ‘knew	 everything’.	Graves	 describes	 it	 as	 ‘a	 simple
method	of	looking	sideways	at	disorderly	facts	so	as	to	make	perfect	sense	of	them’.	He	could	actually
remember	it	after	a	night’s	sleep,	but	it	vanished	as	he	tried	to	write	it	down,	and	kept	crossing	things	out.
Keel	 assumed	 that	 the	 experience	 was	 unique	 to	 himself	 until,	 in	 the	 1960s,	 he	 came	 upon	 R.	 M.

Bucke’s	classic	Cosmic	Consciousness,	in	which	Bucke	describes	how,	driving	home	in	a	hansom	cab,	he
suddenly	 found	 himself	 ‘wrapped	 in	 a	 flame-coloured	 cloud’	 which	 made	 him	 assume	 that	 a	 nearby
building	was	on	fire.	This	was	followed	by	‘an	intellectual	illumination	impossible	to	describe’	including
the	recognition	that	the	whole	universe	is	composed	of	living	matter.	The	experience	led	Bucke	to	study
the	mystics,	and	to	 include	 in	 the	book	fifty	studies	of	mystics	 through	the	ages,	all	of	whom	had	had	a
similar	experience.
All	of	which	would	seem	to	indicate	that	what	human	beings	need	at	this	point	in	history—perhaps	at

any	point—is	something	to	rescue	them	from	the	tunnel	vision	that	prevents	them	from	grasping	the	extent
of	 their	 ‘hidden	 powers’	 and	 capabilities.	 It	 is	 interesting	 to	 note	 that	 the	UFO	 experience	 sometimes
seems	to	do	precisely	that.	As,	for	example,	in	the	case	of	Jacques	Vallee’s	correspondent—with	whom
we	opened	this	chapter—who	experienced	‘novel	insights	into	.	.	.	the	Nature	of	Reality’	connected	to	her
sighting	of	the	shining	disc.



Bucke	summarised	his	own	conclusions:
The	simple	truth	is,	that	there	has	lived	on	the	Earth,	‘appearing	at	intervals’,	for	thousands	of
years	among	ordinary	men,	the	first	faint	beginnings	of	another	race;	walking	the	Earth	and
breathing	the	air	with	us,	but	at	the	same	time	walking	another	Earth	and	breathing	another	air	of
which	we	know	little	or	nothing,	but	which	is,	all	the	same,	our	spiritual	life,	as	its	absence
would	be	our	spiritual	death.	This	new	race	is	in	the	act	of	being	born	from	us,	and	in	the	near
future	it	will	occupy	and	possess	the	Earth.
In	other	words,	these	new	people	exist	in	this	same	physical	dimension	as	the	rest	of	us,	yet	at	the	same

time	 walk	 another	 Earth	 and	 breathe	 another	 air—as	 if	 living	 simultaneously	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 Fourth
Dimension.
[1].	See	Riddle	of	the	Future	by	Andrew	Mackenzie,	London,	1974.



6
THE	FOURTH	DIMENSION

Vallee	 and	Keel	were	 not	 the	 first	 to	 recognise	 the	 connection	 between	UFO	 ‘aliens’	 and	 creatures	 of
folklore.	 In	 the	mid-1960s,	 an	 Englishman	 named	 John	Michell,	who	 had	 studied	Russian	 literature	 at
Cambridge,	 became	 fascinated	by	UFOs,	 and	 also	 by	 Jung’s	 book	Flying	 Saucers—A	Myth	 of	 Things
Seen	in	the	Skies	(1958).
Jung	had	spoken	of	the	major	changes	that	might	be	expected	with	the	coming	of	the	Age	of	Aquarius

(due	around	the	year	2000).	In	fact,	he	felt	that	the	human	race	was	on	the	point	of	a	leap	to	a	new	phase
of	psychic	evolution.
He	 had	 noted	 that	 sceptical	 statements	 about	 UFOs	 were	 relatively	 unpopular	 compared	 with

statements	of	belief,	 and	 reasoned	 from	 this	 that	modern	man	experiences	a	 sense	of	profound	disquiet
because	of	his	lack	of	religious	belief.	(Jung	believed	that	the	religious	impulse	is	as	essential	to	man	as
the	 sexual	 impulse—‘the	 soul	 has	 a	 religious	 function’.)	 He	 attached	 deep	 importance	 to	 the	mandala
symbol,	a	circle	signifying	completeness	(and	hence	an	image	of	God),	and	saw	the	widespread	belief	in
flying	saucers	as	an	indication	of	man’s	longing	for	belief	and	certainty.
In	 Flying	 Saucers,	 Jung	 appears	 to	 be	 saying	 that	 he	 believes	 UFOs	 to	 be	 a	 ‘projection’	 of	 the

collective	unconscious	of	mankind—a	projection	being	essentially	a	kind	of	hallucination,	like	a	drunk’s
visions	of	pink	elephants.	They	are	 a	projection	of	mankind’s	 longing	 for	 a	 saviour—or	 for	what	 Jung
calls	individuation,	a	state	in	which	all	the	inner	conflicts	of	the	psyche	are	resolved.
John	Michell’s	interest	in	flying	saucers	was	due	partly	to	his	interest	in	the	environment,	and	the	fear

shared	by	so	many	in	the	1950s	that	man	might	destroy	himself	with	atomic	radiation.	He	points	out	that
the	 ‘UFO	 visitors’	 were	 warning	 of	 the	 increasing	 pollution	 of	 the	 environment	 long	 before	 Rachel
Carson’s	Silent	Spring	suddenly	focused	awareness	in	1962.
Michell’s	starting	point	is	not	dissimilar	to	that	of	Erich	von	Däniken	or	Robert	Temple.	‘The	earliest

myths	describe	the	arrival	on	Earth	of	an	extra-terrestrial	race	who,	by	their	example,	altered	the	whole
course	of	human	history	.	.	.	Once	we	can	accept	the,	at	first	sight,	fantastic	idea	that	our	present	culture	is
an	 inheritance	from	a	former	visit	of	people	from	space,	a	great	deal	of	what	 is	now	obscure	becomes
clear’.
Evidence	of	 these	visitors	 from	space	can	be	found	 in	myths,	 legends	and	folklore	 from	all	over	 the

world.	‘The	evidence	of	mythology	provides	a	general	account	of	the	days	when	the	gods	were	known	on
earth’.
Michell	notes	that,	according	to	legend,	the	arrival	of	the	gods	on	Earth	was	preceded	by	portents	in

the	sky,	such	as	fiery	circles.	The	Egyptian	‘eye	of	Ra’	is	symbolised	by	a	winged	disc.	His	 first	book,
The	Flying	Saucer	Vision	(1967),	cites	dozens	of	parallels	between	UFO	lore	and	mythology,	arguing,	for
example,	that	the	dragon	of	folklore	represents	fiery	discs	in	the	sky.
He	is	also	inclined	to	believe	that,	 like	the	fish	gods	of	the	Dogon,	or	the	white	gods	who	landed	in

South	 America,	 these	 ancient	 visitors	 brought	 wisdom	 to	 mankind;	 this	 belief	 has	 the	 corollary	 that
mankind	evolved	very	quickly,	not—as	Darwin	believed—through	slow	stages.	In	 fact,	man’s	brain	did
evolve	with	incredible	speed—doubling	in	size	so	fast	that	scientists	call	it	‘the	brain	explosion’.



The	first	thing	that	strikes	the	reader	about	The	Flying	Saucer	Vision	is	the	sheer	range	of	its	erudition.
Michell	 seems	 not	 only	 to	 have	 read	 everyone	 from	 the	 ancient	 Greek	 geographers	 to	 modern
anthropologists,	 but	 to	 have	 found	 much	 of	 his	 information	 in	 obscure	 byways	 of	 literature.	 This,	 he
claims,	 was	 not	 due	 to	 a	 directed	 course	 of	 study	 so	much	 as	 to	 synchronicities—Koestler’s	 ‘library
angel’	directing	his	attention	to	books	by	chance.
One	 of	 these	 serendipitous	 discoveries	was	 the	work	 of	Alfred	Watkins,	 the	Hereford	 businessman

who,	as	he	was	riding	across	country	in	June	1931,	noticed	that	old	churches,	standing	stones,	barrows
and	hilltops	were	often	connected	by	‘old	straight	tracks’.	Watkins	called	them	‘ley	lines’.
He	 thought	 these	 ley	 lines	 were	 old	 trade	 routes.	 But	 in	 the	 late	 1930s,	 a	 dowser	 named	 Guy

Underwood	concluded	that	they	are	lines	of	some	kind	of	Earth	force,	which	is	more	powerful	in	the	area
of	standing	stones	and	other	sacred	sites—he	speculated	 that	 the	site	was	sacred	because	of	 this	Earth
force.	Michell	noted	that	certain	areas	with	a	high	level	of	UFO	sightings—like	Warminster	in	Wiltshire
and	Glastonbury	in	Somerset—were	often	crisscrossed	with	ley	lines,	and	suggested	some	connection.	He
also	noted	that	the	Chinese	version	of	ley	lines	are	known	as	dragon	paths	(lung	mei).	In	effect,	he	was
observing	the	tendency	of	UFO	sightings	to	occur	on	straight	lines—Aimé	Michel’s	‘orthoteny’.
Michell’s	 interest	 in	UFOs	caused	him	 to	 turn	his	back	on	 the	characteristic	culture	of	 the	1950s,	 in

which	most	of	the	fashionable	intellectuals	were	leftists	who	believed	that	socialism	would	bring	about
the	millennium.	 (My	 own	 first	 book,	The	Outsider,	 was	 regularly	 attacked	 by	 leftist	 intellectuals	 as	 a
‘fascist’	 work,	 simply	 because	 it	 was	 not	 concerned	 with	 left-wing	 politics.)	 Instead,	 he	 pursued	 the
subject	of	ley	lines	and	sacred	geometry,	and	his	book	The	View	Over	Atlantis	(1969)	brought	them	to	the
attention	of	a	wide	audience,	with	the	incidental	side	effect	of	making	Glastonbury	a	centre	of	pilgrimage
for	‘New	Agers’.
The	wide	appeal	of	the	book	was	due	to	its	romanticism.	John	Nicholson	wrote	in	an	essay	on	Michell:
Hippies	turned	themselves	into	the	new	guardians	of	ancient	skills	and	wisdom	by	rejecting
industrial	society	and	communing	at	old	sites,	or	going	for	mystical	rambles	along	ley	lines,
keeping	an	eye	open	for	UFOs.	Like	Red	Indians,	they	touched	the	Earth	and	felt	the	stones	giving
off	psychic	energies	or	‘vibes’.	Some	pop	groups	privately	gave	invocatory	performances	at	the
chosen	time	and	place.	It	was	all	mixed	up	somehow	as	cosmic	consciousness,	and	it	gave	many
people	many	happy	hours.[1]
The	appeal	of	Michell	was	due,	in	fact,	to	what	Jung	called	‘the	flying	saucer	vision’—the	power	to

see	the	world	with	new	eyes.	And	here	it	is	important	to	understand	exactly	what	Jung	meant.	He	wrote	in
an	abstract,	scientific	style	whose	purpose	was	to	guard	against	accusations	of	mysticism	or	irrationalism,
and	the	result	is	that	he	often	left	a	great	deal	unsaid.	But	what	he	left	unsaid	is	made	quite	explicit	by	the
illustrations.	A	painting	called	The	Fire	Sower,	by	E.	Jakoby,	shows	a	vast	human	figure	towering	above	a
city;	the	body	and	the	head	are	made	of	fire,	and	the	head,	which	is	separated	from	the	body,	is	a	flaming
ball	 that	 seems	 to	be	spinning	on	 its	axis.	Jung	comments:	 ‘Like	 an	 immaterial	 essence	 the	 fiery	 figure
strides	 through	 the	 houses	 of	 the	 city—two	 worlds	 which	 interpenetrate	 yet	 do	 not	 touch’.	 Another
painting,	called	The	Fourth	Dimension,	by	P.	Birkhauser,	shows	a	huge	face	hovering	above	a	city.	This,
and	 other	 faces,	 look	 as	 if	 they	 are	 painted	 on	 a	 veil	 that	 hangs	 down	 in	 front	 of	 the	 city,	 and	 Jung



comments:	‘This	painting,	like	the	previous	one,	depicts	the	collision	of	two	incommensurable	worlds’.
But	 the	 clearest	 indication	 of	 his	meaning	 can	 be	 found	 in	 a	woodcut	 called	The	 Spiritual	 Pilgrim

Discovering	Another	World,	which	Jung	believed	to	be	a	Rosicrucian	work	dating	from	the	seventeenth
century.	 In	 fact,	 later	 research	 suggested	 that	 it	 dates	 from	 the	 nineteenth	 century—but,	 in	 a	 sense,	 the
nineteenth	century,	the	century	of	romanticism,	is	even	more	appropriate.	The	picture	shows	a	rainbow	(or
celestial	sphere)	arching	over	a	pleasant	land	of	woods	and	meadows,	with	the	sun,	moon	and	stars	in	the
sky.	But	the	pilgrim,	crawling	on	hands	and	knees,	has	pushed	his	head	through	the	rainbow,	into	a	totally
different	 world—a	 strange,	 symbolic	 landscape,	 with	 four	 great	 discs	 in	 the	 sky,	 two	 of	 which	 have
spokes,	and	may	be	a	reference	to	Ezekiel’s	chariots.	The	pilgrim	has	 left	 ‘this	world’	behind,	and	has
broken	through	into	another	reality.	This	is	what	Jung	meant	by	‘the	flying	saucer	vision’.
What	 Jung	has	done	 is	 to	make	absolutely	clear	why	 flying	 saucers	have	exercised	 such	a	powerful

influence	on	 the	human	 imagination	 in	 the	 second	half	 of	 the	 twentieth	 century.	 It	 is	 the	 romantic—and
religious—craving	 for	 ‘another	 reality’.	 We	 are	 all	 so	 accustomed	 to	 struggling	 with	 the	 world	 of
practical	necessity—what	Heidegger	calls	‘the	triviality	of	everydayness’—that	most	of	us	have	come	to
accept	 that	 ‘that	 is	 all	 there	 is’.	But,	 in	 the	 past	 few	 centuries,	man	 has	 also	 developed	 the	 power	 of
imagination.	Unlike	our	down-to-Earth	ancestors,	we	have	all	become	‘mental	travellers’,	and	those	who
have	 never	 been	 abroad	 can	 travel	 in	 an	 armchair	 watching	 a	 television	 set.	 We	 have	 all	 learnt	 to
experience	escape	from	the	triviality	of	everydayness	through	the	imagination.
However,	 that	only	sharpens	 the	contrast	between	 this	everyday	world	and	 the	world	 into	which	we

‘escape’.	Our	deepest	secret	wish	is	 to	see	 the	real	world	 transformed.	Rimbaud	claims	 to	have	 taught
himself	how	to	see	‘a	mosque	in	place	of	a	factory,	angels	practising	on	drums,	coaches	on	the	roads	of
the	sky,	a	drawing	room	at	the	bottom	of	a	lake:	monsters,	mysteries’.	But	the	increasing	possibility	that
our	planet	is	being	visited	by	creatures	from	another	world	or	another	dimension	seems	to	turn	Rimbaud’s
dream	into	reality.	Dozens	of	poets	and	artists	of	 the	nineteenth	century	committed	suicide	because	they
could	not	believe	in	their	own	dreams.	And	now,	in	the	second	half	of	the	twentieth	century,	it	seems	that
the	creatures	of	that	‘other	reality’	have	decided	to	pay	us	a	visit.	And	this	is	also	what	Jung	meant	by	‘the
flying	saucer	vision’.
Now	 it	might	 seem	 that	 Jung	 is	 entangling	 himself	 in	 hopeless	 contradictions.	He	 regards	UFOs	 as

hallucinations,	 projections	 of	 the	 collective	 unconscious,	 then	 admits	 that	 they	 are	 visible	 on	 radar
screens	and	in	photographs.	During	an	interview	with	the	aviator	Lindbergh	in	1959,	Jung	made	it	clear
that	 he	 thought	 flying	 saucers	 were	 factual,	 and	 was	 rather	 cool	 when	 Lindbergh	 expressed	 his	 own
disbelief.
Lindbergh	quoted	his	 friend	General	Spaatz	 (of	 the	US	Air	Force):	 ‘Don’t	you	suppose	 if	 there	was

anything	true	about	 this	flying	saucer	business,	you	and	I	would	have	heard	about	 it	by	this	 time?’	Jung
countered	with,	 ‘There	are	a	great	many	 things	going	on	around	 this	Earth	 that	you	and	General	Spaatz
don’t	know	about’.
To	disentangle	all	this,	we	need	to	know,	to	begin	with,	that	Jung	believed	that	the	unconscious	mind

can	 produce	 physical	 effects—he	 called	 them	 ‘exteriorisation	 phenomena’.	 In	 his	 autobiographical



Memories,	Dreams,	 Reflections,	 he	 tells	 how,	 as	 he	 and	 Freud	 were	 arguing	 about	 the	 reality	 of	 the
paranormal,	 there	 was	 a	 loud	 explosion	 from	 the	 bookcase,	 which	 made	 both	 of	 them	 jump.	 Jung’s
diaphragm	had	 begun	 to	 glow	with	 heat	 as	 he	 and	 Freud	 argued,	 and	 Jung	was	 convinced	 that	 he	 had
caused	 the	effect.	 ‘There	 is	an	example	of	an	exteriorisation	phenomenon’,	he	 told	Freud.	 ‘Bosh!’	 said
Freud.	‘It	is	not’,	said	Jung,	‘and	to	prove	my	point,	I	predict	that	in	a	moment	there	will	be	another’.	As
he	spoke	there	was	another	explosion	from	the	bookcase.
Jung	 had	 been	 studying	 psychical	 research	 since	 his	 teens,	 and	 had	 no	 doubt	 of	 the	 reality	 of	 the

paranormal.	One	day	as	he	 sat	 studying	his	 textbooks,	 there	was	a	 loud	 report	 from	 the	next	 room.	He
rushed	in	to	find	that	a	walnut	table	had	split	from	the	rim	to	the	centre.	There	was	no	obvious	reason:	it
was	a	cool	day,	and	the	wood	had	had	seventy	years	to	dry	out.	Soon	after,	there	was	a	loud	report	from
the	sideboard,	and	Jung	found	that	the	breadknife	had	snapped	into	several	pieces.	Jung	took	it	to	a	cutler
to	see	if	he	could	suggest	an	explanation;	the	cutler	said	it	looked	as	if	someone	had	inserted	the	knife	into
a	crack	and	deliberately	broken	it.
Then	 his	 fifteen-year-old	 cousin,	Helen	 Preiswerk,	 began	 to	 develop	mediumistic	 powers.	One	 day

when	 the	 family	was	 playing	 at	 ‘table	 turning’,	 she	went	 into	 a	 trance,	 and	 began	 to	 speak	 in	 a	 voice
totally	 unlike	 her	 own,	 and	 in	 literary	German.	When	 she	woke	 up,	 she	 had	 a	 severe	 headache.	Other
‘spirits’	later	spoke	through	her,	including	a	girl	who	chattered	in	a	mixture	of	French	and	Italian—neither
of	which	Helen	could	speak.	Later,	Helen	was	taken	over	by	a	woman	who	called	herself	Ivenes,	and	who
claimed	to	be	‘the	real	Helen	Preiswerk’.	She	was	obviously	far	more	mature	and	intelligent	than	Helen.
Eventually,	Helen	became	a	dressmaker,	and	she	died	at	the	age	of	thirty.
In	the	fifth	chapter	of	Flying	Saucers:	A	Myth	of	Things	Seen	in	the	Skies,	Jung	points	out	that	radar

sightings	do	not	prove	 conclusively	 that	UFOs	are	 spaceships,	 because	 there	 are	 cases	where	 they	 are
seen	yet	not	picked	up	on	radar,	and	cases	where	they	are	picked	up	on	radar	but	cannot	be	seen.	All	this,
of	course,	was	written	in	1958,	when	the	erratic	behaviour	of	UFOs	was	not	fully	recognised—although
Jung	admits	that	some	cases	are	so	weird	that	he	prefers	not	to	mention	them.	It	was	after	 that	 time	that
investigators	like	Jacques	Vallee	and	John	Keel	became	aware	of	their	‘psychic’	aspects.	It	seems	fairly
clear	that	Jung	was	actually	the	first	to	grasp	intuitively	the	strangely	dual	nature	of	UFOs.
This	 again	 is	 underlined	 by	 his	 choice	 of	 illustrations—particularly	The	 Fourth	 Dimension.	 In	 the

early	twentieth	century,	the	notion	of	the	fourth	dimension—a	dimension	at	right	angles	to	length,	breadth
and	height—was	immensely	popular,	largely	due	to	the	works	of	the	mathematician	Charles	Hinton.	Many
scientists	believed	that	it	was	merely	the	limitations	of	the	human	mind	that	prevented	us	from	seeing	it,
and	a	mathematician	named	Johan	von	Manen	actually	claimed	 to	have	had	a	kind	of	vision	of	 a	 four-
dimensional	cube	and	sphere.	Then	Einstein	suggested	that	the	fourth	dimension	was	simply	another	name
for	time.	After	all,	if	you	agree	to	meet	someone	at	a	particular	spot	in	a	city,	you	not	only	have	to	specify
where	to	meet	them—in	the	second-floor	lounge	of	a	hotel	on	the	corner	of	Third	Avenue	and	Twenty-first
Street—but	what	time,	otherwise	the	other	three-dimensional	coordinates	are	useless.
Now	it	is	quite	plain	that,	by	‘the	fourth	dimension’,	Birkhauser	means	something	quite	different	from

either	Hinton’s	extra	dimension	of	space,	or	Einstein’s	concept	of	time.	The	veil	through	which	the	strange



faces	seem	to	be	staring	is	obviously	not	a	part	of	the	physical	universe,	but	a	kind	of	parallel	universe.
And	 that	 thought	may	well	 have	 come	 to	 Birkhauser	 from	 his	 own	 experience	 as	 a	 painter.	A	 painter
cannot	 stand	before	 a	 canvas	 and	 turn	on	his	 inspiration	 like	 a	 tap,	 and	 the	 same	 applies	 to	 poets	 and
musicians.	 If	 an	 artist	 feels	 dull	 and	 tired—entangled	 in	 the	mere	 physical	world—he	 cannot	 summon
inspiration.	The	 inner	 freedom	responsible	 for	 inspiration	 requires	a	kind	of	mental	 ‘push-up’	 from	 the
world	of	space	and	time.
The	apprehension	of	beauty	cannot	be	explained	in	mere	physical	terms,	for,	if	we	feel	dull,	we	fail	to

see	 it.	 It	 is	 doubtful	 whether	 a	 cow	 appreciates	 the	 view	 from	 its	 mountain	 pasture,	 no	 matter	 how
magnificent,	 for	 it	 is	 too	 involved	 in	 the	 physical	 world.	 So	 to	 see	 beauty	 requires	 the	 same	 kind	 of
inspiration	that	the	artist	requires	to	paint	it.	Living	itself—insofar	as	it	involves	consciousness—means
living	in	a	kind	of	parallel	universe,	from	which	we	view	actuality,	as	a	person	looking	out	of	the	window
of	a	skyscraper	sees	the	street	below	as	a	separate	reality.
Why	do	we	not	recognise	this?	Because	the	consciousness	that	forms	a	kind	of	fourth	dimension	is	as

transparent	as	the	air	that	separates	the	person	in	the	skyscraper	from	the	street	below.	The	world	is	made
of	solid	matter	and	our	bodies	are	made	of	solid	matter,	so	we	feel	that	we	are	merely	a	part	of	the	world
—although	slightly	less	substantial	and	real	than	houses	and	buses.
In	fact,	consciousness	is	made	of	a	different	kind	of	substance	from	the	world,	and	we	exist	as	living

beings	 insofar	 as	we	 push	 ourselves	 away	 from	 it.	 It	 is	 not	 quite	 true,	 as	 Bucke	 implies,	 that	mystics
breathe	a	different	air	and	walk	a	different	Earth	from	the	rest	of	us.	We	all	exist	 in	 two	worlds	at	 the
same	time.
The	 implications	of	 this	 insight	are	 revolutionary.	 If	 someone	asks	me	what	 I	 thought	of	a	 television

programme,	I	do	not	feel	that	I	am	being	asked	to	do	something	that	contradicts	the	physical	laws	of	the
universe.	Yet	if	my	parrot	had	been	standing	on	the	back	of	my	chair,	watching	the	same	programme	(as	he
occasionally	does),	he	would	have	been	unable	to	form	any	judgment.	Because,	in	spite	of	being	a	bird,	he
would	not	have	been	able	to	take	the	same	‘bird’s-eye	view’	of	the	programme	as	enables	me	to	form	a
judgment.	Forming	 judgment,	grasping	meaning,	appreciating	beauty,	all	demand	 the	same	faculty	as	 the
artist	 calls	 inspiration,	 which	 consists,	 in	 effect,	 of	 pushing	 ourselves	 away	 from	 the	 world,	 taking	 a
bird’s-eye	view	of	it.
The	consequences	are	startling.	When	my	senses	are	dull,	reality	seems	curiously	meaningless,	as	if	I

am	watching	a	play	by	Samuel	Beckett.	But	I	remain	convinced	that	I	am	awake	and	alive	and	‘grasping
reality’.	This	is	clearly	a	mistake.	When	I	am	cheerful	and	excited—for	example,	setting	out	on	holiday—
everything	looks	more	meaningful:	in	fact,	I	am	seeing	the	world	with	what	the	artist	calls	inspiration.
And,	if	I	can	escape	my	prejudiced	assumption	that	this	is	nothing	to	get	excited	about,	any	more	than	the
glow	that	comes	with	a	glass	of	wine,	I	can	suddenly	grasp	that	my	senses	are	not	passive	receptors	of
reality.	Looking	at	the	world	around	me	is	much	more	like	writing	a	symphony	or	painting	a	picture	than
taking	a	photograph.
And	if	I	could,	so	to	speak,	push	myself	further	and	further	from	the	world,	into	Birkhauser’s	‘fourth

dimension’,	 it	 would	 become	 steadily	 more	 meaningful	 until	 I	 was	 staggered	 by	 the	 revelation	 of	 its



significance	 and	 complexity.	 The	 further	 I	 can	 push	myself	 into	 the	 fourth	 dimension,	 which	 gives	me
detachment	from	everyday	reality,	the	more	I	grasp	the	sheer	strangeness	of	the	world.
All	this	Jung	knew	intuitively,	even	if	he	never	formulated	it	in	precisely	these	terms.	That	is	why	he

chose	 Jakoby’s	Fire	 Sower	 and	 Birkhauser’s	 Fourth	 Dimension	 and	 the	 Rosicrucian	 woodcut	 of	 the
pilgrim	 to	 illustrate	 the	 meaning	 of	 his	 book	 on	 flying	 saucers.	He	 knew	 enough	 of	 the	 world	 of	 the
paranormal	 to	 realise	 that	 mankind	 is	 being	 offered	 a	 revelation	 that	 could	 amount	 to	 a	 new	 kind	 of
consciousness.
This	 is	 underlined	 by	 the	 book’s	 curious	 epilogue.	 After	 he	 had	 completed	 the	 manuscript,	 Jung

received	a	copy	of	a	book	called	The	Secret	of	the	Saucers	by	a	‘contactee’	named	Orfeo	Angelucci,	a
person	 who	 describes	 himself	 as	 a	 nervous	 individual	 suffering	 from	 constitutional	 inadequacy,	 who
suddenly	became	an	evangelist	of	the	‘flying	saucer	vision’.
Angelucci	describes	how,	as	he	was	driving	home	from	the	night	shift	on	23	May	1952,	he	experienced

a	 sense	of	 the	dulling	of	 consciousness,	 a	 dreamlike	 sensation,	 after	which	he	 saw	a	 red,	 oval-shaped
object	on	the	horizon.	Suddenly,	it	shot	upward,	releasing	two	balls	of	green	fire,	from	which	he	heard	a
voice	 telling	 him	 not	 to	 be	 afraid.	 He	 stopped	 the	 car,	 and	 the	 voice	 told	 him	 that	 he	 was	 in
communication	with	friends	from	another	world.	Suddenly,	he	felt	very	thirsty,	and	the	voice	told	him	to
drink	from	a	crystal	cup	he	would	find	on	the	car	wing.	It	tasted	delicious.	Then	 the	space	between	 the
discs	began	 to	glow	until	 it	 formed	a	kind	of	 television	screen,	on	which	he	saw	a	man	and	woman	of
supernatural	beauty.	They	seemed	strangely	familiar	to	him.
Suddenly	 the	 screen	 vanished,	 and	 he	 once	 again	 heard	 the	 voice	 (which	 seems	 to	 have	 been

telepathic),	explaining	that	man	had	been	under	observation	for	centuries,	and	that	every	human	being	was
precious	to	them,	because	‘you	are	not	aware	of	the	true	mystery	of	your	being’.
The	UFOs,	 it	 explained,	came	 from	a	mother	 ship;	but	 the	 space	beings	did	not	need	 flying	saucers,

since	they	were	‘etheric’	entities;	the	UFOs	were	used	only	to	manifest	themselves	to	man.	‘Cosmic	law’
prevented	them	from	landing	and	interfering	in	human	destiny.	But	Earth	was	in	great	danger.
Angelucci	 was	 exalted	 by	 these	 revelations,	 and	 felt	 that	 Earth	 and	 its	 inhabitants	 had	 become

shadowy.	Two	months	later,	on	23	July	1952,	it	happened	again—the	same	dreamlike	sensation,	followed
by	 the	 appearance	 of	 a	 kind	 of	 huge	 hemispherical	 soap	 bubble,	with	 a	 door	 in	 it.	 Inside,	 he	 sat	 in	 a
comfortable	chair.
There	was	a	humming	sensation,	and	music	came	from	the	walls.	He	saw	a	coinlike	object	on	the	floor,

and,	when	he	picked	it	up,	it	seemed	grow	smaller.	(It	is	trivial,	apparently	meaningless	details	like	these
that	lend	the	story	verisimilitude.)	Then	he	was	looking	at	Earth	from	outer	space.	The	voice	told	him	that
Earth,	 in	 spite	 of	 its	 beauty,	was	 a	 purgatorial	world,	 full	 of	 cruelty	 and	 selfishness.	He	was	 told	 that
human	beings	are	simply	mortal	shadows	of	divinely	created	beings,	and	that	they	are	trying	to	work	out
their	salvation	on	Earth.	Because	Orfeo	was	not	in	the	best	of	health,	he	had	spiritual	gifts	which	enabled
the	heavenly	people	to	enter	into	communication.
As	 they	were	 returning	 to	Earth,	 there	were	more	 revelations,	 then	Angelucci	 seemed	 to	 see	 all	 his

previous	incarnations,	and	understood	the	mysteries	of	life.	He	thought	he	was	about	to	die.



When	he	was	back	on	Earth,	the	UFO	vanished.	Going	to	bed	that	night,	he	noticed	a	burning	sensation
on	the	left	side	of	his	chest,	and	found	a	circular	red	mark	with	a	dot	in	the	middle,	which	he	interpreted
as	a	hydrogen	atom.
Angelucci	 became	 an	 evangelist,	 preaching	 the	 gospel	 of	 the	 UFOs,	 and	 receiving	 a	 great	 deal	 of

mockery	for	his	pains.	On	one	occasion,	after	seeing	a	UFO,	he	again	met	his	ethereal	companion,	who
told	 him	 his	 name	was	Neptune,	 and	 treated	 him	 to	 further	 insights	 about	 Earth’s	 problems	 and	 future
redemption.
In	September	1953,	he	fell	into	a	trance	which	lasted	a	week;	during	this	time,	he	was	transported	to

another	planet,	with	noble,	etheric	beings	who	fed	on	nectar	and	ambrosia.	He	was	told	that	his	real	name
was	Neptune;	his	male	teacher	was	actually	Orion,	while	his	female	teacher	was	called	Lyra.	When	Lyra
treated	him	with	tenderness,	he	responded	with	human	erotic	feelings,	which	shocked	his	celestial	friends.
It	was	only	when	he	had	learnt	to	purge	himself	of	these	feelings	that	he	was	able	to	celebrate	a	kind	of
mystic	union	with	Lyra.
It	 is	 clear	 that	 Jung	 accepts	 that	Angelucci	 is	 telling	 the	 truth;	 but	 he	 feels	 that	 his	 story	 amounts	 to

‘spontaneous	 fantasy	 images,	 dreams,	 and	 the	 products	 of	 active	 imagination’—Jung’s	 term	 for	 fantasy
that	 takes	on	a	dreamlike	reality.	And	Jung	goes	on	 to	consider	 two	fantasy	novels—Fred	Hoyle’s	The
Black	Cloud	and	John	Wyndham’s	The	Midwich	Cuckoos—as	symbolic	accounts	of	the	coming	of	UFOs
to	answer	modern	man’s	spiritual	needs.	In	The	Black	Cloud,	the	cloud	from	space	destroys	most	life	on
Earth,	but	proves	to	be	alive	and	intelligent.	Its	purpose	is	to	regenerate	itself	by	recharging	its	energies
near	the	sun.	Jung	sees	the	black	cloud	as	a	symbol	of	the	collective	unconscious,	man’s	dark	side.	In	The
Midwich	Cuckoos,	a	whole	village	falls	into	hypnotic	sleep,	and	when	the	villagers	awake,	they	discover
that	all	the	young	women	are	pregnant.	The	children	prove	to	be	of	greater	than	human	intelligence—the
implication	 being	 that	 they	were	 fathered	 by	 angels—and,	when	 one	 of	 them	 learns	 something,	 all	 the
others	know	it	telepathically.	(The	same	thing	has	happened	in	Siberia,	Africa	and	an	Eskimo	settlement.)
But	human	beings	realise	that	these	brilliant	children	will	grow	up	to	become	masters	of	the	Earth,	and
they	destroy	them.	Wyndham’s	conclusion	seems	to	be	as	pessimistic	as	that	of	H.	G.	Wells	in	The	Food
of	the	Gods,	where	human	beings	try	to	destroy	a	race	of	giants—‘we	must	needs	hate	the	highest	when
we	see	it’.
Jung’s	reflections	on	‘the	flying	saucer	vision’	have	clearly	led	him	to	some	exciting	conclusions—the

major	one	being	that	UFOs	presage	a	profound	change	in	human	consciousness,	and	an	important	step	in
man’s	evolution.	He	says	of	the	strange	events	at	Midwich,	‘It	is	divine	intervention	that	gives	evolution	a
definite	 push	 forward’.	 And	 we	 can	 suddenly	 see	 why,	 although	 he	 regards	 UFOs	 as	 a	 kind	 of
hallucination,	 he	 also	 regards	 them	as	 far	more	 than	 that.	They	 are,	 he	 seems	 to	 feel,	 an	 expression	of
man’s	‘religious	function’,	a	kind	of	revolt	of	the	soul,	demanding	a	life	with	more	meaning;	therefore	they
should	be	welcomed	as	a	precursor	of	the	millennium.
Yet	 it	 is	 difficult	 to	 accept	 this	 conclusion	 without	 certain	 reservations.	 The	 story	 of	 Geller	 and

Puharich,	cited	in	chapter	1,	is	a	case	in	point;	they	received	assurances	from	‘the	Nine’	that	they	were
destined	to	change	the	world—but	the	sequel	was	anticlimactic.	Similarly,	Jack	Schwarz	was	promised,



‘You	are	God’s	vehicle	to	bring	the	truth	that	is	meant	to	be’—but	the	promise	was	not	fulfilled.
In	 the	 section	 on	 Puharich,	we	 also	 encountered	Dr.	 Charles	 Laughead,	who	 passed	 on	 to	 Puharich

various	messages	from	the	Nine.	Laughead	had	been	receiving	these	messages	via	a	trance	medium,	and
the	 ‘entities’	made	 a	 number	 of	 predictions,	which	 all	 came	 true.	 Then	 the	 entities	 announced	 that	 the
world	was	going	to	end	on	21	December	1954—North	America	would	split	in	two,	the	east	coast	would
sink	into	the	sea,	and	half	of	Europe	would	be	destroyed.	Only	the	chosen	few—including	Dr.	Laughead—
would	be	rescued	by	spaceships.
Laughead	announced	the	news	to	the	press,	and,	since	he	was	a	respectable	academic	at	Michigan	State

University	 at	 Lansing,	 he	was	 given	wide	 coverage.	With	 a	 band	 of	 believers,	 Laughead	 awaited	 the
catastrophe—which,	of	course,	failed	to	arrive.	Laughead	lost	his	job.
The	case	of	‘Dino	Kraspedon’	is	even	stranger.	I	first	heard	the	name	when	I	came	upon	his	book	My

Contact	With	Flying	Saucers	around	1960,	and	bought	it	to	read	on	the	train.	It	was	translated	from	the
Portuguese,	and	is	told	in	a	simple,	unpretentious	style	which	impressed	me	with	its	air	of	truth.
He	tells	how,	 in	1952,	he	and	a	friend	were	driving	in	mountains	near	São	Paulo,	Brazil,	when	they

saw	five	flying	saucers.	They	went	back	later	and	spent	three	days	hoping	to	see	more	UFOs.	But	on	the
third	 day,	 ‘after	 a	 series	 of	 episodes	which	we	will	 not	 go	 into	 here	 for	 fear	 of	 digression’,	 a	 saucer
landed,	and	they	were	allowed	to	go	on	board.
The	phrase	about	avoiding	digression	struck	me	as	having	the	ring	of	truth;	a	liar	would	insist	on	going

into	minute	‘factual’	detail.
They	went	on	board,	were	shown	the	craft	and	told	how	it	worked,	after	which	the	captain	promised	to

pay	Kraspedon	a	visit	some	time.
A	 few	 months	 later,	 Kraspedon’s	 wife	 told	 him	 that	 a	 parson	 wanted	 to	 see	 him.	 Kraspedon	 was

puzzled;	 being	 an	 atheist,	 he	 did	 not	 know	 any	 parsons.	When	 he	went	 downstairs,	 he	 recognised	 the
captain	of	the	spaceship,	looking	very	well	dressed	and	wearing	a	dog	collar.	He	told	Kraspedon	that	the
deception	was	due	to	his	desire	not	to	cause	Kraspedon’s	wife	anxiety.	The	parson	stayed	to	lunch,	and
proved	to	be	a	man	of	considerable	learning;	he	was	able	to	quote	the	Bible	in	Hebrew	and	Latin,	and
also	spoke	English	and	Greek.
He	explained	that	he	was	from	a	satellite	of	Jupiter,	then	proceeded	to	lecture	Kraspedon	on	the	nature

of	God	and	the	universe.
At	 this	point,	expecting	fantastic	adventures—like	George	Adamski’s	 trip	 to	Venus—I	was	surprised

when	 the	book	 turned	 into	a	 rather	 intellectually	 taxing	dialogue.	Electrons	were	defined	 as	 ‘deformed
magnetic	space,	propagated	in	wave	form’,	and	God	as	‘an	oscillating	charge	superimposed	on	an	infinite
point,	 constantly	 causing	 a	 deformation	 in	 space’.	Matter,	 he	 explains,	 is	 always	 being	 created	 from
nothing,	which	is	why	the	universe	is	expanding.
Kraspedon	explains,	in	a	chapter	devoted	to	physics,	that	flying	saucers	make	use	of	a	limitless	energy

available	 in	 the	 earth’s	 atmosphere.	 ‘The	 atmospheric	 ionisation	 on	 one	 side	 gives	 rise	 to	 a	 fantastic
pressure	on	the	other.	It	is	the	detonator	that	unleashes	a	cyclone	behind	a	saucer’.
And	so	it	goes	on.	If	Kraspedon	is	a	crank,	then	he	is	certainly	not	a	confidence	man.	The	book	is	so



dense	with	scientific	discussion	that	few	readers	can	have	summoned	the	endurance	to	read	right	through
it.	Yet	the	chapter	dealing	with	social	ideas	displays	a	reassuring	common	sense.	He	points	out	that	even
scientific	progress	has	its	dangers,	and	that	if	automation	is	developed	(this	was	1953)	there	would	be	a
great	 loss	 of	 employment—a	 remarkable	 prediction	 of	 what	 has	 happened	 with	 the	 development	 of
computers.
The	space	captain	also	suggests	that	most	education	could	be	conducted	with	the	aid	of	sleep	learning,

and	that	criminality	could	be	eliminated	by	the	use	of	hypnosis.	He	predicts	that	man	will	learn	to	live	far
longer	when	he	recognises	that	it	is	the	force	of	the	spirit	that	sustains	the	body.	He	shows	considerable
insight	into	the	problem	of	atmospheric	pollution,	and	how	the	atmosphere	will	cease	to	filter	the	rays	of
the	sun.	He	predicts	the	gradual	rise	in	earth’s	temperature,	and	the	melting	of	the	poles.	The	apocalyptic
scenario	that	follows	is	hair-raising.
Finally,	Kraspedon	describes	how	he	took	leave	of	the	spaceman	at	the	Roosevelt	station	in	São	Paulo,

and	how	the	captain	promised	to	return	in	1956,	or—if	anything	should	prevent	this—in	1959.
And	 that	 was	 all	 I	 learnt	 about	 Dino	 Kraspedon	 for	 many	 years—in	 fact,	 until	 I	 read	 John	 Keel’s

Operation	Trojan	Horse	in	the	1980s.	It	was	from	Keel’s	book	that	I	learnt	that	Kraspedon’s	real	name
was	Aladino	Felix,	and	that,	in	1965,	six	years	after	publication	of	his	book,	Kraspedon	began	to	make
prophecies	of	disaster—for	example,	of	floods	that	would	take	place	later	in	the	year.	He	proved	correct,
and	 floods	 and	 landslides	 around	Rio	 de	 Janeiro	 killed	 six	 hundred	 people.	 In	 1967,	 he	 appeared	 on
television	and	foretold	the	assassination	of	Martin	Luther	King	and	Robert	Kennedy,	which	duly	occurred.
When	Aladino	began	to	predict	an	outbreak	of	terrorist	attacks	and	murders	in	Brazil	in	1968,	no	one

was	surprised	when	he	proved	to	be	correct.	Public	buildings	were	dynamited	and	there	was	a	wave	of
bank	robberies.	Finally,	the	police	arrested	eighteen	members	of	the	gang	responsible,	and	learnt	that	they
had	planned	to	assassinate	government	officials	and	take	over	 the	entire	country.	And	 the	name	of	 their
leader	was	.	.	.	Aladino	Felix,	alias	Dino	Kraspedon.	Arrested	on	22	August	1968,	he	explained,	‘I	was
sent	here	as	an	ambassador	to	the	Earth	from	Venus.	My	friends	from	space	will	come	here	and	free	me,
and	avenge	my	arrest.	You	can	look	to	tragic	consequences	for	humanity	when	the	flying	saucers	invade
this	planet’.
But	of	course,	Felix’s	space	friends	did	not	arrive	to	save	him	from	prison,	although	no	doubt	they	had

assured	him	that	they	would.
John	Keel	himself	almost	became	a	victim	of	 these	strange	hoaxers.	 In	1966,	 after	he	had	begun	his

full-scale	 investigations	 of	 the	 UFO	 phenomenon,	 as	 described	 in	 the	 last	 chapter,	 the	 phenomenon
‘zeroed	in’	on	him.

Luminous	aerial	objects	seemed	to	follow	me	around	like	faithful	dogs.	The	objects	seemed	to
know	where	I	was	going	and	where	I	had	been.	I	would	check	into	a	motel	chosen	at	random	only
to	find	that	someone	had	made	a	reservation	in	my	name	and	had	even	left	a	string	of	nonsensical
telephone	messages	for	me.	I	was	plagued	by	impossible	coincidences,	and	some	of	my	closest
friends	in	New	York	.	.	.	began	to	report	strange	experiences	of	their	own—poltergeists	erupted
in	their	apartments,	ugly	smells	of	hydrogen	sulphide	haunted	them.	One	girl	of	my	acquaintance
suffered	an	inexplicable	two-hour	mental	blackout	while	sitting	under	a	hair	dryer	alone	in	her



own	apartment.	More	than	once	I	woke	up	in	the	middle	of	the	night	to	find	myself	unable	to
move,	with	a	huge	dark	apparition	standing	over	me.

(Our	Haunted	Planet)
Travelling	all	over	America	 to	check	UFO	stories,	he	came	upon	dozens	of	people	he	called	 ‘silent

contactees’,	who	regularly	experienced	UFO	contact,	and	kept	it	to	themselves.	And	the	contactees	acted
as	intermediaries.	When	a	contactee	was	being	visited	by	one	of	these	entities,	he	or	she	would	ring	John
Keel,	and	he	would	sometimes	converse	with	it	for	hours.
His	later	conclusion	was	that	the	phenomenon	was	slowly	leading	him	from	scepticism	to	belief—then

to	disbelief.	‘When	my	thinking	went	awry	and	my	concepts	were	wrong,	the	phenomenon	actually	led	me
back	onto	the	right	path.	It	was	all	an	educational	process,	and	my	teachers	were	very,	very	patient’.	 In
other	words,	it	was,	as	Jacques	Vallee	has	said,	a	‘control	phenomenon’	whose	purpose	was	to	alter	his
thinking	habits.	He	notes:	 ‘Other	 people	who	have	become	 involved	 in	 this	 situation	have	not	 been	 so
lucky.	They	settled	upon	and	accepted	a	single	frame	of	reference,	and	were	quickly	engulfed	in	disaster’.
He	has	in	mind	people	like	Charles	Laughead	and	Dino	Kraspedon.
Keel	 had	 reason	 to	 be	 suspicious.	 The	 entities	 played	 absurd	 practical	 jokes.	 They	 would	 ring	 up

Keel’s	friends,	using	Keel’s	voice,	and	impart	disinformation.	He	once	sent	an	article	to	an	editor,	who
told	him	next	time	he	saw	him	that	he	could	not	use	it;	Keel	read	it	and	was	appalled:	his	article	had	been
switched	 for	 a	 ‘real	 piece	 of	 garbage’,	 sent	 in	 one	 of	 Keel’s	 envelopes.	 His	 phone	 bills	 became
enormous,	and	he	found	out	the	reason	one	day	when	a	friend	accidentally	misdialled	his	phone	number,
using	 the	 wrong	 last	 digit,	 and	 still	 got	 through	 to	 Keel.	 Keel	 discovered	 he	 was	 paying	 for	 two
telephones.	And	the	other	was	usually	answered	by	someone	who	offered	to	take	messages	for	John	Keel.
When	Keel	rang	the	number,	and	asked	if	there	were	any	message,	there	was	a	gasp,	and	the	receiver	was
slammed	down.
In	May	1967,	the	entities	promised	many	of	the	silent	contactees	that	a	big	power	failure	would	occur.

On	4	June	1967,	there	was	a	massive	power	failure	in	four	states	on	the	East	Coast.	The	contactees	were
then	told—and	in	turn	told	Keel—that	there	would	soon	be	an	even	bigger	power	failure	across	the	whole
country,	and	that	the	New	York	seaboard	would	slide	into	the	sea	on	2	July.
The	 day	 came	 and	 passed	 without	 incident.	 But	 now	 the	 entities	 repeated	 the	 strategy.	 Two	 plane

crashes	were	predicted,	both	of	which	occurred.	The	rumour	was	spreading	in	hippie	circles,	and	trance
mediums	and	automatic	writers	repeated	them.	It	was	predicted	 that	 the	Pope	would	be	assassinated	 in
Turkey,	and	that	a	three-day	nationwide	blackout	would	occur	after	that.
When	Keel	learnt	that	the	Pope	was	scheduled	to	visit	Turkey	in	July,	he	began	to	feel	nervous.	In	 the

various	‘flap	areas’—where	contactees	had	spread	 the	word—hardware	shops	had	sold	out	of	candles
and	torches.
Finally,	Keel	decided	to	move	to	one	of	these	flap	areas	to	await	the	blackout.	Leaving	Manhattan	for

Long	Island,	he	bought	three	quarts	of	distilled	water,	reasoning	that	a	three-day	power	failure	would	be
accompanied	by	a	water	shortage.	On	Long	Island	he	called	on	a	contactee,	and	was	told	that	he	had	just
received	a	visit	from	a	UFO	entity,	and	that	the	entity	had	left	him	a	message:	‘Tell	John	Keel	we’ll	meet
him	and	help	him	drink	all	that	water’.	No	one	but	Keel	knew	he	had	the	water.



The	Pope	was	not	assassinated,	and	the	power	failure	did	not	occur.	That	weekend,	Keel	saw	several
UFOs.
The	accurate	predictions	continued	to	occur.	One	‘UFO	entity’	called	Mr.	Apol,	who	talked	to	him	on

the	 phone	 predicted	 a	major	 disaster	 on	 the	 Ohio	 River,	 and	 that,	 when	 President	 Johnson	 pulled	 the
switch	on	the	White	House	lawn	to	turn	on	the	Christmas	lights,	there	would	be	a	major	blackout.	On	11
December	1967,	a	mysterious	phone	caller	 informed	Keel	 that	 there	would	be	an	aeroplane	disaster	 in
Tucson,	Arizona.	The	following	day	an	air	force	jet	crashed	on	a	shopping	centre	in	Tucson.
The	Ohio	River	was	of	particular	 interest	 to	Keel,	because—as	already	noted—he	had	spent	a	great

deal	of	time	during	the	past	year	at	a	place	called	Point	Pleasant,	in	West	Virginia,	following	up	a	UFO
investigation	which	involved	a	strange	winged	figure	who	became	known	as	Mothman,	and	every	day	he
crossed	the	bridge	from	his	motel	on	the	Ohio	side	of	the	bridge	into	Point	Pleasant.	For	a	whole	year,
Point	Pleasant	had	been	virtually	the	UFO	capital	of	America.
On	15	December	Keel	was	sitting	in	his	apartment	with	a	friend,	watching	the	television,	which	was

showing	 the	 ceremony	on	 the	White	House	 lawn.	He	was	 surrounded	 by	 candles	 and	 torches.	Another
visitor,	a	TV	producer	who	was	making	a	programme	on	UFOs,	had	decided	to	return	to	his	own	home	to
watch	the	programme	and	await	the	blackout.	President	Johnson	threw	the	switch,	and	the	tree	lit	up.	And
the	lights	stayed	on.
A	moment	 later,	 the	 programme	was	 interrupted	 by	 a	 news	 flash.	A	 bridge	 connecting	Gallipolis	 in

Ohio	and	West	Virginia	had	just	collapsed.	Keel	knew	that	there	was	only	one	bridge	on	that	section	of	the
river—the	one	he	crossed	regularly	to	Point	Pleasant.
It	was	as	if	the	UFO	entities	had	wanted	him	to	be	watching	television	at	that	precise	moment,	and	had

told	 him	 the	 absurd	 story	 about	 the	 national	 blackout.	 If	 they	 had	 predicted	 the	 collapse	 of	 the	 Silver
Bridge,	he	might	have	done	something	about	it,	for	everyone	knew	that	the	traffic	it	was	now	carrying	was
far	too	great	for	its	size	(it	had	been	built	in	1928,	when	traffic	was	lighter),	and	a	campaign	in	a	Point
Pleasant	newspaper	might	have	averted	the	tragedy.
A	 few	 hours	 later,	 the	Australian	 prime	minister,	Harold	Holt,	went	 for	 a	 swim	 from	 a	 beach	 near

Melbourne,	and	disappeared.	The	UFO	entities	had	also	predicted	his	disappearance.
Keel	comments,	‘I	was	lucky.	I	didn’t	cry	their	warning	from	the	housetops.	 I	didn’t	surround	myself

with	 a	wild-eyed	 cult	 impressed	with	 the	 accuracy	 of	 the	 previous	 predictions’.	 If	 he	 had—using	 his
syndicated	newspaper	column—he	would	probably	have	found	himself	in	the	same	unfortunate	position	as
Charles	Laughead.
Was	that	their	aim—to	discredit	him,	perhaps	to	silence	him?	It	certainly	begins	to	look	as	if	the	UFO

‘entities’	are,	as	Jacques	Vallee	phrased	it,	‘messengers	of	deception’.	But	why	should	they	want	to	cause
chaos	and	confusion?
The	 first	 step	 towards	 an	 answer	 probably	 lies	 in	 recognising	 that	 the	 term	 ‘UFO	 entities’	 gives	 a

spurious	impression	of	unity,	which	quickly	vanishes	when	we	begin	looking	at	the	bewildering	variety	of
cases.	If,	 indeed,	a	UFO	crashed	near	Roswell	 in	July	1947	(as	seems	highly	 likely),	 then	 it	must	have
been	a	‘nuts-and-bolts’	spacecraft,	even	if	its	technology	was	centuries	ahead	of	anything	on	Earth.	But	the



alien	bodies	reported	by	so	many,	and	seen	in	an	autopsy	film	(which	may	or	may	not	be	spurious),	do	not
look	 in	 the	 least	 like	 the	 ‘greys’	of	so	many	abduction	accounts.	And	 the	greys	 reported	 so	 fully	 in	 the
books	 of	Budd	Hopkins,	David	 Jacobs,	 and	 John	Mack	 do	 not	 seem	 to	 bear	 any	 resemblance	 to	 John
Keel’s	manic	practical	jokers,	who	often	sound	as	if	they	stepped	straight	out	of	Batman.
As	 Keel	 points	 out,	 Mr.	 Apol	 and	 his	 cohorts	 behaved	 far	 more	 like	 poltergeists.	 He	 remarks,

‘Bedroom	visitants	and	poltergeist	activity	are	a	common	factor	in	the	contactee	syndrome’.	This	in	itself
suggests	that	many	people	who	believe	they	are	in	contact	with	UFO	visitants	may	really	be	dealing	with
the	 ‘paranormal’	 entities	 that	 the	Society	 for	Psychical	Research	 investigated	 so	 extensively	 in	 the	 last
part	of	the	nineteenth	century.
Poltergeists,	and	other	‘spirits’	that	manifest	through	Ouija	boards,	automatic	writing	and	so	on,	seem

to	be	unreliable	more	often	than	not.	Many	paranormal	researchers	prefer	to	regard	them	as	manifestations
of	 the	 unconscious	mind,	 as	 I	was	 once	 inclined	 to	myself;	 I	 had	 to	 abandon	 this	 pleasantly	 simplistic
theory	because	it	fails	to	fit	most	of	the	recorded	cases—as,	for	example,	the	following.
On	15	September	1899,	a	boy	working	on	the	farm	of	George	Dagg,	near	Quebec,	was	taken	off	to	see

the	magistrate	after	two	missing	dollars	were	found	in	his	bed;	Mrs.	Dagg	assumed	that	the	boy	was	also
responsible	for	streaks	of	ordure	on	the	floor.	But,	while	 they	were	on	 the	way	 to	 the	magistrate,	more
streaks	of	ordure	appeared,	exonerating	the	boy.
After	that,	typical	poltergeist	phenomena	began—overturned	milk	pails,	smashed	windows,	small	fires,

water	 poured	 on	 the	 floor.	The	 poltergeist	 particularly	 seemed	 to	 enjoy	 tormenting	 an	 eleven-year-old
orphan	called	Dinah	Maclean;	one	day	it	half	severed	a	braid	of	her	hair,	so	it	had	to	be	cut	off.	Unlike	the
others,	she	was	also	able	to	hear	its	voice.
An	 artist	 called	Woodcock	 came	 to	 the	 farm,	 and	Dinah	 told	 him	 that	 she	 had	 seen	 the	 spirit	 in	 the

woodshed.	They	went	there,	and	when	she	asked,	‘Are	you	there,	mister?’	a	gruff	voice,	which	seemed	to
come	from	the	air,	replied	with	a	stream	of	profanities.	Woodcock	asked,	‘Who	are	you?’,	and	the	voice
replied,	‘I	am	the	Devil.	I’ll	have	you	in	my	clutches.	Get	out	or	I’ll	break	your	neck’.
Unintimidated,	Woodcock	 fetched	George	Dagg,	and	a	 long	conversation	ensued.	When	Dagg	 asked,

‘Why	are	you	bothering	my	family?’,	it	replied,	‘Just	for	fun’.	Asked	why	it	had	thrown	a	stone	at	Mary,
the	voice	replied	that	the	stone	was	intended	for	Dinah,	but	had	missed.	At	Dagg’s	request,	the	entity	also
wrote	a	message	with	a	pencil	on	a	piece	of	paper,	but	lost	its	temper	again	when	Dagg	said,	‘I	asked	you
to	write	something	decent’.
Requested	to	go	away	and	leave	them	alone,	 the	voice	finally	agreed	that	 it	would	take	its	 leave	the

following	day,	a	Sunday.	A	large	crowd	gathered,	and	the	voice	held	audience	in	the	farmhouse.	It	seemed
to	 have	 a	 remarkable	 knowledge	 of	 the	 personal	 business	 of	 the	 people	who	 came	 in.	When	 someone
remarked	that	its	language	had	improved,	the	voice	replied	that	it	was	not	the	same	spirit,	but	an	angel—
this	was	obviously	untrue,	since	it	was	the	same	voice.	But	when,	under	questioning,	it	began	to	contradict
itself,	the	old	foul	language	reappeared.
This	 entertainment	 went	 on	 for	 hours.	 During	 this	 time,	 Woodcock	 drew	 up	 a	 statement	 of	 the

poltergeist’s	activities	which	seventeen	witnesses	signed—broken	windows,	fires,	a	mouth	organ	being



played	by	invisible	lips,	stones	thrown,	a	large	dining	table	overturned,	and	various	other	phenomena.	 It
seemed	that	the	children	could	see	the	entity,	which	gave	its	name,	and	mentioned	that	it	had	died	twenty
years	earlier.	(It	asked	for	its	name	to	be	suppressed	in	the	report.)	The	three	children	could	see	it	as	a
tall	man	with	a	cow’s	head,	horns	and	a	cloven	hoof,	as	a	big	black	dog,	and	as	an	angel	in	white	robes
with	 a	 starry	 crown.	 (Note	 the	 black	 dog—a	 shape	 that	 has	 always	 been	 associated	 with	 spirits	 in
folklore.)
Woodcock	left	in	the	evening,	but	the	crowd	found	the	spirit	so	interesting	that	they	begged	it	to	remain.

By	now	it	had	ceased	to	speak	in	a	rough	voice	and	was	singing	hymns	in	high,	flutelike	tones.	Finally	it
left,	but	said	it	would	show	itself	to	the	children	before	it	departed	the	next	day.
The	next	day,	the	children	rushed	in	in	great	excitement	to	say	that	a	beautiful	man	in	white	robes	had

picked	up	Mary	and	Johnny	in	his	arms.	He	had	remarked	that	‘that	fellow	Woodcock’	refused	to	believe
he	was	an	angel,	but	he	would	show	that	he	was.	Whereupon	he	floated	up	into	the	sky	in	a	kind	of	fire
that	seemed	to	blaze	up	from	his	feet;	little	Mary	said	‘he	was	all	red’.
The	children	all	told	the	same	story,	and	repeated	it	without	variations	many	times.
If	the	same	spirit	had	appeared	a	century	later,	it	would	undoubtedly	have	claimed	to	be	the	inhabitant

of	a	UFO,	and	the	children	would	probably	have	seen	it	climb	aboard	one	as	it	departed	into	the	blue.	As
it	is,	its	departure	recalls	Elijah	and	his	chariot	of	fire.
Dinah	was	 clearly	 the	 ‘focus’	 of	 the	 poltergeist	 activity.	 Poltergeists	manifest	 themselves	 by	 taking

energy	from	people,	often	children	on	the	verge	of	puberty	(as	Dinah	was)—probably	because	the	sexual
changes	that	take	place	during	adolescence	provide	the	necessary	energy.
Poltergeists,	like	ghosts,	seem	to	be	what	mediums	call	‘earth-bound	spirits’—often	people	who	do	not

know	they	are	dead.
Now	compare	 John	Keel’s	 comments	 about	 one	of	 the	UFO	entities	with	whom	he	held	 long	phone

conversations	in	1967:
Mr.	Apol	had	assumed	a	definite	personality	.	.	.	I	studied	his	psychology,	his	quick	temper,	his
mischievous	sense	of	humour.	I	argued	with	him	on	the	phone,	sometimes	for	two	or	three	hours	at
a	stretch.	And	I	felt	sorry	for	him.	It	became	apparent	that	he	did	not	really	know	who	or	what	he
was.	He	was	a	prisoner	of	our	time	frame.	He	often	confused	the	past	with	the	future.	I	gathered
that	he	and	all	his	fellow	entities	found	themselves	transported	backward	and	forward	in	time
involuntarily,	playing	out	their	little	games	because	they	were	programmed	to	do	so,	living—or
existing—only	so	long	as	they	could	feed	off	the	energy	and	minds	of	mediums	or	contactees.	I
could	ask	him	any	kind	of	obscure	question,	and	receive	an	instant	and	accurate	answer,	perhaps
because	my	own	mind	as	being	tapped,	just	like	my	telephone.	Where	was	my	mother’s	father
born?	Cameron	Mills,	New	York,	of	course.	Where	had	I	misplaced	my	stopwatch?	Look	in	the
shoebox	in	the	upper	right-hand	corner	of	the	bedroom	.	.	.

(Our	Haunted	Planet)
Apol	 certainly	 behaves	 more	 like	 the	 Dagg	 poltergeist	 than	 the	 little	 green	 or	 silver-suited	 men

reported	by	so	many	contactees.
UFOs	 seem	 to	 share	 another	 odd	 ability	 with	 poltergeists:	 to	 be	 visible	 to	 one	 person,	 but	 not	 to

another.	Andrija	Puharich	records	a	number	of	occasions	when	he	and	Uri	Geller	were	able	to	see	UFOs



that	were	invisible	to	others	who	were	with	them.	Dinah	Maclean	and	the	other	two	Dagg	children	were
able	 to	 see	 (and	 hear)	 the	 poltergeist	when	 no	 one	 else	 could.	Moreover,	 the	 poltergeist	 was	 able	 to
appear	to	them	in	different	forms:	as	a	thin	man	with	a	cow’s	head,	as	an	angel,	as	a	black	dog.
By	comparison,	ordinary	ghosts	seem	relatively	conservative.	But	they	also	seem	to	have	the	same	odd

ability	to	be	seen	by	one	person	and	not	another.	One	typical	case	will	suffice.
In	1920,	Cleve	Court,	near	Minster,	in	Kent,	was	bought	by	the	lawyer	and	founder	of	Northern	Ireland

loyalism,	Sir	Edward	(later	Lord)	Carson.	 It	had	a	pleasant	 atmosphere,	but	Carson	and	his	wife	 soon
realised	it	was	haunted.	There	would	be	a	knock	on	 the	door,	and	nobody	 there,	and	footsteps	sounded
along	empty	corridors	in	the	old	Elizabethan	part	of	the	house.	Their	six-year-old	son	told	them	he	did	not
like	the	lady	who	walked	along	the	passage	outside	his	bedroom.	A	four-year-old	girl	named	Patricia	told
them	about	the	lady	who	often	came	into	her	bedroom,	then	pointed	at	the	corner	of	the	room.	‘There	she
is’.	She	became	quite	annoyed	because	Lady	Carson	could	not	see	her.	One	child	who	was	invited	to	the
house	a	second	time	asked	if	the	‘poor	lady’	would	be	there;	when	asked	what	she	meant,	she	said,	‘The
lady	who	walks	in	and	out,	and	no	one	speaks	to	her’.
In	December	1949,	Lady	Carson	finally	saw	the	ghost	for	herself.	She	had	got	up	in	the	middle	of	the

night	because	her	spaniel	wanted	to	go	outside.	In	the	hall,	the	dog	began	to	whimper	and	ran	away,	and
Lady	Carson	saw	a	woman	in	a	grey	dress	coming	downstairs.	She	looked	so	solid	that	Lady	Carson	was
about	to	ask	her	what	she	was	doing,	then	she	noticed	that	the	figure	was	making	no	sound,	and	realised	it
was	a	ghost.	The	woman	walked	through	an	open	door	to	an	older	part	of	the	house.
The	researcher	Andrew	Mackenzie,	who	recounts	the	story	in	The	Unexplained	(1966),	concluded	that

the	ghost	was	the	unhappily	married	daughter	of	a	previous	owner	of	the	house—probably	around	1700—
who	had	never	had	the	children	she	hoped	for,	which	may	explain	why	she	appeared	so	often	to	children.
At	first	sight,	the	dissimilarities	between	the	Cleve	Court	ghost	and	John	Keel’s	practical	jokers	may

seem	to	outweigh	the	similarities.	But	that	may	be	simply	that	we	have	all	heard	so	many	ghost	stories	that
they	have	a	deceptive	 ring	of	 familiarity,	arousing	memories	of	Scrooge	and	Hamlet’s	murdered	father.
But	 if	 we	 try	 to	 forget	 these	 preconceptions,	 we	 can	 see	 that	 the	 Cleve	 Court	 case	 raises	 some
fundamental	questions.	If	we	start	with	 the	assumption	that	 the	story	is	 true—and	Andrew	Mackenzie	 is
regarded	as	one	of	 the	most	 reliable	of	modern	 investigators—then	we	are	 faced	with	 the	notion	 that	a
woman	who	was	alive	in	1700	may	still	be	wandering	around	Cleve	Court,	and	almost	certainly	unaware
that	she	is	dead.	So	we	reach	our	first	conclusion:	that,	when	we	die,	we	undoubtedly	do	not	simply	cease
to	exist.
But	 why	 could	 the	 child	 Patricia	 see	 the	 grey	 lady	 when	 she	 was	 invisible	 to	 Lady	 Carson?	 The

obvious	assumption	is	that	Patricia	was	somehow	‘tuned	in’	to	her.	And	this	raises	more	questions.	When
a	 living	person	walks	 into	a	 room,	 I	do	not	need	 to	be	 ‘tuned	 in’	 to	see	 them.	So	we	 tend	 to	make	 the
assumption	that	there	is	an	objective	world	‘out	there’,	like	some	gigantic	television	screen	that	we	can
all	see.	 It	 differs	 from	dreams	 in	 that	 they	 take	 place	 inside	 our	 heads.	But,	when	 one	 person	 can	 see
something	 that	 is	 invisible	 to	 another,	 it	 raises	 the	 strong	 possibility	 that	 the	 outside	 world	 is	 not	 a
massive	television	screen	that	we	all	share.	Perhaps	we	all	have	our	 individual	 television	screens,	and



some	 can	 tune	 in	 to	 things	 that	 others	 fail	 to	 pick	 up.	 It	 begins	 to	 look	 as	 if	 one	 of	 our	 most	 basic
assumptions—that	I	am	‘in	here’,	inside	my	head,	while	the	world	is	‘out	there’,	common	to	all	of	us—
may	 be	 false,	 or	 at	 least	 simplistic.	Our	 minds	 may	 play	 a	 far	 greater	 part	 than	 we	 think	 in	 creating
‘reality’.	The	grey	lady’s	mind	is	obviously	creating	her	own	reality,	in	defiance	of	the	present	owners	of
Cleve	Court.
This	seems	to	be	demonstrated	by	another	episode	in	this	strange	story.	Carson’s	family	physician	was

called	Dr.	E.	G.	Moon,	 and	he	 confided	 to	Lady	Carson	 a	 baffling	 experience	of	 his	 own.	One	 day	 in
1930,	he	had	called	on	Lord	Carson,	and	was	on	his	way	out	when	he	paused	at	the	front	door.	What	he
saw	was	a	totally	different	scene	from	the	one	he	expected.	His	car	had	vanished;	so	had	the	thick	hedge
and	 the	drive.	 Instead,	 there	was	 a	muddy	 cart	 track.	Facing	him,	 about	 to	 enter	 the	 house,	was	 a	man
wearing	 a	 coat	with	multiple	 capes,	 a	 top	hat,	 and	gaiters.	He	 stared	at	Dr.	Moon,	who	 found	 himself
wondering	what	on	Earth	was	happening.	He	retreated	back	into	the	house—probably	wondering	if	he	had
come	the	wrong	way—then	 looked	back	again	at	 the	open	door.	The	man	had	disappeared,	and	his	car
was	parked	where	he	had	left	it,	among	the	familiar	modern-day	scenery.
Dr.	 Moon	 had	 experienced	 what	 is	 known	 as	 a	 ‘time	 slip’.	 They	 are	 far	 less	 rare	 than	 might	 be

supposed—in	fact,	Andrew	Mackenzie	devoted	a	whole	book	to	them	called	Adventures	in	Time	(1997).
It	contains,	for	example,	a	detailed	account	of	the	experience	of	the	two	English	ladies	at	Versailles,	who
in	 1901	 were	 apparently	 transported	 back	 to	 the	 Versailles	 of	 Marie	 Antoinette,	 and	 ten	 years	 later
described	it	in	their	book	An	Adventure.	Then	there	is	the	account	of	the	three	Royal	Naval	cadets	who
walked	 into	 a	 Suffolk	 village	 one	 Sunday	morning	 in	 1957,	 and	 found	 themselves	 back	 in	 a	 deserted
medieval	village,	probably	at	the	time	of	the	Black	Death.	Mackenzie	also	tells	the	story	of	the	Scottish
spinster	who	was	returning	to	her	home	in	the	early	hours	of	the	morning	when	she	saw	flickering	torches
in	the	surrounding	fields,	and	men	in	strange	clothes	examining	corpses.	A	lengthy	historical	investigation
revealed	 that	 what	 she	 had	 seen	 was	 probably	 a	 re-enactment	 of	 the	 aftermath	 of	 the	 battle	 of
Nechtansmere,	fought	in	AD	685.
One	of	the	characteristics	of	virtually	all	these	stories	is	that	the	participants	experienced	an	odd	sense

of	 oppression,	 of	 dreamlike	 unreality—which,	 in	 the	 Versailles	 case,	 Charlotte	Moberly	 and	 Eleanor
Jourdain	assumed	to	be	a	slight	fever—and	which,	as	Jacques	Vallee	points	out,	is	often	experienced	in
UFO	sightings.	(The	contactee	Angelucci	reported	the	same	thing.)
One	of	the	oddest	tales	in	the	book,	recorded	by	the	Society	for	Psychical	Research,	concerned	a	Mr.	J.

S.	Spence,	who	spent	several	days	in	Devon	in	1938.	He	experienced	the	same	dreamlike	oppression,	and
an	odd	 feeling	of	being	watched.	At	 the	 top	of	 a	 steep	cliff	he	 found	a	newly	built	dry-stone	wall	 that
stretched	to	the	edge	of	the	cliff.	The	next	day,	visiting	the	same	spot,	he	was	puzzled	to	find	a	very	old,
ivy-covered	wall	in	bad	repair.
Thinking	that	he	must	have	taken	the	wrong	path,	he	decided	to	go	back	the	next	day	and	try	to	solve	the

mystery.	On	the	third	day,	he	again	found	the	new	wall	at	the	top	of	the	cliff.	But	he	had	an	odd	feeling	of
dizziness.	 And	 as	 he	 moved	 forward,	 over	 apparently	 solid	 ground,	 he	 suddenly	 slipped	 and	 fell
vertically.	He	found	himself	on	a	narrow	ledge	near	the	top	of	the	cliff,	with	a	twisted	ankle.	Far	below,



the	sea	was	pounding	on	the	rocks.	Mr.	Spence	succeeded	in	climbing	back	to	the	top—and	found	the	old
and	broken	wall,	much	of	which	had	obviously	collapsed	into	the	sea	when	the	edge	of	the	cliff	gave	way.
He	had	been	trying	to	walk	on	‘solid	ground’	that	had	vanished	in	a	previous	century.
There	 are	 dozens	 of	 such	 recorded	 ‘time	 slips’—probably	 hundreds.	 I	myself	 collected	 one	 from	 a

woman	 named	 Jane	 O’Neill,	 who	 visited	 Fotheringhay	 church	 with	 a	 friend	 in	 1974,	 and	 was	 much
impressed	by	a	picture	of	the	crucifixion	behind	the	altar,	with	a	dove	over	the	cross.	But	a	 friend	who
accompanied	her	 saw	no	 such	picture,	 as	 they	discovered	 later	when	 they	 compared	notes.	When	 they
revisited	the	church,	the	friend	proved	to	be	right—there	was	no	picture.	But	Jane	O’Neill	also	failed	to
recognise	the	inside	of	the	church.	For	she	had	seen	it	as	it	was	when	it	was	a	collegiate	church,	which
was	pulled	down	in	1553.
There	 have	 been	 other	 recorded	 time	 slips	 at	 Fotheringhay.	 In	 August	 1976,	 a	 schoolmaster	 named

Priest	and	his	wife	were	approaching	the	church	when	they	heard	sounds	of	‘a	primitive	kind	of	music’
with	trumpets	and	drums.	They	assumed	some	kind	of	rehearsal	was	taking	place	inside,	but,	when	they
opened	the	door,	the	church	was	deserted,	and	the	music	had	stopped.	Back	at	the	church	gate,	they	again
heard	the	music,	this	time	more	faintly.	They	later	discovered	that	they	had	visited	the	church	exactly	five
hundred	years	after	the	funeral	ceremony	of	Richard,	Duke	of	York,	but	this	may	or	may	not	be	the	answer.
In	1941,	a	policeman	visiting	the	church	with	a	female	cousin	heard	the	sounds	of	monks	chanting,	but

the	sounds	stopped	as	abruptly	as	a	radio	being	turned	off	when	they	opened	the	door	and	found	an	empty
church.	 The	 ‘ghost	 hunter’	 Peter	Underwood	 has	 accounts	 of	 several	 other	 time	 slips	 at	 Fotheringhay,
always	on	hot	August	days.
Other	 time	 slips	 have	 also	 occurred	 at	Versailles—Mackenzie	 details	 no	 fewer	 than	 seven.	 In	 July

1908,	 an	 English	 family	 named	 Crooke,	 who	 lived	 in	 the	 village	 of	 Versailles,	 twice	 saw	 the	 same
‘sketching	 lady’	 in	 old-fashioned	 dress	 described	 by	Misses	Moberly	 and	 Jourdain.	They	 realised	 she
was	a	‘ghost’	because	‘she	appeared	and	disappeared	several	 times,	seeming	 to	grow	out	of	and	retire
into	 the	 scenery	with	 a	 little	 quiver	 of	 adjustment’.	And,	 in	 1910,	Maj.	 Robert	Gregory—son	 of	 Lady
Gregory—and	his	wife	 saw	an	 ‘old-fashioned’	Versailles,	 including	 a	 thick	wood.	When	 they	 read	An
Adventure	a	 year	 later,	 they	 returned	 to	Versailles	 to	 find	 that	 the	wood	 had	 gone,	 and	 that	 they	were
unable	to	recognise	a	single	thing.
Fotheringhay	 and	 Versailles	 have	 been	 the	 scenes	 of	 many	 important	 historical	 events,	 and	 have

witnessed	a	great	deal	of	tragedy.	Did	Miss	Moberly	and	Miss	Jourdain	see	a	‘ghost’	of	Versailles	as	it
was	about	1750?	That	seems	unlikely—surely	there	is	no	such	thing	as	the	ghosts	of	a	place?	Then	could
their	experience	have	been	a	kind	of	‘tape	recording’,	the	events	of	the	past	having	somehow	impressed
themselves	on	the	scenery?	That	is	just	possible—in	1960,	in	the	cellar	of	the	Treasurer’s	House	in	York,
a	 heating	 engineer	 saw	 a	Roman	 legion	with	 round	 shields	marching	 through	 the	walls	 and	 across	 the
floor,	and	felt	that	they	did	not	perceive	him.	(Historians	were	later	able	to	identify	the	legion,	and	verify
that	they	carried	round	shields.)	On	the	other	hand,	Miss	Moberly	and	Miss	Jourdain	talked	to	some	of	the
people	in	old-fashioned	dress.	And	Dr.	Moon	seems	to	have	felt	 that	the	gentleman	in	the	cloak	and	top
hat	actually	looked	at	him.



So	what	is	going	on?	Is	time	past	still	present	in	another	dimension?	Or	is	it	present	only	in	the	minds
of	ghosts?	Or	can	the	individual	television	sets	inside	our	heads	tune	in	to	other	times	and	places,	so	they
appear	to	be	real?	This	would	also	imply	that	the	world	around	us	is	perhaps	not	as	real	as	it	looks.
Then	there	is	 the	baffling	problem	of	precognition—the	ability	 to	foresee	some	event	 in	 the	future	in

precise	detail.	It	may	be	the	immediate	or	distant	future.	A	pianist	friend	of	mine	was	returning	along	the
Bayswater	Road	in	a	taxi	after	a	concert	when	he	knew,	with	total	certainty,	that,	at	the	Queensway	traffic
lights,	a	taxi	would	try	to	jump	the	lights	and	hit	them	sideways	on;	it	happened	exactly	as	he	had	known	it
would.
Goethe,	 in	 his	 autobiography,	 tells	 how,	 having	 just	 said	 goodbye	 to	 his	 sweetheart,	 he	was	 riding

along	a	road	in	Alsace	when	he	saw,	coming	to	meet	him,	his	own	double	(or	doppelganger),	dressed	in	a
grey	and	gold	suit.	Eight	years	later,	on	his	way	to	visit	the	same	girl,	he	realised	that	he	was	now	dressed
in	the	grey	and	gold	suit.	He	had	‘seen’	his	future	self.
It	would	seem,	then,	that	the	commonsense	view	of	time	is	somehow	mistaken:	the	past	and	the	future

are	 in	 some	 sense	 present.	 There	 is	 also	 much	 evidence	 from	 psychical	 research	 that	 ‘spirits’	 often
confuse	 the	past	and	future.	During	World	War	Two,	an	English	woman	with	psychic	gifts,	Mrs.	A.	M.
Kaulback,	conducted	a	series	of	 telepathy	experiments	with	her	 two	sons,	who	were	 in	 the	 forces,	and
concluded	that	many	of	her	 impressions	came	from	‘discarnate	communicators’,	 including	her	deceased
husband.	On	 one	 occasion,	 her	 husband	 told	 her	 that	 her	 son	 Bill	 had	 just	 been	 given	 command	 of	 a
battalion,	 and	 described	 the	 scene	 in	 some	 detail.	 He	 was	 right—except	 that	 the	 events	 he	 described
occurred	a	month	later.	When	she	asked	her	 ‘guide’	 to	explain	 this,	he	 told	her,	 ‘It	 is	not	easy	grasping
time	between	two	planes’.
John	Keel	 also	 found	 that	 his	 UFO	 entities	 were	 often	 confused	 about	 the	 sequence	 of	 events	 they

predicted.	 The	 explanation	 might	 be	 that	 they	 were	 not	 actually	 UFO	 entities,	 but	 some	 of	 the	 more
dubious	denizens	of	 the	‘spirit	world’.	But,	as	 Jacques	Vallee	points	out,	 it	 cannot	be	assumed	 that	 the
UFO	entities	encountered	by	‘contactees’	like	Herb	Schirmer	are	telling	the	truth.
It	seems	clear,	then,	that	there	is	a	type	of	entity	that	enjoys	deceiving	and	misleading.	Why	this	should

be	so	is	a	mystery,	since	it	 is	hard	to	see	how	they	can	benefit	from	it.	Perhaps	 they	simply	enjoy	 their
contact	with	human	beings,	trying	to	impress,	like	some	casual	pub	acquaintance	who	launches	into	self-
glorifying	autobiography.	But,	in	the	case	of	many	of	these	entities,	the	result	may	be	a	kind	of	long-term
confidence	trick.
The	 novelist	 Jan	 de	 Hartog	 has	 described	 how	 this	 can	 come	 about.	 In	 a	 lecture	 to	 the	 American

Society	of	Dowsers—and	on	another	occasion,	 to	me—he	described	how	he	had	become	 interested	 in
dowsing	when	he	made	the	acquaintance	of	an	animal	healer	at	a	health	farm.	The	healer	used	a	pendulum
to	make	diagnoses.	(It	usually	swings	back	and	forward	to	indicate	yes,	and	in	a	circle	to	indicate	no—or
whatever	code	the	dowser	chooses.)	Together,	 they	went	to	visit	a	‘druid’	on	the	Cheddar	Downs,	and,
practised	dowsing	and	searching	for	‘energy	spots’.	Then	the	druid	told	his	friend	that	he	ought	to	speak	to
a	 disembodied	 woman	 called	 Imogen,	 who	 was	 standing	 ten	 paces	 away.	 His	 friend	 took	 ten	 paces
forward,	then	stopped,	apparently	absorbed.	Hartog	learnt	later	that	he	had	not	only	become	aware	of	a



female	presence,	but	that	Imogen	was	able	to	communicate	with	him.	His	friend	remarked,	‘I	don’t	know
who	that	was,	but	it	was	definitely	a	woman’.
Jan	de	Hartog	describes	the	immense	excitement	that	he	and	his	friend	felt,	the	sense	of	embarking	on

an	amazing	adventure.	He	went	 back	 to	 his	 farm	 in	Pennsylvania,	 and	his	 friend	 came	 and	 stayed,	 and
taught	 him	 how	 to	 use	 the	 pendulum	 to	 receive	 messages.	 He	 would	 ask,	 ‘Are	 you	 there?’,	 and	 his
pendulum	would	 spin	 like	 an	 aeroplane	 propeller—there	 could	 be	 no	 doubt	 that	 he	 was	 not	 doing	 it
himself.	Then	the	message	would	be	spelt	out	letter	by	letter.
Jan	quickly	 learnt	 that	 the	entity	who	was	communicating	with	him	was	called	Eleanor,	 that	 she	had

been	a	White	Russian	doctor,	and	that	he	and	she	had	been	lovers	in	a	previous	existence.	And	while	his
friend	was	 receiving	messages	 from	 Imogen—assuring	 him	 that	 he	 should	 give	 up	 animal	 healing	 and
concentrate	 on	 humans,	 and	 that	 he	 was	 destined	 eventually	 to	 heal	 the	 whole	 human	 race—Jan	 was
having	long	sessions	with	Eleanor,	who	was	explaining	how	to	lose	weight	by	eating	certain	foods	and
avoiding	others.	Eleanor	had	a	strong	personality,	and	 their	 relationship	was	stormy—on	one	occasion,
when	she	ordered	Jan	to	restrict	his	dinner	to	one	hard-boiled	egg,	he	threw	his	pendulum	at	her.
He	also	found	himself	in	contact	with	an	Indian	called	Old	Oak,	who	instructed	him	about	nature,	and,

on	the	whole,	made	more	sense	than	Eleanor.
Soon	 Jan	 found	 he	 could	 abandon	 the	 old	 slow	method	 of	 spelling	 out	messages	 letter	 by	 letter;	 he

became	more	and	more	intuitive	about	what	Eleanor	and	Old	Oak	were	trying	to	tell	him,	and	would	write
as	fast	as	his	hand	could	cross	the	paper.
When	winter	came,	both	Eleanor	and	Old	Oak	advised	him	that	there	was	going	to	be	a	cold	spell,	and

it	was	time	to	invest	in	an	electricity	generator.	He	baulked	at	the	cost,	and	eventually	proved	to	be	right
—the	cold	front	stopped	a	hundred	miles	away.
The	family	decided	to	go	to	a	dude	ranch	in	Montana,	where	his	daughter	could	ride.	There	Jan	lived	in

a	little	cabin,	and	his	wife	and	daughter	in	another.	And	now	Jan	learnt	that	he	had	a	new	companion—
Imogen	had	also	joined	him.	His	friend	had	told	him	that	Imogen	was	the	‘controlling	spirit	of	all	healing
in	the	natural	plane’.	And	Imogen	lost	no	time	in	assuring	Jan	that	he	was	a	far	more	powerful	healer	than
his	friend.	He	was	going	to	be	one	of	the	greatest	healers	of	all	time.
All	this,	Jan	confesses,	filled	him	with	misgivings—he	felt	that	it	was	somehow	‘too	big’.	Yet	 it	was

all	 so	 fascinating—to	be	 in	communication	with	a	disembodied	 intelligence—that	he	had	no	 thought	of
giving	up.	He	obviously	felt	as	Geller	and	Puharich	felt	as	they	received	messages	from	the	Nine.
Imogen	declared	that	it	was	time	he	embarked	on	his	healing	career.	The	next	day,	she	explained,	when

a	group	of	them	rode	under	a	waterfall,	a	horse	would	stumble,	and	a	woman	would	be	badly	hurt.	 Jan
was	then	instructed—in	precise	detail—how	to	heal	her,	exactly	how	far	away	to	hold	his	hands,	etc.	All
this	would	leave	him	in	no	doubt	of	his	powers.
The	 next	 day,	 the	 riders	 approached	 the	 waterfall,	 and	 Jan	 prepared	 for	 the	 accident.	 But	 nothing

happened.	That	 night,	 in	 his	 cabin,	 Jan	 asked	 Imogen	why.	She	 explained	 that	 the	 spirit	who	 had	 been
detailed	to	trip	up	the	horse	had	not	turned	up.	Jan	was	horrified.	‘You	mean	to	tell	me	that	some	perfectly
innocent	woman	was	going	to	be	thrown	from	her	horse,	merely	so	that	I	could	heal	her?’	And,	when	 it



seemed	that	this,	indeed,	was	what	Imogen	had	intended,	he	suddenly	knew	beyond	all	doubt	that	he	did
not	want	 to	 know	 her	 any	more.	He	 told	 her	 so,	 and	 suddenly	 all	 his	 powers	 vanished;	 the	 pendulum
ceased	to	spin	out	messages,	and	he	was	once	again	alone.
Another	friend	of	mine,	Joe	Fisher,	had	an	equally	disillusioning	experience	with	‘spirits’,	which	he

describes	in	a	remarkable	book	called	Hungry	Ghosts.	He	 is	a	 journalist	 in	Toronto,	and	was	one	day
contacted	by	a	woman	who,	under	hypnosis,	had	become	the	mouthpiece	for	‘discarnate	entities’.	He	went
along	to	see	for	himself,	and	a	spirit	with	a	reassuring	Yorkshire	accent	spoke	through	her	mouth	and	told
him	that	he	had	a	female	guide	called	Filipa,	a	Greek	girl	who	had	been	his	lover	in	a	previous	existence,
three	 centuries	 earlier,	 in	 a	 village	 called	 Theros,	 on	 the	 Greek–Turkish	 border.	 Joe	 was	 inclined	 to
believe	him,	since	he	had	always	had	a	powerful	affinity	for	Greece.	Soon,	like	Jan	de	Hartog,	he	was	in
direct	contact	with	Filipa.	He	would	relax,	and	a	buzzing	noise	 in	his	head	would	precede	a	feeling	of
bliss	and	communication.	Filipa	was	a	sensual	little	thing	who	liked	to	be	cuddled,	and	soon	Joe’s	present
love	affair	broke	up,	his	girlfriend	feeling	she	was	no	match	for	a	ghost.
But,	although	he	trusted	Filipa,	he	began	to	experience	doubts	about	some	of	the	other	spirits	who	came

through	at	the	seances.	One	claimed	to	be	an	ex-RAF	pilot	called	Ernest	Scott,	who	gave	details	of	his
wartime	experiences.	On	 a	 trip	 back	 to	 England,	 Joe	 decided	 to	 verify	 these	 stories,	 having	 no	 doubt
whatever	that	they	would	prove	genuine.	The	airfield	certainly	existed;	so	did	 the	squadron	with	which
Ernest	Scott	said	he	had	flown.	But	Scott	himself	was	not	in	the	squadron	records;	he	had	never	existed.
Joe	 tried	 to	 track	 down	 the	 farm	where	 the	Yorkshire	 spirit	 claimed	 he	 had	 lived	 in	 the	 nineteenth

century.	The	geography	was	accurate;	so	were	many	other	details.	But	the	basic	facts	were	simply	wrong.
Joe	 also	 tried	 to	verify	 the	background	of	 a	 lovable	World	War	One	veteran	named	Harry	Maddox.

Harry’s	accounts	of	World	War	One	battles	were	accurate;	but	Harry	himself	had	never	existed.
In	spite	of	these	disillusionments,	Joe	had	no	doubt	that	Filipa	was	genuine.	He	felt	that	she	‘possessed

more	love,	compassion	and	perspicacity	than	I	had	ever	known’.	On	a	trip	to	Greece,	he	tried	to	locate	the
village	of	Theros,	where	he	and	Filipa	had	lived	and	loved.	It	did	not	exist.	But	he	was	able	to	locate	a
town	 called	Alexandropouli,	which	 Filipa	 told	 him	 had	 been	 nearby.	When	 he	 got	 there,	 however,	 he
learnt	 that	 Alexandropouli	 was	 a	 mere	 two	 centuries	 old;	 it	 did	 not	 exist	 when	 he	 and	 Filipa	 were
supposed	to	have	been	lovers.	Filipa,	like	the	others,	was	simply	a	liar.
Now	 I	 agree	 that	 all	 this	 is	 extremely	 confusing:	 time	 slips	 into	 the	 past,	 glimpses	 of	 the	 future,

poltergeists	who	play	practical	jokes,	ghosts	who	do	not	know	they	are	dead,	entities	who	claim	to	be	the
spirits	of	 living	people,	and	who	tell	 lies	for	 the	fun	of	 it	 .	 .	 .	What	 is	 it	all	about?	How	can	we	make
sense	of	such	a	farrago	of	absurdity?
Only	one	 thing	seems	 to	stand	out	with	some	certainty.	This	normal,	 solid	world	around	us	 is	 just	 a

façade,	and,	while	we	believe	that	it	is	the	world,	the	only	world,	we	are	deceived.	This	assumption	that
we	are	in	a	perfectly	ordinary,	logical	world,	and	that	we	know	most	of	the	rules,	 traps	us	in	a	kind	of
permanent	tunnel	vision.	Gurdjieff	even	used	the	alarming	simile	of	hypnotised	sheep,	who	are	kept	in	a
state	of	trance	by	a	magician	who	wants	to	save	money	on	fencing,	and	so	assures	the	sheep	that	they	have
nothing	 to	 be	 afraid	 of,	 and	 that	 nothing	 bad	 is	 going	 to	 happen	 to	 them.	 I	 am	 inclined	 to	 think	 his



pessimism	unjustified.	But	 there	can	be	no	doubt	whatever	 that	 this	 ‘illusion	of	normality’	causes	us	 to
waste	 our	 lives	 and	 fail	 to	 grasp	 our	 potentialities.	 If,	 instead	 of	 this	 vast	 façade	 of	 triviality	 that
surrounds	us,	we	could	become	aware	of	the	complex	realm	that	lies	on	the	other	side	of	it,	we	might	stop
wasting	our	lives.
Now	 it	 is	 this	 far	wider,	more	 inclusive	 view	of	 reality	 that	 Jung	 and	 John	Michell	 call	 ‘the	 flying

saucer	 vision’—clearly	 not	 a	 particularly	 appropriate	 name,	 since	 it	 applies	 to	 far	 more	 than	 flying
saucers.	John	Keel	seems	to	come	closer	to	its	essence	when	he	says	(in	The	Eighth	Tower,	1975):

The	extradimensional	world	is	not	a	place	where	trees	grow	and	politicians	steal.	It	is	a	state	of
energy.	All	kinds	of	information	about	our	trivial	reality	are	stored	in	the	energy	field	through	a
system	of	particles	or	units	of	energy	in	a	negative	or	positive	state,	just	as	our	brains	store
information	by	opening	and	closing	billions	of	nerve	switches	called	synapses.	The	field	is	like	a
massive	radio	wave	and	certain	human	brains	have	the	ability	to	tune	into	it.	Some	of	these	brains
are	adjusted	to	the	frequency	of	the	bank	of	future	data.	So	they	receive	glimpses	of	the	future	in
sudden	thoughts,	visions	(images	in	the	conscious	mind),	dreams	(images	in	the	unconscious
mind),	or	a	combination	of	all	three.	Since	the	superspectrum	is	outside	our	time	frame,	its	system
for	measuring	time	is	different	from	ours,	and	few	humans	with	precognition	are	able	to
unscramble	the	time	cycle	of	future	events.
Keel	admits:
I’m	embarrassed	now	when	I	recall	how	I	stood	in	darkened	fields	with	contactees	who	suddenly
began	talking	in	a	deep	baritone,	declaring	themselves	to	be	from	outer	space.	No	matter	how
devious	and	complicated	the	questions	I	asked,	they	always	seemed	to	have	a	quick	and
reasonable	answer.	They	seemed	to	know	everything	about	everything,	just	as	demons	in	religious
cases	of	possession	know	the	most	minute	details	about	the	lives	of	their	exorcists—as	Stanislav
Grof	discovered	when	he	tried	to	exorcise	the	girl	with	the	criminal	record.
Keel	 summarises:	 ‘Demonic	 possession	 is	 just	 a	 game	 perfected	 by	 countless	 believers	 across	 the

centuries.	Spiritualism	 is	 another.	And,	 of	 course,	 the	 outer-space	 game	 is	 the	 latest	 development,	 and
currently	the	most	important’.
Now	we	can	begin	to	see	why	Jung	thought	that	UFOs	are	‘psychic	projections’	which	can	nevertheless

affect	photographic	plates	and	radar	screens.	He	did	not	make	some	hard-and-fast	distinction	between	the
physical	and	mental	worlds,	but	recognised	that	they	are	somehow	intermingled.	In	1928,	Jung	came	upon
alchemy	 in	 a	Chinese	work	 called	The	 Secret	 of	 the	Golden	Flower,	 and	 came	 to	 the	 conclusion	 that
alchemy	is	basically	about	the	transmutation	of	the	mind,	and	the	discovery	of	the	self.	He	asked	a	Munich
bookseller	 to	 find	 him	 as	many	 ancient	 alchemical	works	 as	 he	 could,	 and,	 as	 he	 struggled	with	 these
infuriatingly	obscure	texts,	came	to	feel	that	alchemy	is	a	strange	mixture	of	the	physical	and	the	mental.
By	 sheer	 willed	 concentration,	 the	 alchemist	 can	 create	 states	 that	 Jung	 calls	 ‘active	 imagination’,
whereby	 he	 can	 enter	 his	 own	 unconscious	 mind	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 wide-awake	 dreaming.	 So	 stories	 of
alchemists—like	Nicholas	Flamel,	who	 actually	 turned	mercury	 into	 gold—may	well	 be	 true;	 alchemy
operates	by	the	same	strange	laws	as	‘quantum	reality’,	where	the	observer	plays	an	all-important	part.
So	what	might	be	called	 ‘UFO	reality’	would	seem	to	be	a	 realm	 like	alchemy	and	quantum	reality,

where	two	apparently	incompatible	realities	come	together.	In	fact,	 they	are	far	from	incompatible;	 they



only	 appear	 to	be	 so	because	we	are	 trapped	 in	our	 tunnel	vision,	which	 assures	us	 that	 this	world	 is
physical,	and	that	we	are	inescapably	tied	to	it.	Yet	we	are	always	catching	glimpses	of	a	larger	reality
that	tells	us	this	is	untrue.	Even	as	simple	and	commonplace	an	experience	as	setting	out	on	holiday	makes
us	 aware	 of	 it:	 that	 curious	 feeling	 of	 happiness	 and	 excitement	 is	 far	more	 than	mere	 anticipation	 of
leisure.	It	is	a	glimpse	of	something	far	richer	and	bigger	and	more	complex,	a	feeling	that	we	are	on	the
verge	of	discovering	some	secret.	And	the	secret	somehow	belongs	to	the	same	type	as	a	young	person’s
discovery	of	music	or	art—or,	for	that	matter,	sex.	It	is	a	promise	of	freedom,	of	far	more	freedom	than
we	believe	we	possess,	and	also	of	control	over	our	own	lives.
[1].	An	English	Figure:	Two	Essays	on	the	Work	of	John	Michell,	1979,	p.	41.



7
OH	NO,	NOT	AGAIN!

We	have	already	encountered	Harold	Wilkins,	as	the	author	of	one	of	the	best	of	the	early	books	on	flying
saucers.	But	 in	Mysteries	Solved	and	Unsolved	 (1959)	 he	 recounts	 a	 tale	 that	 he	 certainly	 felt	 had	 no
connection	with	flying	saucers.
One	day	in	the	summer	of	1906,	three	children	went	into	a	field	known	as	Forty	Acres,	a	mile	outside

Gloucester,	and	disappeared.	They	were	a	boy,	age	ten,	and	two	girls,	age	five	and	three,	the	children	of
‘a	rather	uncouth	railway	guard,	or	brakeman,	named	Vaughan’.	Harold	Wilkins	joined	in	the	search.	‘We
paid	particular	attention	to	the	northeast	corner	of	the	field,	where	the	pasture	was	bordered	by	tall,	old
elms,	a	 thick	hedge	of	 thorn	and	bramble,	and	a	deep	ditch,	separating	 it	 from	a	corn-field.	Every	 inch
was	probed	with	sticks,	and	not	a	stone	left	unturned	in	the	ditch.	Had	a	dead	dog	been	dumped	there,	he
would	certainly	have	been	found’.
The	case	was	reported	in	the	national	press,	and	the	Vaughan	family	received	many	postal	orders	from

sympathetic	readers.	But,	when	the	vicar	called	to	express	commiseration,	he	was	turned	away	with	the
comment	that	Vaughan	‘didn’t	want	no	bloody	parsons	rapping	at	his	door’.
Four	 days	 later,	 at	 six	 in	 the	morning,	 a	 ploughman	 going	 to	work	 in	 the	 cornfield	 looked	 over	 the

hedge,	and	saw	the	three	children	asleep	in	the	ditch.	The	children	simply	had	no	idea	of	where	they	had
been	for	three	days	and	nights.
The	ploughman	was	denied	any	share	of	the	reward	on	the	grounds	that	he	had	probably	kidnapped	the

children	to	claim	it—which	was	absurd,	since	the	reward	was	not	offered	until	after	they	had	vanished.
Besides,	he	lived	in	a	small	cottage	in	a	tiny	hamlet,	where	everyone	knew	everyone	else’s	business,	so	it
was	impossible.
The	missing	boy	was	still	alive	after	World	War	Two,	and	verified	that	he	did	not	have	the	slightest

idea	of	what	happened	from	the	time	they	went	into	the	field	to	when	they	woke	up	four	days	later.	This,
Wilkins	comments,	is	‘characteristic	of	the	amnesia	which	marks	these	phenomena’.
Vallee	would	undoubtedly	point	out	that	the	case	bears	an	obvious	resemblance	to	cases	of	abduction

by	fairies,	as	well	as	 to	 the	engineering	student	described	 in	 the	 introduction	 to	The	Invisible	College,
who	was	taken	on	board	a	UFO	and	spent	some	hours	connected	to	a	‘teaching	machine’—then	returned	to
find	he	had	been	absent	for	eighteen	days.
We	also	note	 its	 resemblance	 to	 the	herd	of	 cows	 that	 vanished	 and	 reappeared	near	Warminster	 in

1967.	And	John	Mack	would	certainly	point	out	 its	similarity	 to	modern	abduction	cases.	For	example,
one	evening	in	1943,	as	a	normal	American	family	was	having	dinner,	the	father—a	violin	teacher—stood
up	 and	 said,	 ‘I’m	 going	 to	 get	 a	 pack	 of	 cigarettes’.	 His	 family	 stared	 in	 astonishment—he	 was	 a
nonsmoker.	But	he	had	been	odd	for	some	time,	suffering	strange	lapses	of	memory.	He	drove	away,	and
his	car	was	later	found	parked	outside	the	local	grocery	store.	But	he	was	never	seen	again.	Nine	years
later,	he	was	declared	legally	dead.
But	why	assume	that	he	was	‘abducted’?	Because	of	the	events	that	followed.	More	than	half	a	century

later,	 in	 June	 1992,	 John	 Mack	 and	 other	 academics	 organised	 a	 conference	 on	 abduction	 at	 the
Massachusetts	Institute	of	Technology,	and	two	of	the	many	abductees	who	came	to	tell	their	story	were



women	who	lived	and	worked	together	on	a	horse	farm:	Anna	Jamerson	and	Beth	Collings—the	latter	the
granddaughter	of	the	man	who	vanished	in	1943.	And	Beth	Collings	had	reason	to	believe	that	she	was	at
least	 the	 third	 generation	 that	 had	 been	 abducted,	 and	 that	 it	 might	 be	 happening	 to	 her	 son	 and
granddaughter.
Years	 later,	her	 father	 told	her	of	 an	 incident	 that	had	happened	 in	1930,	when	he	was	 twelve.	One

morning,	he	and	his	brother	were	playing	on	a	beach	 in	Virginia,	and	he	bent	down	 to	pick	up	a	shell.
When	he	looked	up,	his	brother	had	vanished.	Suddenly,	dense	sea	mist	rolled	in.	He	walked	up	and	down
the	seashore,	calling	to	his	brother.	A	shiny	object	caught	his	eye	 in	 the	sand,	and	he	bent	 to	 look	at	 it.
When	he	looked	up,	his	brother	was	back.	But	his	brother	had	also	been	searching	up	and	down	the	beach
.	.	.	When	they	got	home,	their	grandmother	was	frantic,	and	had	called	the	police.	The	time	was	3:45	p.m.
—although	only	a	short	time	before	it	had	been	10:00	a.m.	They	had	lost	several	hours.
After	 that,	 her	 father	 admitted,	 there	 had	 been	 frequent	 episodes	 of	 ‘missing	 time’.	 In	 fact,	 he	 had

shared	one	with	Beth.	 In	 1954,	when	Beth	was	 five,	 she	 accompanied	 her	 father	 on	 a	 business	 trip	 to
Doylestown,	Pennsylvania.	 It	was	a	hot	day,	and	 they	were	on	a	dirt	 road	between	fields	when	 the	car
stopped.	Her	father	got	out	to	look	under	the	bonnet,	and	Beth	felt	 inexplicably	nervous,	and	longed	for
him	to	come	back.
Then,	suddenly,	the	car	was	full	of	freezing	air,	and	she	began	shouting	in	alarm.	Her	father	put	his	arm

round	 her	 shoulder,	 and,	 as	 he	 was	 soothing	 her,	 the	 car	 started	 of	 its	 own	 accord.	 Yet	 he	 seemed
unsurprised.	When	they	finally	reached	Doylestown,	there	was	a	note	on	the	office	door	saying,	‘Sorry	I
missed	you’.	They	were	many	hours	late—yet	the	place	where	the	car	had	stalled	was	only	a	short	drive
away.
Her	father	would	later	admit	to	many	strange	episodes	of	missing	time—but	said	that	he	had	thought	he

was	dreaming	or	hallucinating.	He	also	told	her	that	his	own	father	had	been	a	concert	violinist.	But	he
had	begun	to	behave	erratically,	occasionally	failing	to	show	up	for	concerts.	He	began	teaching	the	violin
to	students	in	his	own	home,	but	still	missed	appointments.	Then,	that	evening	in	1943,	he	walked	out	and
disappeared.
Beth	had	started	to	become	aware	of	episodes	of	missing	time	in	1989.	But	 they	had	obviously	been

going	 on	 since	 her	 childhood.	When	 she	 was	 fourteen,	 she	 began	 to	 experience	 all	 the	 symptoms	 of
pregnancy—cramps,	morning	 sickness,	 tender	 breasts.	Yet	 she	 was	 a	 virgin.	Her	 father	 took	 her	 to	 a
doctor,	who	performed	pregnancy	tests,	which	proved	to	be	positive.	She	insisted	that	she	could	not	be
pregnant—she	had	never	experienced	sex.	She	had	a	boyfriend,	but	the	affair	was	platonic.
One	night,	she	went	out	to	meet	the	boyfriend	in	a	bus	park.	He	was	not	there.	She	climbed	on	a	bus,

and	woke	up	the	next	morning	to	find	herself	in	Little	Rock,	Arkansas.	A	woman	pointed	out	a	restaurant
that	would	soon	be	open	for	breakfast.	But	as	she	sat	outside,	on	a	bench,	her	father’s	car	pulled	up.	She
climbed	in,	and	she	was	driven	home,	without	a	word	being	spoken.	Years	later,	when	she	was	asking	him
about	the	‘missing	time’,	she	asked	him	how	he	had	found	her	so	far	from	home.	He	admitted	that	he	did
not	have	the	slightest	idea.	He	had	simply	‘known’	where	she	was.
The	same	thing	happened	several	times	more	during	her	teens,	and	each	time	her	father	somehow	knew



how	to	find	her.
The	implication	would	seem	to	be	either	that	her	father	was	‘psychic’,	or	that	he	was	somehow	being

told	where	to	find	her.
A	few	months	after	the	Little	Rock	episode,	she	was	taken	for	her	prenatal	examination,	and	the	doctor

announced	that	she	was	no	longer	pregnant—nor	even	showed	signs	of	a	miscarriage.	Oddly	enough,	that
was	the	end	of	it.	No	one	else	ever	mentioned	it	again.
In	1987,	after	she	had	been	married,	divorced,	and	brought	up	a	son	alone,	Beth	saw	an	advertisement

for	a	stable	manager	at	a	horse	farm	in	Virginia.	It	was	run	by	a	woman	of	about	her	own	age	called	Anna
Jamerson.	The	two	liked	each	other	immediately,	and	Beth	moved	in.	Oddly	enough,	Anna	felt	she	had	met
Beth	before;	years	later,	they	realised	that	they	had	met	as	children—in	England—encountering	each	other
by	chance	and	having	a	long	conversation.	Such	‘coincidences’	occur	with	curious	frequency	in	abduction
cases.
Two	years	after	Beth	moved	in,	they	saw	three	lights,	 in	triangular	formation,	over	the	horse	farm.	 It

could	have	been	an	airliner,	but	 there	was	no	 sound.	Then	 the	 lights	 halted	 above	 them	and	one	broke
away,	and	disappeared.
On	15	December	1991,	Beth	was	driving	back	after	spending	the	day	with	her	parents	when	she	saw

three	bright	 lights	over	 the	 top	of	 the	 trees.	She	halted	her	 car,	 feeling	oddly	alarmed.	The	 lights	were
dazzling,	and	she	got	out	to	look	more	closely.	One	of	the	lights	moved	away	from	the	others.	And,	quite
suddenly,	she	found	herself	driving	at	a	dangerous	speed,	five	miles	away,	with	no	knowledge	of	how	she
got	there.	When	she	arrived	back	at	the	farm,	she	realised	that	it	was	far	later	than	she	thought—she	was
missing	about	two	hours.
It	happened	again	a	few	days	later.	Driving	along,	she	saw	the	lights	and	groaned	aloud,	‘Oh	no,	not

again!’	She	blinked,	then	found	she	was	eight	miles	farther	on,	having	passed	the	farm.	Strangest	of	all,	a
Christmas	package	 she	was	 carrying	had	been	opened,	 and	 resealed	with	masking	 tape	 in	 a	 crude	 and
clumsy	manner.	Apparently	someone	had	opened	it	to	find	out	what	it	contained,	but	had	not	touched	the
cookies	in	it.
Beth’s	parents	received	a	visit	from	two	air	force	officers.	They	explained	that	it	was	a	routine	check,

due	 to	 the	 fact	 that	Beth’s	 son	 Paul	 had	 just	 been	 promoted	 in	 the	 intelligence	 branch.	 But,	 instead	 of
asking	about	him,	 they	asked	questions	about	Beth;	her	 father	 finally	 told	 them	 to	go	away	and	ask	her
themselves.
In	April	1992,	Beth	woke	up	feeling	sick,	and	discovered	that	she	was	bleeding	from	her	navel.	Over

the	next	days	she	began	to	show	all	the	signs	of	pregnancy—morning	sickness,	sore	breasts,	and	obsessive
house	cleaning.	But	pregnancy	was	impossible—she	had	had	a	hysterectomy	when	she	was	twenty-three.
Finally,	she	went	 to	see	a	doctor,	and	 tests	showed	she	was	 three	months	pregnant.	Her	vagina	was	 so
inflamed	that	he	asked	her	if	she	had	been	raped.	The	following	day,	her	navel	was	bleeding	again,	but	all
signs	of	pregnancy	had	vanished.
The	day	Beth’s	symptoms	disappeared,	Anna	went	through	the	same	experience—morning	sickness	and

enlarged	breasts.	A	home	pregnancy	test	showed	she	was	not	pregnant—but	she	learnt	later	that,	when	an



embryo	is	implanted	direct	into	the	womb	(as	is	done	in	surrogate	pregnancies),	it	does	not	show	up	on
pregnancy	tests.	Then	one	morning	she	woke	up	to	find	herself	normal	again.
One	 day,	 Beth	 was	 sitting	with	 her	 four-year-old	 granddaughter	 when	 she	 noted	 that	 the	 child	 was

drawing	a	‘flying	machine’	with	a	red	light,	and	faces	looking	out	of	 the	windows.	Down	in	 the	corner
was	a	small	man;	the	child	explained	that	this	was	‘Nu’,	and	that	he	had	taken	her	through	a	long	tunnel.
Nu,	she	said,	was	grey	all	over	and	had	big	eyes.	As	they	were	going	to	bed,	the	child	turned	to	the	open
door	and	said,	‘Goodnight,	Nu’.	Then	she	added,	‘Nu	is	saying	goodnight	to	you	too,	Grandma’.
Anna	woke	up	in	the	night	to	find	a	huge	man	in	her	room.	She	felt	no	fear,	but	simply	switched	on	the

light.	There	was	no	one	there.	Then	both	of	them	woke	up	to	see	small	grey	figures	in	the	room.	It	was	at
this	point	that	Anna	decided	to	contact	a	UFO	help	organisation.	And	this,	in	turn,	led	to	their	appearance
at	the	UFO	conference	at	MIT.	There	they	met	the	newspaperman	Courty	Bryan,	who	would	write	about
them	in	Close	Encounters	of	the	Fourth	Kind,	and	also	Budd	Hopkins,	who	would	invite	them	to	New
York	and	hypnotise	them	both.
During	the	conference,	Beth	had	an	odd	experience.	As	she	sat	in	the	hall,	everything	suddenly	became

totally	silent—as	if	she	had	become	deaf.	Then	she	found	herself	on	a	landing	with	a	blue-tiled	floor—she
felt	it	was	elsewhere	on	the	campus.	Someone	seemed	to	be	urging	her	to	go	back,	and	she	resisted,	then
gave	way.	She	 found	herself	back	 in	 the	conference	hall,	 looking	at	herself	 and	Anna	 (from	above	and
slightly	 to	one	side,	as	has	been	 reported	by	many	people	who	have	had	out-of-the-body	experiences),
then	she	felt	herself	sink	back	into	her	body	as	if	it	was	a	feather	mattress.
As	they	returned	to	the	motel,	the	row	of	motorway	lights	blinked	out	in	unison	as	they	drove	past.	Beth

was	surprised,	but	Anna	commented	that	it	happened	to	her	all	the	time—she	records	as	much	in	the	book
Connections	 which	 she	 later	 co-authored	 with	 Beth.	 This	 book	 also	 contains	 an	 enormous	 mass	 of
material	for	which	there	is	no	space	here;	unexplained	electrical	failures	in	their	bedrooms	but	not	in	the
rest	of	the	house,	lights	and	televisions	turning	themselves	on,	even	when	unplugged,	pillows	rearranged
during	the	night.	When	Courty	Bryan	was	tape-recording	the	two	women,	the	tape	recorder	switched	itself
on	when	there	was	no	one	near	it,	and	later	the	tape	jammed	in	the	machine	and	refused	to	come	out;	it
looked	as	if	it	would	have	to	be	taken	out	by	force—until	the	women	left	the	room,	when	it	immediately
ejected	normally.	There	are	as	many	of	these	small	and	relatively	trivial	events	as	in	Puharich’s	Uri,	and
they	would	make	equally	exhausting	reading	if	summarised	here.
One	of	Beth’s	most	crucial	experiences	happened	in	September,	when	she	took	a	four-day	holiday	in

the	West	Virginia	National	Park.	On	her	first	day	there,	a	huge	golden	bee	appeared,	which	she	dubbed
Goldie,	and	which	followed	her	around	like	a	pet	bird.
That	 evening	 she	 saw	a	 fog	bank	up	above	her	 cabin,	 and	 felt	uneasy.	Then	 she	woke	up	 and	 found

herself	in	her	bed;	fully	dressed.	It	was	the	next	day,	and	she	felt	sick.	When	she	removed	her	jeans,	she
was	puzzled	to	find	she	was	wearing	no	panties,	which	she	had	certainly	been	wearing	the	previous	day.
Her	car	keys	were	missing,	and	the	car	proved	to	be	in	the	middle	of	the	roadway.	As	she	was	about	to

climb	into	it,	she	suddenly	remembered	what	had	happened	the	day	before.
The	fog	bank	had	‘walked’	down	the	slope;	then	three	grey	figures	had	emerged	from	it,	and	the	fog	had



vanished.	The	small	grey	creatures	seemed	oddly	familiar.
She	 grabbed	 her	 car	 keys	 and	 rushed	 for	 the	 car.	 The	 three	 ‘greys’	 stopped	 in	 front	 of	 it,	 and	 one

pointed	his	finger	at	the	bonnet.	The	gear	stick	felt	loose.	Then	a	thought	came	into	her	head:	‘Come	with
us.’
She	agreed,	but	said,	‘I	want	to	remember	this	one’.
They	climbed	to	the	ridge	where	she	had	seen	the	fog	bank,	then	she	was	engulfed	in	a	blue-white	light.
She	 found	herself	 in	 a	 room,	and	a	 taller	 ‘grey’	 approached	her—over	 five	 feet;	 it	 had	a	huge	head

perched	on	a	thin	neck,	and	black	almond-shaped	eyes.	He	took	her	 to	another	room,	where	 there	were
three	more	like	him;	then	she	recalled	that	she	had	known	him	before,	and	that	he	was	the	‘doc’.
Liquid	was	 injected	 into	her	hand	below	 the	 thumb.	When	she	cried	out,	 she	was	 told,	 ‘There	 is	no

pain’,	and	the	pain	went.	Then	she	was	undressed,	and	a	needle	driven	into	her	navel.	When	she	asked
why	this	was	being	done,	she	was	told,	‘It	is	part	of	the	change’.	Later	she	was	shown	horses	on	a	tiny
screen,	and	told	that	they	had	also	been	‘changed’.	So	had	cows.	Then	the	‘doc’	told	her,	‘You	must	eat
only	cow	things’.
The	 creatures	 dressed	 her,	 forgetting	 her	 panties,	 and	 finally	 let	 her	 finish	 dressing	 herself.	 Once

dressed,	 she	 took	 a	 step	 towards	 the	 ‘greys’,	 and	was	 immediately	 paralysed;	 she	 realised	 they	were
afraid	of	her.
Then	she	woke	up	in	bed,	fully	dressed	.	.	.	The	‘greys’	had	allowed	her	to	remember.
Her	car	refused	to	start,	and	a	mechanic	told	her	that	the	wires	were	all	burnt	out,	and	would	be	very

expensive	to	repair.	Anna	arrived	the	next	day,	and	the	rest	of	their	stay	passed	without	incident.
The	 story	 sounds,	 of	 course,	 as	 bizarre	 and	 incredible	 as	 any	 of	 John	Mack’s	 cases,	 and	 even	 has

touches	of	John	Keel.	(The	women	began	to	receive	mysterious	phone	calls,	one	of	them	in	a	language	that
sounded	like	gibberish,	although	each	word	was	carefully	pronounced;	the	speaker	became	increasingly
angry	at	his	inability	to	make	himself	understood.)	And,	when	Budd	Hopkins—who	entered	the	case	as	a
result	 of	meeting	 them	 at	MIT—hypnotised	 both	women,	 he	 uncovered	memories	 of	 abductions	 dating
back	 to	childhood.	What	was	 even	more	 incredible,	 some	memories	 indicated	 that	Beth	 and	Anna	had
been	 abducted	 together	 since	 childhood,	 which	 seemed	 to	 suggest	 that	 their	 whole	 lives	 had	 been
manipulated	by	aliens.	Hopkins	was	confirmed	in	the	view	he	had	formed	as	a	result	of	years	of	study	of
such	cases:	that	the	‘greys’	were	engaged	in	some	kind	of	biological	experiment	with	human	beings	which
involved	implanting	foetuses	in	the	womb,	and	removing	them	when	they	were	a	few	months—or	weeks
—old.
Anna	had	always	been	convinced	that	she	had	been	raped	by	her	father	when	she	was	 twelve,	when

they	 were	 on	 a	 fishing	 trip.	 She	 could	 not	 recall	 how	 her	 pants	 had	 been	 removed,	 but	 thought	 that
something	had	been	inserted	into	her,	and	that,	when	she	cried	out,	the	assault	stopped.	Under	hypnosis,
she	recalled	this	as	her	first	abduction	experience,	during	which	her	father	was	paralysed,	and	that	it	had
resulted	in	the	loss	of	her	virginity.
If	Beth	Collings	is	to	be	believed,	her	family	had	been	subjected	to	abductions	for	decades—at	least

since	the	late	1920s.



One	 of	 the	most	 intelligent	 and	 perceptive	 of	 English	 ufologists,	 John	 Spencer,	 is	 inclined	 to	 doubt
whether	hypnosis	is	of	any	value	whatever	in	abduction	cases,	on	the	grounds	that	it	 is	 too	easy	for	the
hypnotist	 to	 create	 false	memories.	But,	while	 this	 is	 obviously	 true,	 it	 is	 hard	 to	 see	 how	 this	 should
influence	our	view	of	 the	case	of	Beth	and	Anna.	 It	would	be	easy	 to	accuse	 them	of	a	kind	of	 folie	 a
deux,	and	of	simply	being	too	imaginative.	Certainly,	if	a	book	like	Connections	is	 taken	in	isolation,	 it
would	be	easy	for	a	sceptic	to	dismiss	it	as	fantasy—lights	going	on	and	off	on	motorways,	voices	on	the
phone	speaking	gibberish,	grey	figures	in	the	bedroom.	Yet	as	soon	as	we	turn	from	this	to	John	Mack’s
Abduction,	or	Budd	Hopkins’s	Missing	Time	and	 Intruders,	or	David	Jacobs’s	Secret	Life,	or	 the	vast
transcript	of	the	MIT	conference,	Alien	Discussions,	it	is	obvious	that	Connections	fits	neatly	 into	a	 far
larger	pattern,	and	that,	if	we	are	going	to	dismiss	the	experiences	of	Beth	and	Anna,	then	we	must	dismiss
everything	else.
It	is	often	stated	that	the	1961	abduction	of	Barney	and	Betty	Hill	is	the	first	abduction	case	on	record,

and	that	little	else	happened	until	Budd	Hopkins	began	to	uncover	cases	of	‘missing	time’	in	the	1970s.	In
fact,	one	of	the	earliest	recorded	cases	dates	back	as	far	as	1953.	Two	women	who	preferred	to	shelter
under	the	pseudonyms	of	Sara	Shaw	and	Jan	Whitley	were	awakened	at	2:00	a.m.	by	a	bright	light	at	their
cabin	in	Tujunga	Canyon,	near	Los	Angeles;	Sara	knelt	on	the	bed	to	look—and	suddenly	realised	it	was
4:20	in	the	morning,	and	she	felt	giddy	and	confused.	Years	later,	under	hypnosis,	she	described	how	she
and	Jan	were	floated	up	to	a	UFO	and	medically	examined	by	aliens,	then	floated	back.
The	well-known	 psychic	 investigator	 Scott	 Rogo	 decided	 that	 the	 story	was	 pure	 fantasy	 based	 on

Sara’s	dissatisfaction	with	the	lesbian	relationship,	but	there	is	no	evidence	that	this	is	true.
In	1957,	there	occurred	the	famous	case	of	Antonio	Villas-Boas,	the	Brazilian	farmer	who	claimed	to

have	 been	 taken	 on	 board	 an	 egg-shaped	 craft,	 and	 seduced	 by	 a	 naked	 blonde.	 Although	 it	 sounds
preposterous,	 his	 story	 has	 been	 subjected	 to	 detailed	 investigation,	 and	 is	 widely	 accepted	 as	 true.
Villas-Boas	later	added	that,	in	a	second	act	of	intercourse,	the	alien	woman	took	a	sperm	sample,	a	fact
that	he	had	originally	suppressed	because	it	implied	that	he	was	merely	being	used.	(Barney	Hill	probably
had	similar	motives	when	he	asked	John	Fuller	not	to	mention	in	his	book	that	a	sperm	sample	had	been
taken	from	him	during	the	abduction.)
One	of	the	most	admirably	detailed	investigations	of	a	sexual	encounter	with	an	alien	was	recorded	by

Hans	Holzer	in	a	book	called	The	Ufonauts	in	1976.	As	a	result	of	an	advertisement	in	a	UFO	magazine,
Holzer	established	contact	with	a	pretty	blonde	woman	named	Shane	Kurz.
She	 told	Holzer	how,	one	evening	 in	April	1968,	 she	and	her	mother—who	 lived	 in	Westmoreland,

New	York—saw	a	cigar-shaped	object	overhead.	Later	both	women	woke	at	2	a.m.	to	find	the	bedroom
flooded	with	white	light,	which	came	from	behind	the	house	of	a	neighbour	across	the	road.	Finally,	 the
light	moved	up	into	the	sky.	The	neighbour	verified	that	he	had	also	seen	it.
On	2	May,	Shane’s	mother	realised	that	her	daughter	was	not	in	her	bed—they	slept	in	the	same	room.

She	assumed	Shane	had	gone	to	the	bathroom.	Later,	she	woke	up	to	find	that	her	daughter	was	lying	on
her	bed	wearing	her	robe,	and	mud-covered	slippers.	Muddy	footprints	 led	down	the	stairs	 to	 the	open
front	door.	More	footprints	led	across	the	street	to	the	field	where	they	had	seen	the	flashing	light.



She	shook	Shane	awake;	 the	girl	 felt	 as	dazed	as	 if	 she	had	been	given	a	 sleeping	 tablet.	When	 she
showered,	she	noticed	a	red	triangle	on	the	lower	part	of	her	abdomen,	and	a	red	line	running	down	from
her	navel.
For	 the	next	 few	days	she	 felt	deeply	depressed,	and	 found	 it	hard	 to	 sleep.	Her	eyes	were	 red	and

swollen,	 and,	 when	 she	 went	 to	 an	 oculist,	 she	 found	 that	 her	 vision	 had	 suddenly	 deteriorated.	 She
suffered	from	headaches,	and	her	periods	stopped.	Her	hearing	became	abnormally	acute—an	effect	noted
by	other	abductees,	including	Beth	Collings.
Shane’s	periods	eventually	started	up	again.	But	she	then	began	to	dream	that	she	was	in	the	field	in	her

night	robe,	and	that	she	was	frightened	of	the	UFO	that	hovered	above	her.	In	the	dream	a	spotlight	beam
comes	from	the	bottom	of	the	ship,	and	she	is	floated	up	through	a	hole	underneath.
Not	long	before	she	went	to	see	Holzer,	she	woke	up	late,	and	noticed	that	her	neck	and	face	seemed	to

be	heavily	sunburnt.	Again,	she	felt	as	though	she	had	been	drugged.
Holzer	placed	her	under	hypnosis,	and	Shane	was	able	to	recall	the	night	in	1968	when	she	woke	up

with	a	feeling	that	someone	was	calling	her	name.	‘I	see	this	light	and	I	want	to	get	up’.
She	sees	the	saucer,	with	a	revolving	rim,	hanging	above	her,	and	she	is	‘floated’	aboard.	Then	she	is

in	a	white	room,	and	a	small	man	wearing	a	kind	of	motorcycle	jacket	comes	in.	He	asks	her	to	lie	on	the
table,	and	she	refuses.	He	tells	her	to	undress,	then	explains	that	he	wants	her	to	have	a	baby.	She	feels
impelled	to	lie	down.	Then	a	long	needle	punctures	her	stomach.
After	 that,	 some	 kind	 of	 jelly	 is	 rubbed	 on	 her	 body,	 and	 she	 feels	 sexually	 stimulated.	 Finally,	 the

naked	man	lies	on	top	of	her	and	makes	love	to	her.	‘I	feel	terrible	.	.	.	I	am	enjoying	it’.	Shane	had	been	a
virgin	until	then.	Afterwards,	she	accuses	the	man	of	raping	her,	and	he	tells	her	she	will	forget	it.	She	is
dressed	and	floated	down	to	the	ground	again.
What	happened	to	the	pregnancy?	Holzer	never	found	out.	Shane	had	nightmares	that	made	her	refuse	to

submit	 to	 further	 hypnosis,	 so	 the	 case	 remained	 incomplete.	 But,	 since	 her	 periods	 came	 back,	 the
assumption—based	on	other	cases—is	that	she	was	abducted	again	and	the	foetus	removed.
Ten	years	after	Holzer’s	hypnosis	of	Shane	Kurz,	Budd	Hopkins	encountered	a	case	that	was	in	many

ways	similar.
After	 the	 publication	 of	Missing	 Time	 in	 1981,	Hopkins	was	 contacted	 by	 a	woman	 named	Kathie

Davis	(real	name	Debbie	Tomey),	who	lived	 in	Copley	Woods,	near	Indianapolis.	She	sent	him	colour
photographs,	in	which	he	immediately	recognised	typical	signs	of	UFO	landing—notably,	a	burnt	circle	of
grass	about	eight	feet	 in	diameter.	In	July	1983,	Kathie’s	mother	had	seen	a	bright	 light	 that	had	moved
over	the	lawn.	The	dog	hid	under	the	car.	That	night,	the	grass	was	burnt,	and	nothing	would	grow	there.
Kathie	Davis	also	spoke	of	her	sister	Laura,	who	had	felt	a	curious	compulsion	to	drive	into	a	car	park,

where	she	had	seen	‘something	silver’	hovering	over	a	telegraph	pole.	Then,	hours	later,	she	found	herself
driving	home	in	the	dark.
Ten	years	later,	Laura	went	to	a	hypnotist	to	lose	weight,	and	that	night	found	she	was	deaf	and	dumb.

Hopkins	reasoned	that	the	hypnosis	had	probably	awakened	the	abduction	experience	that	had	taken	place
in	the	car	park.



Kathie	herself	had	experienced	missing	 time	as	a	 teenager,	when	she	and	 two	girlfriends	had	seen	a
UFO	hovering	over	their	car	one	night;	the	next	thing	she	remembered	was	arriving	home	at	dawn.
Yet	 some	 of	Kathie’s	 experiences	make	 us	 aware	 that,	 in	 abduction	 experiences,	 it	 is	 often	 hard	 to

separate	 reality	 and	unreality.	One	night,	 she	drove	 to	 an	 all-night	 food	 store	 to	get	 a	drink.	When	 she
returned,	she	realised	that	she	had	still	not	bought	anything	to	drink.	She	turned	and	drove	back,	and	saw
some	large,	brightly	lit	object	in	the	sky,	which	she	took	to	be	an	advertising	balloon.	After	this,	she	went
into	the	store,	but	the	man	she	saw	there	was	not	the	assistant	who	usually	served	her,	and	she	recognised
that	 the	store	was	not	a	store,	but	some	kind	of	spacecraft.	Later	 that	night,	Kathie	believes	she	had	an
abduction	experience,	and	that	so	did	her	mother.	It	seems	clear	that	the	‘aliens’	have	the	power	to	blur
the	sense	of	reality	and	make	it	dreamlike.
When	Hopkins	visited	Kathie’s	house	in	Copley	Woods,	she	told	him	how,	on	the	night	the	lawn	had

been	scorched,	she	and	two	friends	had	been	swimming	in	her	pool	when—in	spite	of	the	heat—they	all
became	freezing	cold.	(This,	again,	begins	to	look	like	a	recurrent	symptom	in	abduction	cases.)	Kathie’s
eyes	started	to	hurt,	and	they	all	began	to	feel	sick.	Neighbours	verified	that	some	kind	of	bright	light	had
landed	on	Kathie’s	lawn,	and	had	made	the	lights	flicker	and	interfered	with	the	television.
When	Kathie	had	been	eighteen,	she	had	found	she	was	pregnant,	and	assumed	that	her	boyfriend	was

responsible.	A	few	months	later,	the	pregnancy	vanished—yet	there	were	no	signs	of	miscarriage.
Placed	under	hypnosis,	Kathie	remembered	how,	when	she	was	nineteen,	she	had	awakened	to	find	two

small	 grey	 figures	 by	 her	 bed.	 She	 remembered	 being	 floated	 into	 a	 place	 where	 she	 was	 medically
examined,	while	a	probe	was	inserted	up	her	nose,	and	broke	through	the	skin	of	the	sinuses.
Her	son	Tommy	also	suffered	a	nosebleed,	and	the	doctor	who	examined	him	found	that	his	sinuses	had

been	punctured.	Hopkins	had	 encountered	many	 similar	 cases	 involving	nosebleeds	 suffered	by	people
who	had	had	abduction	experiences.	He	speculated	that	some	sort	of	implant	was	some	being	inserted	as
a	form	of	‘tagging’.
During	a	later	hypnotic	session,	Kathie	described	how,	during	an	abduction,	she	was	allowed	to	see	the

child	that	had	been	removed	from	her	womb;	it	was	now	a	little	blonde	girl	of	about	four,	and	she	differed
from	a	normal	child	only	in	that	her	head	was	slightly	bigger	than	usual.	.	.	.	I	felt	like	I	just	wanted	to	hold
her.	And	I	started	crying’.
For	Hopkins,	 these	events	were	coming	 together	 into	a	pattern,	 and	 that	pattern	 indicated	 that	 aliens

were	abducting	women	and	implanting	foetuses	in	their	wombs,	which	were	later	removed.	In	1961,	Betty
Hill	had	described	having	a	kind	of	long	needle	inserted	into	her	stomach.
At	this	time,	there	was	no	such	needle	in	use	in	hospitals.	But,	ten	years	later,	there	was	a	device	called

a	lamaroscope,	a	flexible	tube	containing	fibre	optics,	which	could	be	inserted	into	the	patient’s	navel	for
looking	inside	her,	and	for	removing	ova	for	fertilisation—so-called	‘test-tube	babies’.
Hopkins	mentions	other	cases	that	support	this	notion.	A	girl	called	Andrea	described	how,	when	she

was	thirteen,	she	dreamt	of	having	sex	with	a	bald	man	with	‘funny	eyes’,	and	woke	up	to	find	the	bed
was	wet.	In	subsequent	months	her	stomach	began	to	swell,	and	the	doctor	told	her	she	was	pregnant.	Yet
she	was	a	virgin,	and	her	hymen	was	still	unbroken.	The	problem	was	solved	with	an	abortion.



A	girl	called	Susan	described	how,	when	she	was	sixteen,	she	had	stopped	her	car	to	watch	a	light	in
the	sky.	She	 then	 experienced	 some	 telepathic	 communication	with	 the	UFO,	 and	 felt	 herself	 drawn	up
until	she	was	lying	on	a	table	inside	it.	She	was	relaxed	and	unafraid,	although	she	was	naked	from	the
waist	down,	and	felt	a	probe	inserted	into	her	vagina.	This	experience,	it	seems,	was	simply	an	internal
examination.
She	told	Hopkins	that,	a	year	later,	she	had	spoken	to	her	boyfriend	about	the	experience.	Hopkins	rang

him	to	check,	and	the	boyfriend	could	not	recall	it.	But	he	could	recall	a	UFO	they	had	seen	together	at
this	 time—and	which	she	had	totally	forgotten.	All	of	which	suggests	again	 that	 the	‘aliens’	are	able	 to
exercise	some	kind	of	hypnotic	manipulation	over	humans.
At	 this	 point,	 it	 is	 important	 to	 state	 that	most	modern	 books	 on	 hypnosis	 propagate	 a	 fallacy:	 that

people	cannot	be	hypnotised	against	their	will.	It	is	true	that	medical	hypnosis	depends	on	the	cooperation
of	the	patient	with	the	doctor.	But	there	are	dozens	of	cases	of	people	being	hypnotised	against	their	will
—or	at	least	without	their	cooperation.
In	a	famous	criminal	case	in	Heidelberg	in	the	mid-1930s,	a	swindler	called	Franz	Walter	travelled	on

a	train	with	a	young	woman,	and	claimed	to	be	a	doctor	who	could	treat	her	stomach	pains.	He	asked	her
to	come	for	a	cup	of	coffee,	but	she	was	nervous	and	unwilling.	But,	as	they	stepped	on	the	platform,	he
took	her	hand,	and	 (she	said),	 ‘It	 seemed	 to	me	I	no	 longer	had	a	will	of	my	own’.	He	 took	her	 to	his
room,	told	her	she	was	unable	to	move,	then	raped	her.	He	then	ordered	her	to	forget	what	had	happened.
Later,	he	ordered	her	to	become	a	prostitute.	Walter	taught	the	men	to	whom	he	sold	her	a	‘magic	word’,
which	would	make	her	do	whatever	they	asked.	He	took	all	the	money	she	earned.	After	she	married,	he
ordered	her	to	kill	her	husband.	When	she	failed,	he	ordered	her	to	kill	herself.	Fortunately,	three	suicide
attempts	were	thwarted	by	chance.	Finally,	the	husband	became	suspicious	and	went	to	the	police.	And,
after	a	long	struggle,	the	police	hypnotist	succeeded	in	‘unlocking’	the	various	inhibitions	that	Walter	had
implanted	 in	her	 to	prevent	her	 remembering	what	had	happened.	Walter	was	sentenced	 to	 ten	years	 in
jail.
What	seems	clear	is	that	Walter	had	immediately	recognised	her	as	the	kind	of	woman	over	whom	he

could	exercise	control;	he	merely	had	to	touch	her	hand	to	deprive	her	of	will.
A	case	recorded	in	Robert	Temple’s	classic	history	of	hypnosis,	Open	to	Suggestion,	makes	the	same

point.	In	January	1985,	a	Portuguese	woman	in	Notting	Hill	Gate	was	accosted	by	a	Portuguese	man	who
asked	her	the	way.	She	was	unable	to	help,	and	the	man	asked	another	passer-by,	also	Portuguese.	This
man	introduced	himself	to	her	and	took	her	hand.	She	immediately	felt	a	dreamlike	sense	of	unreality.	She
was	then	ordered	to	go	home	and	bring	her	savings	book,	then	to	draw	out	all	her	savings—over	£1,000
—and	give	it	to	the	two	men,	who	went	off	with	her	money.	The	two	swindlers	were	caught	by	chance,
and	proved	 to	have	swindled	several	other	people	by	 the	same	method.	Both	were	sentenced	 to	prison
and	deported.
Temple	 demolishes	 the	 notion	 that	 people	 cannot	 be	 hypnotised	 against	 their	 will,	 and	 that	 people

under	hypnosis	will	not	commit	criminal	acts	that	they	would	not	commit	in	their	normal	state.	He	cites
another	woman	who	was	assaulted	by	the	hypnotist,	and	who	said,	‘He	started	to	caress	my	lower	body	.	.



.	I	just	let	that	happen,	did	not	feel	like,	nor	had	the	power	to	say	no.	He	asked	me	if	I	liked	it.	Although	I
did	not	 like	 it,	 I	 said	yes’.	And	 she	 adds	 the	 important	 statement:	 ‘Only	 I	did	not	have	any	 fear	which
normally	would	have	been	there’.
In	1991,	a	hypnotist	named	Nelson	Lintott	assaulted	113	girls	under	hypnosis,	often	videoing	the	sex.

He	claimed	to	be	curing	them	of	nail-biting	or	smoking.	When	shown	these	videos	 later,	 the	girls	were
horrified—they	had	no	memory	of	being	undressed	and	raped.
All	of	which	makes	clear	that	most	skilled	hypnotists	have	the	powers	attributed	to	aliens:	can	cause

certain	people	to	become	‘will-less’,	 to	paralyse	them,	and	to	cause	them	to	experience	amnesia.	 In	all
probability,	this	does	not	apply	to	everybody;	John	Keel	and	Hans	Holzer	both	suspect	that	‘contactees’
may	be	chosen	for	certain	reasons,	including	‘psychic’	tendencies.
The	American	doctor	Howard	Miller,	who	practised	hypnosis,	was	convinced	 that	 it	 involves	 some

form	 of	 telepathy,	 in	 which	 the	 will	 of	 the	 hypnotist	 influences	 the	 will	 of	 the	 patient.	 And	 Ferenc
Volgyesi’s	book	Hypnosis	of	Men	and	Animals	has	many	accounts	of	 ‘battles	of	will’	between	reptiles
and	animals—one	photograph	shows	a	battle	of	wills	between	a	bird	and	a	rattlesnake	which	ended	 in
victory	for	 the	bird,	while	another	shows	a	battle	of	wills	between	a	 toad	and	a	cobra	which	ended	 in
victory	for	the	toad.	So	the	notion	that	hypnosis	is	purely	a	matter	of	‘suggestion’	is	clearly	in	urgent	need
of	revision.
The	psychologist	Pierre	 Janet	was	able	 to	 summon	one	of	his	patients,	 ‘Lennie’,	with	whom	he	had

established	hypnotic	rapport,	from	the	other	side	of	Le	Havre.	It	is	quite	clear	that	‘aliens’	have	a	similar
power	over	people	with	whom	 they	have	established	a	 rapport,	 so	 that	 they	can	be	 ‘summoned’	 in	 the
middle	of	the	night,	often	hearing	their	name	called	‘inside	their	heads’.
It	also	seems	possible	that	the	sight	of	a	UFO—with	its	revolving	rim	and	flashing	lights—may	induce

hypnosis.	We	have	seen	a	number	of	cases	where	people	have	entered	a	trance	after	seeing	a	UFO.
What	most	of	us	find	so	hard	to	understand	is	how	‘contactees’	can	slip	into	a	state	that	strikes	us	as

totally	 irrational—like	Kathie	Davis	when	she	was	not	 sure	whether	 she	was	 in	an	all-night	 store	or	a
UFO.	This	is	as	difficult	to	grasp	as	the	idea	of	being	hypnotised	against	our	will.	The	philosopher	James
Mill	 believed	 it	 ought	 to	 be	 possible	 to	 argue	madmen	 out	 of	 their	madness,	 and	 so	 revealed	 that	 he
suffered	from	a	version	of	what	Whitehead	called	‘the	fallacy	of	misplaced	concreteness’.	Mill	obviously
believed	that	sanity	is	a	norm	which	is	common	to	all	of	us,	 like	our	perception	that	one	and	one	make
two,	and	that	it	ought	to	be	easy	to	persuade	anyone	who	deviates	from	the	norm	to	recognise	that	he	or
she	 is	being	unreasonable.	This	 is	 like	 assuming	 that,	 because	 sight	 is	 normal,	we	 ought	 to	 be	 able	 to
reason	a	blind	man	into	acknowledging	that	he	is	only	shamming.
In	her	book	The	Human	Brain,	Susan	Greenfield	points	out	 that	patients	with	damage	 to	 the	parietal

cortex	often	feel	that	parts	of	their	body	do	not	belong	to	them,	and	may	even	insist	that	their	arm	belongs
to	someone	else.	Oliver	Sachs’s	 title	The	Man	Who	Mistook	His	Wife	 for	a	Hatstand	again	makes	 us
aware	 that	brain	damage	can	make	quite	bizarre	perceptions	 seem	normal.	The	 truth	 is	 that	 there	 is	 no
‘normal	reality’	that	we	all	share;	there	is	simply	a	consensus	reality,	which	is	like	the	consensus	morality
or	consensus	 religion	or	consensus	politics	 that	 is	 taken	 for	granted	by	some	remote	 tribe—or	by	most



civilised	societies.
The	kind	of	scepticism	we	feel	about	contactees	and	abductees	is	a	part	of	the	consensus	reality.	But

consensus	reality	changes.	In	1950,	only	a	tiny	proportion	of	the	population	of	Europe	or	the	United	States
believed	 in	 the	 reality	 of	 UFOs;	 now	 the	 figure	 is	 more	 than	 50	 percent.	 The	 UFO	 phenomenon	 has
changed	this	aspect	of	our	consensus	reality—which	seems	to	be	part	of	its	aim.
Of	course,	it	would	all	be	much	easier	if	people	who	believe	in	the	existence	of	UFOs	could	decide

exactly	 what	 it	 is	 they	 believe	 in:	 solid	 metal	 spaceships	 from	 Sirius,	 semisolid	 craft	 from	 another
dimension,	or	psychic	vehicles	from	Ted	Holiday’s	goblin	universe	that	should	be	classified	with	ghosts
and	poltergeists.
To	 add	 to	 the	 confusion,	 the	 phenomenon	 itself	 seems	 determined	 to	 remain	 ambiguous,	 frustrating

every	attempt	to	reach	definite	conclusions.	Every	time	someone	arrives	at	a	theory	that	sounds	balanced
and	sensible,	some	contradictory	new	piece	of	evidence	turns	it	on	its	head.	Jacques	Vallee,	John	Keel
and	John	Michell	spent	years	studying	 the	phenomenon,	and	ended	by	feeling	 that	 it	defies	explanation.
John	Mack’s	original	reaction	to	Budd	Hopkins’s	claims	about	abductees	was,	‘They	must	be	mad,	and	so
must	 he’.	A	more	 careful	 examination	 of	 the	 subject	 convinced	 him	 that	 nobody	 was	mad:	 they	 were
telling	the	truth	insofar	as	they	knew	it.	Yet,	years	after	becoming	involved	in	the	study	of	abductees,	John
Mack	admits	that	he	is	no	more	enlightened	than	he	was	after	six	months.
Budd	Hopkins	 is	 a	 good	 example	 of	 the	 nature	 of	 the	 problem.	 In	Missing	 Time	 he	 concluded	 that

abduction	undoubtedly	takes	place,	and	that	‘they’	are	able	to	induce	amnesia.	In	Intruders	he	concluded
that	 ‘they’	 are	 involved	 in	 some	biological	 experiment,	 probably	breeding	 semihuman	hybrids.	 But	 his
next	book,	Witnessed	(1996),	not	only	fails	to	take	the	subject	any	further:	it	succeeds	in	making	it	sound
too	absurd	to	be	taken	seriously.
Hopkins	had	already	described	the	case	of	 the	woman	he	calls	Linda	Cortile	at	 the	MIT	conference.

There	he	began	by	saying,	‘This	is	the	most	important	UFO	abduction	case	that	I’ve	ever	worked	on.	 It
concerns	the	abduction	of	a	woman	who	recalled	floating	out	of	a	twelfth-storey	window	in	a	downtown
Manhattan	building	on	November	30,	1989’.
Linda	 Cortile	 had	 written	 to	 Hopkins	 seven	 months	 earlier,	 to	 say	 that	 his	 book	 Intruders	 had

awakened	fears	that	she	was	an	abductee.
In	1967,	when	she	was	twenty-three,	she	lay	in	bed	and	had	the	experience	of	feeling	paralysis	creep

from	her	toes	to	her	head.	It	happened	several	times.	In	1969,	she	married,	and	went	to	see	a	doctor	about
a	bump	on	her	nose,	which	she	feared	might	be	a	 tumour.	The	doctor	 reassured	her,	but	said	she	had	a
surgery	scar	inside	her	nose.	She	said	she	had	never	had	surgery	on	her	nose;	he	assured	her	she	had.	This
is	what	led	her	to	write	to	Hopkins.
On	the	morning	of	30	November	1989,	she	telephoned	Hopkins	to	say	that	a	small,	grey-skinned	alien

had	approached	her	bed	in	the	early	hours	of	the	morning,	and	she	had	thrown	a	pillow	at	him.	Then	she
had	become	paralysed.	Two	days	later,	under	hypnosis,	she	described	being	taken	to	the	window	by	three
‘greys’	and	floated	out	to	a	UFO.	There	she	was	made	to	lie	on	a	table,	and	she	recalled	speaking	to	them
in	their	own	language.	One	of	them	examined	her	nose,	then	ran	his	fingers	through	her	hair	with	obvious



tenderness,	 touched	her	cheek,	and	asked	after	her	 family.	Soon	after	 that	she	found	herself	back	 in	her
own	bed.
Fourteen	months	 later,	 Hopkins	 received	 a	 letter	 signed	 ‘Police	 Officers	 Dan	 and	 Richard’,	 which

informed	him	that	at	3:30	a.m.	on	30	November	1989,	they	had	seen	a	woman	in	a	nightgown	‘floated’	out
of	 a	Manhattan	 apartment	 by	 ‘three	ugly	but	 humanlike	 creatures’,	 and	 into	 a	 large	oval	 craft	 hovering
overhead.	 The	 craft	 turned	 reddish	 orange,	 then	 flew	 away	 and	 plunged	 into	 the	 river	 near	 Brooklyn
Bridge.
Hopkins	was	delighted—this	looked	like	undeniable	evidence	for	Linda’s	abduction,	the	positive	proof

that	Earth	was	being	invaded	by	aliens.	Two	weeks	later,	Richard	and	Dan	called	on	Linda	Cortile.	She
liked	Richard,	but	Dan	struck	her	as	unfriendly	and	‘freaked	out’.	(Apparently	the	sight	of	the	abduction
had	 preyed	 on	 his	 mind.)	 Subsequently,	 Dan	 also	 wrote	 to	 Hopkins	 with	 his	 version	 of	 what	 had
happened.
Now	Hopkins	 learnt	 that	 Richard	 and	Dan	were	 not	 ordinary	 policemen,	 but	 the	 bodyguards	 of	 an

important	political	figure.	(The	name	that	eventually	emerged	was	Perez	de	Cuellar,	former	secretary	of
the	United	Nations.)	He	had	 also	witnessed	Linda’s	 abduction	 from	 their	 car,	which	had	broken	down
under	Brooklyn	Bridge.
The	notion	that	an	eminent	politician	had	witnessed	the	abduction	seemed	wonderful—final	proof	not

only	of	 this	 abduction	but	 of	 the	 abduction	phenomenon	 in	 general.	And	 soon	Hopkins	was	 even	more
delighted	when	a	woman	wrote	to	him	saying	she	had	also	seen	the	abduction;	at	3:30	in	the	morning,	her
car	had	been	one	of	many	that	had	stalled	on	Brooklyn	Bridge;	the	streetlights	had	also	gone	out.
This	 was	 as	 much	 as	 Hopkins	 described	 at	 the	 conference	 at	MIT.	 But,	 in	 his	 book	Witnessed,	 it

becomes	clear	that	the	story	developed	complications	that	make	the	reader	wonder	if	he	is	having	his	leg
pulled,	or	has	gone	mad.
First,	Richard	and	Dan	abducted	Linda	off	the	street	to	ask	her	if	this	was	all	some	kind	of	trick,	and

insisted	on	looking	at	her	feet	to	see	if	she	was	an	alien.	(Through	binoculars	they	had	noted	that	the	aliens
had	no	toes.)	Then	Dan	took	a	holiday	to	get	over	the	shock.	Later,	he	wrote	to	Hopkins,	disclosing	more
information	 about	 the	 night	 of	 30	November	 1989.	 Immediately	 after	 the	 abduction,	 he	 said,	 they	 had
found	themselves—inexplicably—on	the	seashore.	And	there	on	the	sand	was	Linda,	helping	the	‘greys’
dig	 with	 shovels	 and	 putting	 their	 finds	 in	 rectangular	 boxes;	 she	 was	 talking	 to	 them	 in	 their	 own
language.	Then	Linda	and	 the	 aliens	 crossed	over	 to	 the	policemen	and	 their	distinguished	charge,	 and
held	up	a	dead	fish,	saying,	‘Look	what	you’ve	done’.	When	Dan	asked	who	she	was,	an	alien	replied,
‘The	lady	of	the	sands’.
This	obviously	explained	why	the	 two	policemen	had	abducted	Linda	and	demanded	to	see	her	feet;

they	had	every	reason	to	believe	she	was	acquainted	with	the	aliens.	Understandably,	Richard	and	Dan
were	both	 in	a	 state	of	psychological	 turmoil.	Their	 transfer	 to	 the	 seashore	meant	 that	 they	were	 also
abductees.
But	what	did	the	dead	fish,	and	‘Look	what	you’ve	done’,	mean?	Hopkins	decided	that	it	was	meant	as

a	reproach	to	Perez	de	Cuellar	about	the	Earth’s	ecology.



Incredibly,	 Linda	 confirmed	 this	 whole	 story	 at	 her	 next	 hypnotic	 session	 with	 Hopkins.	 She	 also
confirmed	the	ecological	interpretation	of	her	words.
In	October	1991,	Dan	abducted	Linda	once	more	and	took	her	to	a	beach	house	on	Long	Island,	where

he	asked	her	to	put	on	a	white	nightgown	he	had	bought	her.	He	chased	her	across	the	beach,	kissed	her
several	 times,	 and	 said	he	wanted	her	 to	go	 away	with	him	and	 ‘make	 a	 family’.	Fortunately,	 Richard
arrived	and	rescued	her.
Richard	 later	 wrote	 to	 Hopkins	 confirming	 the	 abduction,	 as	 well	 as	 Dan’s	 story	 about	 being

transported	to	the	seashore	after	Linda’s	original	abduction.	Richard	added	that	Linda	had	spoken	to	them
‘in	their	heads’,	and	had	warned	Dan—who	was	thinking	of	using	his	gun—to	keep	his	hands	down.	He
also	claimed	that,	 the	first	 time	he	and	Dan	had	abducted	her,	Linda	had	again	spoken	 to	 them	‘in	 their
heads’,	and	said,	‘Be	kind.	Don’t	hurt	me’.	She	also	made	Richard	turn	his	head	away	by	some	kind	of
telepathic	order.
Hopkins	 was	 forced	 to	 conclude	 that,	 in	 some	 weird	 sense,	 Linda	 was	 ‘one	 of	 them’—without,

apparently,	 consciously	 realising	 it.	 It	 seemed	 that,	 as	 a	 long-time	abductee,	 she	had	become	a	kind	of
dual	personality,	unaware	of	her	alien	alter	ego.	Or	was	she	merely	under	the	total	control	of	these	aliens?
Mysteries	multiplied.	Linda	went	to	see	her	niece,	a	foot	doctor,	and	had	her	nose	X-rayed.	The	X-ray

showed	some	foreign	body	lodged	in	it.	A	few	days	later,	Linda	woke	to	find	she	had	had	a	bad	nosebleed
in	the	night.	And	a	further	X-ray	showed	that	the	object	had	vanished.
Hopkins	also	received	a	letter	from	‘the	Third	Man’	(de	Cuellar?)	verifying	that	he	had	been	present

when	Linda	was	floated	out	of	her	apartment,	and	the	seashore	episode	with	the	dead	fish.
And	now,	as	if	the	story	were	not	complex	and	bewildering	enough,	it	takes	a	twist	worthy	of	Victorian

melodrama.	Richard	accosted	Linda	one	morning	and	she	agreed	to	go	with	him—to	a	place	of	her	choice
—and	 talk.	They	wandered	around	New	York—St.	Patrick’s	Cathedral,	 the	Rockefeller	Center,	Central
Park—and	he	made	it	clear	that	he	had	a	romantic	interest	in	her.	On	a	bench	in	Central	Park	he	suddenly
kissed	 her,	 and	 she	 allowed	 it—in	 fact,	 participated	 with	 some	 enthusiasm.	 She	 felt	 guilty	 about	 her
husband,	but	enjoyed	it.
Subsequently,	Richard	wrote	to	Hopkins,	mentioning	that	Dan	had	now	been	interned	in	a	‘rest	home’.

He	mentioned	the	outing	with	Linda—then	went	on	to	tell	Hopkins	that,	since	the	age	of	ten,	he	had	been
dreaming	of	a	girl,	who	was	introduced	to	him	in	a	white	environment	by	two	tall,	emotionless	beings.	He
called	her	Baby	Ann;	she	called	him	Mickey.	They	took	an	instant	liking	to	each	other.	Six	months	later,	he
dreamt	of	Baby	Ann	again.	It	happened	repeatedly	over	the	years.	When	he	was	sixteen,	and	Baby	Ann
was	thirteen,	he	gave	her	her	first	kiss.	By	the	time	he	was	twenty-five,	he	and	Baby	Ann	wanted	to	marry,
but	since	they	knew	each	other	only	in	dreams,	this	was	obviously	impossible.
When	he	saw—through	binoculars—Linda	being	floated	out	of	her	apartment,	he	recognised	Baby	Ann.
Now	he	was	 inclined	 to	believe	 that	 their	 love	affair	had	not	been	a	dream—it	had	happened	 in	 the

‘UFO	reality’.	He	even	suspected	that	Linda’s	second	son	Johnny	was	really	his	own	child.	He	and	Linda
had	been	abducted	by	aliens	repeatedly	from	childhood,	and	had	finally	‘bonded’	and	become	parents.
Hopkins’s	next	step	was	obviously	 to	 find	out	whether	any	of	 this	could	be	confirmed	by	Linda.	He



brought	her	to	his	apartment,	and	she	told	him	that	Richard	had	asked	her	if	she	had	ever	had	imaginary
playmates.	Pressed	by	Hopkins,	she	recalled	an	imaginary	playmate	called	Mickey,	who	called	her	Ann.
And	 Hopkins	 was	 suddenly	 confronted	 with	 the	 incredible	 notion	 that	 Linda	 and	 Richard	 had	 been
deliberately	brought	together	by	the	aliens	in	a	long-term	psychological	and	breeding	experiment.	Linda
was	obviously	deeply	shaken	when	Hopkins	read	her	Richard’s	‘Baby	Ann’	letter.
It	was	his	first	experience	of	this	notion	of	the	UFO	occupants	organising	the	lives	of	human	beings	like

the	mythical	Fates.	Later,	he	was	to	come	across	other	cases.	A	couple	called	Jack	and	Sally	kept	having
flashbacks	 to	 some	 earlier	 period	 together	 which,	 logically	 speaking,	 they	 knew	 they	 could	 not	 have
shared.	Under	hypnosis	 they	recalled	being	abducted	 together	many	 times;	 like	Richard	and	Linda,	 they
remembered	their	nicknames	for	each	other	without	any	possibility	of	communicating.
Sally	was	in	tears	as	she	said,	‘Jack	and	I	love	each	other	.	.	.	but	is	this	something	the	aliens	are	doing

to	us?’
Another	 couple	met	 at	 a	UFO	conference	 and	gradually	 began	 to	 have	 flashbacks	 of	meeting	during

abductions,	 and	 finally	 of	 becoming	 lovers.	 But	 each	 was	 happily	 married	 to	 someone	 else.	 She
commented,	‘It’s	not	fair	for	the	aliens	to	do	this	to	anyone’.
Another	 couple	 lived	 as	 far	 apart	 as	 Scotland	 and	 the	 United	 States,	 yet,	 when	 they	 met,	 instantly

recognised	 each	other.	He	 recalled	 having	 had	 sexual	 intercourse	with	 her	 during	 an	 abduction,	which
was	unusual,	since	he	was	homosexual.
It	is	possible	to	see	why	Dan	and	Richard—and	the	‘third	man’—were	so	shaken	by	their	experience.

They	 were	 top	 security	 men—Hopkins	 has	 a	 photograph	 of	 Dan	 standing	 with	 Reagan,	 Bush	 and
Gorbachev—yet	 the	aliens	had	made	 them	feel	 like	helpless	children.	Dan	found	 it	particularly	hard	 to
adjust.	He	felt	that	his	answer	to	the	problem	was	to	marry	Linda,	who	was	the	cause	of	all	his	insecurity,
and	planned	to	kidnap	her.
In	fact	Dan	escaped	from	the	‘rest	home’,	and	made	elaborate	plans	to	kidnap	Linda,	drug	her	and	fly

with	her	to	England.	These	were	foiled	by	security	men,	including	Richard,	and	Dan	apparently	ceased	to
be	an	‘official	problem’—by	which	Hopkins	understood	Richard	to	mean	either	that	Dan	had	been	killed,
or	permanently	incarcerated	where	there	was	no	chance	of	escape.
There	were	still	more	strange	twists.	Richard	admitted	that	they	were	not	alone	when	their	car	broke

down	under	Brooklyn	Bridge:	they	were	in	an	official	motorcade	of	at	least	five	cars,	full	of	security	men
and	 important	political	 figures.	Their	 engines	 had	 simply	 stopped,	 and	 one	 security	man	 later	went	 on
record	as	saying	that	he	simply	blanked	out	for	an	hour.	During	that	hour,	Richard,	Dan	and	the	‘third	man’
were	abducted	by	being	somehow	sucked	out	of	the	car.	They	were	taken	to	the	seashore,	and	Richard	put
some	 sand	 in	 his	 pocket,	which	 he	 later	 found.	After	 the	 episode	 of	 the	 dead	 fish,	when	 they	 became
convinced	Linda	was	an	alien,	they	found	themselves	back	on	FDR	Drive	outside	the	car—in	fact,	with
the	‘third	man’	on	the	roof.
The	 story	 still	 has	 some	 further	 twists,	but	no	purpose	would	be	 served	 in	detailing	 them	all.	More

witnesses	to	the	abduction	appeared.	The	‘third	man’	was	apparently	convinced	that	he	had	been	abducted
with	Linda	in	the	past,	and	might	be	the	father	of	her	child	Johnny.	He	presented	Johnny	with	a	valuable



sea-diver’s	 helmet	 and	 wanted	 to	 hug	 him.	 Later,	 Hopkins	 succeeded	 in	 interviewing	 him	 at	 O’Hare
Airport,	but	the	third	man	(who	was	with	his	wife)	professed	to	be	bewildered	by	the	strange	story	and	to
know	nothing	about	it.
On	a	later	occasion,	Linda’s	whole	family	woke	up	simultaneously	with	nosebleeds	in	the	right	nostril,

and	the	same	was	true	of	a	neighbour’s	son	who	was	staying	the	night.	Hopkins	later	learnt	that	this	boy
had	been	having	strange	dreams	of	alien	abduction	since	he	was	small.
What,	 then,	 are	we	 to	make	 of	 it	 all?	The	 case	 has	 been	 attacked	with	 a	 bitterness	 unusual	 even	 in

ufological	circles.	Some	critics	have	claimed	that	Hopkins	is	a	liar,	others	that	Linda	Cortile	is	a	fantasist
who	has	duped	Hopkins.	It	is	pointed	out	that	Hopkins	has	never	met	Richard	or	Dan—only	corresponded
with	them	and	listened	to	tape	recordings.	John	Spencer,	while	rejecting	the	notion	that	Hopkins	is	‘faking
the	case	for	money’,	thinks	it	possible	that	Hopkins	‘oversold	the	case	to	himself,	and	then	to	the	world’.
Dennis	Stacy,	author	of	UFOs,	1947–1997,	has	said	mildly	that	the	case	‘brings	the	abduction	issue	to	a
boil	by	raising	the	bar	of	believability’.
This	may	be	regarded	as	one	of	the	points	in	its	favour.	The	same	comment	applies	to	Witnessed	as	to

Puharich’s	Uri:	that,	if	he	had	decided	to	tell	lies,	he	would	have	made	them	believable.
In	 fact,	 there	 seems	 to	be	no	good	 reason	 for	 assuming	 that	Hopkins	 is	 lying,	 or	 even	 stretching	 the

truth.	Missing	Time	and	Intruders	are	obviously	sincere	books,	and	Kathie	Davis	of	Intruders	has	written
her	 own	 book	 confirming	 it	 all.	 So	 it	 is	 impossible	 to	 believe	 that	 Hopkins	 or	 Linda	 Cortile	 is
fictionalising.
Although	it	 is	 true	that	Witnessed	seems	 to	demand	a	suspension	of	disbelief	 that	 is	well	beyond	 the

average	 reader,	 this	 is	 largely	 due	 to	 the	 fact	 that	 ‘its	 implications	 exploded	 almost	 exponentially’,	 as
Stacy	puts	it.	What	looks	like	a	highly	convincing	case	of	a	well-witnessed	abduction	begins	to	look	more
and	more	 incredible	 when	we	 learn	 that	 the	 witnesses	 were	 also	 abducted,	 and	 that	 one	 of	 them	 had
known	Linda—in	some	spacecraft—since	she	was	four	years	old,	and	later	impregnated	her.
But	 then,	we	have	 already	encountered	 something	of	 the	 sort	 in	 the	 case	of	Beth	Collings	 and	Anna

Jamerson,	who	met	by	chance	as	children,	and	came	to	believe	 that	 they	had	been	abducted	 together	 in
childhood.	And,	in	this	case,	we	are	being	asked	to	believe	that	the	abductions	took	place	over	several
generations,	and	are	still	going	on.
The	‘aliens’	told	Patrolman	Herb	Schirmer	as	long	ago	as	1967	that	they	were	conducting	biological

experiments	with	human	beings,	and	six	years	earlier	 they	had	taken	a	sperm	sample	from	Barney	Hill,
and,	 four	 years	 before	 that,	 taken	 sperm	 from	 Antonio	 Villas-Boas.	 So	 it	 seems	 fairly	 clear	 that—
assuming	we	accept	the	reality	of	aliens—the	UFO	beings	are	interested	in	human	reproduction.
It	also	seems	clear,	 from	the	number	of	abductees	who	have	been	shown	scenarios	of	 the	end	of	 the

world,	that	the	aliens	are	interested	in	warning	us	about	the	dangers	of	destroying	ourselves.	In	a	hypnosis
session	of	October	1993,	Anna	Jamerson	 foretold	a	 ‘holocaust’,	 and	said	 that	 it	had	already	started.	 It
would	get	‘really	bad’	in	1997.	I	am	writing	this	in	August	1997,	and	have	not	noticed	any	holocaust	that
began	in	1993	and	has	got	worse	recently.	So	it	seems	possible	that,	where	these	prophecies	of	doom	are
concerned,	 the	 aliens	 are,	 as	 Jacques	 Vallee	 suggests,	 ‘messengers	 of	 deception’.	On	 the	 other	 hand,



pollution	of	the	sea	and	atmosphere	means	that	there	is	deep	and	immediate	cause	for	concern,	and	adds
plausibility	to	the	notion	that	aliens	may	be	warning	us	to	take	thought	before	it	is	too	late.
Hopkins,	oddly	enough,	rejects	this	notion:
Everything	I	have	learned	in	twenty	years	of	research	into	the	UFO	abduction	phenomenon	leads
me	to	conclude	that	the	aliens’	central	purpose	is	not	to	teach	us	about	taking	better	care	of	the
environment.	Instead,	all	of	the	evidence	points	to	their	being	here	to	carry	out	a	complex
breeding	experiment	in	which	they	seem	to	be	working	to	create	a	hybrid	species,	a	mix	of	human
and	alien	characteristics.	A	careful	reading	of	the	various	witnesses’	accounts	suggests	that	here,
as	in	many	earlier	cases,	reproductive	issues	appear	far	more	frequently	than	alien	ecological
concerns.	Indeed,	apart	from	the	suspicious	Lady	of	the	Sands	scenario,	references	to	the
environment	are	virtually	nonexistent	in	the	Linda	Cortile	case.	But	the	possibility	Richard	raised
—that	the	aliens	may	need	a	safer	environment	on	Earth	in	order	to	carry	out	their	own	central
agenda—is	not	to	be	dismissed.	Crudely	put,	one	wants	the	hotel	one	stays	in	to	be	clean.

(Intruders,	1987)
John	Spencer,	on	the	other	hand,	has	written:
The	somewhat	reductionist	and	simplistic	view	that	alien	astronauts	are	capturing	literally
thousands	of	people	all	over	the	world,	over	long	periods	of	time,	and	performing	genetic	and
sexual	acts	on	them,	as	part	of	a	programme	of	genetic	engineering,	seems	to	be	the	product	of	the
science-fiction	culture	that	gave	us	flying	saucers	in	the	first	place.	It	is	my	view	.	.	.	that	this
scenario	is	created	by	the	mostly	accidental	misuse	of	hypnosis	.	.	.	[1]
Yet	such	a	view—which	amounts	to	dismissing	the	whole	abduction	phenomenon	as	some	kind	of	mass

hysteria—is	 hardly	 consistent	with	 the	 facts:	 such	 facts	 as	women	 finding	 themselves	 pregnant,	 having
their	pregnancy	confirmed	by	a	doctor,	then	suddenly	being	no	longer	pregnant;	or	such	facts	as	a	whole
family	waking	up	at	the	same	time	with	a	nosebleed	from	the	right	nostril.
In	any	case,	many	abductees	recall	their	experience	without	hypnosis.	This	wholesale	attempt	to	make

the	abduction	phenomenon	go	away	has	much	in	common	with	the	attempt	in	the	1950s	and	1960s	to	make
the	UFO	phenomenon	go	away	by	 talking	about	 temperature	 inversions	and	weather	balloons.	We	 have
already	 seen	 what	 happened	 to	 that	 attitude	 in	 the	 1960s,	 with	 the	 Condon	 Committee,	 Hynek’s
‘conversion’,	and	 the	seminal	books	of	Jacques	Vallee.	The	explanation,	whatever	 it	 turns	out	 to	be,	 is
certainly	not	that	everybody	was	suffering	from	delusions.	In	fact,	John	Spencer	undermines	his	own	case
in	the	long	section	on	‘The	Abduction	Phenomenon’	in	his	important	book	Perspectives.	After	a	long	and
critical	account	of	Budd	Hopkins’s	Intruders,	he	goes	on	to	describe	his	own	investigation	of	a	case	in
Vallentuna,	Sweden.
On	Saturday,	23	March	1974,	a	man	Spencer	calls	Anders	left	a	political	celebration	and	decided	to

walk	home,	about	five	kilometres	(three	miles)	away.	He	had	drunk	a	few	glasses,	but	was	still	sober.	 It
was	a	starry,	moonlit	night,	and	he	decided	to	take	a	short	cut	that	led	over	a	hill.	As	he	was	climbing,	a
bright	light	came	from	behind,	and,	thinking	it	was	a	fast	car,	he	moved	off	the	road	on	to	the	grass	and
flung	himself	down—and	realised	that	it	was	not	a	car:	the	light	was	right	over	him.
Then	he	found	himself	outside	his	home	at	a	place	called	Lindholmen,	and	his	wife	opened	the	door	to

his	frantic	ringing.	He	was	bleeding	from	a	wound	in	the	forehead,	and	his	cheek	was	burnt.



The	next	day	he	called	the	National	Defence	and	was	advised	to	contact	a	man	called	Hardy	Brostrom,
of	 the	Home	Guard,	 who	was	 later	 to	 impress	 Spencer	 as	 a	 sober	 and	 thorough	 investigator.	A	 UFO
investigator	called	Stan	Lindgren	advised	Anders	to	try	hypnotic	regression.
Under	hypnosis,	Anders	remembered	that	he	did	not	actually	hit	the	ground.	Some	force	lifted	him	into

the	air.	He	was	then	sucked	into	a	vehicle	by	four	‘semi-transparent	entities’	looking	a	little	like	Indians,
but	with	no	nose	or	ears.	(He	thought	they	could	have	been	wearing	hoods.)	They	were	surrounded	by	a
hazy	glow.	They	approached	him	with	some	kind	of	‘instrument’,	which	Anders	would	not	describe,	and
he	gathered	that	they	intended	to	pierce	him,	and	fought	hard.	In	spite	of	that,	 the	instrument	was	placed
against	his	forehead,	and	caused	a	burning	pain.	After	that,	the	aliens	delivered	him	to	his	home.
There	was	no	‘missing	time’:	the	walk	would	have	taken	him	three-quarters	of	an	hour,	so	the	lift	home

meant	that	he	arrived	there	about	when	he	intended	to.
Anders	 objected	 to	 the	 hypnotic	 sessions.	 But	 Brostrom	 found	 a	way	 of	 overcoming	 his	 increasing

unwillingness	to	help	the	investigation	by	introducing	him	to	a	man	called	Bertil	Kuhlemann,	who	was	on
the	staff	of	a	scientific	 institution	(and	who	later	 introduced	Spencer	 to	 the	case).	And	Bertil	unearthed
other	witnesses.
A	 woman	 cyclist	 had	 seen	 the	 light	 at	 exactly	 the	 time	 Anders	 had	 been	 abducted.	 Two	 men

independently	saw	a	metal	object	in	the	field	where	Anders	had	his	encounter.	A	woman	and	her	fiancé,
driving	 towards	 the	 spot,	 saw	what	 they	 thought	was	 a	 new	water	 tower	with	 lights	 shining	 out	 of	 its
windows;	later	they	saw	that	there	was	no	water	tower	at	the	spot.	There	were	numerous	other	sightings
of	a	bright	light	the	following	night,	including	one	of	a	bright	yellow-white	object	that	travelled	over	the
forest	and	lit	up	the	sky,	moving	off	at	a	great	speed.	Televisions	blacked	out	or	showed	interference,	and
telephones	misfunctioned.	And	there	were	many	more	sightings	over	the	next	two	years.
What	 is	 clear	 is	 that,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 fact	 that	 Anders	 submitted	 to	 hypnotic	 regression,	 there	 was

abundant	evidence	to	show	that	the	abduction	was	genuine.
Anders	 and	 investigator	 Arne	Groth	 were	 inclined	 to	 believe	 that	 Anders	 was	 somehow	 under	 the

influence	of	 the	 ‘aliens’	 from	 the	moment	he	 left	 the	political	 celebration.	This	may	 or	may	 not	 be	 so.
What	is	significant	is	that	Anders	felt	that	the	encounter	had,	according	to	Spencer,	‘given	him	a	feeling	of
one-ness,	of	unity,	with	the	Earth	itself’.
The	‘instrument’	used	by	the	aliens	had	left	a	scar	on	Anders’s	forehead.	When	he	placed	his	left	hand

over	the	scar	he	felt	a	pricking,	stinging	sensation	inside	his	head.
Groth	had	been	studying	the	theories	of	Baron	von	Reichenbach,	who	discovered	that	certain	people—

particularly	‘sick	sensitives’—were	responsive	to	magnets	and	crystals;	one	girl	could	tell	when	a	magnet
was	uncapped	even	through	a	thick	wall.	(Reichenbach	thought	he	had	discovered	a	so-far	unknown	‘odic
force’.)	Groth	found	that	Anders	was	sensitive	to	magnets	at	a	distance	of	eight	inches	to	a	foot,	and	to
rock	crystal	from	six	or	seven	feet.	They	gave	Anders	a	stinging	or	sucking	sensation	in	his	head.
Anders	clearly	had	some	kind	of	paranormal	 talent,	 and	 felt	 that	 it	had	been	heightened	by	his	UFO

experience.
A	year	later,	Anders	had	a	dream	in	which	he	heard	the	words,	‘Search	in	yttrium’.	He	thought	yttrium



was	a	place,	but	Groth	knew	it	was	a	rare	metallic	element.	Groth	obtained	some	and	tried	it	on	Anders;
the	effects	were	very	powerful,	and	Anders	felt	something	like	an	electric	current.
Groth	 discovered	 ‘lines’	 in	 Anders’s	 body,	 similar	 to	 acupuncture	 lines,	 and	 that	 these	 were	 also

sensitive	to	yttrium.	Groth	believed	that	his	attention	had	been	‘directed’	to	these	lines	of	enquiry	by	the
entities	 who	 had	 abducted	 Anders,	 and	 that	 their	 purpose	 was	 that	 Anders	 should	 enjoy	 a	 better
association	with	the	Earth.	(Anders	felt	that	the	aliens	were	not	extraterrestrials,	but	from	Earth.)
Anders	discovered	that	he	could	move	a	compass	needle	by	passing	his	hand	over	it,	and	that	he	could

cause	‘patterns	of	force’	to	appear	in	iron	filings	placed	on	his	stomach.
Anders	 told	 John	 Spencer	 that	 he	 could	 dowse—not	 only	 for	 water,	 but	 for	 ‘Earth	 force’.	 To

demonstrate	 this,	 he	 got	 Spencer	 to	 hold	 a	 dowsing	 rod	 and	 placed	 him	 over	 an	 energy	 line.	Nothing
happened	until	Anders	placed	his	hand	nine	inches	above	the	rod,	when	Spencer	felt	a	surge	of	energy,
and	the	rod	bent	down,	in	spite	of	his	efforts	to	resist.
Anders	had	dowsed	 the	abduction	site,	and	found	that	 it	was	 the	convergence	point	of	many	lines	of

force	(what	are	in	Britain	known	as	ley	lines).	There	was	also	an	ancient	runic	stone	circle.	Anders	was
able	to	see	the	aura	of	the	Earth,	which	in	places,	he	said,	had	diminished	from	a	living	blue	or	violet	to	a
dull	brown,	a	sign	of	pollution.
In	one	interesting	experiment,	Groth	and	Anders	stood	in	their	separate	homes,	twenty	kilometres	apart

—that	is,	about	twelve	and	a	half	miles.	One	would	touch	gold,	yttrium	or	a	magnet	with	his	rock	crystal,
and	 the	 other	 would	 know	 which	 had	 been	 touched.	 There	 were	 witnesses	 at	 both	 homes	 and	 the
connection	was	established	by	telephone.
Spencer	takes	up	the	suggestion	of	Budd	Hopkins	that	the	purpose	of	‘implants’	(like	a	ball	in	the	nose)

is	to	enable	the	aliens	to	contact	the	abductees	subsequently—in	other	words,	that	it	is	a	little	like	game
wardens	 tagging	an	animal	with	a	device	 that	gives	off	a	 radio	signal.	Spencer	adds	 that	 it	ought	 to	be
possible	to	do	it	with	the	energy	lines	of	each	individual.
Significantly,	a	study	of	Anders’s	biorhythms	revealed	that	he	had	been	abducted	at	the	exact	moment

when	 the	 three	 energies—physical,	 emotional	 and	 intellectual—peaked	 at	 a	 triple	 maximum,	 which
happens	only	once	every	forty-six	years.	The	implication	 is	 that	Anders	had	been	carefully	selected	for
the	abduction,	and	with	some	specific	purpose	involved	with	increasing	certain	paranormal	abilities—a
claim	also	made	by	Uri	Geller.
Another	implication	is	that	the	abductors	meant	no	harm:	on	the	contrary,	they	were	trying	to	increase

the	powers	and	sensitivity	of	one	human	being.
This	seems	to	be	supported	by	another	case	Spencer	looked	into:	of	a	Swedish	woman	called	Kathryn

Howard.
Like	Anders,	Kathryn	felt	that	her	experience	had	changed	her,	and	that	she	had	been	‘born	that	day’.
In	April	1969,	she	was	out	in	the	Swedish	countryside	with	two	men,	Harvey	and	Martin.	It	happened

around	midday,	and	the	three	have	no	further	memory	until	they	found	themselves	sitting	on	a	sofa	in	the
home	of	one	of	them	at	11:00	at	night.
All	three	were	highly	‘politically	conscious’,	and	they	were	sitting	in	a	meadow	on	a	beautiful	spring



day	 discussing	 Vietnam	 and	 Biafra.	Kathryn	 began	 to	 cry	 as	 she	 thought	 about	 the	 indifference	 of	 the
civilised	world	to	the	sufferings	of	the	masses.	Then	she	and	Martin	looked	up	and	saw	an	oval-shaped
object	with	‘legs’	against	 the	sky.	She	asked,	 ‘What’s	 that?’	A	moment	 later,	 it	vanished.	Then	 she	 and
Martin	seem	to	have	had	a	kind	of	vision.	There	was	no	longer	blue	sky,	but	‘a	kind	of	colourless,	almost
fluidic,	grey	eternity’,	and	against	this	background	they	saw	the	moon,	as	if	at	close	quarters,	with	all	its
craters	clearly	visible.	Martin	could	see	it,	but	Harvey	thought	they	were	playing	a	joke	on	him.	Kathryn
said,	‘We	are	sitting	in	the	universe’.	She	later	said,	‘As	I	said	that,	the	Earth	seemed	to	be	expanding	in
front	of	my	eyes.	It	was	enormous	and	round’.	She	began	to	walk	around,	and	said,	‘I	am	walking	upside
down,	sideways,	every	which	way.	The	only	thing	that	keeps	me	here	is	gravity’.	And,	as	she	spoke,	she
seemed	to	understand	gravity.	The	Earth	continued	to	expand,	and	she	seemed	to	be	above	it	as	well	as
standing	on	it.	Then	she	heard	a	beating	sound,	like	the	heart	through	a	stethoscope,	except	much	slower.
She	knew	this	to	be	the	rhythm	of	the	universe.
Kathryn	 went	 on	 to	 say	 that	 it	 was	 the	 greatest	 joy	 she	 had	 ever	 known,	 and	 that	 she	 felt	 cosmic

consciousness.	Then	 she	 seemed	 to	 see	 the	 history	 of	 the	 human	 race	 flash	 past	 in	 a	 few	 seconds	 (an
experience	 that	 has	 been	 confirmed	by	people	who	have	been	 saved	 from	drowning	or	 survived	 some
other	life-threatening	situation).	She	said,	‘If	everyone	could	see	and	feel	as	we	do	now,	there	wouldn’t
be	any	more	wars,	starvation,	or	anything	negative’.	Then	she	experienced	a	paradoxical	insight:	that	all
this	didn’t	matter	because	‘that’s	just	part	of	the	evolution’.
After	this,	they	found	themselves	sitting	on	the	sofa,	having	‘lost’	about	ten	hours.
In	 1986,	Kathryn	decided	 to	 try	 to	 regain	 the	missing	 time	by	undergoing	hypnosis.	 In	 a	 trance,	 she

recalled	that	the	‘legs’	had	withdrawn	into	the	craft,	and	that	she	had	been	somehow	sucked	into	it,	and
was	looking	down	through	a	lens	at	the	Earth.	Then	the	Earth	vanished,	and	she	was	terrified	that	she	was
being	taken	away	permanently.	After	that	she	thought	she	was	on	another	planet,	and	that	the	UFO	entities
were	transparent	(Anders	had	said	‘semi-transparent’);	she	saw	a	cigar-shaped	object	taking	off.	She	felt
she	was	wearing	a	kind	of	crystal	headdress	or	helmet,	and	states	that	clairvoyants	have	sometimes	seen
this	around	her	head.
The	 experience	 caused	 an	 ‘opening	 up’.	Kathryn	 apparently	 had	 insights	 into	 past	 lives,	 ‘and	much

more’.	She	also	had	a	vision	of	Earth	burning,	and	knew	this	was	the	end	of	civilisation.	Subsequently,
Kathryn	felt	 that	the	experience	had	taught	her	that	she	had	a	message,	to	persuade	people	to	open	their
eyes.
Certain	 things	 stand	 out	 clearly.	 First,	 she	 and	Martin	 saw	 the	 UFO—presumably	 Harvey	 was	 not

looking	 up.	 It	 seems,	 then,	 that	 the	 sight	 of	 the	UFO	may	 have	 triggered	 the	 experience.	When	Kathie
Davis	 was	 driving	 back	 to	 a	 night	 food	 store,	 she	 saw	 a	 shining	 balloon	 in	 the	 sky;	 after	 that	 the
experience	 became	 dreamlike,	 and	 she	 felt	 that	 the	 store	 was	 really	 a	 spacecraft.	 And,	 when	 Beth
Collings’s	father	was	on	the	beach	in	Virginia,	his	attention	became	fixed	on	a	shell,	 then	he	looked	up
and	 found	 his	 brother	 had	 vanished.	Later,	 his	 attention	was	 again	 fixed	 on	 a	 glittering	 object,	 and	 he
found	that	his	brother	had	returned.	Hypnotists	also	work	by	‘fixing’	the	attention	of	the	subject,	often	on
some	 shining	object.	So	 it	 seems	 conceivable	 that,	 in	Kathryn’s	 case,	 the	 experience	 began	with	 some



hypnotic	induction,	possibly	telepathic.
The	case	 recalls	 John	Keel’s	 flash	of	cosmic	consciousness	 in	his	New	York	bedroom	(although,	of

course,	 this	 had	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 UFOs),	 and	 Bucke’s	 mystical	 experience	 in	 the	 carriage.	 Such
‘flashes’—as	in	the	case	of	Kathryn—have	a	permanent	effect.
We	also	note	that	Kathryn,	like	Anders	and	so	many	others,	became	‘psychic’	after	the	experience.	 It

may	be,	of	course,	that	she	was	already	psychic,	and	that	the	experience	simply	released	it	or	increased	it.
John	Spencer	makes	the	point	that,	in	these	two	cases,	there	was	no	suggestion	of	‘leading	questions’	in

the	hypnosis,	which	might	lead	to	false	memories.	It	is	certainly	a	valid	point;	a	TV	programme	on	UFOs
—part	 of	 the	 1987	 fiftieth	 anniversary	 of	Kenneth	Arnold’s	 sighting—showed	Hopkins	 asking	 a	 child
‘leading’	questions	about	whether	he	had	ever	woken	up	and	seen	strange	figures	in	his	bedroom.	But	the
hypnotic	 transcripts	 quoted	 in	 his	 books—and	 in	Connections	by	Anna	 Jamerson	 and	Beth	Collings—
seem	to	show	that	this	is	not	his	normal	practice.	And	we	have	seen	that	Beth	Collings	recalled	her	own
abduction	 in	 the	 Virginia	 State	 Park	 without	 any	 help	 from	 hypnosis.	 In	 fact,	 an	 enormous	 number	 of
‘abductees’	recall	their	experience	spontaneously.
But	the	main	point	is	that	the	two	Swedish	cases	show	that	Spencer	accepts	the	notion	of	abduction	as

some	 kind	 of	 reality,	 and	 is	 not	 trying	 to	 argue	 that	 the	 whole	 abduction	 phenomenon	 is	 simply	mass
hysteria.
All	 the	 same,	 scepticism	 about	 the	 abduction	 statistics	 is	 easy	 to	 understand.	 In	 1991,	 the	 Roper

organisation	polled	nearly	six	thousand	adults	to	find	how	many	thought	they	might	have	been	abducted.
Budd	Hopkins	 and	David	 Jacobs	devised	 eleven	questions,	 such	 as	whether	 a	person	 could	 remember
seeing	unusual	lights	in	the	bedroom,	missing	time,	flying	through	the	air,	mysterious	bedroom	figures	who
could	deal	out	paralysis,	and	unaccountable	scars	on	the	body.	The	result	showed	that	119	people	were
possible	 abductees,	 or	 two	 percent.	 Extrapolating	 to	 the	 population	 of	 the	 US,	 that	 meant	 about	 five
million	 people.	 That	 clearly	 sounds	 preposterous—even	 though,	 under	 hypnosis,	 Anna	 Jamerson	 had
stated	that	there	are	eight	million	‘changelings’	on	Earth.
Patrick	Huyghe,	 co-editor	of	The	Anomalist,	wonders	 if	 something	 of	 the	 sort	 could	 be	 true.	At	 the

same	time	as	Linda	Cortile’s	abduction,	another	Manhattan	woman	claims	to	have	been	abducted	from	her
apartment,	 and	 seeing	 fifteen	or	 twenty	other	women	moving	 through	 the	 streets	 towards	a	UFO	on	 the
bank	of	the	East	River;	she	saw	two	others	in	the	sky.
We	may	 also	 recall	 John	Mack’s	 case	 of	Catherine,	 cited	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 this	 book,	who	 found

herself	in	a	spacecraft	with	between	one	and	two	hundred	people	lying	on	tables.
Anna	 Jamerson	 also	 recalled,	 under	hypnosis,	 seeing	 in	 the	 spacecraft	 a	wall	 full	 of	 hollow	 spaces

with	people	lying	in	them.
I	have	mentioned	that,	when	I	met	David	Jacobs	at	 the	Fortfest	 in	1995,	he	told	me	that	he	hoped	he

might	be	on	the	verge	of	solving	the	UFO	mystery.	Patrick	Huyghe	tells	of	interviewing	Jacobs	in	1994,
and	how	Jacobs	mentioned	a	hypnosis	session	he	had	conducted	the	evening	before,	in	which	the	abductee
had	seen	fifteen	other	human	beings	on	board	the	craft.	Jacobs	went	on	to	suggest	that	a	massive	abduction
programme	may	be	 taking	place,	 ‘twenty-four	hours	a	day,	 seven	days	a	week’,	 to	populate	Earth	with



hybrids.	This	sounds	as	it	might	be	Jacobs’s	notion	of	the	solution	of	the	UFO	phenomenon.
But,	 leaving	 aside	 for	 a	moment	 this	 question	 of	 statistics,	what	 can	 be	 said	 about	Budd	Hopkins’s

theories	in	general?	His	belief	that	the	aliens	are	conducting	some	kind	of	genetic	experiment	seems	to	be
borne	 out	 by	 a	 certain	 amount	 of	 evidence.	 Aliens	 told	 Patrolman	 Herb	 Schirmer	 that	 they	 were
conducting	genetic	experiments,	long	before	anyone	else	suggested	it.	Shane	Kurz	and	Beth	Collings	and
Kathie	Davidson	did	not	simply	invent	their	vanishing	pregnancies.	Villas-Boas	had	a	sperm	sample	taken
in	1957,	Barney	Hill	in	1961—while	Betty	Hill	had	a	large	needle	inserted	in	her	navel.
What	is	so	baffling	about	the	evidence	is	that	 the	UFO	aliens	seem	to	possess	powers	that	are	far	in

excess	of	our	human	powers—so	much	so	that	it	is	hard	to	see	why	they	should	want	to	produce	hybrids.
Would	human	scientists	want	to	produce	hybrids	of	human	beings	and	gorillas?
Another	puzzle	is	that	the	aliens	seem	to	possess	powers	that	defy	common	sense.	They	seem	to	be	able

to	transport	human	beings	through	walls	and	windows,	and	suck	them	out	of	 their	cars	 into	UFOs.	John
Keel	has	explained	how	certain	radio	waves	can	stop	car	engines;	but	floating	human	beings	through	the
windscreen	of	their	cars	sounds	ridiculous.
Yet	many	cases	also	suggest	 that	 the	entities	also	have	some	strange	power	over	 time.	Linda	Cortile

told	Budd	Hopkins	how	she	had	first	met	‘Mickey’.	She	had	been	in	the	cubicle	at	a	swimming	bath	on
Coney	Island;	her	family	were	in	adjacent	cubicles.	The	door	opened,	and,	when	she	looked	outside,	she
saw	two	men	in	skin-tight	blue	uniforms.	They	told	her	that	she	had	to	go	with	them	and,	in	spite	of	her
protests,	took	her	to	some	strange	environment	where	she	was	introduced	to	a	little	boy.	As	she	 left	 the
swimming	 bath,	 people	were	 standing	 as	 if	 in	 frozen	 animation.	 But	 they	 had	 not	 been	 paralysed,	 for,
when	 she	was	 returned	 three-quarters	 of	 an	 hour	 later,	 the	 splashed	water	 in	 the	 swimming	 pool	was
suspended	in	the	air,	as	if	caught	in	a	photograph.	It	seems	that	the	aliens	can	somehow	slow	down	time.
But	 the	 only	way	 to	 do	 that	 realistically	 would	 be	 to	 speed	 up	 Linda’s	 psychological	 time,	 so	 a	 few
seconds	would	 seem	 to	be	 a	minute.	An	 alternative	would	 be	 that	Linda	was	 not	 taken	 physically,	 but
subjected	to	an	out-of-the-body	experience,	or	an	OBE.	On	the	other	hand,	her	physical	body	must	have
been	present	when	she	was	impregnated	by	Richard	in	some	alien	environment.
When	 flying	 saucers	 first	made	 headlines	 in	 1947,	writers	 like	Harold	Wilkins	 speculated	 that	 they

came	from	Mars	and	were	surveying	Earth.	That	was	interesting,	but	hardly	of	great	concern	to	the	rest	of
us,	since	there	might	well	be	some	other	explanation,	such	as	weather	balloons	or	experimental	aircraft.
Half	a	century	later,	the	situation	had	suddenly	become	more	menacing,	with	so	many	thousands	of	reports
of	alien	abductions	that	it	has	become	far	more	difficult	to	shrug	them	off.
Of	course,	it	may	be	that	this	wave	of	UFO	phenomena	is,	as	Jung	believed,	some	kind	of	‘projection’

of	our	human	need	for	religious	belief.	Or	it	may	be	simply	a	new	manifestation	of	the	nineteenth-century
wave	 of	 occult	 or	 paranormal	 phenomena.	 Perhaps	 some	 semi-supernatural	 beings	 with	 whom	 we
unknowingly	 share	 the	 Earth	 have	 been	 abducting	 humans—like	 the	 three	 children	 Harold	 Wilkins
searched	for—since	the	beginning	of	history.
But	if—as	that	MIT	conference	on	abduction	seemed	to	imply—something	new	and	strange	is	going	on,

then	perhaps	the	human	race	ought	to	be	looking	for	the	answer	with	far	more	persistence	and	interest	than



we	display	at	present.
[1].	Gifts	of	the	Gods,	1994,	p.	140.



8
HIGH	STRANGENESS

In	the	1850s,	Paris	was	gripped	by	an	amusing	fashion	called	‘table	turning’.	People	would	sit	around	a
light	table—such	as	a	card	table—placed	on	a	polished	floor.	All	they	then	had	to	do	was	to	link	hands
and	concentrate,	and	soon	the	table	was	sliding	around	the	floor,	or	rising	into	the	air	in	spite	of	efforts	to
push	 it	 down.	 It	 would	 even	 answer	 questions	 by	 rapping	 in	 code	 with	 two	 legs.	 Table	 turning	 was
incredibly	easy	to	do	(as	it	still	is).	If	‘spirits’	were	responsible,	then	they	must	have	been	on	duty	all	the
time.
At	that	period,	one	of	the	capital’s	best-known	intellectuals	was	an	educator	named	Leon	Rivail,	who

was	 to	Paris	what	 John	Ruskin	and	Herbert	Spencer	were	 to	London—a	 tireless	 lecturer	on	all	 topics
from	astronomy	and	electricity	to	art	and	botany.
Rivail	had	a	friend	called	Becquet,	and	Becquet’s	daughter	Christina	was	not	only	skilled	at	making

tables	dance	around	the	room,	but	in	automatic	writing:	both	she	and	her	sister	could	hold	a	pencil,	and	it
would	 race	 across	 the	 page,	 filling	 it	 with	 many	 varieties	 of	 handwriting	 quite	 unlike	 their	 own.
Moreover,	the	pencil	seemed	to	be	perfectly	willing	to	answer	questions.
Rivail	 had	 none	 of	 the	 modern	 prejudice	 about	 such	 academically	 incorrect	 activities.	He	 saw	 no

reason	why	the	realm	of	 the	‘spirits’	should	not	be	added	to	 the	many	other	subjects	 that	fascinated	his
omnivorous	 mind.	 He	 asked	 the	 sisters	 if	 they	 would	 collaborate	 with	 him,	 and,	 when	 they	 agreed,
proceeded	to	bombard	the	‘spirits’	with	questions.
If	Rivail	had	been	less	of	an	ignoramus	about	the	‘occult’,	he	would	never	have	done	it.	As	we	saw	in

the	 earlier	 brief	 digression	 on	 poltergeists,	 they	 seem	 incapable	 of	 telling	 the	 truth.	 But	 Rivail	 struck
lucky.	Armed	only	with	enthusiasm	and	naivety,	he	proceeded	to	ask	questions	like	‘What	is	God?’	and
What	is	matter?’	and	got	sensible	and	coherent	answers.	In	fact,	some	of	the	answers	were	well	ahead	of
their	 time.	When	 he	 asked	 if	 matter	 was	 naturally	 dense,	 he	 was	 told	 that	 this	 was	 true	 of	 matter	 as
understood	by	man,	but	not	of	matter	as	a	‘universal	fluid’.	‘The	ethereal	and	subtle	matter	which	forms
this	 fluid	 is	 imponderable	 to	you,	and	yet	 is	nonetheless	 the	principle	of	your	ponderable	matter’.	This
remark	would	not	make	sense	for	another	half-century,	with	the	discovery	of	electrons.
Recalling	 some	 recent	 poltergeist	 disturbances	 in	 the	 rue	 des	 Noyers,	 Rivail	 asked	 Christina’s

‘control’	 (or	Master	 of	Ceremonies)	 if	 he	 could	 speak	 to	 the	 spirit	 that	 had	 smashed	 all	 the	windows.
Soon	 a	 rough	 voice	 spoke	 from	Christina’s	mouth:	 ‘Why	 do	 you	 call	me?	Do	 you	want	 to	 have	 some
stones	thrown	at	you?’	But	after	a	while,	the	spirit	grew	more	polite,	and	admitted	that	he	liked	playing
tricks—he	had	been	a	drunken	rag-and-bone	man	during	life,	and	now	wanted	to	get	his	own	back	on	the
people	who	had	treated	him	with	contempt.
Did	he	have	any	help	in	creating	the	disturbances	in	the	rue	des	Noyers?	asked	Rivail.	Certainly,	said

the	spirit,	he	used	the	energy	of	a	maidservant	in	the	house.	And	was	she	aware	of	what	was	happening?
asked	Rivail.	Oh	no,	said	the	spirit,	she	was	the	most	terrified	of	all.	He	explained,	interestingly,	that	he
‘joined	his	electric	nature	to	hers’,	and	made	things	fly	through	the	air.
When	Rivail	 asked	 about	 the	 subject	 of	 ‘demoniacal	 possession’,	 he	was	 told	 that	 the	 influence	 of

spirits	 is	 far	greater	 than	most	people	 suppose;	 they	often	 influence	our	 thoughts	and	actions.	 ‘A	 spirit



does	not	enter	into	a	body	as	you	would	enter	a	house.	He	assimilates	himself	to	an	incarnate	spirit	who
has	 the	 same	defects	 and	qualities	 as	himself...’.	These	 comments	would	 certainly	 have	 struck	 a	 chord
with	Stanislav	Grof,	whose	experience	with	the	‘possessed’	woman	is	described	in	chapter	1.
In	due	course,	Rivail	wrote	down	all	he	had	learnt	via	the	Becquet	sisters	in	a	work	called	The	Spirits’

Book,	under	 the	pseudonym	Allan	Kardec.	 In	Brazil,	where	 ‘Spiritism’	 is	 one	 of	 the	most	widespread
religions,	it	is	still	regarded	as	a	kind	of	bible.
And	why	discuss	Rivail	and	poltergeists	at	this	point?	Because	some	of	the	material	that	follows	raises

‘the	bar	of	credibility’	so	high	that	it	 is	 important	to	remind	the	reader	that	it	 is	not	quite	as	insane	and
unprecedented	as	 it	 sounds.	Rivail,	 a	 typical	 child	of	 the	materialistic	nineteenth	 century,	 a	believer	 in
science	 and	 reason,	 suddenly	 found	 himself	 confronted	 with	 ghosts,	 poltergeists	 and	 demoniacal
possession,	 which	 certainly	 struck	 him	 as	 no	 less	 extraordinary	 than	 the	 UFO	 abduction	 phenomenon
strikes	us.	To	Rivail’s	credit,	he	wrote	it	all	down,	studied	it,	and	did	his	best	to	make	sense	of	it.
A	contemporary	scientist	called	Brian	O’Leary	has	shown	the	same	kind	of	courage.	O’Leary,	born	in

1940,	started	life	as	an	astronomer	and	a	trainee	astronaut	for	NASA.	Carl	Sagan	invited	him	to	become
an	academic	at	Cornell	University,	and	he	later	moved	to	Princeton.	But,	in	his	late	thirties,	he	began	to
experience	a	vague	dissatisfaction	with	being	(as	he	puts	it)	a	‘high	priest	of	modern	science’,	who	mixed
on	a	daily	basis	with	some	of	the	world’s	top	physicists.	And	in	the	spring	of	1979,	he	decided	to	use	a
five-day	leave	of	absence	attending	a	‘human-potential	workshop’	in	Philadelphia.
Lying	 on	 the	 floor,	 beside	 a	 randomly	 selected	 partner,	 he	 decided	 to	 test	 his	 ability	 at	 ‘remote

viewing’.	His	partner,	a	woman	from	Allentown,	Pennsylvania,	gave	him	the	name,	address	and	age	of	a
neighbour,	 and	 asked	 O’Leary	 to	 describe	 him.	Although	 feeling	 pleasantly	 relaxed,	 he	 had	 no	 belief
whatever	in	his	own	‘psychic’	powers.	Nevertheless,	he	felt	he	was	looking	at	a	man	in	his	forties,	who
was	walking	 alone	 on	 a	 beach	 in	Maui,	 Hawaii,	 and	who	 seemed	 rather	 forlorn.	 They	 had	 a	 kind	 of
imaginary	conversation—about	 the	climate	and	weather—which	seemed	oddly	 real.	When	 it	was	over,
his	partner	told	him	that	the	man	had	just	lost	his	wife,	lived	in	Maui,	Hawaii,	and	was	a	meteorologist.
Of	course,	it	is	conceivable	that	O’Leary	picked	up	these	facts	by	telepathy	with	his	partner—but,	if	so,

that	 is	 just	 as	 remarkable	 as	 ‘remote	 viewing’.	The	 experience	made	O’Leary	 aware	 that	 he	 had	 been
living	for	thirty	years	in	a	false	paradigm—the	scientific	paradigm	that	said	that	telepathy,	remote	viewing
and	 psychic	 powers	 were	 delusions	 of	 feeble-minded	 New	 Agers.	 O’Leary	 now	 knew,	 beyond	 all
possible	doubt,	that	they	were	not.
When	he	began	to	tell	Princeton	friends	about	the	experience,	he	received	some	odd	looks.	From	their

point	of	view,	O’Leary	had	gone	over	to	the	enemy,	the	forces	of	irrationalism.	But	from	O’Leary’s	point
of	view,	he	knew	beyond	all	doubt	that	the	paradigms	of	science	were	inadequate.	They	failed	to	explain
how	he	could	know	about	a	man	he	had	never	met.
It	would	be	another	three	years	before	another	remarkable	experience	led	Brian	O’Leary	to	make	the

break	with	his	past.	In	March	1982,	when	he	was	driving	from	New	York	to	Boston,	his	car	skidded	on
ice	at	sixty	miles	an	hour,	and	overturned	several	 times	before	 it	went	 through	a	crash	barrier.	The	car
looked	like	an	accordion—yet	O’Leary	emerged	unhurt	and	was	able	to	walk	away.	As	the	car	had	been



turning	 over,	 he	 had	 experienced	 a	 sense	 of	 floating	 above	 it.	There	was	 no	 panic—only	 of	 a	 kind	 of
euphoria.	He	recognised	what	had	happened	later	as	a	typical	near-death	experience	(NDE	for	short).	A
month	later,	he	bought	an	old	van	and	drove	to	California	with	all	his	possessions.	One	of	the	first	results
of	his	altered	way	of	life	was	a	book	called	Exploring	Inner	and	Outer	Space.
But	he	remained	a	scientist,	attempting	to	explore	 the	new	paradigm	with	experimental	methods.	For

example,	he	spent	some	time	in	the	San	Diego	laboratory	of	Cleve	Backster,	the	man	who	had	discovered
that	plants	can	read	our	minds—Backster	had	attached	a	lie	detector	to	a	rubber	plant,	and	found	that	it
reacted	when	he	thought	of	giving	it	water,	or	burning	it	with	a	cigarette.	O’Leary	was	present	at	an	even
more	extraordinary	experiment.	This	time	the	machine	recorded	the	electrical	fluctuations	in	white	blood
cells	donated	by	a	young	woman.	As	she	and	her	boyfriend	made	love	in	a	motel	five	miles	away	from	the
laboratory,	 the	strip	chart	 recorder	registered	wild	fluctuations,	 then	abruptly	ceased.	The	next	morning
the	recorder	again	registered	fluctuations	when	the	young	couple	woke	and	began	lovemaking	again,	and
then	once	again	stopped	as	the	session	ended.	Although	separated	from	her	body,	 the	blood	cells	 in	her
saliva	were	still	responding	to	her	sexual	excitement.
Like	 Leon	 Rivail,	 Brian	 O’Leary	 had	 recognised	 that	 we	 are	 living	 in	 a	 wider	 reality	 than	 that

recognised	 by	 science,	 and	 that	 the	 paradigms	 of	 science	 can	 be	 an	 active	 hindrance	 to	 our	 personal
development.
Inevitably,	O’Leary	became	interested	in	UFOs.	And	a	curious,	if	unsettling,	experience	left	him	in	no

doubt	that	there	was	some	truth	to	the	stories	of	abduction.	In	May	1987,	O’Leary	and	a	girlfriend	went	to
stay	with	Whitley	 and	Anne	 Strieber	 in	 their	 cottage	 in	 upstate	New	York;	 Strieber	was	 just	 about	 to
publish	his	 bestselling	Communion,	 describing	 his	 own	 abduction	 experiences.	 Before	 retiring	 for	 the
night,	O’Leary	and	his	girlfriend	did	some	meditations.	Then	he	began	 to	experience	a	 strange	 lethargy
and	 paralysis,	 accompanied	 by	 a	 sense	 of	 euphoria.	 ‘We	 were	 being	 drugged	 without	 the	 help	 of	 an
inducing	substance’.	Although	he	tried	hard	to	stay	awake,	he	fell	deeply	asleep,	and	woke	up	in	the	same
position.	His	girlfriend	had	awakened	four	times	in	the	night,	still	paralysed,	and	saw	lights	in	the	room.
In	the	morning,	all	lights	were	off.
In	the	two	years	following	this	experience,	O’Leary	studied	UFO	reports	and	interviewed	witnesses.

He	found	himself	agreeing	with	Jacques	Vallee,	who	wrote	that	UFO	phenomena	‘have	had	an	impact	on	a
part	of	the	human	mind	we	have	not	discovered.	I	believe	that	the	UFO	phenomenon	is	one	of	the	ways
through	 which	 an	 alien	 form	 of	 intelligence	 of	 incredible	 complexity	 is	 communicating	 with	 us
symbolically	 .	 .	 .	 It	 has	 access	 to	 psychic	 processes	 we	 have	 not	 yet	 mastered,	 or	 even	 researched’.
O’Leary’s	own	conclusion	was	that	‘through	their	experiences,	an	ever	increasing	number	of	people	are
telling	us	we	are	on	a	collision	course	with	a	destiny	far	beyond	our	conscious	minds.	My	conclusion	is
that	we	cannot	ignore	the	phenomenon	any	more	than	we	can	ignore	the	physical	reality	of	an	impending
auto	accident.	Through	the	UFO	phenomenon,	the	greater	reality	is	being	gradually	but	inexorably	forced
upon	us’.
Carl	Sagan	had	been	one	of	the	first	to	break	with	him	after	his	‘travelling	clairvoyance’	experience,

and	O’Leary	finally	had	some	critical	words	to	say	about	his	old	friend.	In	Miracle	in	the	Void	(1996),	he



comments:
In	his	zeal	to	debunk	the	evidence,	astronomer	Carl	Sagan	seemed	to	go	to	extremes	in	distorting
existing	data	on	the	‘face’	on	Mars	and	about	the	abduction	phenomenon	in	popular	articles	for
Parade	Magazine.	Sagan	sees	abductions	as	hallucinations,	says	there	is	no	evidence	of	UFO
phenomena,	and	seemed	to	contrive	a	second	photograph	of	the	Mars	face	which	appeared	to	be
doctored	from	the	original	version	to	look	not	like	a	face.	Either	Sagan	is	totally	unaware	of	the
available	data,	or	has	become	a	disinformation	specialist	for	the	existing	world	view.
In	fact,	Sagan	had	long	been	acting	as	a	disinformation	specialist.	The	year	1973	had	seen	one	of	those

peaks	of	UFO	activity—one	sheriff’s	office	in	Mississippi	was	receiving	two	thousand	calls	a	day.	On	11
October,	 two	shipyard	workers,	Charlie	Hickson	(forty-two)	and	Calvin	Parker	(nineteen)	were	fishing
off	 the	end	of	 a	pier	 in	Pascagoula,	Mississippi,	when	an	oval-shaped	UFO	 landed	close	 to	 them,	and
three	bizarre	entities	floated	out.	They	had	pointed	projections	instead	of	ears	and	noses,	and	very	long
arms	with	clawlike	hands.	Hickson	and	Parker	were	‘floated’	on	board,	and	Parker	fainted.	(He	later	had
two	nervous	breakdowns.)	After	being	‘scanned’	in	some	way,	both	were	returned	to	the	pier.	They	finally
decided	to	call	the	sheriff’s	office.	At	one	point,	the	sheriff	left	them	alone	in	a	room	with	a	secret	tape
recorder,	and	their	conversation	made	it	quite	clear	that	they	were	not	shamming.	They	also	passed	a	lie-
detector	test.	Expert	after	expert	later	concluded	that	they	were	honest—a	conclusion	John	Spencer	also
came	to	when	he	met	Hickson.
Sagan	did	not	 agree.	Three	months	 later,	Hickson	and	Parker	 appeared	on	 the	Dick	Cavett	 show	on

television	with	Allen	Hynek,	Carl	Sagan	and	Larry	Coyne,	a	helicopter	pilot	who,	together	with	his	crew,
had	almost	experienced	a	midair	collision	with	a	cigar-shaped	object	 that	scanned	them	with	a	cone	of
green	light.	Says	one	writer	who	saw	the	interview:

Sagan	went	last,	giving	one	of	his	standard,	suave,	debunking	performances.	He	took	dramatic
pauses	to	emphasise	the	scientific	unlikelihood	of	interstellar	visitation,	chuckled	dismissively	in
response	to	Hickson’s	story	.	.	.	and	did	everything	but	call	Coyne	a	liar	(responding	to	Hynek’s
observation	that	‘altimeters	don’t	hallucinate’,	he	rejoined	instantly	with,	‘I	don’t	mean	to	attack
Captain	Coyne,	but	people	who	read	altimeters	hallucinate’.)[1]
By	this	time,	the	UFO	phenomenon	was	displaying	a	new	and	terrifying	aspect:	animal	mutilation.	On	9

September	1967,	a	 three-year-old	horse	named	Lady	was	found	lying	on	her	side	on	a	ranch	in	the	San
Luis	 Valley	 of	 Colorado,	 her	 head	 and	 neck	 completely	 stripped	 of	 flesh.	Her	 hoof	 tracks	 stopped	 a
hundred	yards	from	the	place	she	was	found.	Strange	lights	had	been	seen	in	the	sky	in	the	past	few	days,
and	newspaper	reports	of	the	mystery	mentioned	UFOs.
By	the	1970s,	there	was	a	wave	of	animal	mutilations	all	over	America.	Inner	organs	had	been	neatly

and	 bloodlessly	 removed;	 so,	 often,	 had	 the	 genitals.	 Newspapers	 spoke	 of	 ‘Satanic	 rituals’,	 but	 few
Satanists	were	likely	to	be	found	out	on	the	open	ranges.
The	cuts	looked	as	if	they	had	been	done	with	some	kind	of	laser,	which	seemed	to	explain	the	lack	of

blood.	(Surgical	lasers	were	not	in	use	in	1967.)	An	investigator	who	went	to	look	at	the	site	of	Lady’s
death	months	later	noted	that	nothing	would	grow	on	the	place	where	the	carcass	had	lain.
At	about	the	time	of	the	Pascagoula	abduction,	a	former	air	force	security	officer	named	Jim	decided	to

retire	to	a	ranch	in	Colorado,	together	with	a	business	executive	named	John;	his	wife,	Barbara;	and	their



teenage	 sons.	 In	 the	 investigation	 carried	 out	 by	APRO	 (Jim	 and	Coral	 Lorenzen’s	Aerial	 Phenomena
Research	 Organisation)	 and	 by	 Dr.	 Leo	 Sprinkle	 (a	 researcher	 of	 impeccable	 reputation,	 who	 had
regressed	Patrolman	Herb	Schirmer),	the	three	asked	for	their	anonymity	to	be	preserved.
They	 soon	 found	 that	 the	 ranch	 they	 had	 selected	 in	 Colorado	 was	 virtually	 haunted	 by	 strange

phenomena.	 There	 were	 electrical	 failures,	 sounds	 of	 someone	 walking	 outside	 the	 farmhouse,	 and
sightings	of	‘Bigfoot’-type	creatures	in	the	woods.
On	16	October	1975,	the	cattle	were	braying	with	alarm,	and	the	guard	dog	was	trying	to	get	into	the

house.	John	went	out	with	a	 rifle,	and	saw	a	 large	 lighted	object	hovering	 in	 the	air.	He	decided	 to	go
back	home.	Jim	 had	 decided	 to	 go	 ‘hunting’	 for	 cattle	mutilators—for	which	 a	 large	 reward	 had	 been
offered—with	 a	 twelve-bore	 shotgun,	 but	 found	 himself	 unable	 to	 get	 up	 from	 the	 couch.	 ‘It	 was	 like
paralysis,	like	I	was	drugged’.
At	the	same	moment,	Barbara	experienced	a	sudden	increase	in	her	heartbeat,	a	sense	of	panic,	and	a

flood	of	memories.	She	screamed,	and	Jim	managed	to	get	up	from	the	couch.	But	he	was	unable	to	speak.
When	Barbara	tried	to	tell	her	husband	about	it,	she	could	only	stutter.
Sometime	later,	when	it	was	snowing,	they	discovered	a	mutilated	cow	near	the	house.	Huge	eighteen-

inch	footprints	were	found	in	the	snow,	and	even	in	the	barn.
The	 cow’s	 udders	 had	 been	 removed	with	 surgical	 precision,	 and	 an	 eye	 and	 an	 ear	were	missing;

there	was	no	blood.
The	incident	was	reported	to	a	law	officer	in	the	nearest	town;	he	promised	to	investigate,	but	never

came.	When	a	second	mutilation	occurred	two	weeks	later—a	bull—Jim	asked	the	officer	why	he	hadn’t
kept	 his	 promise.	 The	 answer	 was	 that	 there	 was	 no	 point.	 The	 mutilation	 was	 being	 done	 by
extraterrestrials,	and	there	had	been	about	four	hundred	so	far.	Jim,	understandably,	 thought	 this	was	an
excuse	for	laziness,	and	told	the	policeman	what	he	thought	of	him.
A	few	days	later,	he	was	not	so	sure.	Visiting	friends	went	to	investigate	a	noise	coming	from	a	cistern,

and	fled	in	terror	as	a	huge,	dark	shape	came	through	the	barbed	wire	fence.	Jim	collected	long	strands	of
hair,	and	a	Denver	biogeneticist	said	they	matched	no	known	species.
Still	Jim	was	inclined	to	believe	that	some	real-estate	man	was	trying	to	drive	them	out	so	he	could

sell	the	place	to	someone	else;	he	began	to	sleep	near	the	door	with	a	shotgun.	One	day,	awakened	by	a
humming	sound,	he	rushed	out	 to	see	a	disc-shaped	object	 flying	past.	Another	night	he	fired	at	a	hairy
creature	and	saw	it	flinch,	but	there	was	no	blood.
One	night,	after	more	disturbances,	Jim	lost	his	 temper,	and	swore,	‘If	we	can’t	have	this	place,	you

won’t	either—I’ll	blow	it	up’.	And,	when	he	later	went	out	of	the	house,	a	voice	speaking	from	nowhere
said	clearly,	‘Dr.	Jim,	we	accept’.
Jim	asked	the	local	lawman	if	he	thought	the	boys	ought	to	be	moved	away;	the	lawman	said	that,	as	far

as	he	knew,	no	human	beings	had	ever	been	harmed.	But	Jim	was	inclined	to	doubt	this.	He	allowed	two
pilots	to	start	putting	an	airstrip	on	the	land,	but,	a	week	later,	one	was	killed	in	a	crash.	He	heard	of	other
people	who	had	 died	 once	 they	 enquired	 too	 closely	 into	 the	mutilations,	 including	 a	magazine	 editor.
After	two	Air	National	Guard	interceptors	crashed,	the	air	above	the	farm	was	buzzing	with	aircraft.	(The



land	overlooked	an	air	force	installation.)
One	evening,	no	fewer	than	nine	discs	landed	within	sight	of	the	house.	Jim	walked	towards	them.	And,

as	Barbara	watched	out	of	the	window,	she	was	struck	on	the	forehead,	and	knocked	unconscious.	While
the	others	gathered	round	her,	 the	discs	vanished.	Jim	reflected	 later	 that	 it	could	have	been	a	practical
method	of	getting	him	back	inside	and	stopping	people	looking	out	of	the	windows.
One	night,	with	guests	present,	a	mechanical-sounding	voice	spoke	out	of	the	radio	and	TV	speakers.

‘Attention.	We	have	allowed	you	to	remain.	We	have	interfered	with	your	lives	very	little.	Do	not	cause
us	 to	 take	action	you	will	 regret.	Your	 friends	will	be	 instructed	 to	 remain	silent	about	us’.	One	of	 the
guests,	a	computer	expert,	dismantled	the	stereo,	but	could	find	nothing	unusual.	(On	the	other	hand,	many
radios—or	even	gramophones—pick	up	police	broadcasts,	so	what	happened	is	not	beyond	the	reach	of
normal	technology.)
Speaking	 again	 with	 the	 law	 officer,	 Jim	 learnt	 of	 an	 incredible	 incident.	On	 patrol	 one	 night,	 the

lawman	had	seen	a	box	with	a	blinking	light,	in	a	group	of	trees.	The	officer	returned	to	get	a	colleague—
but	by	the	time	they	returned,	not	only	had	the	box	disappeared	but	the	trees	as	well.
One	night	in	January	1977,	Jim	experienced	an	odd	compulsion	to	go	to	the	top	of	a	nearby	hill	where

grass	refused	to	grow.	There	was	a	box	on	the	ground	with	a	light	inside	it,	and	it	was	making	a	noise	like
‘a	bunch	of	angry	bees’.	Jim	was	with	one	of	the	teenagers,	and	told	him	to	get	back	in	the	car.	By	the	time
he	went	back,	the	box	had	vanished.
Soon	after,	Jim	saw	another	light,	and	walked	towards	it.	He	found	two	fair-haired	men	in	tight-fitting

clothes	waiting	for	him,	and	one	of	them	said,	‘How	nice	of	you	to	come’.	(It	sounds	as	if	he	had	learnt	his
English	 from	 a	 phrasebook—‘How	 nice	 of	 you	 to	 come’	 is	 laughably	 inappropriate	 under	 the
circumstances.)	Down	the	hill	was	a	disc.	The	light	seemed	to	be	coming	from	nowhere	in	particular.	And
there	was	also	a	Bigfoot	present.
The	men,	sounding	perfectly	normal,	apologised	for	 the	 inconvenience	they	were	causing,	and	talked

about	‘a	more	equitable	arrangement’.	They	told	Jim	that	he	had	been	sensible	not	to	approach	the	black
box,	 and	 illustrated	 their	 point	 by	ordering	 the	Bigfoot	 to	 approach	 it;	 as	 it	 did	 so,	 the	humming	noise
changed	tone,	and	the	Bigfoot	collapsed.	‘As	you	see,	it	is	quite	lethal’.
Oddly	enough,	Jim	did	not	ask	any	of	the	dozens	of	questions	he	had	in	mind.	Yet	he	still	did	not	think

he	was	 talking	 to	aliens—he	 thought	 that	perhaps	some	government	agency	was	 responsible.	After	 five
minutes,	he	felt	it	was	‘time	to	go’,	and	went	away,	feeling	‘pretty	rocked’,	and	wondered	why	they	had
wanted	to	talk	to	him.
When	speaking	 to	 the	 investigators,	whom	they	 impressed	as	 truthful,	 the	 three	expressed	bafflement

about	the	whole	bizarre	story;	Jim	even	wondered	if	he	had	been	hallucinating.	This	is	obviously	possible
—with	the	corollary	that	it	looks	as	if	something	was	deliberately	causing	them	to	hallucinate.
The	 whole	 story—recounted	 in	 Timothy	 Good’s	 Alien	 Contact—sounds	 so	 fantastic	 (in	 the	 most

precise	sense)	that	the	easiest	way	of	dealing	with	it	would	be	to	assume	that	Jim	and	his	friends	are	liars
or	madmen.	But	 the	APRO	 investigators,	 a	 psychologist,	 an	 anthropologist	 and	 a	 seismologist,	 had	 no
doubt	of	 their	 truthfulness,	or	of	 that	of	 the	witnesses,	while	 the	nearby	air	 force	base	had	also	had	so



many	sightings	of	‘Bigfoot’	that	they	had	instituted	an	official	procedure	for	recording	them.
As	 in	 Puharich’s	Uri,	 we	 note	 the	 strange	 phenomena	 of	 voices	 speaking	 out	 of	 the	 air	 or	 out	 of

loudspeakers.	We	also	note	Jim’s	‘compulsion’	to	go	to	the	hilltop,	as	if	summoned—an	indication	that	the
‘aliens’	can	exercise	the	same	form	of	mind	control	as	(according	to	Rivail)	disembodied	‘spirits’.
As	 to	 the	purpose	of	 animal	mutilations—Timothy	Good	quotes	one	 investigator	 as	 saying,	 ‘.	 .	 .	 the

mutilations,	involving	the	extraction	of	enzymes	or	hormonal	secretions—were	said	to	be	essential	to	the
aliens’	survival’.
Linda	 Moulton	 Howe—whom	 we	 have	 already	 met	 in	 connection	 with	 crop-circle	 analysis—was

drawn	into	the	problem	of	animal	mutilation	and	alien	abduction	by	chance.	She	had	produced	radio	and
TV	 programmes	 on	 medicine,	 and	 moved	 from	 Boston	 to	 Colorado	 in	 1976.	 In	 1979,	 she	 began
researching	 a	 programme	 on	 animal	mutilations.	Oddly	 enough,	 the	 public	was	 hardly	 aware	 that	 they
were	still	going	on—the	initial	publicity	had	died	away	almost	entirely,	and	some	people	had	never	even
heard	of	them.
She	 learnt	 that,	 only	 two	 years	 earlier,	 locals	 in	 Sterling,	Colorado,	 had	 become	 accustomed	 to	 the

sight	of	a	huge	white	light	in	the	sky,	and	smaller	lights	that	were	seen	leaving	and	entering	it	so	often	that
they	became	known	as	Big	Mama	and	Baby	UFOs.	A	local	reporter	named	Bill	Jackson	had	pulled	into
the	side	of	the	road	when	he	saw	what	appeared	to	be	an	enormous	aeroplane	about	to	land	on	the	prairie.
What	he	saw	fly	over	him,	in	complete	silence,	was	a	machine	as	big	as	a	football	field,	with	hundreds	of
lights—green,	white,	orange,	and	red—that	ran	in	lines	along	it.	Sheriff	Tex	Graves	tried	tracking	it	down
in	a	plane,	but	could	get	no	closer	than	five	miles.
Talking	to	locals	about	cattle	mutilations	and	UFO	sightings,	Linda	Howe	soon	began	to	suspect	 that

they	were	connected,	and	subsequent	investigation	would	strengthen	this	opinion.
When	 she	 heard	 of	 a	 Texas	 woman	 called	 Judy	 Doraty,	 who	 had	 experienced	 ‘missing	 time’	 after

seeing	a	UFO,	she	immediately	contacted	her.	It	seemed	that,	 in	May	1973,	Judy	had	been	driving	back
from	a	bingo	game	in	Houston	with	four	other	people	when	they	saw	a	bright	light	hovering	overhead.	She
pulled	up	and	 found	herself	outside	 the	car.	Then	 they	 all	 experienced	 ‘missing	 time’,	 although	no	one
recognised	it	then.	Judy	only	knew	that	she	got	 into	 the	car	 feeling	sick	and	very	 thirsty.	Back	at	home,
they	were	surprised	by	the	lateness	of	the	hour.
Five	years	later,	she	decided	to	undergo	a	hypnotic	session	to	try	to	bring	back	what	had	happened.	She

then	recalled	seeing	a	calf	being	drawn	up	a	beam	of	light	into	the	UFO.
Later,	 under	 hypnosis	 by	 Dr.	 Leo	 Sprinkle,	 with	 Linda	 Howe	 present,	 Judy	 Doraty	 described	 her

experience	in	a	way	that	suggests	that	it	was	neither	wholly	objective	nor	wholly	subjective;	it	belongs,
so	to	speak,	to	a	third	category	between	the	two.	She	recalls	feeling	‘sick	to	her	stomach’	at	the	sight	of
the	calf	having	parts	surgically	excised	while	it	was	still	alive,	yet	she	does	not	seem	to	be	in	the	UFO	at
this	point.	She	seems	to	be	asking	why	they	are	doing	this,	and	receiving	the	information	mentally.
The	aliens	told	her,	she	claims,	that	they	are	testing	our	soil	for	poison,	and	that	for	the	same	reason

they	are	conducting	tests	on	animal	reproductive	systems.
Later,	 she	 found	herself	watching	her	 teenage	daughter	Cindy,	who	was	also	on	a	 table	on	 the	UFO;



Judy	was	terrified	that	 they	intended	to	harm	her	as	they	had	harmed	the	calf.	And,	since	she	speaks	of
being	 ‘pulled	 back	 to	 her	 body	 standing	 beside	 the	 car’	 after	 the	 experience,	 it	 would	 seem	 that	 the
‘abduction’	could	have	been	basically	an	‘out-of-the-body	experience’,	of	the	kind	that	‘Helen’	described
to	Jacques	Vallee.
The	 programme	A	 Strange	Harvest	 was	 broadcast	 on	 25	May	 1980,	 and	 the	 phones	 began	 ringing

immediately.	One	caller	told	Linda	how	a	group	of	ranchers,	sick	of	the	mutilations,	had	gone	out	heavily
armed	to	a	place	where	several	mutilations	had	occurred.	They	saw	a	light	overhead,	although	there	was
no	sound,	and	a	kind	of	searchlight	beam	came	from	it.	The	men	were	‘frozen	in	their	tracks’,	and	stood
there	 with	 the	 hair	 standing	 up	 on	 the	 backs	 of	 their	 necks.	 No	 one	 thought	 of	 shooting.	 When	 the
‘helicopter’	 had	 flown	 away,	 they	 went	 quietly	 home.	 The	 next	 day,	 two	 mutilated	 cattle	 were	 found
within	yards	of	each	other	in	the	pasture.
A	teacher	from	Briggsdale	rang,	to	tell	of	two	calves	found	mutilated,	the	ground	below	them	baked	so

hard	 that	 liquids	 would	 not	 soak	 in.	 It	 sounded	 as	 if	 the	 ‘beam’	 might	 be,	 in	 part,	 composed	 of
microwaves—which	would	also	explain	the	nauseated	feeling	and	running	eyes.
Perhaps	 the	 oddest	 thing	 of	 all	 was	 that,	 when	 some	 of	 the	mutilated	 tissue	was	 examined	 under	 a

microscope,	the	scissor-cut	that	had	removed	the	portion	showed	cells	destroyed	by	the	scissors;	but,	in
the	actual	mutilation,	there	were	no	broken	or	divided	cells.
When	Linda	Howe	drove	back	from	a	lecture,	with	some	mutilated	tissue	in	her	car—which	she	was

taking	to	a	laboratory—there	was	a	strange	high-pitched	sound	in	her	car,	which	she	was	unable	to	trace,
and	which	continued	all	the	way	home,	ceasing	only	when	she	drove	into	her	garage.
It	seemed	that	no	one	had	actually	seen	an	alien	near	a	mutilated	cow—until	she	heard	from	a	rancher

in	Texas.	 In	April	 1980,	 he	was	 looking	 for	 a	missing	 cow	 that	was	 ready	 to	 calve	when	he	 saw	 two
green-clad	creatures,	about	four	feet	tall,	carrying	a	calf	between	them.	Their	eyes	were	like	‘large	dark
almonds’,	and	they	had	egg-shaped	heads	with	‘pointy’	tops.	Their	clothes	fitted	as	tight	as	leotards.	The
farmer	decided	not	to	wait	to	see	more,	but—he	told	Linda—ran	all	the	way	back	to	his	truck.	Later,	he
found	the	calf’s	hide	and	its	skull	on	the	ground,	the	hide	turned	inside	out	with	the	skull	inside	it.
Whether	or	not	these	aliens	were	basically	well	intentioned,	their	conduct	was	certainly	terrifying.	Dr.

Sprinkle	worked	on	a	case	that	had

occurred	near	Cimarron,	New	Mexico,	involving	a	twenty-eight-year-old	mother,	Myrna	Hansen,	and	her
five-year-old	son.	She	had	been	driving	when	her	car	had	suddenly	filled	with	a	blinding	white	light,	after
which	 she	 saw	 five	UFOs	 in	 a	 field.	One	moved	 towards	 her	 and	 she	 felt	 herself	 paralysed.	 She	was
afraid	for	her	son.	Then	she	found	herself	able	to	drive,	and	her	son	was	beside	her.	She	carried	on	to	her
destination,	and	when	she	arrived,	found	it	had	taken	her	six	hours	to	drive	twenty-eight	miles.
Under	hypnosis,	she	revealed	that	she	and	her	son	had	been	taken	to	an	underground	facility,	which	she

thought	might	be	near	Roswell.	Struggling,	she	had	been	stripped,	and	a	cold	object	inserted	in	her	vagina.
She	also	saw	the	aliens	‘operating’	on	a	cow	that	was	still	alive.	‘They’re	pulling	it	apart’.	She	speaks	of
‘real	hot	light’	and	adds,	‘Heat	must	come	from	the	light’.	One	of	the	aliens	was	female,	and	seemed	to	be



sorry	for	her	as	she	was	painfully	examined.	By	now	she	was	very	cold.	Then	a	taller	being	in	white	came
in	 and	 seemed	 to	 be	 angry	with	 the	others.	She	was	 allowed	 to	 get	 up,	 and	was	 told	 that	 all	 this	was
necessary.	Then	she	was	taken	to	some	kind	of	underground	cavern	with	a	river	flowing	through	it.	She
saw	a	room	with	a	humanoid	figure	floating	in	a	vat	of	reddish	liquid,	which	she	thought	had	something	to
do	with	the	tissues	removed	from	animals,	and	that	this	somehow	sustained	the	immersed	creature.
As	in	many	other	accounts,	this	one	suggests	that	some	of	the	aliens	are	‘mindless	robots’,	while	others

—the	larger	ones	(or	‘talls’)—are	some	kind	of	doctors	or	scientists.
After	 the	abduction,	Myrna	Hansen	became	seriously	 ill	with	a	vaginal	 infection	 that	 the	doctor	was

unable	 to	 identify;	he	said	she	survived	only	because	he	gave	her	massive	doses	of	gamma	globulin	 to
boost	her	immune	system.	Her	son	seems	to	have	been	well	treated—at	one	point	she	heard	him	laughing
—and	came	to	no	harm.
In	another	Colorado	abduction	seven	months	later,	a	husband	and	wife	were	examined	separately,	and

the	 husband	 felt	 that	 the	 aliens	 had	 somehow	 studied	 his	 memory	 bank,	 pulling	 it	 out	 of	 his	 head;
meanwhile,	 there	was	 a	 high-pitched	 sound.	 (It	 raises	 the	 possibility	 that	 Linda	 Howe’s	memory	was
being	examined	during	her	drive	in	the	car	with	the	high-pitched	sound.)	One	of	the	aliens	was	a	hairless
tall	man	in	a	blue	robe	and	high	collar,	and	they	both	felt	overwhelmingly	drawn	to	him.	But	the	woman
felt	violated	and	raped,	and	had	a	serious	illness	after	the	abduction,	which	resulted	in	the	baby	she	was
carrying	being	born	two	months	prematurely.
Later,	the	couple	recalled	being	told	about	a	catastrophic	event	that	would	take	place	in	their	lifetimes,

and	which	would	destroy	a	large	part	of	the	world’s	population.
In	 her	 second	 book,	Facts	 and	Eyewitnesses	 (Part	 1	 of	Glimpses	 of	Other	 Realities,	 1993),	 Linda

Howe	describes	being	present	at	the	hypnosis	of	Judy	Doraty’s	daughter,	Cindy.	Judy	had	apparently	not
discussed	 the	 experience	 of	 seeing	 the	UFO	with	Cindy,	 even	 after	 her	 own	 hypnosis	 five	 years	 later.
Cindy	was	by	then	twenty-two	years	old	and	married,	and	had	resisted	the	idea	of	hypnosis.	But	ten	years
later,	 in	1990,	now	divorced,	she	consented	to	hypnosis.	It	 took	place	 in	Springfield,	Missouri,	and	 the
hypnotist	was	Dr.	John	Carpenter.
Cindy	 recalled	 the	 bright	 light,	 and	 crossing	 the	 field	with	 someone	 she	 assumed	 to	 be	 her	mother.

Asked	by	the	hypnotist	to	look	more	closely	at	her	mother,	she	suddenly	realised	this	was	not	her	mother.
‘She	doesn’t	look	right	.	.	.	They’re	screwin’	with	my	mind’.	That	is,	they	were	exercising	some	form	of
thought	control	or	hypnosis	to	make	her	believe	that	it	was	her	mother	leading	her	across	the	field.	 ‘It’s
my	mom	but	it’s	not	my	mom’.	There	were	two	creatures,	and	they	reminded	her	of	some	kind	of	‘bug’—
skinny	and	sticklike,	with	large	eyes.	They	moved	‘mechanically	.	.	.	like	a	robot’.	There	was	a	kind	of
moisture	in	the	air,	which	seemed	to	be	associated	with	the	light	streaming	down	from	the	UFO.
Then	she	saw	the	calf	being	raised	in	the	yellow	beam,	and	added,	‘It	acts	like	it’s	bawling,	but	you

can’t	hear	it’.	This	seems	to	suggest	 that	 the	aliens	have	some	method	of	cutting	off	sound—which	may
explain	why	UFOs	are	so	often	silent.
After	that	she	was	taken	on	board,	and	described	a	‘kind	of	sweet,	smelly	air’.	They	made	her	lie	on	a

table,	and	seemed	astonished	at	the	braces	she	wore	on	her	teeth.	Then	a	probe	was	placed	against	her



forehead,	and	she	felt	deeply	relaxed,	‘almost	like	a	sedative	.	.	.’.	They	examined	her	stomach	and	navel,
and	looked	down	her	throat	with	some	sort	of	instrument.	Finally,	she	was	allowed	to	sit	up—she	had	the
impression	that	the	aliens	felt	she	was	too	young	and	undeveloped	for	their	purposes.	She	saw	her	mother
looking	at	her	through	a	kind	of	window,	obviously	frantic.
So	Cindy’s	analysis	seemed	to	confirm	in	detail	the	account	of	her	mother.
Linda	Howe	also	spoke	to	a	Missouri	horse-farm	owner	named	Karl	Arnold,	who	in	1975	had	been

turning	into	his	driveway	when	he	and	his	son	saw	a	small	grey-suited	entity	with	a	plastic	bubble	over
his	head,	standing	near	the	gate.	As	they	watched,	it	faded	away.	Later,	he	and	his	wife	saw	a	silver	disc
in	 their	 horse	 pasture,	 and	 the	 soil	 under	 it	was	 as	 hard	 as	 ceramic.	 In	 the	 same	 pasture,	 five	 of	 their
horses	were	found	mutilated.
The	‘strangeness’	increases	suddenly	in	the	next	account.	In	July	1983,	Ron	and	Paula	Watson	of	Mount

Verson,	Missouri,	saw	bright	silver	flashes	in	a	pasture	across	the	road.	Looking	through	binoculars,	they
saw	 a	 black	 cow	 lying	 on	 its	 side,	 and	 two	 silver-suited	 beings	 running	 their	 hands	 over	 it.	 As	 they
watched,	 the	 cow	 floated	 up	 from	 the	 grass	 and	 into	 a	 cone-shaped	 craft	 that	 was	 almost	 invisible,
because	its	mirror-like	surface	reflected	the	leaves,	grass	and	sky.
Standing	by	the	ramp	that	led	into	the	craft	was	a	creature	like	a	cross	between	a	man	and	a	lizard,	with

green	skin,	and	on	the	other	side	of	the	craft	was	a	‘Bigfoot’	covered	in	hair.	After	they	had	all	entered	the
UFO,	the	craft	disappeared.	Paula	found	the	whole	thing,	apart	from	its	strangeness,	deeply	worrying,	and
begged	Ron	not	to	intervene.
When	the	farmer	who	owned	the	pasture	told	the	couple	that	one	of	his	cows	had	vanished,	they	tried	to

tell	 him	what	 they	 had	 seen—but	 he	 did	 not	want	 to	 hear.	Understandably,	 he	 regarded	 this	 talk	 about
lizard	men	and	Bigfoots	as	some	kind	of	lunacy.
Finally,	 after	 suffering	 from	 anxieties	 and	 insomnia,	 the	Watsons	 asked	 John	Carpenter	 to	 hypnotise

them.	The	hypnosis	seemed	to	reveal	that	she	had	been	abducted	ten	days	earlier	by	the	same	beings.	This
was	why	she	had	experienced	such	intense	anxiety	as	they	looked	through	the

binoculars.
Another	of	Linda	Howe’s	cases	seems	to	shed	some	possible	light	on	this	complicated	problem.	Jeanne

Robinson,	of	Springfield,	Missouri,	a	single	mother,	wrote	to	Budd	Hopkins	because	she	was	convinced
that	 she	 had	 been	 abducted	 since	 she	 was	 four,	 by	 small,	 grey	 creatures	 with	 almond-shaped	 eyes.
Hopkins	referred	her	to	John	Carpenter.	A	battery	of	psychological	tests	revealed	that	she	did	not	suffer
from	any	kind	of	mental	instability	or	proneness	to	fantasy.
Like	Rivail’s	Becquet	sisters,	Jeanne	Robinson	would	experience	a	sudden	urge	to	seize	a	pencil	and

allow	her	hand	to	rush	across	a	sheet	of	paper,	trying	to	set	down	the	thoughts	that	poured	into	her	mind,
then	 the	 urge	 vanished	 just	 as	 suddenly.	 She	 explained	 that	 she	 felt	 that	 ‘something	 out	 there’	 was
communicating	telepathically.
According	to	Jeanne	Robinson’s	‘messages’,	the	‘greys’	are	‘manufactured	replicates’,	or	some	kind	of

robot.	But	the	other	type	of	alien—sometimes	described	as	the	‘praying	mantis’	type—are	the	‘ancients’,



the	 ‘Great	 Mother	 of	 many	 species’.	 Now	 unable	 to	 reproduce,	 they	 can	 only	 pass	 on	 their	 genetic
ancestry	by	creating	hybrids.
The	 ‘reptilians’,	 according	 to	 Jeanne	 Robinson’s	 ‘communicators’,	 are	 servants,	 possessing	 great

bodily	strength—‘what	your	dinosaurs	would	be	had	they	survived’.
There	are	also	blond	‘Nordics’	who	have	been	on	Earth	for	many	thousands	of	years.	‘They	are	your

early	ancestors’.	While	 the	 ‘praying	mantis’	 type	need	human	genes	 to	 reproduce,	 the	Nordics	 are	 still
able	 to	 do	 so	 normally.	 ‘They	 are	 more	 concerned	 with	 your	 spiritual	 evolvement’.	 They	 are	 of	 an
emotional,	more	gentle	race,	whose	nature	baffles	the	‘ancients’	as	much	as	human	violence	does.
The	messages	explained:	 ‘We	use	substances	from	cows	in	an	essential	biochemical	process	for	our

survival.	The	material	we	use	from	cattle

contains	 the	 correct	 amount	 of	 protein	 substances	 needed	 for	 biochemical	 absorption	 .	 .	 .	 While	 we
respect	all	life,	some	sacrifices	must	be	made.’
The	animal	mutilations,	apparently,	are	performed	by	a	‘concentrated	beam	of	photon	energy’.
In	a	vivid	dream,	Jeanne	Robinson	saw	a	bull	on	a	raised	platform.	A	computer-like	screen	had	some

kind	of	X-ray	image	on	it.
A	grey	being	took	a	penlike	tube	with	a	light	on	the	end	and	stuck	it	in	the	bull’s	rectum.	Somehow,	the

light	continued	to	move	inside	the	body	after	the	‘pen’	was	removed.	There	was	a	smell	of	burning	flesh
and	 hair.	 On	 the	 screen	 a	moving	 dot	 showed	 the	 ‘light’	 cutting	 around	 rectal	 tissue,	 which	was	 then
pulled	out.
Merely	a	‘dream’,	of	course.	But	we	still	have	to	explain	how	the	excisions	can	be	bloodless,	why	they

leave	a	peculiar	hard,	serrated	edge,	and	how	they	manage	to	cut	‘around’	cells,	leaving	them	intact,	when
we	possess	no	technology	that	can	do	this.
In	the	second	volume	of	Glimpses	of	Other	Realities—High	Strangeness—Linda	Howe	describes	the

experience	 of	 a	man	who	 prefers	 to	 be	 known	 as	 Steve	 Bismarck,	 a	 Seattle	 shipyard	worker.	On	 the
Saturday	before	Easter	1977,	he	was	uprooting	vine	maples	on	his	parents’	 farm	near	Everett	when	he
saw	a	Bigfoot,	or	Sasquatch,	walking	out	of	 the	woods.	 It	was	about	eight	 feet	 tall,	had	a	cone-shaped
head,	and	long	black	hair.	He	lay	down,	hoping	the	creature	would	not	notice	him,	and	it	vanished	into	the
trees.	He	 hurried	 home,	 and	 was	 asked	 by	 his	 father,	 ‘Goddamn	 it,	 kid,	 where	 have	 you	 been?’	 He
protested	that	he	had	only	been	gone	about	fifteen	minutes;	his	father	pointed	out	that	it	was	nearly	dark,
and	that	he	had	been	gone	several	hours.
He	 told	 friends	 at	work,	but	was	 laughed	at.	Then	 snatches	 of	memory	began	 to	 return—memory	of

small	creatures	and	some	kind	of	UFO.	He	contacted	 the	sheriff’s	department,	and	an	 investigator	 there
put	him	in	touch	with	a	hypnotist.
Under	hypnosis	he	recalled	that	the	experience	had	started	when	he	saw	a	small	man,	about	four	feet

tall,	wearing	a	‘sparkly	blue	metallic	suit’.	This	being	stepped	into	a	kind	of	transparent	egg	with	a	device
like	a	helicopter	blade	on	 top.	Another	 similar	creature	came	out	of	 the	woods,	and	both	of	 them	flew
above	the	trees	in	these	one-man	helicopters.	A	large	UFO	then	descended	at	such	speed	that	he	thought	it



was	 going	 to	 crash;	 in	 fact,	 it	 hung	 suspended	 above	 the	 trees,	 causing	 a	 kind	 of	whirlwind.	He	 then
became	aware	of	 ‘specks’	 in	 the	air	 like	 the	 ‘snow’	on	an	old	black-and-white	TV	set;	 these	 suddenly
came	together	into	a	shape	like	a	wolf,	which	moved	swiftly	towards	him;	as	it	reached	him	he	received
an	 electric	 shock.	He	 was	 aware	 that	 the	 wolf	 was	 some	 kind	 of	 illusion.	 The	 same	 thing	 happened
several	 times.	 Then	 he	 saw	 a	 Sasquatch	 being	 lowered	 from	 the	 craft	 on	 a	 cable—presumably	 to
intimidate	him.	(The	evidence	of	hundreds	of	sightings	make	it	clear	that	the	UFO	denizens	are	nervous	of
humans.)
After	 that,	 he	 remembered—dimly—being	 taken	 aboard	 the	 craft,	 and	 being	 paralysed	 by	 a	 kind	 of

mild	electric	current.	He	could	recall	a	radio,	from	which	there	came	the	sound	of	voices	speaking	many
languages,	 including	 English	 and	 Russian.	 Then	 he	 recalled	 a	 man	 with	 a	 shaved	 head	 who	 removed
Steve’s	eyeball	 to	examine	 it.	His	next	 clear	memory	was	of	being	back	on	 the	ground,	 and	 seeing	 the
Sasquatch	walk	out	of	the	trees—apparently	all	other	memories	had	been	blotted	out.
The	sheriff’s	office	had	told	Steve	Bismarck	that	they	had	appointed	an	investigator	because	so	many

people	were	reporting	strange	lights	and	unusual	animal	deaths.	Linda	Howe	quotes	a	man	named	Dwain
Wright,	a	UCLA	graduate,	who	describes	how,	in	1980,	he	and	a	friend	were	in	Sand	Springs,	Oregon,	a
place	where,	 in	 the	 previous	 year,	Wright	 had	 found	 a	 dead	 cow	 lodged	 in	 the	 upper	 limbs	 of	 a	 huge
Ponderosa	pine.	They	met	a	cowboy	who	asked,	‘Do	you	believe	in	flying	saucers?’	When	Wright	said	he
did,	the	cowboy	told	him,	‘Well,	they	come	across	the	desert	here	at	night.	I	want	to	show	you	something’.
He	then	took	them	to	a	dead	bull	that	had	dented	the	ground	as	if	it	had	fallen	from	a	great	height;	it	had
been	 castrated,	 and	 various	 other	 organs	were	missing.	The	 cowboy	 told	 them	 that	 coyotes	would	 not
touch	 these	mutilated	 animals,	 and	 even	 flies	 failed	 to	 congregate	 around	 them.	 The	 cowboy	 had	 seen
cattle	floated	up	off	the	ground,	into	glowing	discs.
High	Strangeness	is	certainly	one	of	the	most	extraordinary	books	ever	written	on	the	subject	of	UFOs.

Some	of	 its	bewildering	 suggestions	 are	presaged	 in	 the	opening	chapter,	 ‘Military	Voices’,	 containing
interviews	with	military	 personnel	who	 claim	 to	 have	 had	 encounters	with	 aliens,	 and	 had	 often	 been
debriefed	by	military	intelligence.	One	of	them	is	a	staff	sergeant	who	was	at	the	Bentwaters	Air	Force
Base	in	Rendelsham	Forest,	in	Sussex,	UK,	when	a	famous	‘close	encounter’	took	place	during	Christmas
1980.	That	a	UFO	was	seen	at	close	quarters	was	acknowledged	publicly	by	the	deputy	base	commander,
Lt.	Col.	Charles	Halt.
Staff	Sergeant	 James	Penniston	 claims	not	only	 to	have	 seen	 the	UFO	at	 close	quarters,	 but	 to	have

touched	raised	symbols	on	its	surface,	from	which	he	received	some	kind	of	information.	This	seems	 to
have	been	received	telepathically.	Penniston	recalled	under	hypnosis	that	the	UFO	entities	were	engaged
in	research.	Asked,	‘To	help	them	with	what?’	Penniston	replied,	‘Themselves.	They	are	time	travellers.
They	are	us	.	.	.	From	the	future’.	The	entities,	Penniston	said,	are	here	to	take	chromosomes,	mainly	from
the	head	and	stomach.	Asked	why,	he	replied,	‘They	are	in	trouble’.
This	notion	that	the	UFO	entities	are	time	travellers	from	the	future	occurs	a	number	of	times	in	High

Strangeness.	 Penniston	 explains	 later	 that	 the	 entities	 can	 travel	 only	 backward	 in	 time,	 because	 it	 is
impossible	to	travel	into	the	future.	But	a	moment	later	he	makes	it	clear	that	he	means	the	future	of	the



entities,	 not	 our	 future.	 And	 this	 raises	 obvious	 contradictions.	 Why	 should	 they	 be	 able	 to	 travel
backward	and	forward	in	our	time,	but	not	into	their	own	future?
In	fact,	the	whole	notion	of	time	travel	will	strike	most	people	as	self-evidently	absurd.	If	I	reverse	a

film	showing	a	child	falling	down,	I	can	make	him	stand	up	again.	But	life	is	not	a	film;	it	seems	to	be	‘for
real’.	Besides,	if	I	could	travel	back	to	yesterday,	I	could	speak	to	the	‘me’	of	yesterday,	and	perhaps	even
persuade	him	to	come	back	with	me	into	tomorrow—in	fact,	I	could	accumulate	billions	of	‘me’s’,	one	for
every	instant	of	my	life.	(This	notion,	as	we	shall	see	in	the	last	chapter,	is	known	as	the	‘many-worlds’
interpretation	of	quantum	theory.)
But	no	sooner	have	we	dismissed	time	travel	than	we	recall	cases	of	precognition,	and	of	time	slips

into	 the	 past,	 which	 seem	 to	 leave	 no	 doubt	 that	 time	 is	 rather	 more	 strange	 and	 complex	 than	 our
commonsense	view	suggests.	If	the	two	women	at	Versailles	can	go	back	into	the	past,	then	perhaps	the
UFO	entities	can	do	the	same	.	.	.
Linda	Porter,	a	Californian	woman	who	contacted	Linda	Howe	in	1991,	told	her,	‘They	can	manipulate

time.	They	can	 take	a	person	out	of	our	 time	frame,	and	keep	him,	or	her,	as	 long	as	 they	please.	Then
reinsert	them	back	into	time	so	the	person	wouldn’t	even	know	he’s	been	gone	.	.	.’
The	story	of	Linda	Porter	is	one	of	the	oddest	in	High	Strangeness.	Troubled	by	recurrent	 images	of

huge	 ‘grasshoppers’	 and	 moving	 inside	 a	 light	 beam,	 she	 was	 referred	 to	 a	 hypnotist,	 but	 found	 the
memories	 that	 began	 to	 return	 so	 frightening	 that	 she	 refused	 to	 continue.	 But	memories	 then	 began	 to
return	spontaneously—for	example,	of	being	inside	the	grey	corridor	of	some	kind	of	craft,	and	seeing	a
mantis-type	being	about	eight	feet	tall.	She	was	then	about	fifteen.	On	another	occasion,	she	recalled	being
taken	to	some	kind	of	undersea	base	off	the	coast	near	Santa	Barbara	where,	above	bright-coloured	doors,
there	was	writing	that	looked	like	Arabic	or	hieroglyphics.	(This	recurs	in	case	after	case.)	At	the	age	of
seventeen,	she	woke	to	find	a	hole	in	the	middle	of	her	bedroom	floor,	and	grey,	shadowy	beings	climbing
out	of	it.	She	also	recalled	being	lowered	down	a	shaft	of	light	at	such	a	speed	she	was	terrified	that	she
would	die	as	she	hit	the	ground;	but	she	slowed	suddenly	when	about	four	feet	above	the	ground.
But	her	strangest	 story	 is	of	how	she	 ‘changed	bodies’.	When	she	was	 twelve,	 she	almost	died	of	a

badly	infected	throat,	and	had	an	out-of-the-body	experience.	Her	parents	did	not	believe	in	doctors,	so
she	was	left	to	recover	without	medical	help.
Later,	on	board	a	craft,	she	saw	a	middle-aged	man	who	was	close	to	death,	and	watched	as	his	soul

lifted	out	of	his	body	and	moved	to	another	identical	body,	which	then	came	to	life;	she	was	told	that	the
old	 body	would	 be	 scrapped,	 since	 old	 bodies	 are	 no	more	 than	 ‘empty	 beer	 cans’—that	 the	ETs	 are
amused	by	 the	human	obsession	with	 funerals.	Then	Linda	Porter	went	 through	 the	 same	 process—her
soul	was	lifted	out	and	placed	in	another	body,	since	the	infection	had	damaged	the	old	one	beyond	repair.
She	was	 afterwards	 shown	 her	 former	 body,	 and	 an	 alien	 scientist	 held	 her	 heart	 in	 his	 hand.	 The

instrument	he	used	to	cut	out	the	heart	was	a	small	silver-coloured	tube	with	a	blue	light	on	the	end,	which
used	vibrations	to	cut	the	flesh	without	causing	damage	to	the	cells.
Linda	Porter	received	the	impression	that	the	ETs	who	performed	this	operation	were	‘trying	to	hide

all	this	from	some	“higher”	form	of	life—whatever	the	“authority”	is	that	prohibits	this	soul	transfer	also



prohibits	them	from	interfering	on	this	planet’.	This	authority	is	much	more	highly	evolved	than	the	ETs
are,	‘and	wields	a	great	power	over	many,	many	other	realms	of	existence’.
Like	 so	many	 other	 abductees,	 Linda	 Porter	was	 told	 that	 Earth	 is	 in	 immediate	 danger	 because	 of

pollution	and	destruction	of	the	environment:	.	.	.	there	is	a	chemical	poison	spreading	in	our	land	.	.	.	the
result	of	some	kind	of	secret	testing	done	by	our	government	in	outer	space.	A	dangerous	by-product	of
that	 testing	was	 created,	 and	 is	 now	 falling	 back	 into	 our	 atmosphere’.	 It	 would	 eventually	 lead	 to	 a
deadly	chain	reaction	culminating	in	‘ignition’	or	‘sky	fire’.	(Linda	Howe	points	out	that	Judy	Doraty	had
told	her	something	very	similar	in	1980.)
The	language	of	the	ETs,	according	to	Linda	Porter,	is	much	more	precise	and	compact	than	ours,	and

consists	 of	 ‘symbols	 that	 create	 emotions’.	 These	 appear	 as	 three-dimensional	 holographic	 sculptures.
The	universe	 itself	 is	 ‘built	 on	 sound	patterns,	which	 is	why	 so	many	different	worlds/dimensions	 can
exist	 in	 the	 same	 space.	 Each	 is	 on	 a	 different	 frequency	 .	 .	 .	 There	 are	 countless	 different
worlds/dimensions	occupying	the	same	space	without	being	aware	of	one	another,	because	of	having	their
own	 individual	 octaves’.	 (These	 ideas	 seem	 to	 echo	 those	 of	 Gurdjieff,	 or	 those	 of	 the	 Cambridge
archaeologist	T.	C.	Lethbridge.)
Like	so	many	abductees	and	contactees,	Linda	Porter	did	not	wholly	 trust	 the	aliens	and	 the	account

they	gave	of	their	purpose.	‘I	still	feel	there’s	something	fishy	going	on,	something	they	don’t	want	us	to
know’.
She	also	told	Linda	Howe	that	she	had	a	‘gut	feeling’	that	crop	circles	were	a	subliminal	message.
One	of	 the	purposes	of	 the	abductions,	she	 thought,	was	 to	bring	the	abductees	 to	emotional	maturity

through	fear.	‘When	 the	person	becomes	 thoroughly	saturated	with	 this	emotion,	 it	causes	 them	to	move
beyond	it’.	The	people	who	had	passed	this	test	would	be	prepared	for	the	time	when	‘the	great	changes
begin’.	But	she	also	seemed	to	feel	that	abductees	are	themselves	‘aliens’.	‘We	are	like	exchange	students
in	that	we	were	created	to	come	here,	and	live	an	earthly	life	within	the	limited	human	experience’.	This
seems	to	fit	in	with	the	notions	that	John	Mack	suggests	at	the	end	of	his	own	book	Abduction.
Another	abductee,	Wanna	Lawson,	described	how	she	and	her	family	were	travelling	near	Harrisburg,

Pennsylvania,	 in	 two	 cars	 when	 they	 saw	 lights	 in	 the	 sky,	 and	 she	 seemed	 to	 hallucinate	 lights	 and
figures,	 ‘swinging	 what	 appeared	 to	 be	 lanterns’.	 Then,	 although	 the	 car	 was	 still	 travelling	 fast,	 her
daughter	Netta	slumped	over	the	steering	wheel	without	causing	the	car	to	swerve.	Both	cars	pulled	into	a
rest	area	and	they	found	themselves	on	the	New	Jersey	Turnpike,	a	hundred	miles	or	so	from	Harrisburg
—yet	both	cars	still	had	full	petrol	tanks.
The	 rest	 of	 the	 family	 wanted	 to	 forget	 the	 whole	 thing,	 but	 Wanna	 and	 her	 daughter	 had	 vague

memories	of	being	examined	by	humanoids.	They	submitted	to	hypnosis,	and	Wanna	remembered	a	large
room	 of	 humanoid	 bodies	 in	 glass	 containers.	 Linda	 Porter	 had	 described	 the	 same	 thing.	 Somehow,
Wanna	Lawson	was	transferred	from	her	own	body	into	that	of	a	tall	humanoid	female—although	she	also
recognised	 this	 new	body,	 says	Linda	Howe,	 as	 ‘her	 own’.	 In	 her	 new	 body	 she	 had	 sex	with	 a	male
humanoid	whom	she	recognised	as	a	 long-time	companion.	Linda	Howe	comments,	 ‘The	 implication	 is
that	humanoid	bodies	were	put	on	and	taken	off	at	will	for	a	specific	goal’.



This	goal	seems	to	involve	‘seeding’	the	human	race	with	a	higher	species,	for	which	purpose	certain
beings	like	Wanna,	who	are	actually	aliens,	return	to	Earth	again	and	again	in	a	kind	of	reincarnation.	The
aim	of	what	she	calls	‘the	watchers	of	man,	the	creators	of	man’	is	to	‘take	a	sub-creature	and	evolve	it	to
(their)	 level’.	 One	 problem	 they	 have	 encountered	 is	 that	 ‘some	 humans	 are	 so	 evil	 that	 it	 just	 about
cripples	us	[aliens]	to	be	around	them’.
At	a	UFO	conference,	soon	after	she	met	Wanna	Lawson,	Linda	Howe	gave	a	lecture	on	the	different

types	 of	 entity	 she	 had	 encountered	 in	 her	 interviews	with	 abductees—praying	mantis,	 lizard,	Bigfoot,
Blond	Hairs,	Greys,	and	so	on—and	was	startled	by	the	number	of	people	present	who	also	claimed	to
have	encountered	one	or	other.	And	a	man	whose	identity	she	conceals	under	the	name	Ken	Rose	spoke	of
being	taken	on	board	a	craft	and	seeing	three	female	human	bodies	in	glass	cases,	with	cavities	where	the
stomachs	 should	 be;	 they	 were	 covered	 in	 a	 gold-coloured	 dust,	 to	 preserve	 them	 from	 bacteria,	 and
seemed	to	be	in	the	process	of	being	constructed.
Linda	 Howe	 encountered	 the	 reincarnation	 theme	 raised	 by	 Wanna	 Lawson	 in	 interviews	 with	 an

abductee	 named	 Jim	 Sparks,	 who	 has	 described	 his	 own	 experiences	 in	 a	 book	 called	 Star	 People,
Outsiders—Us	or	Them?	(1996).	Sparks,	born	in	1954,	describes	how	he	is	usually	‘taken’	at	about	3:30
in	the	morning;	he	experiences	a	‘whirling’	sensation	in	the	pit	of	his	stomach,	which	expands	to	his	head;
he	blacks	out,	and	finds	himself	on	board	a	craft.	There	he	is	subjected—whether	he	likes	it	or	not—to	a
learning	experience,	being	forced	to	learn	the	alien	alphabet.	Noncooperation	brings	a	burst	of	physical
agony.	 The	 alien	 symbols	 are	 not,	 like	 ours,	 designed	 to	 be	 drawn	 on	 a	 flat	 surface,	 but	 in	 three
dimensions.	It	took	seven	years,	from	1988	until	1995,	for	him	to	learn	these	symbols.
One	day,	 in	 the	alien	environment,	Sparks	 found	himself	 reading	a	 story,	written	 in	English,	 about	 a

close	friend,	which	depicted	the	friend’s	life	in	accurate	detail.	But,	when	the	story	reached	the	present,	it
continued,	describing	the	future.	He	was	so	enthralled	that	when	the	story	continued	in	the	alien	language,
he	carried	on	reading,	and	found	he	could	understand	it.	Finally,	he	found	he	could	understand	one	small
symbol,	 the	size	of	a	 fifty-cent	piece,	and	see	 that	 it	contained	 information	 that	would	normally	occupy
twenty	pages.
Jim	Sparks’s	account	of	the	alien	language	was	sent	to	a	psychologist,	Dr.	Mario	Pazzaglini,	who	has

become	an	expert	in	symbols	reproduced	by	abductees	since	the	1980s.	His	lengthy	analysis	is	presented
in	 full	 in	Linda	Howe’s	book,	and	concludes:	 ‘While	we	cannot	definitely	say	 that	 the	Sparks	script	 is
alien	(nothing	is	definite	in	this	field),	we	can	say	that	it	does	not	follow	the	common	characteristics	of
hoaxed	or	made-up	script.	It	is	the	description	of	a	complex	system	which	possibly	is	capable	of	forming
a	communication	between	totally	dissimilar	minds’.
When	Sparks	asked	 the	aliens,	 ‘Why	me?’,	 they	made	him	write	his	question	 in	 the	writing	 they	had

taught	him.	When	he	had	done	this,	he	was	shown	a	holographic	scene	that	seemed	to	be	of	World	War
Two.	He	saw	German	and	Italian	officers	conspiring	in	some	kind	of	a	coup,	and	recognised	himself	as
one	of	the	Italians.	(Sparks	is	Italian.)	This	scene	made	him	feel	somehow	ashamed	for	the	human	race.
Next	he	was	shown	a	scene	 that	seemed	to	be	 in	 the	 late	nineteenth	or	early	 twentieth	century:	 there

was	a	horse-drawn	buggy	in	front	of	a	factory	building,	and	he	recognised	himself	in	the	buggy,	wearing	a



black	suit	and	top	hat;	he	sensed	he	was	the	factory	owner.
Then	 he	 saw	 a	 scene	which	 he	 guessed	 to	 be	 about	 the	 fifteenth	 or	 sixteenth	 century:	 a	man	 and	 a

woman	were	in	a	field	overlooking	the	sea,	farming	the	crop;	the	man	reminded	him	of	himself.	After	this,
there	was	a	medieval	inn,	with	men	and	women	around	a	crude	wooden	table,	drinking	from	pewter	mugs.
Again,	one	of	the	men	reminded	Sparks	of	himself.
In	 the	 next	 scene	 he	 saw	 the	 Roman	 senate,	 and	 he	 himself	 listening	 to	 the	 others	 speak	 in	 some

important	debate,	‘as	if	he	had	all	the	power’.
When	 he	 asked	 how	 far	 they	 had	 followed	 his	 family	 line,	 he	 was	 shown	 a	 scene	 of	 the	 African

savanna,	with	patches	of	 trees	and	apelike	creatures.	From	this,	Sparks	understood	 that	 the	aliens	were
telling	him	that	they	were	responsible	for	human	creation—a	theme	Linda	Howe	had	already	raised	at	the
beginning	of	the	previous	volume.
She	 also	 points	 out	 the	 parallel	 between	 Jim	 Sparks’s	 learning	 experience	 and	 a	 similar	 scene

described	by	Betty	Andreasson,	whose	case	has	been	presented	in	four	volumes	by	researcher	Raymond
Fowler.	Betty	Andreasson	described	how	she	had	seen	her	daughter	Becky	tracing	raised	alien	symbols
with	her	fingers	on	a	console,	and	was	told	by	a	‘grey’	that	they	were	training	her.
In	another	scene	described	in	Jim	Sparks’s	book,	he	found	himself	in	a	huge	hangar,	in	which	a	man	and

a	woman	were	 inside	 two	 transparent	containers.	Sparks	became	angry	as	an	alien	 touched	 the	woman
with	a	metal	rod,	and	was	disciplined	by	a	being	who	seemed	to	be	human,	who	pressed	the	back	of	his
hand	repeatedly	with	a	rod	that	stung,	and	which	left	red	marks	afterwards.	A	friend	of	Sparks	confirmed
to	Linda	Howe	 that	he	had	seen	Sparks’s	hand	covered	with	 red	marks,	and	 that	Sparks	had	obviously
been	unwilling	to	discuss	it.	(Sparks	explained	to	Linda	Howe	that	he	did	not	want	it	to	be	real.)
Sparks	also	explained	that,	in	his	view,	there	were	three	levels	of	American	government.	The	first	was

the	 normal	 US	 government;	 the	 second	 was	 the	 level	 that	 covers	 up	 secrets	 like	 the	 recovery	 of	 the
Roswell	craft;	the	third,	which	Sparks	called	the	Black	Budget	Boys	(or	BBB),	is	a	Secret	Club,	whose
existence	is	unknown	to	the	other	two	levels.
Sparks	 believes	 that	 the	 aliens	 have	been	 among	us	 for	 thousands	 of	 years,	 and	 that	 they	have	been

‘farming	us’.	(Charles	Fort	suggested	once	that	‘We	are	property’.)	‘We	are	a	self-perpetuating	crop’.	But
now	humans	have	taken	a	path	 that	seems	to	 lead	to	 inevitable	self-destruction,	with	nuclear	waste	and
environmental	pollution,	 the	aliens	have	 to	face	 the	possibility	 that	all	 their	 ‘farming’	has	been	wasted.
Jim	Sparks	feels	that	the	decade	from	1996	until	2006	may	be	crucial	to	the	question	of	whether	the	human
race	can	survive.	The	present	interaction	of	aliens	and	human	beings—the	whole	emergence	of	the	UFO
phenomenon—is,	he	believes,	an	attempt	on	the	part	of	the	aliens	to	avert	this	catastrophe.
Sparks’s	view	is,	relatively	speaking,	optimistic.	Other	abductees	have	stated	that	nothing	can	avert	the

catastrophe,	and	that	part	of	the	Earth	will	be	destroyed.	The	human	race	will	continue,	but	on	a	smaller
scale.	Sparks	clearly	feels	that	the	situation	is	not	yet	as	extreme	as	this—something	can	be	done,	but	it	is
urgently	necessary	for	us	to	be	awakened	out	of	our	complacency.
There	is	another	aspect	of	Linda	Howe’s	work	that	I	have	deliberately	refrained	from	raising	until	this

point:	her	conviction	that	there	has	been	contact	between	the	aliens	and	the	US	government,	and	that	the



‘Black	Budget	Boys’	are	deliberately	concealing	this	from	the	public.
At	 the	beginning	of	High	Strangeness,	 she	quotes	 a	 long	passage	 from	Maj.	Donald	Keyhoe’s	 1960

book	Flying	Saucers,	Top	Secret,	which	makes	it	very	clear	that	the	military	is	fully	aware	of	the	reality
of	UFOs	and	is	engaged	in	a	deliberate	cover-up.	In	1958,	Keyhoe	was	asked	by	the	director	of	television
programmes	at	Lackland	Air	Force	Base	in	Texas	if	they	could	quote	from	his	book	The	Flying	Saucer
Conspiracy.	He	was	sent	a	script	of	the	programme	which	acknowledges	the	reality	of	UFOs,	and	cites
such	cases	as	the	disappearance	of	an	F89	interceptor	fighter	pursuing	a	UFO	over	Lake	Superior	on	23
November	1953.	On	 radar,	 the	UFO	‘blip’	had	merged	with	 the	oncoming	 fighter,	 and	both	had	simply
vanished.
The	programme	also	 acknowledged	 that	 there	was	 an	official	 order	muzzling	all	military	personnel,

members	 of	 the	Defense	Department	 and	 other	 agencies,	 on	 the	 subject	 of	UFOs,	 backed	 by	 threats	 of
fines	and	imprisonment.
Not	 surprisingly,	 the	 programme—which	 was	 for	 internal	 consumption	 at	 Lackland	 only—was

cancelled;	it	is	hard	to	fathom	how	the	director	came	to	believe	that	it	could	ever	have	gone	ahead.	But,
since	the	air	force	script	is	quoted	at	length	by	Keyhoe,	it	is	undoubtedly	genuine.
In	 1983,	 three	 years	 after	 A	 Strange	 Harvest	 was	 broadcast,	 Linda	 Howe	 was	 asked	 to	 make	 a

programme	 about	UFOs	 and	 extraterrestrial	 involvement.	 Two	UFO	 organisations	 had	 tried	 to	 sue	 the
American	government	 to	obtain	 information	about	UFOs	under	 the	Freedom	of	 Information	Act,	but	 the
Supreme	Court	turned	them	down.
Based	on	later	information,	it	seems	that	what	happened	next	is	that	the	air	force	decided	to	take	action

to	 anticipate	 future	 attempts	 to	 force	 its	 hand	 by	 launching	 a	 campaign	 of	 disinformation,	which	 began
with	an	apparent	surrender.	Peter	Gersten,	the	attorney	who	had	presented	the	case	under	the	Freedom	of
Information	Act,	was	invited	to	have	dinner	with	Special	Agent	Richard	C.	Doty,	of	the	Air	Force	Office
of	Special	Investigations	(AFOSI).
Over	the	meal,	Doty	acknowledged	that	there	had	been	a	UFO	landing	at	Kirtland	Air	Force	Base	in

1983,	and	that,	when	a	guard	had	approached	the	disc-shaped	object	with	a	shotgun,	it	took	off	vertically
at	great	speed.	Moreover,	when	a	UFO	had	landed	at	Ellsworth	Air	Force	Base	six	years	earlier,	in	1977,
a	guard	who	pointed	a	gun	at	an	‘alien’	had	his	gun	disintegrated	by	a	‘light	beam’,	which	also	burnt	his
hand.	Gersten	and	Doty	discussed	a	highly	classified	study	group,	set	up	by	the	military	to	examine	UFOs,
called	Majestic	12,	which	included	some	prestigious	names,	including	(incredibly)	the	arch-sceptic	Prof.
Donald	Menzel.
Doty	told	Gersten	that	the	US	government	had	been	in	contact	with	aliens	and	had	made	an	agreement,

according	to	which	the	aliens	were	given	a	base	at	Groom	Lake,	near	Las	Vegas	(and	known	as	Area	51),
as	well	 as	permission	 to	mutilate	cattle	and	abduct	human	beings,	 in	exchange	 for	 teaching	US	experts
about	alien	technology.
This	 certainly	 sounds	 conclusive.	 Or	 was	 Doty	 deliberately	 trying	 to	 spread	 confusion	 by	 simply

repeating	back	some	of	the	wilder	theories	of	the	conspiracy	theorists?
Linda	Howe	was	herself	 granted	 a	meeting	with	Doty,	 for	which	purpose	 she	 flew	 to	Albuquerque,



New	Mexico.	Doty	was	supposed	to	meet	her,	but	failed	to	turn	up	at	the	airport.	Finally,	with	the	help	of
Jerry	Miller,	 a	 scientific	 adviser	 at	 the	 base,	 she	met	 Doty,	 who	 claimed	 he	had	 been	 waiting	 at	 the
airport.
As	 they	drove	back,	 he	went	 on	 to	 confirm	another	 story	Linda	had	heard	 recently:	 that	 a	UFO	had

actually	landed	at	Holloman	Air	Force	Base,	New	Mexico.	But	he	said	she	had	got	the	date	wrong.	It	was
not	May	1971,	but	April	1964.	The	same	craft	had	landed	the	day	before	at	Socorro,	and	been	seen	(in	a
famous	incident)	by	Patrolman	Lonnie	Zamora	(see	p.	101)—this	was	because	there	was	some	confusion
about	the	place	and	time.	The	following	day,	it	landed,	as	scheduled,	at	Holloman,	for	its	official	meeting
with	the	US	Air	Force	.	.	.
In	his	office,	Doty	told	her	 that	her	programme	A	Strange	Harvest	 ‘came	 too	close	 to	something	we

don’t	 want	 the	 public	 to	 know	 about’.	 He	 then	 showed	 her	 a	 paper	 entitled	 ‘Briefing	 Paper	 for	 the
President	 of	 the	United	 States’,	which	 began	 by	 admitting	 a	 number	 of	 crashes	 of	UFOs,	 beginning	 in
1946,	and	 including	Roswell	 (two	of	 them);	Aztec,	New	Mexico;	and	Kingman,	Arizona.	Alien	 bodies
and	discs	had	been	recovered	from	the	later	crash	near	Roswell	in	1949	(not	the	famous	one	in	1947)	and
taken	to	Los	Alamos	for	analysis.	Five	dead	aliens	and	been	found,	and	one	alive.	This	creature,	known
as	 Ebe	 (extraterrestrial	 biological	 entity),	 told	 investigators	 (telepathically	 and	 in	 words)	 that	 its
civilisation	originated	on	a	planet	 five	 light	years	 from	Earth,	 and	have	been	visiting	Earth	 for	25,000
years.	There	 is	a	colony	of	 them	underground	on	Earth.	They	have	been	manipulating	DNA,	and	aiding
human	evolution.	 It	was	 also	 stated	 that	 Jesus	was	 an	 extraterrestrial,	 created	by	 the	 aliens,	 placed	on
Earth	to	teach	men	about	love	and	nonviolence.
Linda	Howe	was	 not	 allowed	 to	 copy	 or	make	 notes	 on	 any	 of	 this.	 But	 she	 was	 told	 that	 Doty’s

superiors	intended	to	release	to	her	film	footage	of	crashed	UFOs,	aliens,	and	the	alien	called	‘Ebe’.
Understandably,	 she	was	wildly	 excited	 at	 this	 scoop,	 and	 lost	 no	 time	 in	 telling	 the	backers	of	her

programme	about	it.	They	were	 just	as	excited.	Then	nothing	happened.	The	promised	film	footage	and
information	never	arrived.	Discouraged,	the	backers	dropped	the	whole	idea	of	a	programme	on	UFOs.
This,	 it	 seems	obvious	 in	 retrospect,	was	 the	 intention.	By	offering	 so	much	 information	and	 raising

such	expectations,	Doty	was	almost	certainly	setting	out	to	wreck	the	project.
A	year	later,	in	1984,	another	briefing	paper	for	the	US	president	(Eisenhower)	was	sent	anonymously

to	 a	 television	 producer	 named	 Jaime	 Shandera.	 It	 was	 on	 a	 roll	 of	 film,	 claimed	 to	 be	 by	 the	 CIA
Director	Admiral	Hillenkoetter,	and	was	about	the	‘Majestic	12’	group.	It	claimed	that	four	dead	aliens
had	been	found	at	the	earlier	crash	at	Roswell	in	1947.	Unfortunately,	the	signature	of	Harry	Truman	was
almost	 (but	 not	 quite)	 identical	 to	 one	 on	 another	 document.	 The	 highly	 respected	 UFO	 investigator
Timothy	Good	published	the	document	in	his	book	Above	Top	Secret,	stating	his	belief	in	its	genuineness,
but	 later	 concluded	 that	 it	 was	 a	 hoax.	He	 continues	 to	 feel	 that	 Majestic	 12	 did	 exist,	 and	 that	 the
document	contains	a	mixture	of	truth	and	falsehood.
Linda	Howe	 is	 inclined	 to	 believe	 in	 the	 authenticity	 of	 the	Majestic	 12	 document,	 as	 does	 another

well-known	 investigator,	 Stanton	 Friedman.	 Jacques	 Vallee,	 who	 devotes	 a	 chapter	 to	 the	 affair	 in
Revelations,	 is	 deeply	 sceptical,	 and	 talks	 about	 his	 disgust	 with	 the	 gullibility	 of	 UFO	 believers	 in



general.	He	is	equally	sceptical	about	Area	51,	the	aliens’	underground	base.
In	1995,	it	looked	as	if	new	and	conclusive	evidence	had	come	to	light.	A	television	producer	named

Ray	Santilli	announced	that	he	had	found	film	footage	of	a	dead	alien	recovered	from	the	Roswell	crash.
Santilli	said	he	bought	it	from	an	old	retired	cameraman	who	wished	to	keep	his	identity	a	secret.	This
man	had	filmed	the	post-mortem	on	the	alien	at	the	request	of	the	air	force,	and	simply	held	on	to	it.
But	 is	 the	film	genuine,	or	 is	 it	a	 fake?	The	explanation	about	 the	cameraman	who	wishes	 to	 remain

unidentified,	 and	 who	 therefore	 cannot	 be	 questioned	more	 closely,	 throws	 doubt	 on	 the	 whole	 story.
Japanese	buyers	were	offered	a	filmed	interview	with	the	cameraman,	‘Jack	Barnett’,	who	explained	the
poor	quality	of	the	film	by	saying	that	it	was	difficult	to	work	around	doctors.	He	referred	to	the	aliens	he
had	 seen	 (and	whose	dying	 screams	he	had	heard)	 as	 ‘freaks’,	Santilli	 explained	 that	he	was	a	devout
Christian	whose	beliefs	would	not	allow	him	to	entertain	the	existence	of	life	on	other	worlds—which	in
itself	 sounds	 unbelievable	 for	 someone	 who	 has	 actually	 filmed	 them.	 Linda	 Howe	 includes	 the
cameraman’s	statement	in	full	in	High	Strangeness.
In	1997,	a	book	appeared	which	seemed	to	confirm	everything	the	conspiracy	theorists	had	suspected

about	a	government	cover-up.	The	Day	After	Roswell,	by	retired	Col.	Philip	J.	Corso,	claims	that	not	only
were	bodies	and	alien	technology	retrieved	after	Roswell,	but	that	 this	technology—lasers,	microchips,
fibre	optics,	even	the	‘death	ray’	deployed	in	the	Star	Wars	project—was	stolen	from	the	aliens.
Corso	claims	that	in	1947,	when	he	was	at	the	Fort	Riley	base	in	Kansas,	he	sneaked	into	a	storehouse

on	 the	night	of	6	 July	1947	 (four	days	 after	 the	 famous	Roswell	 ‘incident’)	 and	 levered	 the	 top	off	 an
oblong	box—one	of	 several	delivered	 that	afternoon	 from	New	Mexico,	where	 there	had	been	a	plane
crash.	Inside,	in	a	kind	of	glass	coffin,	was	a	four-foot	alien	with	a	head	shaped	like	a	light	bulb.
In	1961,	Corso,	now	an	assistant	 to	General	Trudeau	in	the	Pentagon,	found	he	had	inherited	a	filing

cabinet	full	of	alien	technology	from	the	Roswell	crash.	Trudeau	explained	that	the	air	force,	the	navy	and
the	CIA	all	wanted	to	lay	their	hands	on	it,	which	is	why	they	had	to	keep	it	hidden.
Corso	describes	how	he	headed	a	research-and-development	team	to	study	the	technology,	and	‘seed’	it

at	various	large	American	corporations,	such	as	IBM	and	Bell	Laboratories,	where	it	gave	the	Americans
a	leading	edge	over	the	Russians	in	the	space	race	and	the	Cold	War.
It	is	virtually	impossible	to	assess	such	staggering	information.	Trudeau	is	dead,	so	cannot	support	or

deny	the	story.	Senator	Strom	Thurmond,	Corso’s	boss	after	he	retired	from	the	army	in	1963,	who	wrote
a	foreword	to	Corso’s	book,	is	on	record	as	protesting	that	he	had	no	idea	of	the	contents	of	the	book,	and
should	 not	 be	 seen	 as	 endorsing	 it.	 Certainly,	 it	 seems	 strange	 that	 alien	 bodies	 should	 be	 sent	 to
Washington	by	road	and	stored	overnight,	rather	than	refrigerated	and	sent	by	air.	But	Linda	Howe,	who
interviewed	 Corso	 for	 several	 hours	 at	 Roswell,	 during	 the	 fiftieth	 anniversary	 celebration	 of	 the
‘incident’,	received	the	impression	that	Corso	is	genuine	and	telling	the	precise	truth.
If	 so,	 it	 raises	 a	 difficult	 problem.	 The	 solution	 Corso	 wants	 us	 to	 accept	 is	 that	 UFOs	 are	 metal

spacecraft	from	some	other	planet	whose	civilisation	is	more	technologically	advanced	than	ours.	Their
intentions	are	basically	hostile;	they	perform	cattle	mutilations	and	abduct	human	beings	in	the	knowledge
that	we	can	do	nothing	about	it.	Star	Wars	technology	with	its	high-energy	beams	put	them	on	notice	that



we	can	now	defend	ourselves.	According	to	Corso,	the	enormous	build-up	of	atomic	weapons	during	the
Cold	War	was	not	to	defend	the	West	against	the	Russians,	or	vice	versa,	but	to	warn	the	aliens	that,	 if
they	tried	annexing	a	part	of	Earth,	they	could	be	totally	destroyed.
A	 number	 of	 objections	 are	 immediately	 obvious.	 If	 we	 have	 put	 the	 aliens	 on	 notice	 that	 we	 can

destroy	them,	why	are	the	numbers	of	UFO	sightings	and	abductions	not	decreasing?	And,	if	the	build-up
of	atomic	weapons	during	 the	Cold	War	was	 to	convince	 them	that	we	could	destroy	 them,	would	 they
have	not	have	seen	through	our	bluff—seen	that	we	would	also	have	destroyed	ourselves,	by	filling	the
atmosphere	with	atomic	fallout	and	poisonous	radioactivity?
The	whole	story	of	the	‘capture’	of	a	living	alien	sounds	dubious.	A	large	number	of	the	UFO	reports

cited	 in	 this	 book	 suggest	 that,	 if	 the	 aliens	 wanted	 to	 recover	 a	 lost	 comrade,	 they	 would	 have	 no
difficulty	whatsoever.	The	same	reports	suggest	 that	 their	 technology	 is	so	far	ahead	of	our	own	that	 to
speak	of	intimidating	them	with	Star	Wars	technology	sounds	as	ludicrous	as	fighting	a	modern	war	with
cavalry	and	muskets.
But	the	real	objection	to	Corso’s	scenario	is	that	it	puts	us	back	more	than	half	a	century	to	the	view

that	UFOs	are	nuts-and-bolts	craft	from	outer	space,	whose	technology	is	simply	more	sophisticated	than
our	 own.	 Jacques	 Vallee	 started	 from	 this	 assumption,	 as	 did	 John	 Keel.	 Both	 were	 soon	 forced	 to
abandon	 it	as	 they	became	aware	of	 the	complex	nature	of	 the	phenomenon.	Vallee’s	 Invisible	 College
begins	with	a	chapter	called	‘The	Psychic	Component’,	then	goes	on	to	speak	about	the	visions	at	Fátima
and	the	Virgin	of	Guadaloupe.	John	Keel’s	experiences	in	West	Virginia	left	him	in	no	doubt	that	he	was
dealing	 with	 some	 kind	 of	 psychic	 phenomenon,	 with	 an	 element	 of	 mischief	 that	 has	 something	 in
common	with	poltergeists.	Most	of	Linda	Howe’s	abductees—Jim	Sparks,	Wanna	Lawson,	Linda	Porter,
Judy	Doraty—would	 also	 agree	 that	 the	 ‘nuts-and-bolts	 craft’	 theory	 fails	 to	 even	begin	 to	 cover	 their
experiences.
In	a	book	called	Open	Skies,	Closed	Minds	(1996),	Nick	Pope,	a	British	Ministry	of	Defence	official

who	investigates	UFOs	for	the	government,	comments	that	he	is	often	asked,	‘Is	there	an	official	cover-
up?’	and	always	 replies,	 ‘Not	 in	Britain’.	 If	 that	 is	 true—in	 spite	of	 the	 assertions	of	 ‘witnesses’	who
claim	that	sites	like	Rendlesham	are	underground	UFO	bases—then	it	seems	a	reasonable	assumption	that
Vallee	and	Keel	are	correct,	and	that	there	is	no	significant	cover-up	in	the	United	States	either.
Somehow,	Corso’s	explanation	of	the	UFO	phenomenon	seems	too	crude	and	simplistic.	And	our	basic

intuition	tells	us	that,	whatever	the	final	explanation	of	the	phenomenon,	it	will	not	be	as	straightforward
as	that.
[1].	From	Architects	of	the	Underworld,	1996,	by	Bruce	Rux,	p.	147.



9
ALIEN	POWERS?

In	 The	 Invisible	 College,	 Jacques	 Vallee	 discusses	 the	 curious	 experiences	 of	 Robert	 Monroe,	 a
broadcasting	executive	who,	 in	 the	 late	1950s,	began	 to	have	spontaneous	out-of-the-body	experiences.
Monroe’s	description	of	these,	in	Journeys	Out	of	the	Body	(1972),	makes	a	powerful	impact	of	sincerity
and	honesty.	Prof.	Charles	Tart,	who	studied	Monroe,	had	no	doubt	of	his	genuineness.	Monroe	went	on	to
form	the	Monroe	Institute,	a	nonprofit	organisation	whose	aim	is	to	teach	people	how	to	induce	out-of-the-
body	experiences	and	 ‘altered	 states’.	Monroe’s	subsequent	books,	Far	Journeys	 (1985)	 and	Ultimate
Journey	(1994),	have—no	matter	how	impossible	they	sound—the	same	air	of	painstaking	honesty.
Yet	their	 implications	are	as	bewildering	as	anything	described	in	this	book.	If	Monroe	 is	 telling	 the

truth,	then	we	live	in	an	even	stranger	universe	than	some	of	those	astonishing	abductee	reports	suggest,
and	 there	 is	something	wrong	with	our	basic	assumption	 that	we	are	simply	material	beings	 living	 in	a
material	world.
And	this,	at	least,	sounds	a	promising	starting	point	for	trying	to	understand	what	lies	behind	the	UFO

phenomenon.
Monroe	was	a	businessman,	whose	career	was	in	radio	and	electronics.	He	was	experimenting	with

sleep-learning	devices,	and	this	almost	certainly	influenced	what	happened	to	him.
One	 Sunday	 afternoon	 in	 the	 spring	 of	 1958,	 when	 he	 was	 forty-two,	 he	 listened	 to	 a	 tape	 whose

purpose	 was	 to	 induce	 aural	 concentration.	 Later,	 after	 a	 light	 lunch,	 he	 was	 seized	 with	 abdominal
cramps,	which	he	 thought	might	be	 food	poisoning.	They	continued	until	midnight,	 then	went	 away.	He
wondered	whether	they	might	have	something	to	do	with	the	tape	he	had	played.
Three	weeks	later,	as	he	lay	on	the	couch	on	a	Sunday	afternoon,	‘a	beam	or	ray	seemed	to	come	out	of

the	sky	to	the	north	at	about	a	30	degree	angle	from	the	horizon’.	He	described	it	as	‘like	being	struck	by
warm	light.	Only	this	was	daylight	and	no	beam	was	visible,	if	there	truly	was	one’.
He	began	to	‘vibrate’,	and	became	paralysed.	With	a	great	effort	he	forced	himself	 to	sit	up.	 ‘It	was

like	pushing	against	invisible	bonds’.
To	his	alarm,	it	kept	on	happening.	He	was	afraid	that	he	was	seriously	ill,	but	medical	checks	showed

nothing	wrong	with	him.	Then	one	day,	with	his	hand	hanging	over	the	edge	of	the	bed,	he	felt	he	could
push	his	fingertips	through	the	rug	and	the	floor,	to	the	ceiling	of	the	room	below.
A	few	weeks	later,	he	found	himself	floating	against	the	bedroom	ceiling,	with	his	body	below	in	bed.

Terrified	that	he	might	be	dead,	he	swooped	down	to	his	body,	and	re-entered	it.
When	the	‘vibrations’	came	again,	he	imagined	leaving	his	body,	and	found	himself	floating	in	midair.

When	he	willed	himself	to	stop,	he	stopped.	Again,	he	was	able	to	re-enter	his	body.
Next	time,	he	tried	leaving	by	simply	willing,	and	again	it	worked.	A	powerful	sexual	urge	made	him

feel	ashamed,	and	he	returned	to	his	body.
Oddly	enough,	he	had	never	heard	of	out-of-the-body	experiences—OBEs—and	learnt	about	them	only

when	 he	 was	 recommended	 to	 read	 some	 of	 the	 classic	 texts	 by	 Sylvan	 Muldoon	 and	 Oliver	 Fox.
Muldoon	had	experienced	his	first	OBE	when	he	was	twelve,	waking	up	in	the	middle	of	 the	night	and
finding	himself	 floating	above	his	bed.	His	book	The	Phenomena	of	Astral	Projection	 (1951)	 surveys



dozens	 of	 examples	 taken	 from	 the	 enormous	 literature	 of	OBEs.	Oliver	 Fox	 learnt	 to	 ‘astral	 project’
through	‘lucid	dreaming’—becoming	aware	that	he	was	dreaming	as	he	lay	in	bed,	and	then	controlling
the	dream.	Later,	he	learned	to	induce	OBEs	by	lying	down	and	relaxing	into	a	semi-trance	state.
Robert	Monroe	was	soon	able	to	leave	his	body	at	will.	On	one	out-of-the-body	occasion,	he	decided

to	call	on	a	doctor	 friend	who	was	 ill	 in	bed,	and	saw	 the	doctor	 leaving	 the	house	with	his	wife	and
walking	 to	 the	 garage.	 He	 checked	 later	 and	 found	 that	 the	 doctor	 had	 felt	 better	 and	 decided	 to
accompany	his	wife	on	a	drive	to	the	post	office.	Monroe	was	also	correct	about	what	they	were	wearing.
He	paid	an	astral	visit	to	Andrija	Puharich—having	warned	him	that	he	might	‘visit’—and	found	him

writing	 in	 his	 study.	 Puharich	 broke	 off	 his	work	 and	 spoke	 to	 him;	 he	 later	 confirmed	 that	Monroe’s
description	 of	 his	 study	was	 accurate,	 but	 he	 had	 no	 recollection	 of	 the	 visit,	 or	 the	 conversation	 that
Monroe	remembered.
Monroe	was	 inclined	 to	wonder	 if	 he	 had	 somehow	 fantasised	 the	 conversation	with	 Puharich.	 But

later	similar	experiences	showed	that	he	often	received	information	known	only	to	the	other	person.
This	 is	 interesting.	 Does	 it	 mean	 that	 Monroe’s	 astral	 being	 was	 communicating	 with	 Puharich’s,

without	the	latter’s	knowledge?	Or	is	it	possible	that	such	events	are	somehow	blotted	out,	as	when	we
wake	up	from	sleep?	If	so,	could	this,	perhaps,	explain	why	so	many	abductees	suffer	amnesia	about	their
experiences?
Monroe	did	not	enjoy	astral	projection	in	‘this	world’	(which	he	calls	Locale	I).	It	presents	the	same

problems	 that	a	diver	with	a	 face	mask	would	encounter	diving	 to	 the	bottom	of	 the	sea.	But	he	 felt	 at
home	 in	a	 realm	he	calls	Locale	 II,	 a	nonmaterial	world	which	 is	 the	natural	environment	of	 the	astral
body,	and	to	which	we	move	after	death.	Here,	he	says,	‘thought	is	the	wellspring	of	existence	.	.	.	As	you
think,	so	you	are’.	He	says	that	Locale	II	‘seems	to	interpenetrate	our	physical	world’,	and	that	the	best
explanation	for	it	is	the	concept	of	vibrations,	‘an	infinity	of	worlds	all	operating	at	different	frequencies,
one	of	which	is	this	physical	world’.	Once	again,	this	is	a	notion	we	have	frequently	encountered	in	this
book.
It	 is	 also,	 he	 says,	 a	 timeless	 world,	 ‘where	 past	 and	 present	 exist	 co-terminously	 with	 “now”’.

Perhaps	the	best	way	to	understand	this	is	to	think	of	a	novel.	It	has	‘time’,	yet	when	you	have	finished	it,
you	can	turn	back	fifty	pages	and	travel	back	to	earlier	events.
Oddly	 enough,	 Locale	 II	does	 have	 some	 solid	 objects;	 these,	 he	 thinks,	 are	 created	 by	 thought—a

notion	that,	again,	might	have	some	bearing	on	UFOs.
The	 area	 of	Locale	 II	 nearest	 our	 physical	 reality	 is	 peopled	with	 ‘emotionally	 driven’	 beings	who

have	never	learnt	any	kind	of	self-discipline	in	our	world;	Monroe	sees	the	acquisition	of	self-discipline
as	 one	 of	 the	 most	 important	 purposes	 of	 our	 life	 on	 Earth.	 ‘If	 it	 doesn’t	 happen	 in	 physical	 life,	 it
becomes	the	first	order	of	business	upon	death’.
Immediately	beyond	our	physical	reality	there	is	an	area	that	Monroe	calls	‘the	H	Band	Noise’.	This	is

the	 hubbub	 of	 all	 the	 thought	 that	 emanates	 from	 all	 living	 things	 on	 Earth,	 a	 kind	 of	 ‘disorganised,
cacophonous	mass	of	messy	energy’	and	emotions.
There	is	also	an	area	that	Monroe	calls	‘the	Belief	System	Territory’.	Since,	in	Locale	II,	you	are	what



you	think,	people	who	are	deeply	involved	in	some	religious	belief	remain	trapped	in	their	beliefs,	which
are	 fortified	 by	 other	 believers.	 In	 Ultimate	 Journey,	 Monroe	 even	 describes	 an	 encounter	 with	 a
Neanderthal	woman	who	 is	 trapped	 in	 a	 system	 that	 demands	 that	 she	 sacrifice	herself	 to	 the	 sky	god.
These	believers	have	 to	outgrow	 their	 ‘system’	before	 they	 can	progress.	 (All	 this	 bears	 a	 remarkable
similarity	to	Swedenborg’s	descriptions	in	Heaven	and	Hell.)
Monroe	 also	 had	 experiences	 with	 the	 dead.	 Sleeping	 in	 a	 strange	 house,	 he	 saw	 a	 woman,	 who

clasped	his	hand	in	both	of	hers;	the	next	day	he	learnt	that	she	had	died	in	the	same	bedroom,	and	that	she
had	a	habit	of	taking	people’s	hands	in	both	of	hers.	He	visited	a	doctor	friend	who	had	died	but	failed	to
recognise	him	because	he	was	so	much	younger;	it	was	only	when	he	saw	a	photograph	of	his	friend	as	a
young	man	that	he	knew	he	had	met	him	‘out	of	the	body’.
Monroe	 notes	 that	 sex	 can	 take	 place	 in	 the	 astral	 plane,	 but	 that	 it	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 sexual	 ‘shock’	 that

occurs	when	two	entities	come	close.	And	he	makes	the	interesting	observation	that	the	human	sexual	act
is	only	a	feeble	attempt	to	duplicate	another	intimate	form	of	communion	that	occurs	beyond	the	body.
In	his	second	book,	Far	Journeys,	Monroe	goes	on	to	tell	something	of	what	happened	after	he	opened

The	 Monroe	 Institute,	 at	 about	 the	 time	 of	 the	 publication	 of	 his	 first	 book.	 His	 group	 developed	 a
technique	he	calls	hemi-sync,	or	hemisphere	synchronisation.
This	 depends	 on	 the	 fact	 that	 the	 left	 and	 right	 hemispheres	 of	 the	 brain	 are	 virtually	 two	 different

people.	 The	 left	 hemisphere	 of	 our	 brain	 deals	 with	 logic,	 language	 and	 practical	 matters;	 it	 has	 the
temperament	of	a	scientist,	and	is	known	as	the	dominant	hemisphere	because	it	is	more	assertive	than	the
other	half.	The	right	deals	with	intuitions	and	feelings,	and	recognition	of	patterns;	it	has	the	introverted
temperament	of	an	artist.
The	odd	thing	is	that	it	is	the	left	half	that	we	call	‘me’.	This	becomes	apparent	in	patients	who	have

had	the	‘split	brain	operation’—severing	the	nerves	between	the	two	halves—to	prevent	epileptic	attacks.
They	become	literally	 two	people.	 In	one	experiment,	a	patient	was	shown	an	apple	with	 the	 right	eye
(connected	to	the	left	brain)	and	an	orange	with	the	left	(connected	to	the	right	brain)	in	such	a	way	that
neither	eye	knew	what	the	other	was	seeing.	Asked	what	he	had	just	seen,	he	replied	‘Apple’.	Asked	 to
write	with	his	 left	hand	what	he	had	 just	seen,	he	wrote:	 ‘Orange’.	Asked	what	he	had	 just	written,	he
replied	‘Apple’.
One	patient	was	shown	a	dirty	picture	with	her	left	eye,	and	blushed.	Asked	why	she	was	blushing,	she

replied	truthfully,	‘I	don’t	know’.	The	left	half	of	her	brain—where	she	lived—didn’t	know.
These	 two	people	 inside	our	heads	operate	on	different	wavelengths.	Monroe	developed	methods	of

using	patterns	of	sound	to	create	an	identical	wave	form	in	both	hemispheres,	so	the	two	halves	ceased	to
be	 out	 of	 step.	He	 found	 that	 it	 could	 produce	 a	 marvellous	 calming	 effect	 which	 was	 conducive	 to
‘altered	states’	and	OBEs.
Monroe’s	 experiments	 with	 a	 team	 of	 ‘explorers’	 led	 him	 to	 some	 important	 conclusions	 about

extraterrestrial	life.	His	out-of-the-body	explorers	were	sent	to	the	moon	and	other	planets,	and	found	no
sign	of	life,	not	even	vegetation.	Even	outside	the	solar	system,	they	found	nothing	worthwhile.	‘It	seemed
to	us	a	sterile	universe’.



Then	 there	 came	 a	 major	 change.	 It	 came	 about	 through	 a	 small	 alteration	 in	 the	 ‘affirmation’	 that
subjects	were	asked	 to	memorise	before	 they	began,	which	was	basically	 the	assertion	 that	 ‘I	am	more
than	my	physical	body’.	When	another	paragraph	was	inserted	about	desiring	the	help	and	cooperation	of
other	 intelligent	 beings,	 the	 subjects	 began	 to	 experience	 frequent	 contact	with	 nonhuman	 entities.	One
‘explorer’,	a	physicist,	had	lengthy	telepathic	contact	with	two	beings,	whom	he	felt	 to	be	a	man	and	a
woman,	but	their	attempt	to	answer	his	questions	led	to	frustration.	The	physicist	suspected	 that	he	saw
them	as	male	and	female	because	he	was	 imposing	on	them	the	shapes	he	found	most	familiar,	and	that
they	probably	saw	him	in	 the	shape	 they	 found	most	 familiar.	Another	 subject,	 an	 electronics	 engineer,
talked	to	a	being	who	said	Earth	was	his	‘territory’,	and	got	the	impression	that	the	being	was	some	kind
of	helper.
Ultimate	Journey	is	certainly	the	strangest	and	most	controversial	of	Monroe’s	books.	A	reader	who

comes	 to	 it	without	 reading	 the	first	 two	might	well	dismiss	 it	as	 fantasy.	A	 long	chapter	 is	devoted	 to
Monroe’s	work	in	helping	spirits	who	did	not	realise	they	were	dead—for	example,	the	woman	who	had
died	 in	 the	 same	 bedroom	 proved	 to	 be	 still	 there,	 waiting	 for	 her	 husband	 to	 return.	 When	 these
‘earthbound	spirits’	had	been	successfully	convinced,	they	would	suddenly	vanish—presumably	to	a	more
productive	level.
Monroe	 explored	 his	 own	 past	 incarnations,	 discovering	 that	 in	 the	 twelfth	 century	 he	 had	 been	 an

architect	who	had	been	beheaded	because	 he	 objected	 to	 the	 cost	 in	 human	 life	when	 stones	 fell	 from
crude	scaffolds.	When	his	son	visited	Louris	Castle,	near	Munro	Fields,	in	Scotland,	and	sent	his	father	a
picture,	Monroe	was	amazed	to	see	that	the	main	octagonal	tower	of	The	Monroe	Institute	(which	he	had
designed)	 was	 virtually	 identical	 to	 the	 castle	 tower.	He	 enquired	 about	 the	 name	 of	 the	 architect	 of
Louris,	and	discovered	that	it	was	Robert	Munro.
When	Monroe’s	wife	died	of	breast	cancer,	he	was	able	to	visit	her	on	what	he	calls	‘Level	27’,	but

found	the	explosion	of	emotion	too	overwhelming.	A	second	attempt	brought	the	same	result.	Monroe	ends
the	book,	published	in	1994,	wondering	whether	he	can	continue	to	live	on	two	levels	at	once.	In	fact,	he
died	in	1995,	at	the	age	of	eighty.
Monroe	 was	 modest	 about	 his	 achievement:	 he	 says	 at	 one	 point	 that	 he	 expects	 his	 name	 to	 be

forgotten	in	a	decade	or	so.	Yet,	if	his	books	are	as	factual	as	they	seem	to	be,	there	can	be	little	doubt	that
he	will	rank	as	one	of	the	major	pioneers	of	paranormal	research	in	the	twentieth	century.	There	are	many
books	about	‘astral	 travel’	whose	authors—like	Hereward	Carrington	and	Robert	Crookall—are	highly
regarded	 in	 the	 world	 of	 paranormal	 research;	 but	 parapsychologists	 and	 scientists	 who	 have	 tested
Monroe	in	the	laboratory	seem	to	agree	that	his	results	are	among	the	most	striking	so	far.	But	is	Monroe
really	 being	 objective	 and	 accurate	 about	 these	 other	 dimensions	 of	 reality	 which	 he	 describes	 so
circumstantially?	Or	is	it	partly	subjective	fantasy?	In	fact,	are	OBEs	some	form	of	elaborate	dream,	as
some	parapsychologists	believe?
The	American	military	certainly	does	not	seem	to	think	so.	In	a	book	called	Psychic	Warrior	(1997),	a

professional	soldier	named	David	Morehouse	describes	how	he	was	 trained	 to	use	remote	viewing	for
spying.	 In	 the	 spring	 of	 1987,	 leading	 a	 combat	 platoon	 on	 manoeuvres	 in	 Jordan,	 he	 was	 knocked



unconscious	when	a	stray	bullet	penetrated	his	helmet.	He	found	himself	in	a	kind	of	mist,	standing	in	a
circle	of	white-robed	figures,	one	of	whom	told	him	that	his	choice	of	a	career	in	the	military	was	wrong.
‘Pursue	peace’.	Then	he	 came	back	 to	 consciousness	 among	his	 own	platoon.	A	 few	 days	 later,	 in	 the
sacred	place	above	Petra,	he	saw	the	same	being,	who	advised	him	to	seek	peace,	then	to	teach	it.
Back	 at	 home,	 he	 found	 himself	 undergoing	 odd	 experiences,	 glimpsing	 visions	 and	 images.	 Then,

camping	with	his	family	in	the	woods,	he	had	an	odd	sense	of	‘being	closer	to	everyone,	to	everything.	It
was	 like	I	was	 tuned	 in	 to	a	different	 frequency’.	That	night,	he	had	an	out-of-the-body	experience.	He
found	himself	rising	towards	the	moon	and	seeing	the	Earth	spread	out	below	him,	before	he	descended
and	re-entered	his	body.
He	was	 now	working	 for	 army	 intelligence,	 and,	when	 he	 told	 a	 doctor	 about	 the	 experience,	was

surprised	that	it	aroused	such	interest.	He	had	expected	to	be	treated	as	if	he	was	mentally	ill.	The	doctor
handed	 him	 a	 folder,	 and	 when	 he	 opened	 it,	 back	 in	 his	 room,	 he	 found	 it	 was	 labelled	 ‘Remote
Viewing’.	Someone	was	being	instructed	to	identify	a	‘target’	and	describe	it.	He	spoke	of	a	meeting	in
which	an	angry	man	was	talking	about	American	hostages.	The	‘remote	viewer’	was	being	asked	to	find
out	what	had	happened	to	the	Americans	taken	captive	in	the	Teheran	Embassy.
Morehouse	 now	 found	himself	 assigned	 to	 a	 top-secret	 operation	whose	 purpose	was	 to	 use	 ‘astral

projection’	and	remote	viewing	for	collecting	intelligence.
This	is	less	bizarre	than	it	sounds.	As	far	back	as	1972,	the	American	psychic	Ingo	Swann	had	taken

part	in	remote-viewing	experiments,	and	later,	with	the	scientists	Hal	Puthoff	and	Russell	Targ	(who	also
studied	Uri	Geller),	had	scored	some	remarkable	successes	under	test	conditions	at	Stanford	University.
And	these	experiments,	it	seems,	were	closely	observed	by	the	military,	who	saw	the	potential	of	remote
viewing	for	Cold	War	spying,	and	for	such	problems	as	keeping	in	touch	with	submarines	under	the	polar
icecap.	They	began	a	programme	for	remote	viewing	in	1974.
Morehouse	 became	 part	 of	 a	 group	 who	 were	 being	 taught	 ‘astral	 projection’	 aimed	 at	 particular

targets.	He	was	introduced	to	a	trainer	named	Mel,	and	to	other	remote	viewers.	And	he	was	trained	to
find	his	way	to	a	given	‘target’	through	a	set	of	coordinates.
Morehouse	 devotes	 only	 a	 footnote	 to	 the	 theory	 behind	 this,	 but	 that	 is	 perhaps	 one	 of	 the	 most

extraordinary	 pages	 of	 the	 book.	He	 explains	 that	 the	 coordinates	 are	 randomly	 assigned	 by	 a	 remote
viewer	to	a	target	he	has	already	‘visited’,	and	that	these	coordinates	can	then	serve	to	guide	any	remote
viewer	 to	 the	 same	 target—the	 theory,	 he	 explains,	 is	 based	 on	 Jung’s	 notion	 of	 the	 collective
unconscious.	 In	other	words,	once	 these	numbers	have	been	assigned,	 they	become	part	of	 the	‘psychic
ether’,	much	as	the	letters	assigned	to	a	website	on	the	Internet	will	enable	anybody	to	access	the	site.	The
parallel	is	interesting,	for	it	suggests	that	the	‘psychic	universe’—Monroe’s	Locale	II—should	be	thought
of	as	a	kind	of	abstract	cyberspace	rather	than	as	having	some	‘real’	location	in	space	and	time.
In	his	first	remote-viewing	exercise,	Morehouse	was	sent	to	the	Civil	War	Museum,	although	not	told

where	he	was	going.	He	found	he	could	rise	above	the	building	simply	by	imagining	it,	and	then	swoop
down	through	the	roof.	He	described	the	museum	accurately—talking	to	his	trainer	Mel—then	protested
that	 the	whole	place	tasted	of	death	and	blood.	He	saw	a	dirty,	unwashed	soldier	staggering	along,	and



realised	that	he	was	looking	into	the	past,	and	that	the	man	was	dead.	As	he	returned,	he	felt	his	‘phantom
body’	fall	through	a	tunnel	of	light.
The	second	target	was	a	Soviet	landing	craft	 in	the	Baltic.	Morehouse	started	by	plunging	below	the

sea,	and	almost	choked	to	death.	But	he	was	able	to	describe	the	landing	craft	accurately.
His	next	set	of	coordinates	sent	him	to	Dachau,	the	Nazi	death	camp,	which	he	found	full	of	a	sense	of

hopelessness:	 ‘I	 feel	 forgotten,	 and	 I’ve	 given	 up’.	Although	 he	 had	 no	 idea	 of	where	 he	was,	 he	 felt
‘filthy’.	‘I	want	to	come	home	and	wash’.
But,	 interestingly,	 as	he	passed	 through	 the	 stone	wall	 into	 the	camp,	he	noted:	 ‘It	was	at	 times	 like

these	that	I	learned	that	everything	indeed	has	a	spirit.	The	wall	had	its	own	history.’
After	remote	viewing	the	Ark	of	the	Covenant,	he	was	told	by	Mel	that	it	was	part	of	a	‘dimensional

opening’,	the	entrance	to	another	dimension.
On	 a	 trip	 to	 a	 dead	 planet—which	 proved	 to	 be	 Mars—two	 identical	 linear	 depressions	 running

parallel	along	the	ground	convinced	him	that	they	had	once	been	made	by	living	beings.
In	another	alien	world,	he	saw	crowds	of	people	in	a	black	amphitheatre,	paying	respect	to	some	kind

of	lawgiver;	Morehouse	was	certain	that	the	lawgiver	was	aware	of	his	presence.
Morehouse	 is	discreet	 about	his	 actual	 spying	missions,	 although	he	mentions	 taking	part	 in	 the	war

against	drug	traffickers	in	the	Caribbean.	He	also	describes	targeting	the	Korean	Airlines	jet	shot	down
by	the	Soviets	in	1983,	his	mission	being	to	find	out	whether	the	jet	had	drifted	into	Soviet	airspace	by
mistake,	or	whether	it	was	a	spying	mission,	as	the	Russians	believed;	he	concluded	that	the	copilot	had
deliberately	allowed	the	007	 to	drift	off	course,	 looking	for	holes	 in	 the	radar	coverage	of	 the	Russian
coastline.	And,	 during	 the	 Gulf	War,	 he	 saw	 burning	 oil	 wells	 and	 canisters	 that	 had	 contained	 Iraqi
biological	weapons,	leading	him	to	conclude	that	the	Pentagon	was	aware	that	American	troops	had	been
poisoned	and	intended	to	keep	silent	to	avoid	having	to	pay	compensation.
Morehouse	 never	 ceased	 to	 feel	 that	 it	 was	 somehow	 wrong	 to	 use	 his	 powers	 for	 military	 and

political	purposes.	Eventually,	he	decided	to	‘go	public’—and	immediately	became	the	target	of	a	dirty-
tricks	campaign,	which	even	went	so	far	as	slashing	the	tires	of	his	car	so	they	would	burst	when	he	was
travelling	 at	 high	 speed.	 Eventually	 he	 resigned	 from	 the	 army,	 wrote	 his	 book,	 and	 became	 a	 panel
member	of	the	Gorbachev	Foundation.
It	is	time	to	pause,	and	look	carefully	at	some	of	the	staggering	implications	of	the	ground	covered	so

far.
For	ten	years	or	so	after	Arnold’s	sighting	in	1947,	the	main	question	was	whether	flying	saucers	came

from	our	solar	system	or	another	galaxy.	By	the	1960s,	it	was	clear	that	this	was	the	wrong	question,	and
that	 the	entities	behind	 the	UFO	phenomenon	did	not	appear	 to	share	our	 limitations	 in	space	and	 time.
Vallee	 pointed	 out	 that	 they	 seem	 to	 behave	 like	 creatures	 out	 of	 folklore,	 Keel	 that	 the	 phenomena
resemble	those	investigated	by	the	Society	for	Psychical	Research	in	the	nineteenth	century.	Abductions
and	crop	circles	did	nothing	to	clarify	the	issue,	except	to	make	us	aware	that	we	seemed	to	be	dealing
with	beings	whose	powers	were	far	greater	 than	our	own.	Their	ability	 to	manipulate	human	beings,	 to
take	over	our	lives,	control	our	minds	and	monitor	our	thoughts,	seemed	designed	to	make	it	clear	that	our



notion	that	we	are	the	most	intelligent	life	form	on	Earth	needs	some	serious	revision.
Yet	 the	 work	 of	 Robert	 Monroe	 makes	 it	 clear	 that	 we	 are	 seeing	 only	 part	 of	 the	 picture.	 If	 his

experiences	 are	 to	be	 taken	 seriously,	 then	 there	 is	 something	 fundamentally	wrong	with	 the	way	we
view	ourselves.	 If	we	 truly	understood	ourselves,	we	might	have	 far	 less	 reason	 for	 feeling	 inferior	 to
these	beings.	Monroe’s	ability	 to	 leave	his	body	strikes	us	as	 literally	superhuman.	The	same	 is	 true	of
David	Morehouse’s	powers	of	remote	viewing.	Yet	 it	seems	that	Morehouse	is	only	one	of	a	 team	who
can	all	do	it.
In	fact,	shamans	all	over	the	world	have	always	taken	such	powers	for	granted.	In	From	Atlantis	to	the

Sphinx,	I	quoted	Sir	Arthur	Grimble’s	story	of	how,	when	he	was	commissioner	of	the	Gilbert	Islands,	he
witnessed	‘the	calling	of	the	porpoises’.	The	shaman	fell	asleep	in	his	hut,	then	sent	his	‘dream	body’	to
invite	the	porpoises	to	a	feast;	a	few	hours	later,	hundreds	of	porpoises	proceeded	to	swim	ashore,	where
they	were	slaughtered	for	meat.	Clearly,	the	hypnotic	power	exercised	by	the	shaman	over	the	porpoises
is	not	unlike	that	exercised	by	the	alien	abductors	described	by	John	Mack	and	Budd	Hopkins.
Monroe	gained	his	powers	after	experimenting	with	sounds	 in	his	ears,	Morehouse	after	 receiving	a

blow	to	the	head.	Jane	O’Neill,	whose	‘time	slip’	at	Fotheringhay	I	mentioned	in	an	earlier	chapter,	was
traumatised	after	helping	 rescue	 the	victims	of	a	 traffic	accident	 from	a	bus.	She	 records	how	she	was
unable	to	sleep	that	night,	seeing	the	terrible	injuries	of	the	passengers;	on	subsequent	nights,	she	found
that	 she	could	hardly	sleep	at	all.	Then	 she	began	 seeing	 ‘visions’	 that	would	 suddenly	obtrude	on	her
normal	consciousness;	on	one	occasion,	she	told	her	friend	Shirley,	‘I	have	just	seen	you	in	the	galleys’,
and	Shirley	replied,	‘That’s	not	surprising.	My	ancestors	were	Huguenots,	who	were	punished	by	being
sent	 to	 the	 galleys’.	All	 these	 experiences	 culminated	 in	 her	 ‘time	 slip’,	 when	 she	 saw	 Fotheringhay
church	as	it	had	been	in	the	time	of	Mary,	Queen	of	Scots.
Now	it	is	interesting	to	ask:	why	did	Jane	O’Neill’s	trauma	not	simply	send	her	into	depression	or	a

nervous	breakdown,	instead	of	to	flashes	of	‘second	sight’	and	a	time	slip	into	a	past	century?	The	shock
clearly	 caused	 some	 kind	 of	 ‘short	 circuit’	 that	 enabled	 her,	 so	 to	 speak,	 to	 tune	 in	 to	 stations	 we
normally	 tune	 out,	 because	 being	 tuned	 in	 to	 them	 would	 upset	 our	 normal	 balance.	 To	 know	 what
Fotheringhay	 looked	 like	 in	 the	 time	 of	 Lady	 Jane	Grey	was	 certainly	 not	 essential	 to	 Jane	O’Neill’s
survival.	 It	might	have	been	 interesting	 if	 she	was	a	historian	writing	about	Fotheringhay;	otherwise,	 it
was	simply	a	useless	piece	of	information.
My	own	observation	has	convinced	me	that	most	animals	are	telepathic.	I	have	often	noted	that	when	I

am	eating,	and	 I	decide	 to	 throw	a	scrap	 to	one	of	 the	dogs,	 she	suddenly	 looks	up	and	pays	attention,
although,	a	moment	before,	she	had	been	lying	passively,	pretending	not	to	notice.	Our	parrot	knows	when
my	wife	 is	 thinking	of	putting	him	back	 in	his	 cage,	 and	 takes	cover.	 Ingo	Swann	noted	 the	 same	 thing
about	his	own	parrot.	With	rare	exceptions,	human	beings	have	lost	 this	kind	of	sensitivity	to	telepathic
signals.
I	have	cited	elsewhere	the	case	of	a	Dutch	house	painter	named	Peter	van	der	Hurk,	who,	during	World

War	Two,	fell	off	a	ladder	and	fractured	his	skull.	When	he	woke	up	in	hospital,	he	realised	that	he	could
read	the	minds	of	his	fellow	patients.	Moreover,	he	could	see	into	the	future;	as	he	shook	the	hands	of	a



patient	who	was	about	to	be	discharged,	he	not	only	‘knew’	he	was	a	British	agent,	but	also	that	he	would
be	killed	by	 the	Gestapo.	As	 a	 result	 of	 his	 prediction,	 he	 came	 close	 to	 being	 executed	 by	 the	Dutch
underground,	who	thought	he	was	working	for	the	Germans;	fortunately,	he	managed	to	convince	them	that
he	was	psychic.
The	disadvantage	of	his	new	powers	was	that	he	was	unable	to	return	to	work;	he	was	simply	unable	to

concentrate.	His	mind	was	 like	 a	 radio	 set	 picking	 up	more	 than	 one	 station	 at	 a	 time.	He	might	 have
starved	if	he	had	not	had	the	idea	of	using	his	powers	on	the	stage	in	a	mind-reading	act.	In	due	course,	he
changed	his	name	to	Peter	Hurkos,	and	achieved	fame	through	using	his	new	abilities	to	help	the	police
solve	crimes.
Man	needs	his	powers	of	concentration,	of	focusing	on	the	present	and	anticipating	the	future,	in	order

to	stay	alive.	This	is	why,	at	some	point	in	his	history,	he	instinctively	got	rid	of	his	‘psychic	powers’.	For
the	same	reason,	carthorses	used	 to	be	blinkered	 to	prevent	 them	being	distracted	by	 the	 traffic.	David
Morehouse’s	accident,	like	Jane	O’Neill’s	and	Peter	van	der	Hurk’s,	removed	the	blinkers,	and	made	life
suddenly	far	more	nerve-racking.
It	is	probable	that	man	began	to	get	rid	of	his	psychic	faculties	the	moment	he	began	to	live	in	cities	and

had	 to	 pay	more	 attention	 to	 bullock	 carts	 and	 jostling	 pedestrians	 than	 to	 predators.	 The	moment	we
begin	 to	 focus	 intently	 upon	 any	 important	 problem,	 our	 senses	 automatically	 begin	 to	 cut	 out
‘irrelevancies’,	and	in	cities,	psychic	abilities	were	less	important	than	commercial	acumen.
The	problem—as	everyone	must	have	noticed—is	 that,	when	we	become	narrow	and	obsessive,	we

end	 by	 cutting	 out	 far	more	 than	we	 intended,	 and	 end	 up	with	 a	 rather	 bleak	 and	 depressing	 view	of
reality.	This	is	what	has	happened	to	our	own	civilisation.	Our	narrowness	no	longer	serves	the	function
of	allowing	us	to	concentrate	on	survival—which,	in	any	case,	is	hardly	the	prime	concern	of	most	well-
protected	city	dwellers—but	merely	traps	us	in	a	kind	of	tunnel	vision	that	deprives	us	of	any	wider	sense
of	meaning.	It	is	probably	true	to	say	that	there	has	never	been	a	point	in	human	history	when	humankind
had	a	more	depressing	view	of	itself.
We	need	 to	 change—that	 is	 self-evident.	But	 change	 to	what?	Let	me	 clarify	 the	 issue	with	 another

example.
In	1992,	a	Virginia	publisher	named	Frank	DeMarco	received	a	typescript	about	the	lives	of	Thomas

and	Martha	Jefferson.	He	was	struck	by	its	vividness,	and	wondered	how	the	author	had	learnt	so	much
about	 the	 couple’s	 relationship.	 Finally,	 she	 admitted	 that	 she	 remembered	 being	 Martha	 Jefferson,
adding,	‘You	are	free	to	regard	me	as	a	nut	if	you	please’.
But	DeMarco	did	not	dismiss	her	as	a	nut.	He	believed	in	reincarnation,	and	at	college	had	repeatedly

hypnotised	two	friends	and	recorded	their	own	impressions	of	past	lives.	And	he	suspected	 that	he	had
also	had	glimpses	of	his	own	past	lives,	one	of	which	involved	a	visit	to	Emerson	at	Concord.
DeMarco	knew	of	Robert	Monroe’s	work,	and	had	visited	The	Monroe	Institute	in	1990.	In	1992,	he

went	 there	 again,	 listened	 to	 tapes	whose	 purpose	was	 to	 sychronise	 the	 two	 halves	 of	 the	 brain,	 and
recorded	his	experiences	in	his	journal.
The	instructor	was	a	man	called	Joseph	McMoneagle	who,	like	David	Morehouse,	had	worked	for	the



military	 as	 a	 remote	 viewer.[1]	 Given	 geographical	 coordinates,	 he	 could	 send	 his	 mind	 to	 look	 at
whatever	they	represented.
McMoneagle	 wrote	 coordinates	 representing	 latitude	 and	 longitude	 on	 a	 board,	 and	 the	 group	 was

asked	to	relax	and	try	to	‘view’	the	place.	DeMarco	did	not	succeed	in	remote	viewing,	but	he	suddenly
felt	 that	 the	 coordinates	 represented	 the	 St.	 Louis	Arch.	 He	 was	 certain	 he	 was	 wrong,	 for	 his	 own
geography	suggested	that	the	place	was	in	Kansas.	But,	when	a	photograph	was	projected	on	a	screen,	it
was	the	St.	Louis	Arch.
In	a	later	session,	he	began	to	have	glimpses	that	he	connected	with	Concord.	Having	been	 there,	he

had	no	problem	in	visualising	Emerson’s	house.
It	was	not,	he	says,	like	imagining	Emerson’s	house,	but	like	watching	a	movie.	He	saw	the	scene	and

dialogue	 in	 completely	 realistic	 playback.	He	went	 to	 the	 back	 door,	 and	 a	maid	went	 off	 to	 get	Mr.
Emerson.	He	seemed	to	hear	Emerson	address	him	as	Dr.	Atwood.	In	the	dining	room,	he	was	introduced
to	Mrs.	Emerson,	and	formed	clear	impressions	of	her	as	a	person.	He	also	sensed	that	she	was	gratified
that	her	husband’s	latest	admirer	regarded	her	as	an	individual,	not	merely	as	an	adjunct	of	Emerson.
Thoreau	 arrived—he	 lived	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 Emerson’s	 garden—and	 Atwood	 (DeMarco)	 felt	 he

regarded	 him	with	 a	 certain	wariness,	 perhaps	 seeing	 him	 as	 a	 rival	 for	 the	 sage’s	 attention.	Atwood
disliked	Emerson’s	rather	proprietorial	attitude	to	his	wife.	Moreover,	he	felt	he	has	seen	her	somewhere
before.	Emerson	proposed	that	they	walk	down	to	Walden	pond	before	dinner.
At	which	point,	the	voice	of	their	instructor	brought	DeMarco	back	to	the	room	in	1992.[2]
Now	 Jung	 had	 developed	 a	 therapeutic	 technique	 called	 ‘active	 imagination’,	 which	 involves

visualising	a	scene	so	vividly	that	it	takes	on	the	‘movie-like’	quality	that	DeMarco	describes.	DeMarco’s
experience	may	have	been	simply	a	kind	of	‘active	imagination’.	However,	Monroe’s	laboratory	results,
and	his	 tests	with	 three	 thousand	subjects	over	a	 ten-year	period,	seem	to	 indicate	 that	 it	was	probably
more	 than	 that.	And	some	of	DeMarco’s	own	experiences	at	The	Monroe	 Institute	 seem	 to	support	 that
view.	He	describes	how,	in	a	state	of	‘Focus	10’	(body	asleep—or	deeply	relaxed—and	mind	awake)	he
‘took	a	walk’	down	the	corridor,	down	the	stairs,	and	out	of	the	door.	Looking	at	the	moon,	he	thought,	‘I
can	go	there’,	then	decided	instead	to	go	to	California,	where	Kelly,	the	author	of	the	book	on	Jefferson,
lived.	Later,	he	received	a	letter	from	Kelly	saying	that	she	had	seen	him	in	her	house.
There	 is	 strong	 evidence	 that	 the	 power	 of	 ‘psychic	 projection’	 is	more	 common	 than	we	generally

suppose.	One	of	 the	 first	works	 sponsored	by	 the	newly	 formed	Society	 for	Psychical	Research	 in	 the
1880s	 was	 a	 vast	 study	 called	Phantasms	 of	 the	 Living	 by	 Gurney,	 Myers	 and	 Podmore,	 containing
hundreds	of	examples.	One	of	 the	classic	cases	concerns	a	student	named	Beard	who,	with	an	effort	of
will,	succeeded	in	‘projecting’	himself	to	the	house	of	his	fiancée	Miss	Verity,	so	that	he	was	seen	there
by	Miss	Verity	and	her	sister.	Beard	himself	was	unaware	that	he	had	succeeded;	he	was	sitting	in	a	chair
in	his	own	room,	in	a	kind	of	trance.	Again,	W.	B.	Yeats	has	described	how,	when	he	was	thinking	intently
about	 delivering	 a	message	 to	 a	 fellow	 student,	 the	 student	 suddenly	 saw	him	 in	 his	 hotel	 hundreds	 of
miles	away,	where	Yeats	delivered	the	message.	Yeats	notes	that	he	had	no	knowledge	of	‘appearing’	to
his	friend.



There	 is	 a	 clear	 distinction	 between	 out-of-the-body	 experiences,	 remote	 viewing	 and	 ‘astral
projection’.	 The	 remote	 viewer	 remains	 in	 his	 body,	 fully	 aware	 of	 it,	 while	 his	 consciousness	 is
elsewhere.	 In	 OBEs,	 the	 body	 is	 left	 behind	 completely,	 connected	 only	 by	 some	 kind	 of	 psychic
telephone	 line	 (Monroe	was	often	drawn	back	by	 the	need	 to	urinate).	 In	 ‘astral	 projection’,	 a	 kind	 of
‘double’	 appears	 in	 another	 place,	 apparently	 sent	 by	 the	unconscious	mind,	while	 the	 conscious	mind
usually	remains	unaware	of	what	is	happening.	The	basic	condition	for	this	type	of	projection	seems	to	be
an	 intently	 focused	 imagination,	 which	 suggests	 that	 it	 has	 some	 connection	 with	 Jung’s	 active
imagination.
Astral	projection	seems	to	depend	upon	some	form	of	telepathy,	or	connection	between	minds.	One	of

Brian	O’Leary’s	Princeton	colleagues,	Robert	Jahn,	quotes	Paracelsus:	‘Man	also	possesses	a	power	by
which	he	may	see	his	friends	and	the	circumstances	by	which	they	are	surrounded,	although	such	persons
may	be	a	thousand	miles	away	from	him	at	the	time’.
Jahn	is	a	professor	of	applied	sciences	at	the	Princeton	School	of	Engineering,	and	his	researches	are

central	 to	 this	 argument.	 In	 1977,	 a	 female	 student	 had	 asked	 him	 if	 he	would	 oversee	 her	 project	 on
psychokinesis—‘mind	over	matter’.	She	wanted	 to	know	whether	a	 random-number	generator	could	be
influenced	by	human	mental	effort.	Jahn	at	first	refused,	explaining	that	such	experiments	were	not	the	kind
of	thing	they	did	at	Princeton.	Finally,	he	gave	way,	telling	her	that	they	would	have	to	keep	quiet	about	it.
Her	 results	 proved	 so	 startling	 that	 Jahn	himself	 began	 to	 repeat	 the	 experiments.	These	 involved	 a

machine	 called	 a	 Random	 Events	 Generator,	 in	 which	 binary	 pulses	 are	 generated	 by	 some	 random
process,	such	as	radioactive	decay.	It	might	be	regarded	as	a	kind	of	electronic	coin-flipper.	And	if	a	coin
is	flipped	often	enough,	the	number	of	heads	and	tails	will	be	equal.
Jahn,	 and	 his	 colleague	 Brenda	 Dunne,	 brought	 people	 in	 from	 the	 street	 and	 asked	 them	 to	 try	 to

influence	the	coin-flipper	to	make	it	produce	more	heads	than	tails.	And	the	rate	of	success	was	amazing.
(The	parapsychologist	J.	B.	Rhine	had	conducted	similar	tests	at	Duke	University,	after	a	gambler	came	to
his	office,	and	told	him	he	was	able	to	influence	the	fall	of	the	dice—a	claim	he	went	on	to	demonstrate	as
he	and	Rhine	crouched	on	the	floor	of	the	office.)
Jahn	 and	Dunne	went	 on	 to	 study	 remote	 viewing.	 In	 one	 experiment	 described	 in	 their	Margins	 of

Reality,	one	subject,	labelled	‘Agent’,	went	to	downtown	Chicago,	while	another,	labelled	‘Percipient’,
stayed	behind	in	a	TV	studio.
When	Agent	 arrived	 downtown,	 a	 random-number	 generator	 selected	 one	 of	 ten	 envelopes	 that	 had

been	prepared	earlier,	each	one	containing	a	different	location	within	a	thirty-minute	drive.	The	target	that
was	selected	was	the	Rockefeller	Chapel,	on	the	campus	of	the	University	of	Chicago.
Back	in	the	studio,	Percipient	gave	her	impressions.	She	saw	the	arcade	next	to	the	Tribune	building,

and	a	fountain	with	a	statue.	She	saw	a	building	with	turrets,	and	thin,	long	windows.	She	saw	a	heavy
wooden	 door	 with	 a	 black	 bolt.	 It	 was,	 she	 felt,	 a	 church.	 She	 described	 the	 inside	 and	 outside	 the
Rockefeller	Chapel	in	some	detail,	all	of	which	proved	to	be	accurate.
Now	it	may	seem	that	this	experiment	is	not	about	remote	viewing	so	much	as	about	telepathy	between

a	sympathetic	Agent	and	Percipient.	But	there	is	an	interesting	twist.	Percipient	gave	her	impressions	of



the	chapel	an	hour	and	a	quarter	before	Agent	arrived	downtown	and	opened	 the	envelope.	She	was
remote	viewing	the	future.
But	then,	we	may	recall,	David	Morehouse	was	able	to	remote	view	the	past—he	had	to	travel	back

six	years	into	the	cockpit	of	the	Korean	airliner	shot	down	by	the	Russians.	However,	we	feel	somehow
that	this	should	not	be	too	difficult—the	past	has	happened,	and	left	its	traces	behind,	as	in	the	Civil	War
Museum.	But	to	remote	view	the	future	sounds	absurd.	Yet,	as	Jahn	and	Dunne	point	out,	this	is	standard
procedure	in	remote-viewing	exercises	carried	out	in	many	laboratories.
In	other	words,	what	Robert	Jahn	and	Brenda	Dunne	are	doing	is	demonstrating	under	test	conditions

that	human	beings—many	of	 them	selected	at	random	from	outside	 the	 lab—possess	precisely	 the	same
kind	of	powers	that	contactees	ascribe	to	aliens.
What	is	even	more	strange	is	that	this	is	not	only	true	of	human	beings.	In	another	experiment,	a	random

peanut	dispenser	was	placed	in	a	Californian	forest,	and	the	experiments	found	that	skunks,	raccoons	and
foxes,	in	search	of	peanut	snacks,	were	somehow	able	to	influence	it	even	more	strongly	than	their	human
test	subjects.
I	have	suggested	in	From	Atlantis	 to	the	Sphinx	that	our	remote	ancestors	 took	‘psychic	powers’	for

granted,	 and	 that	 one	 of	 the	 turning	 points	 in	 human	 evolution	was	 the	 discovery	 of	 hunting	magic,	 as
portrayed	in	the	caves	of	Cro-Magnon	man.	This	hunting	magic,	which	almost	certainly	worked,	gave	man
his	first	sense	of	control	over	nature	and	his	own	destiny.	I	have	also	suggested	that	the	religion	of	early
man	was	based	on	the	‘collective	unconscious’,	and	that	it	gave	a	tribe	a	kind	of	psychic	unity—the	same
unity	as	 is	displayed	by	a	flock	of	swallows	who	wheel	simultaneously	 in	 the	air,	without	any	obvious
signal,	or	a	shoal	of	fishes	turning	all	at	once	in	the	water.	Obviously,	human	beings	in	a	modern	city	do
not	need	that	kind	of	unity.	In	the	past	four	thousand	years	or	so,	the	individual	has	had	to	learn	to	stand
alone.
There	would	 obviously	 be	 no	 point	 in	 trying	 to	 return	 to	 that	 earlier	 stage.	 But	 the	 kind	 of	 powers

described	by	Robert	Monroe	and	David	Morehouse,	and	 investigated	by	Robert	Jahn	 in	 the	 laboratory,
are	a	different	matter.	 It	 is	 fairly	certain	 that	our	Cro-Magnon	ancestors	could	not	have	out-of-the-body
experiences	at	will,	or	remote	view	what	a	herd	of	bison	was	doing.	Such	powers	were	almost	certainly
possessed	by	their	shamans,	but	were	as	rare	then	as	they	are	today.
What	is	necessary	at	this	stage	in	our	evolution	is	not	a	‘return’	to	the	psychic	powers	of	our	ancestors,

but	an	expansion	of	our	own	potential	powers,	based	upon	the	certain	knowledge	that	such	powers	exist.
The	 truth	 is	 that	 there	 could	 be	 no	 simple	 return	 to	 the	 past.	 Things	 have	 changed	 inevitably	 and

permanently.	We	are	all	members	of	a	global	culture,	and,	for	better	or	worse,	that	culture	is	as	practical
and	down-to-Earth	as	ancient	Rome.
And	 there	 is	 one	 respect	 in	 which	 it	 is	 definitely	 for	 worse.	 Our	 scientific	 culture	 is	 basically

sceptical.	So	we	have	a	suitably	down-to-Earth	picture	of	ourselves	as	practical	creatures	whose	chief
business	on	Earth	is	to	stay	alive	and	provide	for	our	children.	When	we	hear	about	alien	abduction,	our
first	 reaction	 is	 to	 dismiss	 it,	 and	our	 second—if	we	get	 that	 far—is	 to	wonder	 if	we	 are	 about	 to	 be
superseded	by	creatures	to	whom	we	must	seem	primitive	and	stupid.



This	chapter	introduces	a	third	possibility:	that	the	‘aliens’	may	not	be	so	fundamentally	different	from
us—that	they	have	simply	developed	powers	that	are	latent	in	all	of	us.
There	is	another	reason	why	there	can	be	no	return	to	the	past.	Unlike	every	other	creature	on	Earth,

man	has	shown	a	voracious	appetite	for	knowledge.	In	the	time	of	Julius	Caesar,	most	of	that	knowledge
was	stored	in	the	great	library	of	Alexandria.	Now	it	is	stored	in	hundreds	of	thousands	of	libraries	and
millions	 of	 computers.	 In	 other	 words,	 man’s	 development	 has	 been	 primarily	 left-brain.	 He	 has	 not
bothered	overmuch	with	the	development	of	psychic	faculties,	which	seems	to	be	a	right-brain	ability;	he
regards	the	practical,	 technical	approach	as	far	more	rewarding.	The	result	 is	 that	modern	man	 is	stuck
firmly	in	a	left-brain	universe.
One	UFO	researcher,	Donald	Hotson,	has	thrown	off	an	amusing	and	original	theory	that	underlines	this

point.	What,	he	asks,	would	have	happened	if,	at	some	remote	period	in	the	past,	the	human	race	had	split
into	 two	 types,	one	of	whom	followed	 the	 left-brain	path,	while	 the	other	 followed	 the	 right?	The	 first
thing	that	would	certainly	have	happened	is	that	the	left-brainers	would	have	developed	a	basic	hostility
to	the	right	brainers,	regarding	them	as	‘weirdos’.	And	the	right-brainers	might,	for	their	own	protection,
have	withdrawn	from	the	practical	 realm	of	 the	 left-brainer,	perhaps	 to	one	of	 these	parallel	worlds	of
which	Monroe	and	Vallee	speak.	Perhaps,	Hotson	suggests,	UFOs	are	visitors	from	our	right-brain	half-
brothers?
It	 is	worth	 trying	 to	 imagine	what	would	have	happened	 to	 a	 civilisation	 that	decided	 to	 follow	 the

right-brain	path	as	obsessively	as	we	have	pursued	the	left.	We	have	invented	atomic	power,	computers
and	space	travel.	What	would	they	have	developed	over	the	same	period?
In	the	mid-nineteenth	century,	a	group	of	philosophers	and	scientists,	impressed	by	man’s	technological

progress,	decided	to	try	to	investigate	scientifically	the	problem	of	life	after	death	and	psychic	powers.
For	some	reason,	it	didn’t	work.	They	accumulated	a	great	deal	of	very	 impressive	evidence	about	 life
after	 death,	 OBEs,	 second	 sight,	 precognition	 and	 telepathy.	 But	 they	 had	 not	 really	 annexed	 the
paranormal	 in	 the	 way	 that	 nineteenth	 century	 science	 had	 annexed	 chemistry,	 geology	 and	 abnormal
psychology.
We	can	see	why.	They	were	trying	to	annex	the	paranormal	using	the	methods	of	science—measuring

rods,	flashlight	photography,	tripwires.	And	the	paranormal	was	simply	not	willing	to	cooperate	on	those
terms.	As	Brian	O’Leary	realised	when	he	discovered	 that	science	had	 told	him	only	half	 the	 truth,	 the
investigator	has	to	plunge	in	head	first	and	look	for	first-hand	experience.	O’Leary	had	to	learn	that	 the
paranormal	 exists	 as	 a	 separate	 realm,	quite	 apart	 from	our	physical	 realm,	which	 can	be	 investigated
with	microscopes	and	telescopes	and	particle	beams.	It	is	literally	a	parallel	universe.
Yet	it	is	possible	to	approach	it	in	a	thoroughly	scientific	spirit.	An	interesting	case	in	point	is	that	of

Peter	 Demianovich	 Ouspensky,	 born	 in	 Russia	 in	 1878.	 Ouspensky	 struck	 his	 followers	 as	 hard,
pragmatic,	 impatient	of	all	 talk	of	mysticism	or	 religion.	As	 a	 follower	of	 the	 teacher	 and	philosopher
Gurdjieff,	 Ouspensky	 applied	 this	 same	 pragmatic,	 scientific	 approach,	 trying	 to	 organise	 Gurdjieff’s
‘system’	into	a	practical	methodology.
One	 of	 the	 things	 Gurdjieff	 taught	 Ouspensky	 was	 about	 ‘self-remembering’.	 Self-remembering	 is



looking	at	 some	object—say	your	watch—and	being	at	 the	 same	 time	aware	 of	 yourself	 looking	 at	 it.
This	is	extremely	difficult	to	do.	After	a	few	seconds,	you	become	aware	only	of	yourself	and	forget	your
watch,	or	of	your	watch	and	forget	yourself.
Wandering	around	St.	Petersburg	at	night,	Ouspensky	would	practise	self-remembering,	and	he	noted

that,	as	he	began	to	succeed,	he	would	feel	that	the	houses	were	somehow	aware	of	him,	and	that	he	could
sense	the	individual	history	of	each	house.	‘They	were	living	beings,	full	of	thoughts,	feelings,	moods	and
memories’.	We	 may	 recall	 that	 David	Morehouse	 made	 a	 similar	 observation	 about	 Dachau.	 Passing
through	the	stone	wall	 into	 the	camp,	he	noted:	 ‘It	was	at	 times	 like	 these	 that	 I	 learned	 that	everything
indeed	has	a	spirit.	The	wall	had	its	own	history.’
Ouspensky	noted	the	same	kind	of	thing	looking	at	the	Peter	and	Paul	Fortress	in	St.	Petersburg,	and	a

factory	behind	it.	As	a	friend	drew	his	attention	to	this,	he	says,	‘I	too	sensed	the	difference	between	the
chimneys	and	the	prison	walls	with	unusual	clearness	and	like	an	electric	shock.	I	realised	the	difference
between	the	very	bricks	themselves’.
In	a	piece	called	‘Experimental	Mysticism’,[3]	Ouspensky	describes	how	he	embarked	on	the	study	of

altered	 states	 of	 consciousness	 by	means	 of	 some	method	which	 he	 refuses	 to	 divulge,	 but	which	was
almost	certainly	the	inhalation	of	nitrous	oxide,	with	which	many	psychologists	were	experimenting	at	the
time.	His	first	observation	in	this	new	state	of	awareness	was	that	‘everything	is	linked	together’,	and	that
it	 would	 be	 impossible	 to	 say	 anything	 about	 it	 without	 saying	 everything	 at	 once.	 Everything	 is
connected.
Similarly,	 he	 describes	 looking	 at	 an	 ashtray	 in	 this	 heightened	 state,	 and	 becoming	 aware	 of	 ‘a

whirlwind	of	thoughts	and	images’,	including	the	history	of	tobacco,	of	copper,	of	mining,	of	smelting.	He
wrote	down	a	few	words	in	order	to	try	to	recall	what	he	had	glimpsed;	the	next	day	he	read:	‘One	could
go	mad	from	one	ashtray’.
In	 other	 words,	 Ouspensky	 is	 saying	 that	 the	 things	 around	 us—houses,	 bricks,	 ashtrays—contain

endless	depths	of	meaning,	which	is	actually	perceptible	to	us	in	certain	states	of	consciousness.	Aldous
Huxley	had	noted	the	same	thing	in	Doors	of	Perception:	that,	under	mescalin,	everything	seemed	to	throb
with	meaning	to	an	almost	painful	extent.	Huxley	suggests	 that	our	senses	actually	filter	out	most	of	 this
meaning,	 because	 it	 would	 overwhelm	 us	 and	 make	 practical,	 everyday	 life	 impossible.	We	 are	 like
blinkered	horses.	Our	senses,	Huxley	suggests,	are	designed	to	keep	things	out	as	much	as	to	let	them	in.
Could	 this,	 perhaps,	 explain	 some	 of	 the	 paradoxes	 of	 remote	 viewing—how,	 for	 example,	 David

Morehouse	could	view	a	Korean	airliner	that	had	been	shot	down	years	earlier,	and	how	Jahn’s	subject
could	foretell	what	her	friend	would	be	looking	at	in	an	hour’s	time?	If,	in	fact,	this	world	around	us	is
suffused	with	infinite	meaning,	to	which	we	have	deliberately	blinded	ourselves,	as	if	wearing	a	welder’s
dark	goggles,	 then	 it	 is	obviously	possible	 that	we	might	have	access	 to	all	kinds	of	meanings	 that	we
assumed	 had	 ceased	 to	 exist.	 An	 antiques	 expert	 looking	 at	 an	 old	 carpet	 or	 piece	 of	 furniture	 can
perceive	things	about	its	history	that	would	be	invisible	to	the	rest	of	us.
There	was,	in	fact,	one	eminent	twentieth-century	historian	who	believed	that	there	is	a	sense	in	which

we	can	gain	access	to	the	past.	In	the	tenth	volume	of	A	Study	of	History,	Arnold	Toynbee	describes	ten



occasions	on	which	he	felt	himself	transported	back	into	the	past,	either	as	he	stood	on	some	historic	site,
or	as	he	read	some	passage	by	a	participant	in	the	historic	event.
At	 first,	 it	 sounds	 as	 if	 Toynbee	 is	 speaking	 simply	 about	 history	 ‘coming	 alive’	 through	 the

imagination.	But	 it	 soon	 becomes	 clear	 that	 he	means	 far	more	 than	 that.	He	 describes	 how,	 in	March
1912,	he	rounded	the	shoulder	of	a	mountain	in	Crete,	and	found	himself	looking	at	the	ruins	of	a	baroque
villa,	 probably	 built	 for	 one	 of	 the	 last	Venetian	 governors	 three	 centuries	 earlier.	 He	 describes	 how,
looking	at	the	house,	he	had	‘an	experience	which	was	the	counterpart	.	.	.	of	an	aeroplane’s	sudden	deep
drop	when	it	falls	into	an	air	pocket’.	It	felt,	he	says,	like	falling	into	a	time	pocket,	to	a	time,	250	years
before,	when	 the	house	was	hastily	evacuated.	 It	 seems	clear	 that	what	Toynbee	experienced	was	very
similar	 to	Ouspensky’s	 feeling	 that	 the	houses	of	St.	Petersburg	were	 speaking	 to	 him,	 or	Morehouse’s
experience	as	he	passed	through	the	walls	of	Dachau.
On	 another	 occasion,	 at	 the	 site	 of	 the	 battle	 of	 Pharsalus	 (197	 BC,	 he	 seemed	 to	 see	 the	 Romans

wiping	out	the	army	of	Philip	V	of	Macedon	with	such	brutality	that	he	averted	his	eyes.	As	he	did	so,	he
caught	sight	of	a	group	of	horsemen	fleeing	from	the	battle—he	had	no	idea	of	their	 identity.	A	moment
later,	the	whole	scene	vanished	into	thin	air.
The	full	 import	of	what	Toynbee	means	by	a	‘time	pocket’	(if	he	had	known	the	term,	he	might	have

called	them	time	slips)	becomes	clear	when	he	describes	 the	experience	 that	 led	him	to	write	Study	of
History.	 In	May	1912	he	had	been	 sitting	 in	 the	 ruined	citadel	of	Mistra,	 looking	down	on	 the	vale	of
Sparta.	 Over	 six	 hundred	 years	 it	 had	 changed	 hands	 again	 and	 again—Franks,	 Byzantines,	 Turks,
Venetians.	But	then,	 in	1821,	wild	highlanders	had	poured	through	the	city	walls,	massacring	its	fleeing
inhabitants.	And,	 from	 that	day	onward,	Mistra	had	been	a	deserted	 ruin.	His	 sense	of	 this	 catastrophe
was	so	real	that	he	was	suddenly	overwhelmed	by	‘the	cruel	riddle	of	mankind’s	crimes	and	follies’,	and
received	the	inspiration	for	his	gigantic	Study	of	History,	in	which	he	attempts	to	glimpse	some	meaning
and	purpose	in	human	history.
What	has	happened	is	that	the	past	has	suddenly	‘become	alive’;	it	has	become	as	real	as	the	present.	In

the	same	way,	Proust’s	novel	Á	la	recherche	du	temps	perdu	(‘in	search	of	lost	time’,	commonly	known
as	Remembrance	of	Things	Past)	 sprang	 from	 the	 single	 experience	 described	 by	 the	 narrator	Marcel
(who	is	Proust	himself).	Coming	home	one	evening,	cold	and	 tired,	Marcel	 tastes	a	 little	cake	called	a
madeleine,	which	he	has	dipped	in	herb	tea.	It	brings	a	strange	sensation	of	pure	delight:	 ‘An	exquisite
pleasure	had	invaded	my	senses	.	.	.	I	had	now	ceased	to	feel	mediocre,	accidental,	mortal	.	.	.’.	What	has
happened,	he	realises	when	he	takes	another	taste,	is	that	the	cake	dipped	in	tea	has	brought	back	his	own
childhood,	when	his	Aunt	Leonie	used	 to	offer	him	some	of	her	madeleine	dipped	 in	herb	 tea	when	he
came	in	from	a	long	Sunday	walk.	The	taste	has	revived	the	past,	made	it	alive,	as	if	the	intervening	years
were	a	dream.	His	vast	novel	is	an	attempt	to	repeat	this	experience.
In	a	book	called	The	Occult	(1971),	I	coined	a	term	for	this	curious	ability	to	grasp	the	reality	of	some

other	time	and	place.	I	called	it	Faculty	X.
But	Faculty	X	should	not	be	seen	as	some	psychic	ability.	Toynbee’s	ability	 to	 ‘relive’	 the	past	was

based	 upon	 his	 exhaustive	 knowledge	 of	 it.	 He	 knew	 every	 detail	 of	 the	 manoeuvres	 at	 the	 Battle	 of



Pharsalus.	He	knew	all	about	how	the	Venetians	had	been	driven	out	of	Crete.	He	knew	precisely	how
Mistra	had	been	overwhelmed.
What	 happened,	 quite	 clearly,	 is	 that,	 as	 he	 looked	 down	 on	 the	 ruined	 citadel	 of	 Mistra,	 he

experienced	something	akin	 to	Proust’s	feeling	as	he	 tasted	 the	madeleine;	 there	was	a	kind	of	surge	of
vitality	which,	combined	with	imagination,	suddenly	made	the	past	totally	real.
Ouspensky	had	expressed	 this	when	he	wrote:	 ‘It	 seems	 to	us	 that	we	see	something	and	understand

something.	But	in	reality	all	that	proceeds	around	us	we	sense	only	very	confusedly,	just	as	a	snail	senses
confusedly	 the	 sunlight,	 the	 darkness	 and	 the	 rain’.	 In	 the	 flashes	 of	 Faculty	 X,	 the	 snail’s-eye	 view
vanishes;	what	had	been	merely	an	idea	becomes	real.
We	can	see	that	Toynbee	was	exercising	a	power	that	is	peculiar	to	a	modern	man:	it	might,	to	some

extent,	be	regarded	as	a	paranormal	faculty,	but	it	is	based	on	knowledge	and	the	exercise	of	intellect.	In
this	sense,	 it	 is	quite	unlike	 the	powers	 traditionally	exercised	by	shamans.	These	 flashes	of	Faculty	X
could	not	have	occurred	if	Toynbee	had	not	spent	years	absorbing	the	history	of	Greece,	and	its	language
and	literature	and	art.	He	had	prepared	the	ground	for	Faculty	X	with	left-brain	discipline.
It	may	seem	that,	even	if	we	could	all	learn	to	exercise	Faculty	X	at	will,	our	powers	would	still	fall

far	short	of	those	allegedly	exercised	by	the	kind	of	aliens	described,	for	example,	by	Linda	Howe.	What
I	have	tried	to	argue	in	this	chapter	is	that	this	may	be	due	only	to	our	lack	of	insight	into	the	powers	that
we	do	possess.	The	literature	of	paranormal	research	has	always	been	full	of	extraordinary	examples	that
few	people	have	taken	seriously.
Consider	the	following	case	from	the	French	scientist	Camille	Flammarion:
My	friend	Alphonse	Bue	was	on	horseback	in	Algeria,	and	following	the	edge	of	a	very	steep
ravine.	For	some	reason	his	horse	made	a	mis-step	and	fell	with	him	into	the	ravine,	from	which
he	was	picked	up	unconscious.	During	this	fall,	which	could	hardly	have	lasted	two	or	three
seconds,	his	entire	life	from	his	childhood	up	to	his	career	in	the	army,	unrolled	clearly	and
slowly	in	his	mind,	his	games	as	a	boy,	his	classes,	his	first	communion,	his	vacations,	his
different	studies,	his	examinations,	his	entry	at	Saint-Cyr	in	1848,	his	life	with	the	dragoons,	in
the	war	in	Italy,	with	the	lancers	of	the	Imperial	Guards,	with	the	spahis,	with	the	riflemen	at	the
Château	of	Fontainebleau,	the	balls	of	the	Empress	at	the	Tuileries,	etc.	All	this	panorama	was
unrolled	before	his	eyes	in	less	than	four	seconds,	for	he	recovered	consciousness	immediately.
[4]
There	are	dozens	of	similar	accounts	of	 this	kind	of	panoramic	review	of	one’s	 life—it	 really	does,

apparently,	happen	to	drowning	men—but	this	one	is	impressive	because	its	sheer	detail	makes	it	clear
that	this	was	not	just	some	vague	impression	of	his	life	‘flashing	before	his	eyes’.	It	was	a	kind	of	slowing
down	of	time	in	which	he	saw	his	life	in	the	kind	of	detail	that	would	normally	have	taken	hours.	Clearly,
the	human	brain	 cannot	 only	play	back	 the	past	 in	 detail	 (as	Wilder	Penfield	discovered	 in	 the	1930s,
when	 he	 touched	 a	 patient’s	 temporal	 cortex	with	 an	 electric	 probe,	 and	 the	 patient	 ‘relived’	 detailed
memories	 of	 childhood),	 but	 has	 the	 equivalent	 of	 a	 ‘long-play’	 device	 on	 it,	 so	 that	 years	 can	 be
compressed	into	seconds.
Hilary	Evans	cites	the	research	of	the	American	psychologist	Milton	Erickson,	who	found	that	hypnosis



could	 also	 ‘compress’	 time,	 so	 that	 a	 dress	 designer	who	would	normally	have	 taken	 several	 hours	 to
design	a	dress	produced	a	design	in	ten	seconds.	Yet	it	seemed	to	her	that	she	had	sat	at	a	table,	gazed	out
of	the	window,	and	spent	several	hours	working	on	it.
Another	subject	was	placed	under	hypnosis	and	asked	to	evaluate	a	painful	moral	dilemma	in	which	a

girl	who	wanted	to	marry	had	to	choose	between	marriage	and	her	invalid	mother.	The	subject	believed
that	she	had	spoken	at	 length	 to	 the	young	couple,	and	as	a	 result	of	 this	she	produced	a	 thoughtful	and
detailed	analysis	of	the	situation.	The	hypnotised	woman	believed	she	had	devoted	hours	to	the	problem,
and	was	amazed	to	find	that	it	had	taken	her	only	ten	seconds.
Clearly,	the	power	to	manipulate	time	is	not	restricted	to	the	aliens.
Neither	is	the	power	to	make	people	do	things	against	their	will.
The	Polish	psychic	Wolf	Messing,	who	fled	to	the	USSR	when	Hitler	marched	into	Warsaw,	was	tested

by	no	less	a	person	than	Joseph	Stalin.	His	first	assignment	was	to	walk	into	a	Russian	bank	and	attempt
to	‘will’	the	cashier	into	handing	over	100,000	roubles.	Messing,	accompanied	by	two	witnesses,	handed
the	cashier	a	note,	which	the	cashier	glanced	at,	then	opened	the	safe,	and	handed	over	several	packets	of
banknotes.	Messing	 put	 them	 in	 his	 briefcase	 and	 walked	 out.	 Then	 he	 went	 back	 into	 the	 bank	 and
returned	the	money.	When	the	bank	clerk	looked	at	the	‘note’	and	realised	it	was	a	blank	piece	of	paper,
he	was	so	stunned	that	he	collapsed	with	a	heart	attack.
The	second	experiment	was	apparently	impossible:	to	walk	into	Stalin’s	villa	without	a	security	pass.

Messing	strolled	into	the	grounds	and	walked	past	the	guards	and	the	servants,	nodding	to	them;	they	stood
back	respectfully.	Then	he	walked	into	the	study	where	Stalin	was	sitting	at	his	desk.	Asked	how	he	had
done	it,	Messing	explained	that	he	had	simply	willed	the	guards	to	think	he	was	Lavrenti	Beria,	the	greatly
feared	head	of	the	secret	police.	In	fact	Messing	did	not	look	remotely	like	Beria.
All	of	which	makes	 it	 clear	 that	Hynek	was	exaggerating	when	he	 said	 that	UFOs	were	 the	greatest

mystery	 of	 our	 time.	 The	 greatest	 mystery	 of	 our	 time	 is	 the	 one	 that	 has	 puzzled	 mankind’s	 greatest
thinkers	since	Socrates	said,	‘Know	thyself’.	Two	thousand	five	hundred	years	later,	we	are	still	as	far	as
ever	from	understanding	the	mystery	of	human	potential.	The	only	thing	that	seems	certain	is	that	it	is	far,
far	greater	than	Socrates	suspected.
[1].	See	Mind	Trek,	Exploring	Consciousness,	Time	and	Space	Through	Remote	Viewing	by	Joseph
McMoneagle,	Hampton	Roads,	1993.
[2].	I	am	quoting	from	Frank	DeMarco’s	unpublished	account,	with	his	permission.
[3].	In	A	New	Model	of	the	Universe.
[4].	Quoted	by	Hilary	Evans	in	Frontiers	of	Reality,	1989,	p.	111.



10
THE	WAY	OUTSIDE

There	 is	a	story	by	the	science-fiction	writer	Brian	Aldiss	 that	has	always	seemed	to	me	to	have	some
bearing	on	human	existence.	It	is	called	‘Outside’.	Six	people	live	together	in	a	house	that	seems	to	have
no	particular	location:	four	men	and	two	women.	Every	morning,	they	get	up	and	look	in	a	storeroom,	in
which	 their	 supplies	 of	 food	 appear	 mysteriously.	 They	 spend	 the	 day	 playing	 cards	 and	 amusing
themselves,	but	never	get	bored.	At	the	end	of	the	day,	they	go	to	bed.	They	never	seem	to	wonder	what
they	are	doing	there,	or	how	they	got	there.
One	night	a	man	named	Harley	feels	uneasy,	and	forces	himself	 to	stay	awake.	He	sees	another	man

leave	his	bedroom,	and	go	to	the	storeroom.	When	he	peers	 into	the	storeroom,	Harley	sees	that	 the	far
wall	has	swung	open,	and	leads	to	a	corridor.
Deeply	worried,	he	rushes	to	shake	one	of	his	companions	awake.	‘Something’s	wrong.	There’s	a	way

outside.	We’ve	got	to	find	out	what	we	are.	Either	we	are	victims	of	some	ghastly	experiment,	or	we’re
all	monsters’.	But	as	he	speaks,	his	companion	seems	to	dissolve,	and	turns	into	a	kind	of	stick	insect.
Harley	succeeds	in	finding	his	way	outside.	He	is	gripped	by	a	desire	to	find	out	who	he	is	and	what	he

is	doing	there,	and	feels	that	he	has	been	cheated	of	the	years	he	has	spent	in	the	house.	He	sees	buildings
and	runs	towards	them,	then	pushes	open	the	door	to	a	lighted	room.
A	 man	 sitting	 behind	 a	 desk	 comments,	 ‘It	 has	 taken	 you	 four	 years	 to	 get	 out	 of	 there’.	 Then	 he

explains.	The	Earth	is	 in	conflict	with	insect	creatures	called	Nititians.	They	come	to	Earth,	kill	human
beings,	 and	 take	 their	 place.	 They	 maintain	 their	 human	 body	 by	 a	 form	 of	 self-hypnosis.	 They	 are
conditioned	to	behave	exactly	like	human	beings.
A	group	of	five	Nititians	has	been	captured,	and	kept	in	a	restricted	environment.	One	human	has	been

placed	among	them	as	an	observer.
And,	because	the	human	sits	around	doing	nothing,	the	Nititians	also	do	nothing.	They	never	ask	where

they	are,	or	who	delivers	their	food	every	day,	or	what	lies	outside	the	house.	The	men	never	even	flirt
with	the	women.	They	merely	accept	their	situation.
The	man	Harley	has	seen	leaving	via	the	storeroom	is	the	human	observer,	going	off	duty	for	the	night.
Harley	suddenly	realises	the	implications	of	what	he	has	just	been	told.	He	starts	to	shout,	‘But	I’m	not

a	Nititian	.	.	.’,	when	he	feels	his	body	dissolving	as	he	turns	into	an	insect.
From	that	day	at	school,	when	we	began	to	discuss	where	space	ends,	 I	have	always	felt	 rather	 like

Harley.	On	the	surface,	this	world	looks	straightforward	enough.	I	was	born	in	a	certain	town,	I	knew	who
my	parents	were,	I	went	to	school	and	learnt	history,	I	became	interested	in	science	and	learnt	about	the
universe	and	about	how	human	beings	evolved.	It	all	seemed	very	normal	and	secure,	especially	when	I
became	 devoted	 to	 H.	G.	Wells	 and	 was	 told	 that	 science	 would	 eventually	 solve	 all	 the	 riddles	 of
existence.	But	on	the	day	I	realised	that	I	had	no	idea	where	space	ends,	I	also	realised	that	I	had	no	idea
who	I	am	or	what	I	am	doing	here.	It	all	seems	to	have	an	answer;	in	reality,	we	are	all	in	the	position	of
Aldiss’s	Nititians,	hypnotised	into	acceptance	and	passivity.
Most	 of	 my	 fellow	 human	 beings	 never	 seem	 to	 be	 bothered	 by	 these	misgivings.	 They	 have	 their

troubles,	but	they	never	seem	to	worry	that	the	whole	thing	is	an	absurd	charade	or	a	confidence	trick.	As



to	me,	I	never	cease	to	suspect	that	someone	is	pulling	my	leg.	A	forgotten	poet	called	William	Watson
expressed	it	in	a	poem	called	‘World	Strangeness’:

On	from	room	to	room	I	stray
Yet	my	host	can	never	spy
And	I	know	not	to	this	day
Whether	guest	or	captive,	I.

As	a	child	I	had	become	interested	in	Spiritualism,	and	felt	that	the	idea	of	life	after	death	made	more
sense	than	Shakespeare’s	belief	 that	our	little	life	is	rounded	with	a	sleep.	Yet	 I	still	 feel	 that	 the	basic
question—‘What	am	I	doing	here?’—is	not	answered	by	saying	that	I	shall	survive	my	death.	 It	merely
replaces	the	question,	‘What	am	I	doing	here?’	with	the	question,	‘What	would	I	be	doing	there?’
One	 thing	 is	 clear	 to	me:	 that	 the	 reason	my	 fellow	 humans	 take	 so	 little	 interest	 in	 these	 amazing

problems	 of	 the	 paranormal,	 or	 in	 whether	 aliens	 from	 other	 galaxies	 or	 dimensions	 are	 visiting	 our
planet,	is	that,	like	those	people	in	Aldiss’s	story,	they	seem	to	be	in	a	strange,	passive	state	that	is	akin	to
hypnosis.	I	share	enough	of	their	state	of	mind	to	understand	their	longing	for	security,	and	their	objection
to	the	intrusion	of	strangeness.	Nevertheless,	it	seems	to	amount	to	burying	your	head	in	the	sand.
I	experience	the	same	sense	of	absurdity	when	I	listen	to	a	cosmologist	like	Stephen	Hawking	telling	us

that	 the	universe	began	with	a	big	bang	 fifteen	billion	years	ago,	and	 that	physics	will	 shortly	create	a
‘theory	 of	 everything’	 that	 will	 answer	 every	 possible	 question	 about	 our	 universe;	 this	 entails	 the
corollary	that	God	is	an	unnecessary	hypothesis.	Then	I	 think	of	the	day	when	I	suddenly	realised	that	I
did	not	know	where	space	ended,	and	it	becomes	obvious	that	Hawking	is	also	burying	his	head	in	 the
sand.	God	may	 be	 an	 unnecessary	 hypothesis	 for	 all	 I	 know,	 and	 I	 do	 not	 have	 the	 least	 objection	 to
Hawking	 dispensing	 with	 him;	 but,	 until	 we	 can	 understand	 why	 there	 is	 existence	 rather	 than
nonexistence,	then	we	simply	have	no	right	to	make	such	statements.	It	is	unscientific.
The	same	applies	to	the	biologist	Richard	Dawkins,	with	his	belief	that	strict	Darwinism	can	explain

everything,	and	that	life	is	an	accidental	product	of	matter.	I	feel	that	he	is	trying	to	answer	the	ultimate
question	by	pretending	it	does	not	exist.
And	what	 is	wrong	with	 the	‘scientific’	view	that	ultimate	questions	do	not	exist?	Only	 that	we	 feel

instinctively	that	it	is	an	evasion.	All	living	creatures	need	a	sense	of	security,	and	that	applies	to	human
beings	more	than	most,	because	we	feel	particularly	vulnerable.	Without	a	sense	of	security,	we	would	be
nervous	wrecks.	But	it	is	possible	to	go	to	the	opposite	extreme,	and	to	convince	yourself	that	life	is	as
comfortable	and	unproblematic	as	a	Jane	Austen	novel.	When	that	happens	we	vegetate—or,	worse	still,
stagnate.
Let	us	try	to	take	a	bird’s-eye	view	at	how	man	found	himself	in	this	peculiar	situation.
In	the	Middle	Ages,	the	Church	disapproved	of	people	who	thought	for	themselves,	and	the	friar	Roger

Bacon	 spent	 most	 of	 his	 life	 in	 prison	 for	 pointing	 out	 that	 that	 is	 how	 we	 learn.	 But,	 during	 the
Renaissance,	the	Church	could	no	longer	keep	the	lid	on	individuality,	and	the	invention	of	printing	soon
made	it	impossible.	So,	when	Copernicus	suggested	that	the	Earth	was	not	the	centre	of	the	universe,	and
Kepler	 and	 Galileo	 went	 on	 to	 prove	 it	 beyond	 doubt,	 and	 then	 Newton	 outlined	 the	 first	 ‘theory	 of
everything’,	the	old	belief	systems	began	to	shake	and	crumble.



Yet	the	major	figures	of	the	Age	of	Reason—Voltaire,	Diderot,	Rousseau—were	not	great	thinkers.	 In
fact,	 they	 devoted	 most	 of	 their	 time	 to	 the	 less	 strenuous	 activity	 of	 attacking	 the	 Church.	 And	 the
philosophers	who	followed	were	more	interested	in	asking	how	we	can	be	sure	that	our	senses	are	telling
us	 the	 truth	 than	 in	 understanding	 the	 universe.	 In	 fact,	 the	 whole	 idea	 of	 understanding	 the	 universe
became	thoroughly	unfashionable.
In	 the	 nineteenth	 century,	 scientists	 were	 irritated	 by	 a	 sudden	 upsurge	 of	 interest	 in	 ghosts	 and

poltergeists;	 they	 denounced	 it	 as	 a	 revival	 of	 the	 witchcraft	 superstition.	 One	 particularly	 violent
outbreak	 of	 poltergeist	 activity,	 in	 the	 Fox	 household	 in	 New	 York	 state,	 led	 to	 the	 formation	 of	 the
Spiritualist	 Church,	 which	 made	 the	 scientists	 angrier	 than	 ever.	Yet	 intelligent	 men	 who	 studied	 the
problem	admitted	 that	 it	 could	not	be	dismissed	as	 superstitious	 ignorance.	The	mathematician	Charles
Dodgson—who	wrote	Alice	in	Wonderland	under	the	pen	name	Lewis	Carroll—admitted:	‘That	trickery
will	not	do	as	an	explanation	of	all	the	phenomena	I	am	more	than	convinced’.
In	effect,	the	nineteenth	century	was	faced	with	the	same	problem	we	face	in	UFOs.	And	 its	 reaction

was	much	the	same:	to	pretend	it	did	not	exist.
In	fact,	Lewis	Carroll	suggested	that	it	might	be	explained	by	some	new	force	similar	to	electricity,	but

the	investigations	of	the	newly	formed	Society	for	Psychical	Research	showed	that	this	would	not	explain
thousands	 of	 ghost	 sightings.	Yet	 most	 scientists	 went	 on	 refusing	 to	 pay	 attention	 to	 the	 paranormal.
‘Darwin’s	bulldog’,	Thomas	Henry	Huxley,	explained	that	he	‘simply	could	not	get	up	an	interest	in	the
subject’.
So	 the	 twentieth	 century	 still	 found	 science	 busily	 trying	 to	 create	 a	 ‘theory	 of	 everything’,	 while

refusing	to	look	at	half	the	phenomena.	By	1900,	it	began	to	look	as	if	it	might	succeed.
And	at	that	point,	the	edifice	of	science	itself	began	to	crumble.	To	explain	why	requires	a	brief—and	I

hope	painless—digression	on	modern	physics.
When	J.	J.	Thomson	discovered	the	electron	in	1897,	it	became	clear	that	atoms,	after	all,	were	not	the

smallest	thing	in	the	universe.	He	concluded	that	atoms	are	lumps	of	positively	charged	electricity,	with
negatively	charged	electrons	embedded	in	them	like	raisins	in	a	Christmas	pudding.
And,	just	as	it	began	to	look	as	if	science	was	getting	close	to	the	secret	of	the	universe,	a	physicist

named	Max	Planck	 introduced	an	awkward	complication.	He	was	 trying	 to	 explain	 a	problem	 that	had
been	labelled	the	ultraviolet	catastrophe.	Expressed	very	simply:	he	wanted	to	know	why,	when	you	turn
on	an	electric	fire,	you	do	not	also	fill	the	room	with	ultraviolet	rays,	X-rays,	gamma	rays,	and	all	kinds
of	other	dangerous	radiation.	After	all,	when	you	strike	any	note	on	the	piano,	it	makes	all	the	other	strings
vibrate,	and	the	same	ought	to	apply	when	you	turn	on	a	light	or	a	bar	fire,	since	heat	and	X-rays	are—as
Clerk	Maxwell	 had	 shown—all	 part	 of	 the	 same	 keyboard	 of	 electromagnetic	 energy.	 But	 this	 clearly
doesn’t	happen.	Why?
In	1900,	Planck	made	the	suggestion	that	perhaps	energy	does	not	flow	in	continuous	waves,	but	comes

in	small	packets,	called	quanta.	If	you	pour	a	cup	of	water	on	a	table	top,	it	will	flow	all	over	the	place.
But,	if	the	water	is	frozen	to	make	powdered	ice,	it	will	stay	in	a	heap.	This,	in	essence,	was	what	Planck
was	suggesting	about	energy.



No	 one	 believed	 it—not	 even	 Planck	 himself.	 But,	 in	 1905,	 a	 young	 patents	 clerk	 named	 Albert
Einstein	pointed	out	that	Planck’s	idea	could	explain	a	puzzle	called	the	photoelectric	effect.	When	 light
falls	on	a	sheet	of	metal,	it	causes	particles	to	evaporate	from	its	surface.	Now	if	the	strength	of	the	light
is	increased—say,	substituting	a	150-watt	bulb	for	a	60-watt—you	would	expect	it	to	make	the	electrons
fly	faster.	Instead,	it	simply	increases	their	number.	It	looked	as	if	the	light	consisted	of	shells	being	fired
at	the	metal—in	other	words,	quanta.
No	one	liked	the	idea.	It	took	Planck	several	years	to	acknowledge	that	Einstein	could	be	right.	He	then

had	 to	admit	 that	 light	behaves	 like	waves	and	particles.	But	 how	could	 a	wave	be	 a	 particle	 or	 vice
versa?	Quite	suddenly,	the	‘theory	of	everything’	began	to	look	like	a	distant	hope.
But	at	least	the	particle	theory	helped	to	build	up	a	new	picture	of	the	atom.	In	1908,	Ernest	Rutherford

disproved	the	Christmas	pudding	picture	when	he	fired	alpha	particles	at	a	thin	sheet	of	gold,	and	most	of
them	went	straight	through.	This	proved	that	atoms	must	be	made	up	mainly	of	empty	space.	He	went	on	to
suggest	that	the	atom	had	a	positively	charged	nucleus,	like	the	centre	of	a	roundabout,	with	the	electrons
somewhere	round	its	edge.	And	 in	1913,	a	young	Danish	physicist	named	Niels	Bohr	 improved	on	 this
picture,	 suggesting	 that	 atoms	are	 like	miniature	 solar	 systems,	with	 the	 electrons	 revolving	around	 the
nucleus	 like	 planets	 around	 the	 sun.	 But,	 unlike	 the	 planets,	 electrons	 can	 absorb	 or	 emit	 energy—in
‘quanta’,	of	course—and	could	jump	from	their	orbit	inward	or	outward.
Now	there	is	a	fairly	simple	way	of	finding	out	what	is	going	on	inside	an	atom.	When	light	from	some

heated	element	(say	hydrogen)	is	passed	through	a	prism,	it	has	a	distinct	spectrum.	That	spectrum	is	due
to	 the	vibration	of	electrons	 in	 their	orbits,	 and	can	 therefore	 tell	us	 something	about	 these	orbits.	 The
bright	 and	 the	 dark	 lines	 in	 a	 spectrum	 (called	 emission	 and	 absorption	 lines)	 are	 individual	 for	 each
element,	 so	 it	 is	 even	 possible	 to	 tell	 what	 elements	 are	 present	 in	 a	 star.	 Bohr	 was	 able	 to	 use	 his
knowledge	of	the	hydrogen	spectrum	to	explain	what	is	going	on	in	the	hydrogen	atom.
That	 still	 left	 many	 problems.	When	 Newton	 had	 explained	 the	 solar	 system	 in	 his	 Principia,	 his

mathematics	 described	 exactly	 why	 the	 planets	 moved	 as	 they	 did.	 But	 Bohr’s	 mathematics	 failed	 to
explain	with	the	same	exactitude	what	the	electrons	were	doing	inside	the	atom.	Even	when	the	German
physicist	Arnold	Sommerfeld	pointed	out	that	the	atom	would	work	better	if	the	orbits	were	elliptical,	this
still	failed	to	solve	the	problem.	For	the	next	twelve	years,	quantum	theory	was	in	a	state	of	confusion,
taking	one	step	forward	and	two	steps	backward,	or,	if	it	was	lucky,	just	marking	time.	In	1922,	Bohr	met
a	brilliant	young	student	named	Werner	Heisenberg,	and	admitted	that	he	had	reached	an	impasse.	Atoms,
he	told	Heisenberg,	were	not	‘things’.
Then	what	could	they	be?	In	1923,	a	student	at	the	Sorbonne	named	Louis	de	Broglie	had	an	apparently

absurd	idea.	If	light	waves	behave	like	particles,	why	should	particles	not	behave	like	waves?	The	 idea
of	 ‘matter	 waves’	 admittedly	 seemed	 a	 contradiction	 in	 terms.	 But,	 if	 the	 atom	 was	 not	 a	 ‘thing’,	 it
followed	that	electrons	were	not	things	either.	If	an	electron	was	not	a	little	hard	ball,	perhaps	it	was	a
wave	inside	the	atom,	rather	like	a	spring	bent	round	into	a	circle,	or	a	snake	with	its	tail	 in	its	mouth.
This	would	explain	why	electrons	had	orbits,	since	only	certain	wavelengths	could	fit	into	an	exact	circle.
Or	perhaps,	de	Broglie	added	as	an	afterthought,	electrons	consisted	of	a	particle	associated	with	a	wave



—an	idea	that	was	greeted	with	even	less	enthusiasm.
In	spite	of	which,	de	Broglie’s	matter-waves	were	confirmed	when	beams	of	electrons	were	fired	at	a

crystal.	The	crystal	lattice	is,	in	effect,	a	series	of	slits,	and	slits	cause	light	rays	to	bend	(diffract).	The
electron	beam	diffracted	just	as	if	 it	was	a	light	beam.	And	so,	 in	an	experiment	performed	 later,	did	a
beam	of	neutrons.	Particles	did	behave	like	waves.
By	 1927,	 no	 fewer	 than	 three	 complete	 ‘quantum	 theories’	 had	 solved	 Bohr’s	 impasse.	 They	 were

proposed	by	Werner	Heisenberg,	Paul	Dirac	and	Erwin	Schrodinger
In	 1925,	 on	 a	 holiday	 in	Heligoland,	Heisenberg	 decided	 to	 forget	Bohr’s	 ‘solar	 system’	 atom,	 and

concentrate	 on	 the	 mathematics.	 He	 pictured	 atoms	 as	 oscillators,	 or	 vibrators—rather	 like	 those
mattresses	that	are	supposed	to	induce	relaxation.	What	he	wanted	to	find	was	some	connection	between
vibrations	 and	 the	 lines	 in	 light	 spectra.	He	 finally	 succeeded	 in	 finding	 a	 mathematical	 formula	 that
would	describe	all	the	states	inside	the	atom.	Heisenberg	had	broken	the	code	of	the	spectrum.	He	was	so
excited	that	he	left	the	house	at	3:00	in	the	morning	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	night	sitting	on	top	of	a	tall
rock.
There	was	one	point	that	troubled	Heisenberg.	In	his	quantum	mathematics,	p	times	q	did	not	equal	q

times	p,	thereby	apparently	violating	the	laws	of	arithmetic	(p	and	q	stood	for	the	position	and	momentum
of	a	particle).	This	problem	was	solved	when	news	of	Heisenberg’s	breakthrough	reached	a	Cambridge
graduate	 student	 named	 Paul	 Dirac,	 a	 brilliant	 mathematician,	 who	 saw	 immediately	 that	 the	 paradox
could	 be	 explained	 in	 terms	 of	 the	work	 of	 a	Dublin	mathematician	 of	 the	 nineteenth	 century,	William
Rowan	Hamilton.	Hamilton	 had	 been	 working	 on	 this	 problem	 of	 whether	 light	 is	 made	 of	 waves	 or
particles,	and	had	produced	a	set	of	equations	that	would	describe	the	motion	of	a	wave	or	a	particle,	and
in	which	A	times	B	did	not	equal	B	times	A.
Erwin	Schrödinger,	a	physicist	of	the	old	school,	was	unhappy	with	this	new	tendency	to	turn	quantum

physics	into	complicated	algebra;	he	continued	to	believe	firmly	that	it	ought	to	be	possible	to	visualise
an	atom.	During	the	Christmas	of	1925,	on	holiday	in	the	Tyrol	with	his	latest	mistress	(he	was	a	famous
womaniser),	Schrödinger	had	a	sudden	inspiration.	Brooding	on	de	Broglie’s	‘matter-wave’,	he	produced
a	wave	formula,	which	he	called	by	the	Greek	letter	psi	( ),	and	which	allowed	him	to	think	of	an	electron
wave	in	the	same	terms	as	a	wave	on	a	pond.	Or,	rather,	imagine	a	ball	of	dough	which	begins	to	dance	to
syncopated	music,	 and	 shoots	 out	waves	 as	 it	 does	 so;	 this	 is	 a	 crude	 approximation	 to	Schrödinger’s
atom.	Schrödinger’s	wave	function	was	regarded	as	the	greatest	advance	so	far	in	quantum	physics.
At	 first	 sight,	 these	 three	 great	 breakthroughs	 sounded	 contradictory;	 in	 fact,	 Schrödinger	 himself

recognised	that	they	were	three	statements	of	the	same	basic	ideas.
It	was	Dirac	whose	 ‘quantum	algebra’	 produced	 the	next	major	 breakthrough.	One	 of	 his	 equations,

dealing	with	 an	 electron	moving	 at	 almost	 the	 speed	of	 light,	 had	 a	 plus	 as	well	 as	 a	minus	 in	 it,	 and
seemed	 to	 predict	 the	 existence	 of	 a	 positive	 particle	 similar	 to	 the	 electron	 (which	 has	 a	 negative
charge.)	In	due	course,	the	positron	was	discovered	in	the	laboratory,	earning	Dirac	the	Nobel	Prize.
But	 by	 then	 another	 vital	 principle	 of	 quantum	 physics	 had	 been	 discovered	 by	 Heisenberg—the

famous	‘uncertainty	principle’.	Superficially,	this	sounds	unremarkable.	What	Heisenberg	stated—in	1927



—was	simply	that	it	is	impossible	to	measure	both	the	position	and	the	speed	(momentum)	of	a	particle.	It
sounds	 unremarkable	 because	 it	 seems	 to	 be	 a	merely	 practical	 limitation.	 To	measure	 the	 speed	 and
position	of	a	billiard	ball	requires	simply	that	you	shine	a	light	on	it	(otherwise	you	cannot	see	it),	and
then	measure	how	long	it	takes	to	get	from	A	to	B.	You	cannot	shine	a	light	on	an	electron	because	it	is	too
small;	all	you	could	do	would	be	to	make	a	single	photon	bounce	off	it,	which	would	be	like	hitting	the
billiard	ball	with	a	golf	club,	and	would	obviously	affect	your	measurement.
An	analogy	from	everyday	 life	might	help.	 Imagine	a	behavioural	psychologist	writing	a	book	about

human	behaviour	(classical	physics	is	a	kind	of	behavioural	science),	and	beginning	a	chapter	on	sex	by
explaining	that	it	is	an	appetite	exactly	like	eating	and	drinking.	But,	having	embarked	on	this	analogy,	he
realises	that	sex	is	in	some	respects	quite	different	from	the	appetite	for	food.	A	starving	man	may	die;	no
sex-starved	man	ever	died	from	lack	of	sex.	Starting	from	this	recognition,	he	may	end	by	grasping	that
sex,	unlike	 food,	 is	90	percent	 ‘in	 the	mind’,	 and	cannot	be	understood	as	a	purely	physical	need.	His
position	could	then	be	compared	to	Bohr’s	recognition	that	an	atom	is	not	a	‘thing’.
And	in	that	same	year,	1927,	Niels	Bohr	dotted	the	i’s	and	crossed	the	t’s	of	Heisenberg’s	uncertainty

principle.	In	discussions	with	Heisenberg,	he	produced	what	is	known	as	the	Copenhagen	Interpretation,
or	the	Principle	of	Complementarity.	He	said,	in	effect:	forget	whether	an	electron	is	a	wave	or	a	particle.
If	 we	 ask	 an	 electron	 about	 its	 position	 (which	 is	 a	 particle	 property)	 we	 get	 an	 answer	 that	 suits	 a
particle.	If	we	ask	it	about	its	momentum	(which	is	also	a	wave	property)	we	get	an	answer	that	suits	a
wave.	Stop	asking	which	is	correct,	and	recognise	that	the	two	answers	complement	each	other.
In	 other	 words,	 not	 being	 able	 to	 measure	 both	 the	 speed	 and	 position	 of	 a	 particle	 is	 not	 just	 a

practical	limitation:	it	is	inherent	in	the	nature	of	reality	itself.
Another	quantum	physicist,	Max	Born,	had	interpreted	Schrödinger’s	wave	function	psi	as	a	measure	of

the	probability	that	the	electron	would	be	in	one	place	or	another.	Schrödinger	had	protested,	and	made
his	point	with	his	famous	illustration	of	a	cat	locked	in	a	box	with	a	cyanide	capsule.	A	quantum	process
—like	radioactive	decay—can	trigger	a	hammer	which	may	or	may	not	smash	the	capsule	and	kill	the	cat.
According	to	Born,	said	Schrödinger,	the	cat	exists	in	a	state	that	cannot	be	described	as	either	alive	or
dead—until	someone	opens	the	box.	And	that,	he	said,	is	plainly	absurd.
And	 yet	 that,	 in	 a	 sense,	 was	 exactly	 what	 the	 Copenhagen	 Interpretation	 was	 saying.	Observing	 a

subatomic	process	causes	a	collapse	of	the	wave	function,	and	makes	it	turn	into	a	particle.	But,	before
the	wave	function	collapses,	the	electron	is	in	a	state	of	probability,	which	cannot	be	pinned	down	more
accurately.
Einstein	objected	bitterly.	He	agreed	with	Schrödinger.	Something	is	really	happening	inside	the	atom,

even	if	experimental	limitations	prevent	us	from	discovering	what	it	is.	‘God	does	not	play	dice’,	he	said
indignantly.
He	 devised	 a	 ‘thought	 experiment’	 to	 disprove	 Bohr—it	 is	 known	 as	 the	 Einstein–Podolsky–Rosen

paradox,	or	EPR.	Suppose,	he	said,	two	electrons	collide	at	the	speed	of	light,	and	bounce	off	in	opposite
directions.	It	would	be	possible	to	measure	the	speed	of	one	and	the	position	of	the	other;	and	since	they
are	 virtually	 identical—except	 for	 flying	 in	 opposite	 directions—this	would	 amount	 to	 disproving	 the



uncertainty	principle.
Not	so,	said	Bohr.	The	two	electrons	are	part	of	the	same	system,	so,	if	you	cause	one	wave	function	to

collapse,	you	cause	both	to	collapse	at	the	same	time.
No,	said	Einstein,	for	since	they	are	travelling	at	the	speed	of	light,	and	it	is	impossible	to	exceed	the

speed	of	light,	one	particle	cannot	possibly	know	what	is	happening	to	the	other.
But	 this	argument	was	won	by	Bohr.	 In	1982,	a	group	 in	Paris,	 led	by	Alain	Aspect,	carried	out	 the

two-particle	 experiment,	 and	 discovered	 that	 Bohr	 was	 correct.	 If	 you	 cause	 one	 photon	 to	 swerve
upward	at	an	angle	of	45	degrees,	the	other	will	swerve	downward	by	45	degrees.	So	it	would	seem	that,
like	 identical	 twins,	 the	photons	somehow	feel	connected,	even	when	flying	apart	at	 the	speed	of	 light.
This	also	confirmed	the	work	of	the	Belfast	scientist	John	S.	Bell,	who	had	arrived	at	the	same	conclusion
mathematically.	(It	is	popularly	known	as	‘Bell’s	Inequality	Theorem’.)
There	 is	 one	more	 step	 in	 this	 argument—a	 step	 that	 to	 the	 ordinary	 reader	may	 seem	 to	 throw	 the

whole	question	 into	hopeless	confusion,	yet	brings	us	back,	once	more,	 to	 the	problem	of	 the	nature	of
UFOs.
There	 is	 one	 particularly	 baffling	 experiment	 that	 underlines	 the	Alice	 in	Wonderland	 paradoxes	 of

quantum	physics.	In	its	simplest	form,	it	is	known	as	the	double-slit	experiment.	If	I	shine	a	beam	of	light
through	a	narrow	slit,	with	a	screen	on	the	other	side,	it	will	form	a	slit	of	light	on	the	screen.	If	 I	now
open	up	another	slit	at	the	side	of	the	first,	two	overlapping	slits	of	light	will	form	on	the	screen.	But	there
will	be	certain	dark	lines	in	the	overlap	portion,	due	to	interference—the	crest	of	one	wave	cancelling	out
the	trough	of	another.
Now	suppose	that	the	beam	is	dimmed	so	that	only	one	photon	at	a	time	can	pass	through	either	of	the

slits,	and	suppose	that,	instead	of	a	screen,	you	have	a	photographic	plate.	Over	a	long	period,	you	would
expect	 two	 slits	 of	 light	 to	 appear	 on	 the	 plate—but	 no	 interference	 lines,	 since	 one	 photon	 cannot
interfere	with	 itself.	 Yet,	 when	 this	 experiment	 is	 performed,	 the	 result	 is	 still	 two	 slits	 of	 light	 with
interference	lines.
There	is	something	stranger	still.	If	a	photon	counter	is	placed	over	the	two	holes,	to	find	which	is	used

by	each	photon,	the	interference	effect	immediately	vanishes,	as	if	being	watched	made	the	photon	behave
itself.
How	can	this	be?	Does	the	photon	split	into	two?	Or	does	the	wave	somehow	divide,	and	pass	through

both	holes?	If	so,	why	does	it	hit	the	screen	in	a	precise	spot?	And	why	does	it	behave	like	a	wave	when
unobserved,	and	a	particle	when	observed?
In	 the	 1950s,	 Hugh	 Everett,	 a	 pupil	 of	 the	 physicist	 John	 Wheeler,	 suggested	 a	 bewildering

interpretation.	The	fact	that	the	photon	becomes	solid	only	when	it	is	‘watched’	suggests	that,	when	it	is
not	 being	 watched,	 it	 still	 takes	 the	 form	 of	 Born’s	 ‘wave	 of	 probability’,	 and	 can	 go	 through	 both
pinholes	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 And	 the	 two	 ‘waves	 of	 probability’	 interfere	 with	 each	 other.	 It	 is	 as	 if
Schrödinger’s	cat	existed	in	two	universes	at	the	same	time,	dead	in	one	and	alive	in	the	other.	Once	 the
box	is	open,	the	two	possibilities	coalesce	in	our	solid	universe,	and	it	is	either	one	or	the	other.
But	why	 just	 two	 universes?	When	 a	 photon	makes	 a	 choice	 between	wave	 and	 particle,	 it	 is	 not,



according	 to	 Everett,	 making	 a	 real	 choice:	 it	 is	 choosing	 both	 in	 parallel	 universes.	 And	 since	 an
electron	wave	coalesces	every	time	it	collides	with	a	photographic	plate,	or	another	electron,	this	implies
a	new	parallel	universe	every	time—thousands,	in	fact,	billions,	of	parallel	universes.
The	idea	sounds	like	a	joke.	Yet	many	scientists	take	it	seriously.	For	example,	a	younger	member	of

the	quantum-physics	establishment,	David	Deutsch,	devotes	a	chapter	in	The	Fabric	of	Reality	(1997)	to
explaining	the	double-slit	experiment,	and	speaks	of	‘tangible’	photons	and	‘shadow’	photons—the	former
existing	in	our	universe,	and	the	latter	in	parallel	universes.
Aristotle	had	a	concept	called	‘potentia’,	a	strange	realm	that	exists	between	possibility	and	actuality.

It	begins	to	look	as	if	electrons—and	cats—are	perfectly	comfortable	in	this	realm.
The	purpose	of	this	detour	into	quantum	physics	is	to	make	the	point	that,	whether	we	like	it	or	not,	we

have	 to	 learn	 to	 see	 reality	 in	 a	 completely	 different	way.	Like	 our	 sense	 of	 beauty,	 like	 our	 sense	 of
humour,	 like	 our	 sexual	 preferences,	 reality	 lies	mainly	 in	 the	 eye	 of	 the	 beholder.	 The	 physicist	 John
Wheeler	has	even	gone	so	far	(in	what	he	calls	‘the	Participatory	Anthropic	Principle’)	as	to	suggest	that
we	create	the	universe	in	the	act	of	perceiving	it.
This	is,	of	course,	the	notion	to	which	Einstein	objected	so	indignantly.	Yet	Einstein	himself	had	played

a	central	 part	 in	 creating	 this	new	universe	of	physics	 in	which	 the	observer	 is	 all-important.	And,	 by
declaring	that	Planck	was	right	about	quanta	of	energy,	he	started	a	landslide	that	ended	by	carrying	him
away—cursing	and	shaking	his	fist.
Now	it	is	true	that	this	revolution	has	not	yet	affected	you	and	me.	We	go	about	our	business	as	if	we

lived	in	the	old,	solid	universe	of	nineteenth-century	physics.	(In	fact,	a	recent	survey	showed	that	one-
third	of	all	people	in	England	and	America	do	not	even	know	whether	the	Earth	goes	round	the	sun	or	vice
versa.)	But	it	has,	 for	example,	 troubled	certain	physicists,	 like	Fritjof	Capra	and	Fred	Alan	Wolf,	and
their	books	The	Tao	of	Physics	 (1975)	and	Parallel	Universes	 (1988)	are	devoted	 to	a	science	 that	 is
becoming	daily	more	 like	Eastern	mysticism.	We	may	 also	 recall	 that,	when	Stanislav	Grof’s	 subjects
were	given	large	doses	of	LSD,	they	also	had	insights	into	the	nature	of	reality	that	sounded	like	classic
Eastern	mysticism.	Gary	Zukav	says	the	same	thing	in	his	book	The	Dancing	Wu	Li	Masters	(1979).	We
do	not	know	it	yet,	but	we	are	walking	around	in	a	different	universe—a	universe	that	seems	to	have	very
little	 connection	with	what	we	 regard	 as	 common	 sense.	We	 are	 in	 the	 position	 of	 one	 of	 those	Walt
Disney	characters,	who	walks	over	the	edge	of	a	cliff,	and	carries	on	walking—until	he	looks	down,	and
suddenly	begins	to	fall.
The	amusing	irony	is	that	all	this	has	happened	as	a	result	of	a	problem	we	discussed	earlier:	that,	at	a

certain	 point	 in	 its	 development,	 humankind	 chose	 the	 way	 of	 the	 left	 brain—practical	 advancement,
leaving	 mysticism	 and	 psychic	 faculties	 to	 its	 tribal	 shamans.	 This	 choice	 is	 responsible	 for	 modern
science	and	civilisation;	it	is	also	responsible	for	our	tunnel	vision	and	feeling	of	inadequacy.	And	now,
absurdly	enough,	modern	science	 is	 telling	us	 that	we	suffer	from	tunnel	vision,	and	that,	 if	we	want	 to
understand	the	universe,	we	shall	have	to	remove	the	blinkers.
Now	it	cannot	have	escaped	the	notice	of	readers	that	the	UFO	problem	has	brought	us	to	exactly	the

same	point.	It	began	by	looking	quite	solid	and	understandable.	Kenneth	Arnold’s	flying	saucers	raised	the



question:	are	we	being	observed	by	visitors	from	another	world?	Is	it	possible	that	the	aliens	are	trying	to
prepare	us	for	a	mass	landing	on	our	planet?
Faced	with	that	question,	Jacques	Vallee	and	John	Keel	quickly	came	to	the	conclusion	that	something

altogether	 stranger	was	 going	 on.	Vallee	 concluded	 that	 it	 is	 a	 ‘control	 phenomenon’—that	 is,	 that	 an
important	part	of	its	purpose	is	the	effect	 it	has	on	us.	And	it	was	as	 if	a	problem	in	classical	physics
changed	into	a	problem	in	quantum	physics.
And	what	is	the	effect	it	has	on	us?	John	Mack	speaks	of	‘the	inconsistency	between	these	[abductee]

experiences	 and	 the	 consensus	 reality’,	 and	 adds,	 ‘There	 is	 no	way,	 I	 believe,	 that	we	 can	 even	make
sense,	 let	 alone	 provide	 a	 convincing	 explanation	 of	 this	matter	 within	 the	 framework	 of	 our	 existing
views	of	what	is	real	or	possible’.[1]
In	other	words,	 if	 an	 important	part	 of	 the	purpose	of	 these	phenomena	 is	 the	 effect	on	us,	 then	 that

purpose	would	seem	to	be	to	decondition	us	from	our	unquestioning	acceptance	of	consensus	reality.
In	many	cases,	that	deconditioning	can	be	both	traumatic	and	strangely	exciting—as	epitomised	in	the

case	of	John	and	Sue	Day,	who,	on	the	evening	of	27	October	1974,	left	the	home	of	Sue’s	parents,	and	set
out	on	the	forty-minute	drive	home	to	Avely,	in	Essex,	where	they	intended	to	watch	a	play	on	television.
Their	three	children,	aged	eleven,	ten	and	seven,	were	in	the	back	of	the	car.	Their	ten-year-old	boy	was
the	first	to	notice	that	an	oval-shaped	blue	light	was	flying	above	them;	they	assumed	it	was	an	aeroplane.
Then	things	became	strangely	silent,	and,	as	they	drove	into	a	bank	of	green	mist,	the	car	radio	began	to
crackle	and	smoke;	John	pulled	out	the	wires.	Then	the	engine	went	dead	and	there	was	a	jerk.	A	moment
later,	 they	were	 driving	 again,	 and	 for	 a	moment	 John	 had	 the	 odd	 impression	 that	 Sue	was	 no	 longer
present,	and	said,	‘Is	everybody	here?’	before	he	realised	she	was	beside	him.
When	they	reached	home,	they	found	the	TV	screen	blank,	and	the	clock	showed	that	it	was	nearly	1:00

a.m.	They	had	lost	over	two	hours.
After	 this	 odd	 experience,	 the	Days	 showed	 personality	 changes.	 John	 became	more	 self-confident,

more	creative,	and	began	writing	‘poems	about	life’.	Sue	also	became	more	self-confident.	And	 the	 ten-
year-old,	who	had	been	backward	at	reading,	suddenly	improved.	They	became	vegetarians	and	almost
gave	up	drinking.	John,	who	had	been	a	heavy	smoker,	gave	up	smoking.
Then	 poltergeist	 activity	 began	 to	 take	 place	 in	 the	 house.	 The	 back	 door	 flew	 open	 violently	 and

crashed	against	the	wall.	Items	would	vanish,	then	reappear	days	later.	There	were	unaccountable	smells,
such	as	lavender.	Finally,	under	these	bizarre	trials,	John	had	a	nervous	breakdown	and	lost	his	job.
When	he	heard	a	radio	programme	about	UFOs,	he	contacted	the	researcher	Andy	Collins,	who	went	to

the	 house	 in	Avely,	 and	 also	witnessed	 poltergeist	 phenomena.	 Collins	 introduced	 John	 to	 a	 hypnotist
named	Leonard	Wilder,	and,	under	hypnosis,	John	began	to	recall	what	had	happened.	To	begin	with,	Sue
was	unwilling	to	be	hypnotised,	but	began	to	recall	spontaneously;	later,	she	submitted	to	hypnosis.
John	recalled	a	white	light	surrounding	the	car,	and	a	sense	of	rising.	He	seemed	to	lose	consciousness,

then	 found	 himself	 on	 a	 balcony	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 hangar.	He	 was	 looking	 down	 on	 a	 blue	 car	 which	 he
recognised	as	his	own,	although	his	own	was	white.	Two	people	were	asleep	in	the	front,	and	more	in	the
back.	 Sue,	 who	 recalled	 standing	 beside	 him,	 saw	 John	 and	 her	 ten-year-old	 standing	 beside	 the	 car,



although	they	were	also	beside	her	on	the	balcony.	(John	Spencer	has	suggested	that	this	seems	to	indicate
that	the	Days	were	actually	undergoing	an	out-of-the-body	experience.)
John	was	taken	to	an	examination	room,	where	he	lost	consciousness,	then	woke	up	on	a	table,	being

scanned	by	some	apparatus.	Three	 tall	beings	were	watching,	and	 two	small,	 incredibly	ugly	creatures,
rather	like	traditional	goblins	with	huge	ears,	beaked	noses	and	triangular	eyes,	were	examining	him	with
penlike	instruments.
The	tall	beings	wore	silvery	one-piece	suits,	and	communicated	by	what	John	assumed	was	telepathy.

When	the	examination	was	over,	 they	showed	John	the	rest	of	 the	craft,	and	the	recreation	area	and	the
control	room.	In	the	latter	he	was	shown	images	of	the	solar	system	(which	flashed	by	very	fast),	and	a
holographic	image	of	a	planet	that	had	been	destroyed	by	pollution.	Finally,	left	alone	in	another	room,	he
was	startled	when	an	incredibly	beautiful	woman	walked	in,	then	vanished.	At	this	point,	he	found	himself
back	in	the	car.
Sue	 recalled	being	 taken	 to	 an	examination	 room	and	 strapped	on	a	 table,	where	 she	was	painted	a

mauve	colour	and	physically	examined—she	found	she	was	wearing	a	gown,	although	she	had	no	memory
of	 being	 undressed.	When	 the	 examination	 became	 too	 intimate,	 she	 screamed.	One	 of	 the	 tall	 beings
placed	a	hand	on	her	forehead	and,	‘I	went	out	like	a	light’.
Later,	she	was	taken	on	a	tour	of	the	ship,	and	she	was	also	shown	images	on	a	screen,	including	Earth

from	space,	and	the	place	where	she	lived.
At	 this	 point,	 she	 apparently	 told	her	 captors	 that	 she	did	not	want	 to	go	back,	 and	 they	 agreed	 she

could	stay.	But	when	 she	 saw	 John	climbing	 into	 the	 car,	 and	 the	 car	dematerialising,	 she	 changed	her
mind	and	 said	 she	wanted	 to	go.	Then	 she	 found	herself	 sitting	 in	 the	 car.	This	may	 explain	why	 John
thought	he	was	alone	in	the	front	of	the	car	for	a	few	moments	before	he	realised	Sue	was	there.
The	Days	struck	everyone	who	spoke	to	them	as	exceptionally	forthcoming	and	honest.	It	 should	also

be	 borne	 in	 mind	 that	 the	 usual	 objection—that	 an	 abductee	 has	 been	 influenced	 by	 other	 stories	 of
abductees—does	 not	 apply	 in	 this	 case,	 since	 this	 all	 took	 place	 in	 1974	 (although	 they	 were	 not
hypnotised	until	1977),	when	there	were	no	other	abductee	reports	in	Britain	(and	even	in	America	they
were	rare).
A	 number	 of	 important	 observations	 emerge	 from	 the	 case.	 The	 first	 is	 that	 the	 ‘aliens’	 apparently

intended	no	harm;	apart	from	the	uncomfortable	physical	examination,	 they	seemed	friendly,	and	treated
the	Days	as	intelligent	fellow	beings.	The	aftereffect	was	to	make	both	of	them	more	self-confident,	and	to
cause	them	to	become	more	aware	of	their	own	health	and	that	of	the	planet.	John’s	nervous	breakdown
was	 apparently	 brought	 on	 by	 vivid	 dreams,	 and	 by	 the	 poltergeist	 activity.	 (Poltergeists	 have	 been
responsible	for	more	than	one	nervous	collapse.)	But	he	subsequently	found	another	job	involving	more
‘artistic’	activity.	Their	ten-year-old	improved	at	school.	And	the	youngest,	asked	what	he	wanted	to	do
when	he	grew	up,	declared	that	he	intended	to	build	a	huge	spacecraft	to	take	thousands	of	people	from
Earth.
In	 general,	 then,	 the	 case	 seems	 to	 support	 John	Mack’s	 view	 that	 abduction	 experiences	 ‘open	 the

consciousness’	 of	 abductees.	Mack	 also	 comments	 that	 his	 own	 experience	 of	working	with	 abductees



provides	a	rich	body	of	evidence	to	support	the	idea	that	‘the	cosmos,	far	from	being	devoid	of	meaning
and	 intelligence,	 is	 .	 .	 .	 informed	 by	 some	 kind	 of	 universal	 intelligence	 .	 .	 .	 one	 to	 which	 human
intelligence	is	akin,	and	in	which	it	can	participate’.
But	why	the	poltergeist	activity?	The	likeliest	explanation	is	that	the	poltergeists	had	nothing	to	do	with

the	aliens,	but	that	the	experience	had	somehow	‘opened	up’	the	Days,	weakening	the	divide	that	seems	to
separate	 human	 beings	 from	 other	 realms	 of	 reality—for	 example,	Monroe’s	 ‘Locale	 II’—and	making
them	vulnerable	to	attack.	This	again	underlines	the	connection,	noted	so	many	times	in	this	book,	between
UFO	phenomena	and	the	realm	of	the	paranormal.
For	me,	the	most	interesting	thing	that	has	emerged	during	my	research	for	this	book	is	the	connection

between	the	UFO	experience	and	the	experience	of	wider—or	deeper—states	of	consciousness:	such	as
Jacques	Vallee’s	case	of	the	woman	who	experienced	‘novel	insights	into	the	nature	of	reality’,	and	who
changed	‘from	an	agnostic	to	a	gnostic’,	after	seeing	a	UFO	on	her	way	to	Oxford.	(This	was	followed,	as
in	the	case	of	John	and	Sue	Day,	by	a	‘supernatural’	experience.)	I	have	always	been	preoccupied	with	the
oddly	 limited	 nature	 of	 human	 consciousness,	 and	 in	my	 first	 book,	The	Outsider,	 I	 labelled	 it	 (rather
arbitrarily)	 ‘original	 sin’.	 In	 a	 later	 book	 on	 Gurdjieff,	 I	 expressed	 it	 rather	 more	 precisely	 in	 the
comment,	 ‘Human	 beings	 are	 like	 grandfather	 clocks	 driven	 by	 watchsprings’.	 Human	 consciousness
seems	too	feeble	to	take	advantage	of	our	occasional	flashes	of	insight.
The	 nature	 of	 such	 insights	 is	 expressed	 by	 the	 writer—and	 student	 of	 Eastern	 mysticism—Paul

Roberts,	in	an	article	he	wrote	on	his	own	UFO	experiences.[2]	In	‘Making	Contact’	he	describes	how	he
and	two	friends	saw	a	flying	saucer	in	1969	in	Cornwall.	The	enormous	disc	made	a	powerful	electric
whirring	(unlike	many	UFOs,	which	are	silent)	and	hovered	motionless	for	over	twenty	minutes,	during
which	it	changed	colour.	Then	seven	or	eight	smaller	discs	came	from	somewhere,	and	merged	with	the
larger	one,	although	 there	was	no	visible	opening.	The	saucer	made	off	 in	a	 ‘slow	vague	zig-zag’	until
over	 the	Atlantic,	 then	 it	 banked	and	 took	off	 upward	 at	 a	 speed	 that	 one	of	 them—a	mathematician—
thought	to	be	over	twenty	thousand	miles	per	hour.
None	 of	 them	 reported	 the	 sighting,	 not	wishing	 to	 be	 regarded	 as	 cranks,	 and	 they	 ‘took	 it	 in	 their

stride’.
Two	months	later,	Roberts	was	again	by	the	sea,	this	time	with	only	one	friend,	on	a	moonlit	evening.	A

policeman	warned	them	to	be	careful	because	‘things	have	been	happening	around	here’.
When	 the	 policeman	 had	 gone,	 they	 heard	 a	 voice	 behind	 them,	 succeeded	 by	 a	 powerful	 humming

sound	that	made	the	beach	vibrate.	Nothing	was	visible	in	the	sky.	Then,	suddenly,	the	night	was	lit	up	‘as
if	 by	 a	 gigantic	magnesium	 flare’.	 Before	 they	 could	 panic,	 a	 voice	 behind	 them	 said	 something	 like,
‘There	 will	 be	 no	 harm	 for	 you’.	 Then	 two	 shining	 entities	 emerged	 from	 the	 shadows—Roberts’s
companion	 later	 described	 them	 as	 ‘angels	 without	 wings’.	 Roberts	 was	 aware	 of	 others	 in	 the
background.	Then	 a	 vast	 egg	 of	 light	 descended,	 and	 they	 suddenly	 realised	 they	were	 inside	 it.	 They
seemed	to	be	surrounded	by	a	kind	of	liquid	light	that	chilled	them.	They	both	had	a	dreamlike	sensation,
and	a	sense	of	telepathic	communication.
In	Making	Contact	(1997),	Roberts	writes:



I	confess	it	grieves	me	to	report—since	this	seems	mandatory	in	every	Close	Encounter	of	the
Third	Kind—that	a	good	deal	of	what	we	heard	involved	dire	warnings	about	the	planet’s	future
unless	we	earthlings	smartened	up.	The	slight	difference—and	it’s	one	that	both	of	us	have	only
come	to	appreciate	some	thirty	years	later—was	that	we	were	being	told	that	the	Earth	would	be
destroyed	not	so	much	by	human	actions	as	by	the	current	human	character.	We	were	told	that
what	we	viewed	as	separate	entities—people,	flora,	fauna,	planet—are	in	reality	but	one	entity.
As	was	believed	in	the	ancient	world—and	quite	clearly,	by	such	as	Shakespeare—earthquakes
and	natural	cataclysms	are	causally	related	to	events	in	the	human	sphere,	both	as	augurs	or
omens,	and	as	reactions	of	cosmic	outrage.
And	there	was	also	good	news.	It	doesn’t	have	to	be	this	way.	The	planet’s	fate	could	be

altered,	as	could	our	destinies—but	only	if	we	changed	ourselves.	And	we’d	be	shown	how	this
could	be	done	in	due	time,	as	apparently	everyone	is	eventually	shown	in	some	way	or	other.
After	that,	they	saw	the	egg	of	light	rise	above	them.	The	drone	returned,	and	it	streaked	away	into	the

night	at	45	degrees.
Roberts	 says	 they	 sat	 in	 silence	 for	 hours,	 then	his	 friend	 said,	 ‘I	 suppose	 that	 changes	 everything’.

They	 swore	 an	 oath	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 the	 experience—to	 protect	 themselves	 in	 academic	 circles—and
Roberts	records	that,	before	writing	the	article,	he	had	to	get	his	friend’s	permission.
That	is	not	quite	the	end	of	the	story.	In	1975,	Roberts	was	with	the	Indian	‘miracle	man’	Sai	Baba	in

India—Baba	 is	 famous	for	being	able	 to	materialise	objects	 from	the	air,	and	healing	 the	sick.	Roberts
was	talking	with	a	nuclear	physicist,	S.	K.	Bhagavantam,	and	discussing	space	travel.	Baba	 joined	 them
and	asked	what	they	were	talking	about,	and	Roberts	asked	him	about	life	on	other	planets	and	UFOs.	 In
reply,	Baba	told	him	to	shut	his	eyes.	Roberts	felt	Baba’s	thumb	pressed	on	his	forehead.

Instantly,	an	inner	vision	of	awesome	beauty	opened	up	before	me.	I	saw	world	after	jewelled
world	in	a	limitless	cosmos	of	coiling	self-illuminated	spheres	within	spheres.	I	was	in	each
world	simultaneously,	their	myriad	unique	fragrances,	textures,	sounds,	and	landscapes,	all
apparent,	their	every	inhabitant	me	and	yet	also	not	me.	As	with	a	dream,	everything	was
projected	from	me,	and	yet	existed	independently	of	me,	flowing	in	and	out	as	fragile	and	as	vital
as	breath.	Yet	it	was	truly	infinite,	no	limit	possible	to	the	teeming	life,	which	seemed	made	of
undiluted	joy.	A	universe	that	continued	literally	forever,	worlds	without	end.

(Making	Contact)
Baba	told	them,	‘Outer	space,	inner	space.	Inner	space	the	only	real	space’.
Roberts	asked	him	if	he	was	saying	that	UFOs	came	from	within	the	mind.	‘Not	mind.	Heart.	Heart	 is

God’s	mind,	isn’t	it?	Space	men	come	from	heart—heart	of	God’.	He	told	them,	‘Close	your	eyes,	nose,
mouth,	ears	.	.	.	Is	the	world	there?	No	smelling,	tasting,	touch,	sight,	hearing.	Yes?	World	is	gone.	But	you
are	not	gone.	See,	my	dears,	all	things	are	really	made	by	you,	but	for	now	you	are	thinking	that	God	is
making	the	grandeur	of	this	universe’.
When	 Baba	 was	 gone,	 Roberts	 and	 Bhagavantam	 experienced	 ‘a	 monsoon	 of	 understanding’.	 ‘The

UFOs	were	real,	all	right.	Yet	their	occupants	are	not	flesh-and-blood	beings	like	us.	 In	spite	of	all	 the
odds,	we	are	unique.	Nowhere	in	the	universe	is	 there	a	 life	form	like	us.	The	beings	I’d	seen	with	my
friend	were	made	of	thought	and	light.	They	were	ideas—but	real	ideas—and	what	they	brought	and	still
bring	is	a	super-condensed	form	of	truth’.



Now	all	this	may	sound	as	if	it	has	very	little	to	do	with	the	UFO	phenomenon	as	examined	by	Jacques
Vallee	or	John	Spencer.	Yet	there	are	interesting	echoes.	In	Stuart	Holroyd’s	Prelude	to	the	Landing	on
Planet	Earth,	‘Tom’	explained	via	Phyllis	Schlemmer	that	Earth	is	of	peculiar	importance	in	the	universal
scheme	 of	 things,	 but	 that	 it	 is	 now	 acting	 as	 a	 kind	 of	 bottleneck,	 preventing	 the	 evolution	 of	 other
planets.
Sai	Baba’s	 comment,	 ‘all	 things	 are	 really	made	 by	 you’,	 sounds	 oddly	 like	 the	 view	 that	 seems	 to

emerge	from	the	Copenhagen	Interpretation.	The	astronomer	David	Darling	expresses	 it:	 ‘It	comes	as	a
powerful	corroboration	.	.	.	that	the	conscious	mind	is	crucially	involved	in	establishing	what	is	real.	That
which	reaches	our	senses	is,	at	best,	a	confusion	of	phantasmal	energies—not	sights,	or	sounds,	or	any	of
the	coherent	qualities	that	we	project	outward	onto	the	physical	world.	The	universe,	as	we	know	it,	 is
built	and	experienced	entirely	within	our	heads,	and	until	that	mental	construction	takes	place,	reality	must
wait	in	the	wings’.[3]
As	already	mentioned,	the	physicist	John	Wheeler	goes	further.	Starting	from	the	position	that	a	photon

does	not	become	‘solid’	until	it	is	observed,	he	points	out	that	the	double-slit	experiment	might	be	carried
out	with	light	from	a	distant	star—light	that	started	out	billions	of	years	ago.	But,	 if	 light	 is	a	 ‘wave	of
probability’	until	observation	causes	the	wave	function	to	collapse,	then	we	have	to	assume	that	the	star
(provided	it	is	uninhabited)	is	also	a	wave	of	probability	until	its	light	is	observed	in	the	laboratory.
This	is,	of	course,	the	position	expounded	by	Bishop	Berkeley	in	the	early	eighteenth	century—that	our

senses	‘create’	the	world,	although	its	existence	is	sustained	by	God.	And	if,	like	Dr.	Johnson,	you	regard
this	position	as	mildly	improbable	(he	kicked	a	stone	to	refute	it),	then	you	are	unlikely	to	be	convinced
by	Wheeler’s	expression	of	it.
Now	 another	 eminent	 physicist,	 David	 Bohm,	 was	 also	 unwilling	 to	 accept	 this	 new	 version	 of

Berkeley.	Being	a	Marxist	at	that	time,	he	felt	the	Copenhagen	Interpretation	was	a	little	too	mystical,	and
was	inclined	to	side	with	Einstein.	Yet	he	was	by	no	means	a	committed	‘classical	physicist’.	In	1943,	he
was	working	on	plasmas	at	 the	Lawrence	Berkeley	Radiation	Laboratory—a	plasma	 is	a	very	hot	gas,
most	of	whose	atoms	have	been	stripped	of	outer	electrons,	which	circulate	freely.	Bohm	noticed	that	the
plasma	 behaved	 in	 many	 ways	 like	 a	 living	 thing,	 that	 ‘the	 plasma	 constantly	 regenerated	 itself	 and
surrounded	all	impurities	with	a	sheath,	so	as	to	isolate	them	completely’,[4]	just	as	our	bodies	do	with
viruses.	He	 had	 the	 impression	 that	 the	 electrons	were	 alive.	He	 noticed	 the	 same	 thing	 at	 Princeton,
working	on	 the	study	of	electrons	 in	metals:	 that	also	 led	him	 to	 feel	 that	he	was	dealing	with	a	 living
ocean	of	particles,	each	aware	of	what	the	others	were	doing.
Talks	with	Einstein	deepened	his	dissatisfaction	with	the	Copenhagen	Interpretation.	Like	Einstein,	he

wanted	to	feel	there	was	something	deeper	than	mere	probability	and	uncertainty.	He	toyed	with	the	idea
of	‘hidden	variables’,	the	notion	of	particles	tinier	than	the	electron	that	might	account	for	its	movements,
then	later	suggested	a	kind	of	‘field’	called	quantum	potential,	rather	like	the	nineteenth-century	idea	of	the
ether,	 in	 which	 all	 particles	 swam.	 These	 notions	 encouraged	 John	 Bell	 to	 formulate	 his	 Inequality
Theorem,	 which	 led	 to	 the	 confirmation	 that	 two	 photons	 flying	 apart	 at	 the	 speed	 of	 light	 remain
somehow	in	contact.



On	a	BBC	television	programme,	Bohm	saw	a	demonstration	that	provided	a	metaphor	for	these	ideas.
A	drop	of	ink	was	suspended	in	a	glass	jar	full	of	glycerine.	A	cylinder	with	a	handle	ran	down	the	centre
of	the	jar,	and	when	the	handle	was	turned	clockwise,	the	ink	became	a	streak,	and	gradually	disappeared
into	the	glycerine.	But,	when	the	movement	of	the	handle	was	reversed,	the	‘streak’	flowed	the	opposite
way,	and	condensed	back	into	a	drop	of	ink.	The	‘order’	 in	 the	 ink	drop	was	apparently	scattered—but
was	there	all	the	time,	merely	awaiting	an	anticlockwise	turn	of	the	handle.
Supposing,	Bohm	found	himself	thinking,	there	was	a	similar	underlying	order	in	the	universe—like	the

order	that	seemed	to	govern	the	electrons	in	the	plasma	soup?
Then	Bohm	came	upon	the	idea	of	the	hologram	(see	p.	71),	which	gave	him	an	even	better	metaphor.

The	holographic	film	has	the	appearance	of	a	meaningless	interference	pattern,	yet,	when	a	beam	of	light
is	shone	through	it,	a	picture	appears	in	space.
This	led	to	the	breathtaking	idea	that	perhaps	the	universe	itself	might	be	a	hologram	that	springs	out	of

an	underlying	reality.	As	 a	 child,	Bohm	had	been	 struck	by	 the	way	 that	water	 forms	 a	vortex	 flowing
down	a	plughole;	it	 looks	quite	different	from	still	water,	yet	it	 is	merely	water	obeying	hidden	laws—
laws	of	what	Bohm	later	called	‘implicate	order’,	the	order	‘enfolded’	in	the	hologram.
But,	 of	 course,	what	makes	 the	 hologram	 so	 fascinating	 is	 that	 every	 part	 of	 the	 photographic	 plate

contains	 an	 image	 of	 the	 whole.	 The	 universe	 is	 not	 composed	 of	 disconnected	 parts:	 there	 is	 a
fundamental	‘interconnectedness’.	An	 individual	consciousness	clearly	plays	a	major	part	 in	converting
the	waves	on	the	plate	into	a	meaningful	reality.
So	Bohm	has	created	his	own	answer	 to	Einstein’s	objection	 to	 the	Copenhagen	 Interpretation—that

‘God	does	not	play	dice’.	The	notion	of	‘dice’	is	an	illusion—there	is	an	underlying	order.
The	book	in	which	Bohm	expressed	this	conclusion,	Wholeness	and	the	Implicate	Order,	appeared	in

1980.	For	some	odd	reason	that	I	have	never	discovered,	his	publishers	decided	to	send	me	a	proof	copy
(then	entitled	simply	Wholeness	and	Implicate	Order)	 to	ask	me	for	a	quote	 for	 the	dust	 jacket.	 It	was
obvious	 to	me	 that	Bohm	was	a	 tremendously	exciting	 thinker,	and	 that	he	was	 trying	 to	bridge	 the	gap
between	science	and	the	philosophy	of	meaning.	I	said	as	much,	and,	in	due	course,	found	my	quote—the
only	one,	as	 it	happened—on	the	dust	 jacket.	Even	so,	 it	was	 some	years	before	 I	grasped	 the	 seminal
importance	of	the	book	I	was	recommending.
On	page	191,	I	encountered	a	concept	that	left	me	puzzled	and	confused.	‘It	may	be	said	.	.	.	that	space

is	 full	 rather	 than	 empty	 .	 .	 .	 that	what	we	 perceive	 through	 the	 senses	 as	 empty	 space	 is	 actually	 the
plenum,	which	 is	 the	 ground	 for	 the	 existence	 of	 everything’.	What	 space	was	 full	 of,	 it	 seemed,	was
something	called	‘zero-point	energy’,	so	called	because	it	still	pervades	space	even	at	a	temperature	of
absolute	zero.
It	was	many	years	before	I	found	out	what	he	was	talking	about.	A	writer	named	Donald	Hotson	sent

me	the	typescript	of	a	book	on	the	identity	of	Shakespeare’s	‘Mr.	W.	H’.	that	was	so	erudite	and	amusing
that	 I	 took	 the	 trouble	of	making	his	acquaintance	when	 I	next	 found	myself	 in	New	York.	There	 I	was
surprised	to	learn	that	he	regarded	Shakespeare	scholarship	only	as	a	sideline—his	uncle	happened	to	be
the	Shakespeare	scholar	Leslie	Hotson	and	the	book	sprang	out	of	an	argument	with	him.	Donald	Hotson’s



major	interest	was	quantum	theory	and	its	bearing	on	cosmology.	When	I	returned	to	England,	he	sent	me
the	typescript	of	a	book	called	Virtual	Quantum	Reality.
If	 the	 Shakespeare	 book	 had	 impressed	me,	 this	 left	me	 stunned.	 Short,	 clearly	 written,	 with	 a	 dry

humour	 reminiscent	 of	 Mark	 Twain,	 it	 argued	 that	 Einstein	 was	 probably	 wrong—not	 just	 about	 the
Copenhagen	Interpretation,	but	about	virtually	everything.
Now	my	 friend	Martin	Gardner,	 in	 a	book	called	Fads	and	Fallacies	 in	 the	Name	of	 Science,	 had

argued	 that	Einstein	 is	 the	 happy	 hunting	 ground	 of	 half-educated	 cranks,	 and	 that	 anyone	who	 tries	 to
disprove	Einstein	is	a	crank	by	definition.	But	Hotson	was	clearly	no	nut.	His	temperament	was	closer	to
that	of	Charles	Fort,	except	that	he	knew	far	more	about	physics.
He	began	with	Maxwell’s	discovery	that	light	is	a	form	of	electromagnetic	energy,	and	his	assumption

that	 the	waves	 of	 this	 energy	 are	 carried	 by	 a	medium	 called	 the	 ‘ether’,	 which	 permeates	 all	 space,
although	it	cannot	be	detected.	In	1897,	two	physicists	named	Michelson	and	Morley	reasoned	that	if	the
Earth	is	passing	through	this	ether	like	a	ship	through	water,	there	ought	to	be	an	‘ether	wind’	whistling
past	us.	To	detect	 this,	 they	shot	one	beam	of	 light	across	 the	ether	wind	and	back,	and	another	up	and
down	it	for	the	same	distance.	Simple	mathematics	shows	that	a	swimmer	who	goes	up	a	river	and	back
takes	 longer	 than	 he	would	 take	 to	 swim	 the	 same	 distance	 across	 the	 river	 and	 back.	 The	 difference
between	the	two	times	should	have	revealed	how	fast	the	ether	wind	was	blowing.	In	fact,	the	experiment
detected	no	ether	wind	whatever.
A	Dutch	physicist	named	Hendrik	Lorentz	was	not	discouraged	by	this.	In	1904,	he	made	the	suggestion

that	perhaps	our	Earth	itself	is	a	huge	‘standing	wave’	in	the	ether—a	suggestion	that	nowadays	makes	far
more	 sense	 than	 it	 did	 then,	 since	 we	 know	 our	 Earth	 is	 made	 of	 electrons,	 which	are	 waves	 (until
observation	turns	them	into	particles).
At	this	point,	Einstein	produced	his	Special	Theory	of	Relativity.	It	sprang	out	of	the	thought	that	if	he

was	sitting	astride	a	beam	of	light,	and	travelling	away	from	the	clock	in	the	Berne	main	square,	the	time
would	 remain	unchanged	as	he	 looked	back.	He	went	on	 to	consider	Maxwell’s	 insistence	 that	nothing
could	 travel	 faster	 than	 light.	But	 suppose	you	were	 sitting	on	 the	 front	of	 a	 train	 travelling	 at	 half	 the
speed	of	light,	and	you	shone	a	torch	ahead	of	you,	the	torch	beam	surely	had	to	be	travelling	at	one	and	a
half	times	the	speed	of	light?
Not	so,	said	Einstein.	Something’s	got	to	give.	And	that	something	is	time—or	rather,	space-time	(for	in

the	theory	of	relativity,	space	and	time	no	longer	have	separate	identities).	For	a	train	travelling	at	such	a
speed,	space-time	would	distort	in	such	a	way	that	light	would	be	found	to	travel	at	its	usual	speed.
In	Einstein’s	 theory,	 the	 ether	 also	 becomes	 unnecessary,	 for	 the	 negative	 results	 of	 the	Michelson–

Morley	 experiment	 are	now	explainable	 as	 a	 distortion	of	 space-time.	This,	 of	 course,	 still	 leaves	 the
question	of	what	light	waves	are	‘waving’	in.	But,	since	Einstein	thought	light	consisted	of	particles,	that
question	did	not	arise.	And,	once	quantum	theory	began	to	talk	about	‘wave	mechanics’,	the	question	had
been	forgotten	.	.	.
What	Hotson	is	arguing	is	that	the	old	ether	theory	made	more	sense.	Lorentz	 thought	 the	Michelson–

Morley	 experiment	 failed	 because	 matter	 itself	 is	 made	 of	 waves,	 which	 contract	 in	 the	 direction	 of



motion,	and	Michelson	and	Morley’s	apparatus	would	contract	enough	to	nullify	the	result—a	notion	that
is	 consistent	 with	 quantum	 theory.	As	 it	 was,	 Einstein	 dispensed	 with	 the	 ether	 and	 declared	 that	 all
motion	is	relative.	In	the	nineteenth	century,	physicists	talked	about	some	basically	fixed	reference	point
against	which	all	motion	could	be	measured—Ernst	Mach,	for	example,	suggested	the	stars.	In	1869,	Carl
Neumann	suggested	calling	 the	 fixed	 reference	system	‘the	body	alpha’.	Einstein	 threw	all	 that	 into	 the
bin,	and	said	that	all	reference	systems—trains,	planets,	stars—are	equivalent.
Hotson	 argues	 that	 this	 was	 a	 fundamental	 error.	He	 cites,	 for	 example,	 E.	 W.	 Silvertooth’s	 1989

‘Michelson–Morley’	experiment	with	a	revolving	laser	apparatus,	which	showed	that	the	wavelength	of
light	varies	with	its	direction,	and	which	also	registered	the	fact	that	the	solar	system	is	moving	towards
the	constellation	Leo.	But,	according	to	Einstein,	it	should	make	no	difference	if	you	measured	the	speed
of	light	on	a	roller	coaster	moving	at	10	million	miles	an	hour—all	reference	systems	should	give	exactly
the	same	result.
Einstein	went	on	to	create	the	General	Theory	of	Relativity,	in	which	gravity	is	regarded	as	a	warp	in

space.	 I	 have	 to	 admit	 that,	 as	 a	 teenager,	 I	 found	 it	 hard	 to	 understand	 this	 explanation,	 which	 was
apparently	proved	in	the	eclipse	of	1919	when	light	rays	were	shown	to	bend	in	the	sun’s	gravitational
field.	But,	 if	 light	 consists	 of	 particles	 as	well	 as	waves,	 I	 felt,	 that	 is	what	 you	would	 expect.	 I	was
gratified	to	find	that	Hotson	expresses	the	same	doubts.
After	 that,	 he	 moves	 on	 to	 zero-point	 energy.	 When	 Dirac’s	 mathematics	 appeared	 to	 reveal	 an

antiparticle	 called	 the	 positron,	 and	 it	 was	 subsequently	 detected	 in	 the	 laboratory,	 he	 suggested	 the
existence	of	a	great	sea	of	energy	pervading	empty	space—in	effect,	a	sea	of	‘shadow	electrons’.	Now
and	then,	something	boosts	the	energy	of	a	shadow	electron	so	it	becomes	real,	and	leaves	a	kind	of	hole
in	empty	space,	called	a	positron.
This	also	answered	the	question	of	why	electrons	do	not	 lose	all	 their	energy	and	collapse	in	on	the

nucleus	of	the	atom.	That	basic	level	is	already	occupied	by	this	vast	sea	of	energy.
Hotson	goes	on	to	cite	experiments	that	seem	to	show	that	Einstein	was	wrong	about	the	speed	of	light.

In	 1921,	 the	 physicist	Walter	 von	Nernst	 predicted	 that	 light	 should	 lose	 tiny	 amounts	 of	 energy	 to	 the
ether	 as	 it	 travelled	 through	 it.	And,	 a	 few	years	 later,	 Edwin	Hubble	 noticed	 that	 light	 from	 the	most
distant	 stars	 is	 redder	 than	 that	 from	 closer	 stars.	This	 ‘red	 shift’	 seemed	 to	 show	 that	 the	 stars	were
moving	away	at	a	tremendous	speed—the	most	distant	at	13	percent	of	the	speed	of	light.	It	looks	as	if	the
universe	was	 exploding.	But,	 if	Nernst	was	 correct,	 then	 light	 loses	 energy	naturally	 as	 it	 travels	 long
distances—particularly	through	‘empty	space’	that	is	seething	with	zero-point	energy.	As	Hotson	remarks,
if	your	mother	calls	you	out	of	the	window,	and	her	voice	sounds	faint,	you	do	not	assume	she	is	travelling
away	from	you:	you	assume	her	voice	is	attenuated	by	distance	or	the	wind.
So,	argues	Hotson,	the	whole	notion	of	the	Big	Bang	becomes	unnecessary.	Some	of	 the	‘background

hiss’	of	microwaves—particularly	the	higher	frequencies—that	astronomers	believed	to	be	a	remnant	of
the	Big	Bang	 can	 also	 be	 explained	 as	 a	 consequence	 of	 zero-point	 energy,	which	makes	 a	 hiss	 in	 all
microwave	receivers;	while,	in	a	book	called	The	Big	Bang	Never	Happened,	Eric	Lerner	points	out	that
cosmic	dust	and	microfilaments	of	plasma	absorb	and	retransmit	microwaves	at	a	lower	frequency.



On	 these	 basic	 assumptions,	 Hotson	 goes	 on	 to	 develop	 a	 bold	 theory	 of	 ‘virtual	 quantum	 reality’,
which	has	something	in	common	with	Bohm’s	idea	of	the	holographic	universe.	Unfortunately,	discussing
it	in	detail	would	take	up	more	space	than	I	have	available.
Since	Hotson	quoted	Hal	Puthoff	as	his	authority	on	zero-point	energy,	and	 I	had	corresponded	with

him	back	in	the	days	when	he	was	testing	Uri	Geller,	I	wrote	to	Hal	to	ask	for	his	paper	on	ZPE.	In	reply,
he	sent	me	a	dozen	or	so	papers	and	popular	articles	that	made	me	aware	that	I	had	been	absurdly	ignorant
of	an	important	development	in	modern	physics.
Quantum	theory	 led	physicists	 to	predict	 that	particles	would	arise	spontaneously	 in	 the	vacuum,	but

would	 disappear	 before	 they	 could	 violate	 the	 uncertainty	 principle.	 This	 continuous	 appearance	 and
disappearance	 of	 particles	 explains	 why	 the	 zero-point	 vacuum	 is	 often	 referred	 to	 as	 zero-point
fluctuation.
The	papers	answered	one	obvious	question:	is	there	any	proof	that	the	zero-point	energy	exists?	The

answer	 is	yes.	 If	 two	metal	plates	are	placed	very	close	 together,	 some	force	draws	 them	 into	contact.
This	is	because	many	waves	in	the	zero-point	vacuum	are	the	wrong	size	to	fit	between	the	plates,	so	the
radiation	 pressure	 outside	 is	 greater	 than	 inside,	 and	 pushes	 the	 plates	 together.	 It	 is	 known	 as	 ‘the
Casimir	force’.
The	physicist	Willis	Lamb	noted	another	effect	of	the	zero-point	energy.	When	electrons	jump	from	one

orbit	to	another,	it	shows	up	in	the	frequency	lines	of	the	spectrum.	Lamb	noted	a	slight	shift	in	frequency,
due	to	the	fact	that	electrons	were	‘jiggled’	slightly	in	their	orbit	by	zero-point	energy	(which	produces	a
kind	of	jitter—or	vibration).
In	 the	 early	 1980s,	 the	Soviet	 physicist	Andrei	 Sakharov	made	 the	 startling	 suggestion	 that	 the	ZPE

might	be	the	true	cause	of	gravity.	As	the	two	plates	are	drawn	together	by	the	Casimir	force,	it	looks	as	if
they	are	being	pulled	by	gravity.	In	Fundamentals	of	Quantum	Electronics	(1969),	Puthoff	writes:

A	particle	sitting	in	the	sea	of	electromagnetic	zero-point	fluctuations	develops	a	‘jitter’	motion	.
.	.	When	there	are	two	or	more	particles,	they	are	each	not	only	influenced	by	the	fluctuating
background	field,	but	also	by	the	fields	generated	by	the	other	particles,	all	similarly	undergoing
jitter	motion.	The	coupling	between	particles	due	to	these	fields	produces	the	attractive
gravitational	force.
Puthoff	went	on	 to	develop	the	mathematics	of	 the	notion	that	not	only	gravity,	but	also	 the	force	we

call	 inertia,	 is	due	 to	 the	 jitter	motion.	 Inertia	 is	 the	 tendency	of	 things	at	 rest	 to	 remain	at	 rest,	 and	of
things	in	motion	to	remain	in	motion.	You	experience	it	 if	you	try	 to	move	a	heavy	table,	which	takes	a
great	push	to	get	it	started.
We	take	that	so	much	for	granted	that	Galileo	was	the	first	to	notice	it.	But	Newton	realised	that	it	was

a	real	problem,	like	gravity.	It	is	easy	to	suppose	that	it	is	the	force	of	gravity	that	makes	it	hard	to	push	a
table,	but	that	cannot	be	so,	for	if	you	take	a	bucket	of	water,	and	swing	it	in	an	arc	above	your	head,	the
water	will	stay	in	the	bucket	even	though	gravity	should	pull	it	downward.	This	is	inertia.
In	1993,	Puthoff,	together	with	his	colleagues	Bernhard	Haisch	and	Alfonso	Rueda,	produced	a	paper

called	‘Inertia	as	a	zero-point	Lorentz	force’,	arguing	that	inertia	could	also	be	due	to	zero-point	energy,
which	resists	the	acceleration	of	energy	through	it.	It	came	to	the	attention	of	Arthur	C.	Clarke,	who	used



it	in	his	novel	3001	(1997),	in	which	interstellar	travel	is	accomplished	by	something	called	the	SHARP
drive,	the	letters	standing	for	Sakharov,	Haisch,	Rueda	and	Puthoff.	Clarke	explains	that	Puthoff	and	his
colleagues	answered	the	question,	‘What	gives	an	object	mass	(or	inertia)	so	that	it	requires	an	effort	to
start	it	moving?’	by	saying	that	both	inertia	and	gravitation	are	electromagnetic	phenomena	resulting	from
interaction	with	the	zero-point-energy	field.
One	zero-point-energy	theorist,	Timothy	Boyer,	has	even	developed	a	classical	version	of	zero-point-

energy	physics,	which	he	calls	stochastic	electrodynamics	(meaning	random),	and	has	reproduced	many
results	 so	 far	 thought	 to	 require	quantum	mechanics,	and	 is	 steadily	adding	new	ones.	So	 it	 looks	as	 if
quantum	theory	is	still	in	a	bewildering	state	of	flux,	and	that	anyone	who	dared	to	predict	where	it	would
go	next	would	be	insane.
If	 we	 look	 back	 to	 the	 science	 of	 the	 late	 nineteenth	 century,	 the	 present	 state	 of	 affairs	 seems

unbelievable.	Who	could	have	foreseen	that	so	much	chaos	could	spring	out	of	Planck’s	suggestion	that
energy	might	come	in	packets?	From	the	perspective	of	the	1890s,	it	looked	as	if	science	had	solved	most
of	the	major	problems	and	would	soon	clear	up	the	few	that	remained.	Geology	had	shown	that	Earth	was
millions	of	years	old,	and	the	theory	of	evolution	had	explained	how	man	came	on	the	scene.	The	cathode-
ray	tube	had	led	to	the	discovery	of	X-rays,	then	of	the	electron.	Hertz	had	discovered	radio	waves	and
Bell	invented	the	telephone.
All	this	explains	why	T.	H.	Huxley	felt	he	could	not	‘get	up	an	interest’	in	psychical	research;	it	seemed

totally	irrelevant.	Science	would	achieve	the	millennium	without	these	remnants	from	a	superstitious	past.
A	century	later,	scientists	were	still	inclined	to	dismiss	the	paranormal	as	a	superstition.	At	a	meeting

of	 the	 American	 Association	 for	 the	 Advancement	 of	 Science	 in	 1979,	 John	 Wheeler	 called	 for	 the
paranormal	researchers,	whom	he	called	‘pseudos’,	to	be	‘driven	out	of	the	temple	of	science’.	Yet	it	was
this	 same	John	Wheeler	who	suggested	 that	 the	universe	does	not	exist	until	we	observe	 it,	 and	whose
student	Hugh	Everett	argued	 that	 there	must	be	billions	of	parallel	universes—ideas	 that	Huxley	would
have	regarded	as	even	more	outrageous	than	a	belief	in	ghosts	and	spirits.
We	 have	 encountered	 this	 notion	 of	 parallel	 realities	 elsewhere	 in	 this	 book—such	 as	 Vallee’s

comment	that	‘the	UFOs	may	not	come	from	ordinary	space,	but	from	a	multiverse	which	is	all	around	us’,
or	Air	Marshall	Dowding’s	 suggestion	 that	UFOs	 ‘could	be	creations	of	 an	 invisible	world	coincident
with	the	space	of	our	physical	Earth	.	.	.’.	John	Keel	believes	that	UFOs	‘move	into	our	spatial	and	time
coordinates’	 by	 ‘gearing	 down	 from	 the	 higher	 frequencies’,	 and	 into	 our	 colour	 spectrum.	Again	 and
again,	there	is	the	suggestion	that	some	other	reality	exists	on	a	level	that	is	somehow	parallel	to	ours,	but
on	a	different	vibration	rate.
Now	 this	 suggestion	 was	 first	 made,	 as	 far	 as	 I	 know,	 by	 a	 retired	 Cambridge	 don	 named	 T.	 C.

Lethbridge,	 who	 had	 been	 keeper	 of	 the	 Anglo-Saxon	Antiquities	Museum.	As	 an	 archaeologist,	 Tom
Lethbridge	had	soon	recognised	the	curious	fact	that	a	dowsing	rod	can	not	only	detect	underground	water,
but	buried	artefacts.	This	sounds	absurd;	for	while	we	can	believe	that	our	bodies	possess	some	natural
device,	 inherited	 from	 our	 remote	 ancestors,	 for	 detecting	water,	 it	 is	 far	 harder	 to	 understand	why	 a
forked	twig	should	respond	to	solid	objects.	But	Lethbridge	found	that	it	did,	and	used	it	constantly	in	his



archaeological	work	for	detecting	potsherds,	bronze	artefacts	and	agricultural	implements.
He	also	found	that	a	pendulum—a	piece	of	string	with	some	sort	of	bob	at	the	end—would	do	just	as

well.	And,	when	he	retired	to	Devon	in	1957,	the	eccentric	old	lady	who	lived	next	door	told	him	that	the
pendulum	would	respond	to	different	substances	according	to	the	length	of	the	string.	Being	 incorrigibly
scientific	by	temperament,	he	lost	no	time	in	conducting	a	long	series	of	precise	experiments.
What	he	did	was	to	take	some	specific	substance—like	copper—and	dangle	over	it	a	pendulum	whose

string	was	wound	around	a	pencil,	and	could	be	 lengthened	or	shortened.	When	 the	 length	of	 the	string
reached	thirty	and	a	half	inches,	the	pendulum	went	into	a	circular	swing.	Silver	was	twenty-two	inches,
gold	twenty-nine,	tin	twenty-eight.	When	he	tried	it	in	his	back	yard,	it	soon	located	a	small	copper	tube.
He	discovered	that	truffles	respond	at	seventeen	inches,	and	used	it	to	locate	a	truffle	in	his	garden.
He	wondered	if	 these	various	substances	give	off	some	distinct	vibration,	which	is	picked	up	by	the

body,	like	a	radio	signal.	But	he	finally	came	to	agree	with	Sir	William	Barrett,	the	founder	of	the	Society
for	Psychical	Research,	and	Prof.	Charles	Richet,	another	eminent	psychical	researcher,	that	it	is	the	mind
of	the	searcher	to	which	the	pendulum	responds,	and	the	mind	that	somehow	‘picks	up’	the	substance	by
somehow	tuning	in	to	it.
Now	it	is	worth	pausing	to	look	at	this	a	little	more	closely.	I	am	not	a	particularly	good	dowser,	yet

even	I	know	that	a	dowsing	rod	or	pendulum	responds	as	precisely	as	an	ammeter	does	to	a	current.	Any
good	dowser	can	detect,	say,	coins	hidden	under	a	carpet.	What	is	more	odd	is	that,	if	he	places	a	mixture
of	copper	and	silver	coins	under	the	carpet,	he	can	pick	out	which	is	which;	if	he	‘tunes	in’	to	copper,	his
rod	will	ignore	the	silver	coins,	and	vice	versa.
Even	more	odd	is	the	ability	of	some	people	to	hold	an	object	in	their	hands	and	‘sense’	its	history.	It

was	 discovered	 (and	 exhaustively	 investigated)	 in	 the	 nineteenth	 century	 by	 Prof.	 Joseph	 Rodes
Buchanan,	who	labelled	it	‘psychometry’,	and	it	has	since	been	the	subject	of	hundreds	of	investigations
by	 paranormal	 researchers.	 This	 is	 obviously	 simply	 a	 more	 sophisticated	 version	 of	 the	 ability	 that
enables	a	dowser	to	respond	to	silver	or	copper	coins.[5]
Lethbridge	 soon	 realised	 that	 the	 pendulum	was	 simply	 responding	 to	 some	 unknown	 power	 of	 the

mind.	In	which	case,	it	ought	to	respond	to	thoughts	as	well	as	things.	He	tried	it,	thinking	clearly	of	such
notions	as	love,	anger,	jealousy,	even	evolution,	and	found	that	the	pendulum	again	responded	to	each	at	a
distinct	rate.	It	responded	to	‘death’	at	forty	inches,	which	seemed	to	be	the	pendulum’s	limit.
Sometimes,	several	substances—and	ideas—shared	the	same	vibrational	rate,	so	that	at	ten	inches	the

pendulum	 responded	 to	 graphite,	 milk,	 fire,	 the	 colour	 red	 and	 the	 direction	 east.	 But	 each	 item	 was
characterised	by	the	number	of	times	the	pendulum	gyrated	in	a	circle.
What	would	happen	if	he	extended	it	beyond	forty?	He	tried	and	found	that	 it	simply	started	all	over

again,	merely	 adding	 forty	 to	 all	 the	previous	 ‘rates’.	There	was	one	difference.	Held	 over	 a	 piece	 of
copper—for	 example—it	would	 not	 react	 directly	 above	 it,	 but	 slightly	 to	 one	 side.	Why?	 Lethbridge
speculated	that,	since	forty	was	the	‘rate’	for	death,	the	pendulum	might	be	registering	some	realm	beyond
death	where,	 for	 some	reason,	objects	 register	as	 slightly	displaced—like	a	pencil	appearing	bent	 in	a
glass	 of	water.	 (People	who	 have	 experienced	OBEs	 often	 report	 that	 they	 find	 themselves	 above	 and



slightly	to	one	side	of	their	bodies—as	in	the	case	of	Beth	Collings	mentioned	on	p.	214.	)
Beyond	 eighty	 inches,	 the	 same	 thing	happened.	All	 the	 rates	were	 repeated	 plus	 eighty.	 Lethbridge

concluded	 that	 there	 were	 probably	 any	 number	 of	 ‘parallel	 realities’	 which	 could	 be	 detected	 if	 the
pendulum	could	be	made	long	enough.
These	 realities,	Lethbridge	came	 to	believe,	exist	parallel	with	our	own.	They	are	around	us	all	 the

time,	but	undetectable	because	they	are	on	different	vibrational	rates.	He	cites	an	Indian	tribe	who	believe
that	invisible	people	live	among	us.
It	was	not	until	The	Legend	of	the	Sons	of	God,	the	last	of	the	ten	books	published	in	his	lifetime	(he

died	in	1971),	that	Lethbridge	wrote	about	UFOs.	He	had	seen	a	UFO	as	early	as	1931—a	typical	‘ball	of
light’;	driving	through	a	heavy	rainstorm,	he	glanced	down	a	lane,	and	saw	a	shining	disc	or	globe,	about
three	 feet	 across,	 descending	 towards	 the	 road.	 Since	 it	 was	 raining	 heavily,	 he	 drove	 on	 without
stopping.	 The	 reports	 of	 post-1947	 UFO	 sightings	 led	 him	 to	 conclude	 that	 Earth	 has	 probably	 been
visited	 by	 ‘aliens’	 in	 the	 remote	 past,	 although	 he	 speculated	 that	 they	 may	 have	 been	 from	 ‘another
dimension’,	 separated	 from	us	by	 its	vibration	 rate.	 (We	may	 recall	Linda	Porter’s	 comments	 to	Linda
Howe:	‘There	are	countless	different	worlds/dimensions	occupying	the	same	space	without	being	aware
of	one	another,	because	of	having	their	own	individual	octaves’.)
Lethbridge	knew	little	about	physics;	if	he	had,	he	would	have	realised	that	his	own	speculations	were

converging	 with	 those	 of	 modern	 science.	We	 now	 know	 that	 there	 is	 no	 such	 thing	 as	 matter—only
energy.	Zero-point-energy	theory	tells	us	that	there	is	no	such	thing	as	empty	space,	only	surging	tides	of
energy.	But	quantum	theory	tells	us	that	there	is	one	more	vital	component	in	the	universe,	mind,	and	that
mind	seems	to	be	able	to	somehow	freeze	waves	into	particles,	or	energy	into	matter.	Mind	does	not	seem
to	be	part	of	the	energy	system,	but	somehow	separate	from	it	and	above	it,	as	indicated	by	the	fact	that
Lethbridge	found	that	the	pendulum	responded	to	different	vibration	rates,	but	that,	where	an	abstraction
was	concerned,	he	had	to	clearly	envisage	it	in	his	mind	before	the	pendulum	responded.	His	unconscious
mind	 was	 reaching	 out	 and	 looking	 for	 something,	 and,	 when	 it	 had	 found	 it,	 caused	 his	 muscles	 to
respond	and	the	pendulum	or	dowsing	rod	to	move.
In	the	same	way,	when	he	was	dowsing	for	archaeological	artefacts	with	a	dowsing	rod,	the	rod	would

respond	to	what	he	was	looking	for,	and	not	to	other	things.	It	was	the	mind	that	selected,	then	tuned	in,	to
the	vibration,	just	as	a	radio	tunes	in	to	a	station.
This	also	implies	that	human	beings	are	continually	bathed	in	moving	tides	of	energies,	which	they	can

select,	and,	to	some	extent,	control.
We	have	all	noticed	how	some	people	leave	us	feeling	drained,	while	others	seem	to	revitalise	us;	this

seems	to	indicate	that,	without	even	being	aware	of	it,	human	beings	can	exert	some	kind	of	unconscious
control	over	vital	energies,	and	possess	some	of	the	powers	once	attributed	to	vampires.
So	even	our	science	 is	beginning	to	point	 towards	a	strange	new	conception	of	 the	universe:	as	vast

tides	 of	 energy,	 inhabited	 by	minds	 that	 can	 tune	 in	 to	 it,	 and	 exert	 some	 control	 over	 it.	 This	 energy
somehow	carries	information,	which	explains	how	a	psychometrist	can	‘sense’	the	history	of	an	object.
It	 is	 clear	 that	 modern	 man	 has	 almost	 no	 conception	 of	 his	 power	 to	 tune	 in	 to	 these	 energies.



Thousands	 of	 years	 of	 left-brain	 dominance	 have	 left	 him	 completely	 out	 of	 touch	with	 them.	And	 the
extraordinary	growth	of	science	and	 technology	has	encouraged	a	feeling	 that	he	 is	merely	a	pawn	in	a
game	that	is	too	big	for	him	to	understand.	In	the	meantime,	our	culture	has	developed	an	overwhelmingly
pessimistic	tinge	which	has	been	characteristic	of	the	past	two	centuries.
Now	it	so	happens	that	this	was	the	starting	point	of	my	own	work.	The	Outsider	(1956)	was	about	the

number	of	men	of	genius	in	the	nineteenth	century	who	committed	suicide	or	died	of	illnesses	induced	by
‘discouragement’.	The	reason	was	obvious.	They	would	experience	moods	in	which	the	whole	universe
seemed	glorious,	and	in	which	they	felt	that	life	could	be	a	continuous	ecstasy.	Then	they	would	wake	up
the	next	morning,	and	wonder	what	on	Earth	it	had	all	been	about.	And,	since	reality	was	very	obviously
cold,	 hard	 and	 problematic,	 they	 would	 conclude	 that	 the	 vision	 had	 been	 an	 illusion,	 and	 sink	 into
depression.
What	was	happening	was	that	in	these	‘moments	of	vision’	they	were	experiencing	the	universe	as	pure

energy,	the	energy	that	excites	us	in	Shelley’s	‘Ode	to	the	West	Wind’	or	in	the	poetry	of	Goethe:
Es	schäumt	das	Meer	in	breiten	Fliissen
Am	tie	fen	Grund	der	Felsen	auf,
Und	Fels	and	Meer	wird	fortgerrisen
In	ewig	schnellem	Sphärenlauf.
And	all	the	towering	cliffs	among
In	spreading	streams	upfoams	the	ocean,
And	cliffs	and	sea	are	whirled	along,

With	circling	orbs	in	ceaseless	motion.[6]
It	is	the	energy	that	excites	us	in	the	music	of	Wagner	or	in	Van	Gogh’s	painting	The	Starry	Night.	Van

Gogh	enables	us	to	see	the	essence	of	the	tragedy.	In	the	later	painting,	we	can	see	that	he	is	experiencing
this	 overwhelming	 sense	 of	 universal	 energy—the	 grass	 and	 trees	 and	 even	 buildings	 seem	 to	 surge
upward	like	flames.	Yet	after	these	visions	he	came	back	to	a	world	of	endless	financial	anxiety,	and	the
feeling	that	he	was	a	burden	on	his	brother	and	sister-in-law.	This	is	why	he	killed	himself,	and	left	a	note
saying,	‘Misery	will	never	end’.	The	vision	seemed	a	lie.
What	is	more,	science	told	him	it	was	a	lie.	Huxley	and	Haeckel	and	Tyndall	and	the	rest	assured	the

romantics	that	the	world	could	be	explained	in	completely	material	terms,	and	that	mind	is	a	product	of
matter,	in	the	same	way	as	fire	is	a	product	of	combustion.
Contemporary	scientists	like	Richard	Dawkins	and	Stephen	Hawking	tell	us	the	same	thing.	The	absurd

thing	is	 that	science	 itself	 tells	us	 the	opposite.	It	 tells	us	 that	 the	universe	 is	not	made	of	matter	but	of
vibrations	of	energy,	and	 that	mind	seems	 to	have	some	 incomprehensible	 role	 in	determining	how	this
energy	reveals	itself.
It	seems	incredible	that	no	one	so	far	has	noticed	it.	But	modern	science	is	telling	us	that	the	vision	of

the	nineteenth-century	romantics	was	true,	and	that	their	notion	that	matter	is	cold,	hard	and	unyielding	is
untrue.	Goethe,	Wagner,	Van	Gogh	and	the	rest	were	sensing	the	underlying	reality	of	the	universe.
Unfortunately,	they	did	not	know	this.	It	seemed	to	 them	quite	simply	 that	 their	visions	of	affirmation

were	illusions,	and	this	thought	plunged	them	into	depression.	The	result	was	a	mood	of	self-pity,	which



became	the	main	theme	of	much	of	the	most	typical	poetry	and	art	of	the	1890s.	In	the	twentieth	century,
self-pity	 developed	 into	 a	 stoical	 ‘realism’	 that	 was	 based	 upon	 acceptance	 of	 human	 weakness	 and
vulnerability,	 and	which	 culminated	 in	 the	work	 of	writers	 like	Graham	Greene,	William	Golding	 and
Samuel	 Beckett—the	 last	 of	 these	 epitomising	 the	 notion	 that	 human	 life	 is	 totally	 pointless	 and
meaningless.
All	this	is	understandable.	To	Goethe	and	Shelley	and	Wagner	and	Van	Gogh	and	Nietzsche,	it	seemed

that	 their	vision	of	surging	energy	was	contradicted	by	 the	brute	 force	of	matter.	Now	we	know	 this	 is
untrue.	That	vision	of	universal	energy,	and	of	the	mind’s	power	to	enter	into	creative	interaction	with	it,
is	an	accurate	perception	of	the	underlying	reality.
It	 also	 enables	 us	 to	 understand	why	 dowsing	 and	 psychometry	 seem	 to	work.	 The	 energies	 of	 the

universe	have	been	‘stamped’	with	meanings	by	previous	events,	and	some	part	of	our	mind	has	the	power
to	 decode	 these	 meanings.	 The	 sense	 of	 meaninglessness	 that	 seems	 such	 a	 typical	 part	 of	 everyday
experience—particularly	when	we	are	tired	or	depressed—is	an	illusion,	due	to	the	superficial	nature	of
everyday	consciousness.	To	look	for	‘meaning’	with	everyday	consciousness	is	like	going	to	an	art	gallery
and	trying	to	appreciate	the	pictures	through	a	pair	of	binoculars.
The	 philosophers	 who	 take	 this	 meaninglessness	 as	 their	 starting	 point—Schopenhauer,	 Heidegger,

Sartre,	Foucault,	Derrida—are	quite	simply	wrong.	The	most	urgent	necessity	at	the	moment	is	to	create	a
new	philosophy	based	upon	the	recognition	of	underlying	meaning.
Now	 let	us	 look	again	at	 the	problem	of	UFOs	 from	 the	 standpoint	of	 this	new	understanding	of	 the

nature	of	reality.
It	explains,	to	begin	with,	some	of	their	paradoxical	behaviour:	their	ability	to	appear	out	of	nowhere,

to	defy	the	laws	of	inertia	by	changing	direction	at	tremendous	speeds,	to	disappear	in	one	part	of	the	sky
and	reappear	simultaneously	in	another.	Our	chief	mistake	lies	in	thinking	of	UFOs	as	craft	like	our	own
space	probes	when	all	the	evidence	suggests	that	they	are	unknown	energy	forms.
And	what	 about	 the	 entities	who	 control	 them?	We	have	 seen	 again	 and	 again	 how	 those	who	 have

experienced	‘close	encounters’	have	felt	that	their	powers	far	surpass	our	own.	Human	beings	seem	to	be
as	 helpless	 in	 their	 hands	 as	 babies.	 They	 can	 apparently	 make	 us	 do	 what	 they	 like,	 then	 wipe	 the
memory	 clean.	 Yet	 although	 encounters	 with	 them	 can	 be	 downright	 unpleasant,	 there	 seems	 to	 be	 a
general	agreement	 that	 they	are	not	malevolent	or	hostile.	They	simply	 seem	 to	 regard	us	as	we	would
regard	Neanderthals.
But	one	thing	ought	by	now	to	be	clear.	It	is	not	they	who	see	us	as	Neanderthals:	it	is	we	who	regard

ourselves	as	Neanderthals	compared	with	them.	If	 this	book	has	 tried	 to	make	one	 thing	clear,	 it	 is	 that
human	beings	possess	powers	of	which	they	are	unaware.
So,	from	the	point	of	view	of	the	UFO	entities,	the	human	race	is	a	species	that	is	about	to	make	the

transition	to	a	state	that	our	visitors	have	already	reached.	I	would	argue	that	the	evidence	suggests	that
their	purpose	is	to	help	us	to	make	that	transition.
We	may	note	Brian	O’Leary’s	comment	that	‘through	their	experiences,	an	ever	increasing	number	of

people	are	telling	us	we	are	on	a	collision	course	with	a	destiny	far	beyond	our	conscious	minds’,	and



Vallee’s	conclusion	that	UFO	phenomena	‘have	had	an	impact	on	a	part	of	the	human	mind	we	have	not
discovered’.	He	goes	on	to	suggest	that	the	phenomena	are	‘one	of	the	ways	through	which	an	alien	form
of	intelligence	of	incredible	complexity	is	communicating	with	us	symbolically’.
Again,	we	have	also	seen,	in	an	earlier	chapter,	how	Hawkins	has	predicted	that	man	is	on	the	point	of

a	new	‘mindstep	to	the	cosmos’.	Mindstep	1	 towards	understanding	his	universe	was	mythology.	Mind-
step	 2	 was	 early	 astronomy.	Mindstep	 3	 was	 the	 Copernican	 revolution,	 aided	 by	 the	 printing	 press.
Mindstep	4	was	the	modern	space	age,	with	its	attempt	at	a	‘theory	of	everything’.	And	the	next	mindstep,
Hawkins	 speculates,	 could	 be	 a	 new	 technology	 for	 exploring	 the	 universe,	 or	 a	 contact	 with
extraterrestrial	civilisations.
But	if	these	aliens	are	really	extraterrestrials,	or	even	interdimensionals	from	parallel	worlds,	why	do

they	not	tilt	the	balance	by	making	their	presence	known	so	positively	that	no	one	could	doubt	it?
None	 of	 the	 ufologists	 I	 have	 quoted	 in	 this	 book	 has	 addressed	 this	 question—except	 for	 the

occasional	hint	that	downright	interference	in	human	affairs	is	somehow	‘not	allowed’.	But	why	not?	And
not	allowed	by	whom?
One	of	the	few	plausible	attempts	to	answer	these	questions	was	made	by	the	novelist	Ian	Watson,	best

known	for	his	 tour	 de	 force,	The	Embedding	 (1973),	which	 has	 claims	 to	 be	 one	 of	 the	 best	 science-
fiction	novels	ever	written.	But	his	Miracle	Visitors	displays	a	grasp	of	the	UFO	phenomenon	that	reveals
someone	who	not	merely	studied	it,	but	has	tried	to	find	an	answer	to	the	mystery.
The	 central	 character	 is	 a	 professor	 of	 psychology	 named	 Deacon,	 who	 has	 edited	 a	 book	 on	 the

subject	of	consciousness.	One	of	his	students,	Michael	Peacocke,	has	seen	a	UFO	on	a	Yorkshire	moor,
and	experienced	 ‘missing	 time’.	Under	 hypnosis,	Michael	 recalls	 being	 taken	on	board	 and	 induced	 to
have	sex	with	a	blonde	alien,	who	introduces	herself	as	Loova.	One	of	the	aliens	tells	him	that	they	are
from	a	planet	called	Ulro.	Deacon	happens	to	know	that	Loova	and	Ulro	can	be	found	in	William	Blake’s
prophetic	books,	and	assumes	that	Michael’s	abduction	is	simply	an	expression	of	his	unconscious	sexual
urges.
Weird	events	ensue,	most	of	them	based	on	actual	reports.	The	professor’s	dog	is	beheaded.	Michael’s

girlfriend	 has	 a	 terrifying	 encounter	 with	 an	 alien,	 followed	 by	 a	 visit	 from	men	 in	 black,	 and	 has	 a
nervous	breakdown.	An	Egyptian	mystic	has	an	encounter	with	Khidr,	Master	of	the	Saints,	also	known	as
the	Green	Man.	Later,	Michael	has	further	UFO	encounters	which	culminate	in	a	visit	to	an	alien	base	on
the	far	side	of	the	moon,	accompanied	by	Deacon	and	an	American	investigator.
The	climax	of	the	novel	occurs	after	the	three	have	returned	to	Earth,	and	are	separated	in	the	Mojave

Desert	of	California.	There	Deacon	also	encounters	the	Green	Man,	and	has	a	mystical	revelation	about
evolution:

For	all	these	inaccessibilities	caused	a	fierce	suction	towards	even	higher	patterns	of
organisation,	towards	higher	comprehension.	So	molecules	became	long-chain	molecules,	and
these	became	replicating	cells	that	transmitted	information	.	.	.	till	mind	evolved,	a	higher	mind.
The	universe,	he	realised,	was	an	immense	simulation:	of	itself,	by	itself.	It	was	a	registering

of	itself,	a	progressive	observation	of	itself	from	ever	higher	points	of	view.	Each	higher	order
was	inaccessible	to	the	lower	order,	yet	each	lower	order	was	drawn	towards	the	higher—teased



by	the	suction	of	the	higher.
(Watson,	The	Miracle	Visitors,	1973)

Absorbed	into	this	higher	order,	Deacon	suddenly	becomes	aware	that	it	was	he	who	cut	off	his	dog’s
head,	failing	to	recognise	that	his	touch	could	be	fatal.	He	was	the	blonde	woman	who	seduced	Michael.
He	was	the	alien	who	caused	Michael’s	girlfriend	to	have	a	nervous	breakdown.
As	to	why	UFOs	do	not	interfere	more	directly:
There	was	a	plus	and	minus	factor	at	work	too,	he	saw.	When	you	inject	a	higher-order
knowledge,	something	must	change	within	the	lower-order	reality	or	be	lost	to	it,	to	compensate.
The	trick	was	to	make	the	loss	the	least	negative	one	possible—to	create	merely	mystery,	not
damage.	UFO	intrusions	all	too	often	scared	the	wits	out	of	people,	maimed	them,	slew	animals,
stole	flesh	and	blood.	‘You	had	to	pay	the	Devil	.	.	.’.	But	really,	the	UFO	wisdom	was	an
awareness	of	the	universe	thinking	itself,	causing	itself,	evolving	itself.
‘To	create	merely	mystery,	not	damage’.	In	other	words,	the	mystery	is	essential,	to	open	up	the	way	to

the	perception	of	higher-order	knowledge.	More	positive	intervention	would	be	self-defeating,	since	the
aim	 is	 to	 persuade	 human	 beings	 to	 take	 the	 crucial	 step	 themselves.	 Every	 schoolteacher	 knows	 that
education	can	achieve	its	real	purpose	only	by	making	the	pupil	want	to	learn.	The	aim	is	to	lure	free	will
into	expressing	itself	and	recognising	its	own	existence.
An	equally	striking	view	of	‘UFO	reality’	has	been	expressed	by	Ralph	Noyes,	a	vice	president	of	the

Society	for	Psychical	Research	and	the	editor	of	one	of	the	first	books	on	crop	circles,	in	a	novel	called	A
Secret	Property	(1985).	Noyes	was	a	high-ranking	civil	servant,	and	the	novel	reflects	his	knowledge	of
the	workings	of	government.	Set	 in	 the	Cold	War	era,	 it	 concerns	attempts	by	 the	Russian	and	Western
governments	 to	 make	 use	 of	 psychics	 for	 military	 purposes.	 It	 is	 based	 on	 the	 notion	 that	 Earth	 is
surrounded	not	only	by	what	Teilhard	de	Chardin	called	the	biosphere—the	living	envelope	of	life—but
by	a	‘psychosphere’,	an	envelope	of	supersensible	realities.

Whipped	up	into	local	vortices,	[the	psychosphere]	whirled	saucer	djinns	into	the	innocent	lives
of	a	farmer	in	the	Brazilian	uplands,	a	housewife	on	the	outskirts	of	Buenos	Aires,	a	couple	of
vacationing	Americans	in	Venezuela.	It	had	not	quite	reached	the	force	at	which	it	would	turn
them	into	the	blue-electric	torches	of	spontaneous	combustion.	It	merely	singed	their	hair,
arrested	their	vehicles,	sucked	them	into	saucer	visions,	gouged	up	the	Earth	into	traces	which
would	remain,	for	ever,	not	quite	evidential	enough	for	a	court	of	law.
Noyes	 is	 suggesting	 that	 UFO	 phenomena	may	 not	 always	 be	 deliberately	 engineered:	 they	may	 be

meteorological	 eruptions	 from	 the	 psychosphere.	 He	 is	 also	 suggesting	 that	 spontaneous	 human
combustion	may	also	be	one	of	its	manifestations.	The	psychosphere,	Noyes	feels,	is	a	realm	whose	laws
we	do	not	even	begin	to	understand.
Another	English	writer,	Patrick	Harpur,	believes	that	behind	our	material	reality	there	is	a	‘daimonic

reality’,	and,	in	a	book	of	that	title	(1994),	he	argues	that	UFO	phenomena	can	be	understood	only	in	the
same	terms	as	apparitions,	fairies,	religious	visions	and	the	‘other	world’	of	the	shamans.	His	thesis	has
much	 in	 common	with	 Vallee’s	Passport	 to	Magonia,	 but	 draws	 its	 evidence	 from	 a	 wider	 range	 of
examples,	 and	argues	 that	 the	underlying	 reality	of	 the	universe	 is	what	Plato	called	anima	mundi,	 the
soul	of	the	world.



In	1992,	in	an	article	for	a	Japanese	magazine,	I	had	made	my	own	attempt	to	formulate	an	answer	to
the	problem:

More	than	twenty	years	of	psychical	research	have	led	me	to	the	conclusion	that	there	is	a
‘psychic	reality’	which	runs	parallel	to	our	physical	reality.	Ghosts,	demons,	poltergeists,	fairies,
even	‘vampires’,	are	incursions	from	this	‘other	reality’	into	our	own.	Like	the	human	race,	the
denizens	of	this	other	realm	probably	change	and	evolve,	so	their	methods	of	drawing	attention	to
themselves	also	change	and	evolve.
In	ancient	times,	there	were	simply	ghosts,	believed	to	be	spirits	of	the	dead.	In	the	Middle

Ages	came	poltergeists.	In	the	17th	century	there	were	vampires.	In	the	19th	century,	there	were
all	kinds	of	‘spirit	communicators’.	In	the	second	half	of	the	20th	century	there	are	UFOs.	In	the
21st	century,	there	will	probably	be	some	new	wave	of	‘strange	phenomena’	which	at	present	we
cannot	even	imagine.
Do	these	phenomena	have	a	‘purpose?’	That	is	impossible	to	say;	but	one	thing	is	very	clear:

that	their	effect	is	to	remind	human	beings	that	their	material	world	is	not	the	only	reality.	We	are
surrounded	by	mystery	that	cannot	be	understood	in	terms	of	scientific	materialism.	If	psychic
phenomena	have	a	purpose,	it	is	to	wake	us	up	from	our	‘dogmatic	slumber’,	and	galvanise	us	to
evolve	a	higher	form	of	consciousness.
The	only	sentence	with	which	I	would	now	take	issue	is	the	one	about	the	twenty-first	century,	which

implies	 that	UFOs	 are	 simply	 another	 type	 of	 psychic	 phenomenon	 from	 this	 ‘parallel	 reality’.	Now	 I
would	say	that	their	purpose	is	not	simply	to	remind	us	that	the	material	world	is	not	the	only	reality,	but
to	draw	us	by	a	kind	of	suction	into	consciousness	of	another	kind	of	reality.
Imagine	that	you	are	a	Martian,	or	a	being	from	another	star	system,	and	that	you	are	paying	a	visit	to

Earth	to	check	on	the	green	planet’s	evolution.	Your	predecessors	had	noted	the	progress	of	this	upright,
humanoid	creature,	so	much	more	intelligent	than	his	nearest	relative,	the	ape.	But	the	real	distinction	is
that	these	humans	are	religious.	All	living	creatures	have	a	vague	perception	of	a	supernatural	realm,	but
man’s	perception	means	that	he	sees	the	world	around	him	peopled	with	spirits.	Mountains	fill	him	with	a
sense	of	awe;	so	do	lakes	and	forests.	There	is	no	evidence	that	gorillas	or	horses	feel	that	way.
When	 the	 cosmic	 expedition	 reaches	 Earth	 (about	 a	 hundred	 thousand	 years	 ago),	 its	 scientists	 are

pleased	 to	 discover	 that	 the	 most	 intelligent	 creature	 on	 the	 planet	 is	 a	 type	 of	 man	 that	 we	 call
Neanderthal	(after	the	valley	in	Germany	where	his	skull	was	later	discovered).	Neanderthal	is	small,	and
prefers	to	live	in	caves.	He	is	known	to	eat	his	own	kind—not	for	food,	but	because	he	thinks	he	takes	on
the	vitality	of	his	enemy.	He	has	strong	family	feelings,	and	takes	care	of	old	and	infirm	members	of	the
tribe.	Above	all,	he	worships	the	dead,	whom	he	buries	with	elaborate	ritual	involving	woven	carpets	of
flowers.	And,	because	the	red	clay	called	ochre	is	the	colour	of	blood	(due	to	iron	oxide),	he	holds	it	in
the	same	high	regard	as	we	feel	for	gold.	In	fact,	he	mines	it	from	the	ground—with	appropriate	rituals	to
propitiate	 the	mountain	 gods—and	 later	 reseals	 it	with	more	 apologies	 to	 the	 gods.	 But,	 although	 one
variety	of	Neanderthal	hunts	with	the	bow	and	arrow,	he	is	not	deeply	intelligent.	His	lack	of	organisation
is	revealed	in	his	cave	dwellings,	which	are	piled	high	with	bones	and	other	refuse.	His	brain	is	large—
far	larger	than	modern	man’s—probably	because	his	social	life	is	so	rich	and	complex;	but	he	cannot	be
said	to	use	it	much.



Sixty	thousand	years	later,	the	Martians	pay	us	another	routine	visit.	This	time,	things	look	much	more
promising.	The	gentle,	bumbling	Neanderthal	has	been	driven	out	by	a	newcomer	who	is	more	aggressive,
and,	in	one	vital	respect,	more	intelligent.	This	is	our	ancestor,	Cro-Magnon	man,	whose	emergence	has
been	so	swift	that	the	space	visitors	wonder	if	some	previous	expedition	has	been	experimenting	with	a
little	genetic	engineering.
What	is	so	fascinating	about	this	new	man	is	that	he	has	taken	the	one	vital	step	that	makes	him	truly

human,	and	discovered	science.	Of	course,	we	would	not	call	it	science,	but	‘magic’,	for	his	shamans	play
a	vital	role	in	his	hunting	activities:	they	make	drawings	of	bison,	deer	and	other	animals	on	the	walls	of
his	caves,	then	perform	a	ritual	which	involves	dressing	up	in	a	deer	skin	with	antlers,	and	leading	a	ritual
dance.	Oddly	enough,	 this	actually	works,	removing	a	great	deal	of	 the	element	of	chance	from	hunting.
(Lethbridge	would	say	that	the	shaman	was	simply	locating	the	prey	through	some	form	of	divination;	but
Cro-Magnon	man	undoubtedly	believed	he	was	drawing	the	prey	into	an	ambush,	and	he	may	have	been
right.)	This	is	why	the	Cro-Magnon	population	has	increased	in	size,	and	why	our	ancestor	has	displaced
the	Neanderthals.
We	can	see	that	what	was	so	important	was	that	Cro-Magnon	man	had	developed	a	new	attitude	to	life.

Animals	feel	helpless	and	vulnerable,	accepting	their	lot	and	making	no	effort	to	escape	it.	They	are	not
even	capable	of	the	thought	of	controlling	the	world	around	them.	But	this	new	type	of	man	believed	that
his	 shamans	had	miraculous	powers,	 and	 could	 intercede	directly	with	 the	gods.	The	 shamans—as	we
would	 expect—had	 become	 their	 tribal	 chieftains.	 So	 Cro-Magnon	 man	 no	 longer	 had	 the	 sheeplike
acceptance	of	his	destiny	that	characterised	Neanderthal.	He	was	beginning	to	develop	the	feeling	that	H.
G.	Wells	caught	in	the	phrase,	‘If	you	don’t	like	your	life	you	can	change	it’.
This	 looks	 so	promising	 that	 the	visitors	begin	making	more	 frequent	 checks,	 and	even	offer	 a	 little

occasional	 instruction.	 (The	 humans,	 of	 course,	 regard	 them	 as	 gods.)	 But	 when	 they	 return	 about
seventeen	thousand	years	ago,	and	discover	that	civilisation	is	beginning	to	flourish,	they	become	aware
of	a	new	problem.	These	simple	people	are	not	yet	ready	for	civilisation.	And	this	 is	due	to	a	 law	that
might	 be	 called	 the	 Law	 of	 Complication,	 which	 states	 that	 success	 brings	 expansion,	 and	 expansion
brings	complication.	When	 that	 happens,	 life	 loses	 its	 spontaneity,	 and	becomes	 an	 endless,	 exhausting
struggle	against	complication.	The	same	problem	would	 later	cause	 the	downfall	of	 the	Persian	and	 the
Roman	Empires.
What	has	almost	certainly	happened	is	that	their	shamans	have	achieved	such	power	that	small	tribes

have	been	 absorbed	by	 large	ones,	 and	 ‘civilisation’	 (which	means	 literally	 ‘citification’)	 has	become
inevitable.	But	since	 it	 is	still	based	on	religion	and	magic,	and	 its	 leaders	are	not	 ready	for	such	full-
scale	expansion,	the	experiment	is	doomed	to	failure.	There	is	evidence	to	suggest	that,	in	fact,	it	ended
with	a	geological	catastrophe	which	scattered	the	survivors	all	over	the	world—particularly	to	Egypt	and
South	America.[7]
The	 next	 attempt	 at	 civilisation,	 beginning	 about	 twelve	 thousand	 years	 ago,	 is	 altogether	 more

successful.	Man	rediscovered	agriculture,	built	cities,	and	developed	writing.	Ancient	Egypt	was	the	most
successful	 civilisation	 so	 far,	 and	 this	was	 largely	due	 to	 its	obsession	with	 religion,	 as	well	 as	 to	 its



fortunate	geographical	position,	with	mountains	on	 three	 sides	 to	defend	 it	 from	enemies.	 It	was	 rather
like	an	enormous	village,	whose	ends	are	connected	by	the	Nile,	and	its	hierarchical	structure,	with	the
pharaoh	 regarded	 as	 a	 god,	 and	 the	 priests	 as	 its	 aristocracy,	 created	 the	 highest	 level	 of	 peace	 and
prosperity	humankind	has	ever	known.
This	could	not	last.	Even	in	2000	BC,	the	modern	world	was	moving	too	fast	for	a	theocracy.
At	some	point	in	history,	man	became	a	‘left	brainer’—that	is,	the	rational	part	of	the	brain	became	the

dominant	 hemisphere,	 relegating	 the	 intuitive	 part	 to	 a	 supporting	 role.	Julian	 Jaynes,	 in	 his	 book	The
Origin	of	Consciousness	in	the	Breakdown	of	the	Bicameral	Mind	(1976),	has	suggested	a	fairly	precise
date—around	1250	BC.	Jaynes	believes	that,	during	the	tremendous	wars	that	convulsed	the	Middle	East
after	 2000	 BC,	 human	 beings	 were	 forced	 to	 acquire	 a	 new	 ruthlessness	 and	 efficiency	 in	 order	 to
survive.	He	believes	that	this	‘change	of	mind’	came	about	in	Mesopotamia.	Kings	up	to	this	point	were
regarded	as	gods,	and	carvings	show	them	sitting	on	a	throne	beside	the	god.	But	a	carving	of	1250	BC
shows	the	Assyrian	king	Tukulti-Ninurti	kneeling	in	front	of	the	empty	throne	of	the	god.	Man	is	suddenly
trapped	in	the	left	brain,	and	has	lost	 touch	with	the	divine.	A	cuneiform	text	of	 the	period	contains	 the
lines:

One	who	has	no	god,	as	he	walks	along	the	street
Headache	envelops	him	like	a	garment.

Jaynes	may	 or	may	 not	 be	 correct	 about	when	 it	 happened.	 I	 am	 inclined	 to	 suspect	 that	 left-brain
awareness	developed	slowly	and	inevitably	with	the	coming	of	the	cities.	What	matters	is	that	it	always
produces	the	same	effect.	When	the	logical	brain	operates	without	the	backup	of	its	intuitive	companion,
life	loses	its	richness,	and	we	become	subject	to	irritability	and	tension.
But	 that	brings	a	certain	compensation.	Since	 the	 left	brain’s	purpose	 is	 to	‘cope’	with	everyday	life

and	 ‘scan’	 it	 for	problems,	 the	narrower	 left-brain	awareness	permits	 long	periods	of	concentration	on
small	things.	And	concentration	on	small	things	is	the	foundation	of	science	and	technology.	In	due	course,
these	became	the	foundation	of	modern	civilisation.
But	 left-brain	 awareness	 has	 one	 enormous	 drawback.	 Being	 limited	 and	 obsessive,	 it	 narrows	 the

range	of	consciousness.	When	we	are	happy	and	relaxed	(that	is,	in	a	‘right-brain’	state),	we	have	a	sense
of	 ‘meanings	 beyond’	 the	 present	moment.	When	we	 are	 trapped	 in	 left-brain	 awareness,	 we	 lose	 all
sense	of	‘meanings	beyond’.	We	feel	that	this—the	present	moment—is	all	there	is.
So	our	cosmic	visitors	would	have	noted	that	the	human	race	has	entered	a	kind	of	spiritual	cul-de-sac,

an	 evolutionary	 dead	 end.	 Left-brain	 dominance	 would	 lead	 to	 technological	 achievement	 and	 the
‘conquest	of	nature’.	But	it	would	also	lead	to	a	vague	sense	of	frustration	and	dissatisfaction,	since	we
know	instinctively	that	technological	achievement	is	not	the	real	purpose	of	life.
Unfortunately,	 our	 blinkered	 left-brain	 awareness	 can	 see	 no	 other	 purpose.	Driven	 on	 by	 its	 own

momentum,	 it	 has	 achieved	 immense	 technological	 development,	 and	 the	 problems	 that	 go	 with	 it—
overpopulation,	the	endless	proliferation	of	cities,	and	pollution	of	the	environment.
But	 these	 are	 only	 the	 symptoms.	 Our	 visitors	 would	 be	 able	 to	 understand	 the	 deep,	 underlying

problem:	that,	when	the	left	brain	feels	there	is	nothing	to	‘scan’,	it	tends	to	sink	into	a	kind	of	hypnosis.
We	call	it	‘boredom’,	but	it	 is	more	than	that.	It	 is	a	kind	of	 judgment	on	the	universe,	a	feeling	that	no



effort	is	worth	making.
The	odd	thing	is	that,	when	we	are	galvanised	by	a	sense	of	emergency,	it	suddenly	becomes	obvious

that	 it	 is	perfectly	easy	 to	concentrate	our	energies.	Hans	Keller,	 the	 former	head	of	BBC	music,	 once
described	how,	in	prewar	Germany,	when	he	was	in	danger	of	being	arrested	and	sent	to	a	concentration
camp,	he	prayed:	‘Oh	God,	let	me	get	out	of	Germany,	and	I	swear	I’ll	never	be	unhappy	again’.	It	seemed
obvious	 that,	 once	 this	 crisis	was	 behind	 him,	 he	 could	 be	 happy	 all	 the	 time.	And	Graham	Greene’s
‘whiskey	priest’,	in	The	Power	and	the	Glory,	suddenly	recognises,	as	he	stands	before	a	firing	squad,
‘how	easy	it	would	have	been	to	be	a	saint’.	Dr.	Johnson	went	 to	 the	heart	of	 the	matter	when	he	said,
‘When	a	man	knows	he	is	to	be	hanged	in	a	fortnight,	it	concentrates	his	mind	wonderfully’.
Why	is	it	so	hard	to	keep	the	mind	concentrated,	and	to	live	up	to	our	good	resolutions?	The	problem	is

the	basically	mechanical	nature	of	 left-brain	consciousness.	We	have	a	kind	of	 robot	servant	who	does
things	for	us:	we	 learn	 to	 type	or	drive	a	car,	painfully	and	consciously,	 then	our	robot	 takes	over,	and
does	it	far	more	quickly	and	efficiently.	Because	man	is	the	most	complex	creature	on	Earth,	he	is	forced
to	rely	on	his	robot	far	more	than	other	animals.	The	result	is	that,	whenever	he	gets	tired,	the	robot	takes
over.	For	the	modern	city	dweller,	most	of	his	everyday	living	is	done	by	the	robot.	This	is	why	it	takes	an
emergency	to	concentrate	the	mind	‘wonderfully’,	and	why	we	forget	so	quickly.
The	 problem	 of	 living	 with	 permanent	 low-pressure	 consciousness	 is	 that	 we	 forget	 what	 real

consciousness	 is	 like.	We	 all	 experience	 it	 in	 flashes,	 perhaps	 in	 what	 Abraham	Maslow	 calls	 ‘peak
experiences’,	when	we	are	flooded	with	sudden	delight,	or	on	spring	mornings,	when	everything	seems
marvellously	real	and	alive.	But	we	then	accept	it	as	a	kind	of	freak.	Low-pressure	consciousness	seems,
on	the	whole,	more	‘normal’.	The	trouble	is	that	low	pressure	tends	to	prolong	itself,	because	it	can	see
no	 reason	 to	 do	 otherwise.	 When	 you	 are	 staring	 blankly	 in	 front	 of	 you,	 thoroughly	 bored	 and
discouraged,	you	find	it	very	difficult	to	see	any	reason	to	make	an	effort.	It	seems	easier	just	to	sit	and
stare.	This	is	why	the	human	race	is	marking	time	at	its	present	stage	of	evolution.
Religion,	on	the	other	hand,	has	a	tradition	of	high-pressure	consciousness.	That	is	why	yogis	sit	cross-

legged,	focusing	and	concentrating	the	attention.	That	is	why	monks	spend	hours	on	their	knees	in	prayer.
That	is	why	ascetics	devote	their	lives	to	meditation.	It	gives	them	a	glimpse	of	higher	levels	of	power
which	make	ordinary	living	seem	futile	by	comparison.
Now	 it	 seems	 clear	 that	 our	 ‘alien’	 visitors	 have	 long	 since	 risen	 beyond	 the	 stage	 of	 evolution	 in

which	humankind	finds	itself	trapped.	Many	contactees	have	received	the	impression	that	they	are	in	the
presence	of	a	more	highly	developed	form	of	life.	It	also	seems	logical	to	assume	that,	at	some	stage,	they
went	 through	 the	phase	 in	which	 the	human	 race	now	finds	 itself.	 If	we	could	begin	 to	 formulate	 some
notion	of	how	they	managed	to	find	their	way	beyond	it,	we	might	begin	to	see	our	own	way	out	of	the	cul-
de-sac.
The	answer	is,	I	believe,	more	straightforward	than	we	might	assume.	In	fact,	it	is	inherent	in	what	has

been	said	already.	The	problem	with	left-brain	consciousness	is,	quite	simply,	that	it	is	inclined	to	 leak.
When	we	are	driven	by	a	deep	sense	of	purpose,	our	energies	become	focused	and	concentrated.	When
we	try	to	spread	our	attention	over	a	dozen	complications,	it	loses	pressure,	and	half	the	energy	dribbles



away.	Left-brain	consciousness	is	like	a	leaky	pump	that	seldom	works	at	more	than	50	percent	efficiency.
We	have	all	noticed	how,	when	things	begin	to	go	wrong,	we	experience	a	sinking	of	the	heart,	which	is

actually	 a	 sinking	 of	 inner	 pressure.	When	 this	 happens,	 things	 begin	 to	 get	 worse	 because	 a	 kind	 of
feedback	loop	sets	in.	On	the	other	hand,	we	have	all	experienced	those	times	when	everything	seems	to
be	going	right,	and	we	have	a	curious	certainty	that	they	will	continue	to	go	right.	It	is	as	if	we	knew	that
the	mind	somehow	controls	what	happens	to	us.
Goethe’s	friend	Eckermann	once	pointed	out	 to	him	that	he	had	been	born	with	a	silver	spoon	in	his

mouth,	and	asked	how	he	would	have	felt	if	he	had	been	less	lucky.	Goethe	replied	contemptuously,	‘Do
you	suppose	I	would	have	been	such	a	fool	as	to	be	born	unlucky?’	He	obviously	felt	that	there	is	a	sense
in	which	our	mental	attitudes	govern	what	happens	to	us.
Jung	was	implying	the	same	thing	when	he	coined	the	word	‘synchronicity’.	And	Vallee’s	Melchizedek

story	 (p.	 133)	 underlines	 the	 point.	 It	 is	 almost	 impossible	 to	 dismiss	 the	 encounter	 with	 the	 only
Melchizedek	in	the	Los	Angeles	phone	directory	as	mere	coincidence.	Vallee	suggests	 that	 the	universe
may	be	constructed	more	like	a	computer	with	its	random	database	(i.e.,	where	information	is	conjured	up
by	the	correct	word)	than	a	library	with	its	alphabetical	order.	But	that	still	does	not	explain	how	he	found
a	taxi	driver	whose	surname	was	that	of	the	cult	he	was	researching.	Here	we	are	dealing	with	the	same
kind	of	puzzle	as	in	the	case	of	Lethbridge	and	dowsing.	And	the	answer	to	that	puzzle	seemed	to	be	that
we	are	 living	 in	an	 ‘information	universe’,	where	 information	 is	 somehow	encoded	 into	energy,	and	 is
accessible	 to	 the	mind.	 In	which	 case,	Vallee	may	 have	 ‘retrieved’	 his	 taxi	 driver	 as	 I	 can	 retrieve	 a
computer	file	by	typing	in	the	right	word,	or	as	Lethbridge	could	retrieve	information	about	underground
artefacts	with	his	pendulum,	or	as	a	psychometrist	can	‘retrieve’	the	history	of	an	object	by	holding	it.	Or,
for	that	matter,	as	a	‘remote	viewer’	can	find	his	way	to	some	distant	site	by	using	an	arbitrarily	assigned
code.	But	a	solid	female	taxi	driver	is	obviously	quite	a	different	thing	from	a	computer	file	or	a	piece	of
information,	and	we	need	to	formulate	some	very	strange	theories	to	explain	how	it	could	happen.
Whatever	 the	 explanation,	 the	 implications	 remain	 the	 same:	 that	 the	 mind—without	 knowing	 it

consciously—has	some	sort	of	control	over	the	material	universe.
But	how	could	human	beings	begin	to	achieve	a	conscious	grasp	of	this	control?
We	must	try	to	grasp	what	is	wrong	with	us	at	present:	that	human	consciousness	habitually	operates	on

half-pressure,	and	consequently	loses	half	its	energy	in	‘leakage’.	When	we	operate	on	full	pressure—as,
for	 example,	when	 some	 emergency	 galvanises	 us	 to	 determined	 effort—we	 begin	 to	 glimpse	 the	 real
possibilities	of	consciousness.
William	James	approached	the	problem	in	a	little	book	called	The	Energies	of	Men	(1899),	in	which

he	remarks:
Everyone	is	familiar	with	the	phenomenon	of	feeling	more	or	less	alive	on	different	days.
Everyone	knows	that	on	any	given	day	there	are	energies	slumbering	in	him	which	the	incitements
of	that	day	do	not	call	forth,	but	which	he	might	display	if	these	were	greater.	Most	of	us	feel	as	if
a	sort	of	cloud	weighed	upon	us	.	.	.	Compared	to	what	we	ought	to	be,	we	are	only	half	awake.
Our	fires	are	damped,	our	drafts	are	checked.	We	are	making	use	of	only	a	small	part	of	our
mental	and	physical	resources	.	.	.	There	seems	no	doubt	that	we	are	each	and	all	of	us	to	some



extent	victims	of	habit-neurosis	.	.	.	We	live	subject	to	degrees	of	fatigue	that	we	have	come	only
from	habit	to	obey.	Most	of	us	may	learn	to	push	the	barrier	farther	off,	and	to	live	in	perfect
comfort	on	much	higher	levels	of	power.
And	 he	 goes	 on	 to	 note	 that,	 when	 people	 have	 achieved	 this	 higher	 degree	 of	 will-drive,	 ‘the

transformation	.	.	.	is	a	chronic	one:	the	new	level	of	energy	becomes	permanent’.
This	is	clearly	getting	altogether	closer	to	the	transformation	we	are	talking	about.
Another	oddity	about	the	human	mind	was	noted	by	the	philosopher	Fichte:	‘To	be	free	is	nothing;	to

become	free	is	heaven’.	Everyone	must	have	noticed	what	it	is	to	lie	in	bed	on	a	freezing	winter	morning,
when	you	have	to	get	up	in	ten	minutes,	and	the	bed	has	never	seemed	so	warm	and	comfortable.	Yet	when
you	can	lie	in	bed	as	long	as	you	like	on	a	Saturday	morning,	you	cannot	recapture	that	delicious	warmth
and	comfort.	You	have	too	much	freedom.
What	happens	should	be	clear.	When	you	have	to	get	up	in	ten	minutes,	you	pay	attention,	and	close	all

your	leaks.	So	you	feel	more	alive	and	aware.	When	you	can	stay	in	bed	as	long	as	you	like,	you	do	not
pay	attention,	and	your	‘robot’	takes	over.
This	is	connected	with	another	main	problem	of	human	beings:	our	‘defeat	proneness’.	Difficulties	not

only	cause	the	heart	to	sink:	they	often	make	us	feel	totally	vulnerable.	And,	once	life	has	got	us	on	the
run,	difficulties	seem	to	proliferate.	This	is	a	consequence	of	our	tendency	to	‘leakage’.
On	 the	 other	 hand,	 once	 some	 powerful	 interest	 has	 made	 us	 close	 the	 leaks,	 we	 experience	 an

increasing	sense	of	inner	pressure,	and	begin	to	feel	curiously	invulnerable.	And	suddenly	it	 is	as	if	we
are	standing	at	the	beginning	of	the	yellow	brick	road,	with	all	kinds	of	fascinating	prospects	in	front	of
us.	This	is	quite	clearly	a	glimpse	of	a	different	way	of	living,	a	way	that	no	longer	involves	taking	two
steps	 forward	 and	 sliding	 two	 steps	 backward.	 For	 the	 past	 two	 centuries,	 from	Goethe’s	Werther	 to
Beckett’s	Endgame,	the	basic	message	of	our	culture	has	seemed	to	be	‘You	can’t	win’.	But	these	states	of
non-leakage	bring	a	breathtaking	glimpse	of	the	possibility	that	we	can	win.
I	would	suggest	not	only	that	many	of	the	aliens	we	have	encountered	in	this	book	are	beings	who	have

moved	far	beyond	 the	stage	 in	which	humanity	 finds	 itself	marking	 time,	but	 that	 they	originally	moved
beyond	it	by	discovering	the	secret	of	closing	the	leaks	and	living	on	a	level	of	higher	inner	pressure.	But
then,	 the	 same	 seems	 to	 apply	 to	 some	 of	 the	 unusual	 human	 beings—for	 example,	 the	 Tibetan	 lama
Nyang-Pas,	encountered	by	John	Keel,	who	was	able	to	hold	a	conversation	while	sitting	in	midair,	and
was	able	to	read	Keel’s	mind.	He	also	explained	to	Keel	how	to	practise	‘travelling	clairvoyance’,	which
elsewhere	in	this	book	has	been	called	remote	viewing.
In	fact,	‘miraculous’	powers	are	so	commonplace	among	Hindu	holy	men	that	Ramakrishna	warned	his

disciples	against	attaching	any	 importance	 to	 them,	 since	 they	are	 too	easy	 to	achieve,	and	can	 impede
further	progress.
I	am,	then,	arguing	that	the	UFO	entities—or	some	of	them—have	passed	beyond	the	‘leakage’	stage	of

evolution,	 and	 have	 begun	 to	 learn	what	 can	 be	 accomplished	when	 consciousness	 is	 operated	 at	 full
pressure—what	 should	be	 ‘normal’	pressure.	And	 certainly,	 there	 are	 enough	 examples	 of	 people	who
have	encountered	UFOs	and	experienced	some	kind	of	 transformation.	We	may	recall	Vallee’s	engineer
who	spent	three	hours	aboard	a	UFO,	and	found	he	has	been	away	for	eighteen	days;	he	told	Vallee	that



his	powers	of	memory	and	concentration	had	been	enormously	enhanced,	and	that	he	was	convinced	that
some	immense	change	was	about	to	take	place	on	Earth.	We	may	also	recall	‘Doctor	X’,	whose	leg	injury
vanished	after	he	had	seen	a	UFO,	and	who	told	Vallee	that	he	and	his	wife	had	become	telepathic,	that
strange	coincidences	kept	occurring,	and	that	he	had	experienced	levitation.	There	was	also	the	Aveyron
case,	where	the	farmer’s	son	began	to	have	out-of-the-body	experiences	after	seeing	a	UFO.	Many	other
cases	in	this	book—like	John	Spencer’s	Kathryn	Howard,	or	the	woman	who	saw	a	goat-footed	man	in	an
Oxford	garden—leave	no	doubt	that	a	UFO	encounter	can	cause	a	basic	change	in	awareness.
Moreover,	it	also	seems	likely	that	some	of	the	incomprehensible	operations	performed	on	abductees

are	another	method	of	inducing	change.	When	Beth	Collings	asked	a	‘grey’	why	he	was	driving	a	needle
into	her	navel,	she	was	told,	‘It	is	part	of	the	change’.	The	same	seems	to	apply	to	the	instrument	applied
to	 the	 forehead	of	Anders,	 in	 the	 case	 described	by	 John	Spencer,	 and	which	 left	Anders	with	 a	 deep
sense	of	unity	with	Earth.
There	 is	 also	 considerable	 evidence	 for	Budd	Hopkins’s	 suggestion	 that	 the	 entities	 are	 involved	 in

some	kind	of	breeding	experiment.	Hopkins	has	been	accused	of	 imposing	 this	 reading	on	his	material.
But	there	are	too	many	other	cases	to	take	this	objection	seriously—for	example,	Hans	Holzer’s	case	of
Shane	Kurz,	the	virgin	who	in	1967	found	herself	pregnant	after	an	abduction	encounter,	then	ceased	to	be
pregnant.	This	was	a	feature	also	described	by	Beth	Collings	and	Anna	Jamerson	(see	chapter	7).	Altering
the	human	race	by	changing	its	breeding	stock	would	seem	to	be	another	obvious	method	of	bringing	about
evolutionary	change.
Other	cases—like	that	of	Linda	Cortile—point	to	a	possibility	even	more	startling:	the	notion	that	many

human	beings	may	be	dual	personalities,	whose	everyday	 selves	 are	 simply	unaware	 that	 they	have	an
alien	alter	ego.	 It	would	certainly	be	an	 interesting	way	 to	bring	about	change	 in	 the	human	species:	 to
abduct	thousands	of	individuals	and	‘engineer’	their	minds	to	turn	them	into	part-aliens.
One	of	the	most	interesting	of	H.	G.	Wells’s	later	novels,	Star	Begotten	(1937),	presented	just	such	a

notion.	 Its	 central	 character	 is	 a	 writer	 of	 popular	 history	 books	 who	 notices	 that	 more	 and	 more
exceptional	children	are	being	born,	and	wonders	if	this	might	be	caused	by	mutations	due	to	cosmic	rays.
These	children	he	calls	‘Martians’.	They	seem	to	see	the	universe	in	a	slightly	different	way	from	other
people.	They	question	accepted	ideas.
The	hero	asks,	‘Suppose	there	are	beings,	real	material	beings	like	ourselves,	in	another	planet,	but	far

wiser,	more	 intelligent,	much	more	highly	developed	 .	 .	 .	Suppose	 for	 the	 last	 few	 thousand	years	 they
have	been	experimenting	in	human	genetics.	Suppose	they	have	been	trying	to	alter	mankind	in	some	way,
through	the	human	genes’.
He	has	come	to	suspect	that	‘Martians’	are	deliberately	bombarding	Earth	with	cosmic	rays.	The	idea

disturbs	him	deeply.	But	when,	at	the	end	of	the	book,	his	wife	asks	whether	he	believes	he	is	one	of	these
‘fairy	changelings’,	‘everything	became	coherent	and	plain	to	him.	Everything	fell	into	place’.	Suddenly	it
is	obvious	to	him	that	he	is	a	Martian.	And,	as	they	look	down	at	their	sleeping	baby,	they	know	he	will	be
a	Martian	too.	(Significantly,	their	names	are	Joseph	and	Mary.)
But	 cosmic	 rays	 could	hardly	bring	about	 the	kind	of	 change	Wells	has	 in	mind.	We	now	know	 that



cosmic	rays	would	not	be	a	viable	instrument	for	genetic	engineering,	being	incapable	of	‘fine	tuning’.	A
far	more	practical	way	of	bringing	about	a	‘change	of	mind’	would	be	by	altering	 the	consciousness	of
individuals—as	discussed	above—and	then	relying	on	what	Rupert	Sheldrake	has	called	‘morphogenetic
fields’	to	spread	the	change.	Studying	the	experiments	of	the	psychologist	William	McDougal	with	white
rats,	Sheldrake	noted	that	not	only	were	the	rats	able	to	pass	on	their	laboratory	training	to	their	offspring
(thus	challenging	the	dogma	that	‘acquired	characteristics’	cannot	be	inherited),	but	that	other	rats	in	the
laboratory	which	had	played	no	part	in	the	experiment	(the	so-called	‘control	group’)	had	also	picked	up
the	same	 learning—apparently	by	some	form	of	 telepathic	 induction.	But	 it	could	not	have	been	simply
telepathy,	 because	 even	 crystals	 behaved	 in	 the	 same	 way.	 Some	 crystals	 are	 extremely	 difficult	 to
crystallise	 in	 the	 laboratory;	 but	 once	 a	 single	 lot	 has	 been	 crystallised,	 others	 also	 crystallise	 more
quickly,	even	in	distant	laboratories.	Sheldrake	suggested	that	this	form	of	‘osmosis’	was	due	to	a	kind	of
electrical	induction,	and	called	his	theory	‘the	hypothesis	of	formative	causation’.
There	have	been	many	experiments	that	have	confirmed	it.	For	example,	English	speakers	memorised

two	rhymes	 in	a	 foreign	 language,	one	of	which	was	a	well-known	nursery	 rhyme,	while	 the	other	had
been	newly	composed.	As	expected,	 the	 subjects	 found	 it	 easier	 to	memorise	 the	well-known	 rhyme—
presumably	because	millions	of	people	already	knew	it.
So,	 if	 the	UFO	phenomenon	is,	 indeed,	a	‘control	phenomenon’,	 then	we	would	expect	 it	 to	make	an

increasing	impact	on	the	human	mind	simply	by	this	process	of	morphogenetic	‘induction’.
During	the	writing	of	this	book	I	have	been	experiencing	an	odd	kind	of	synchronicity.	Beside	my	bed

there	is	a	digital	clock.	And,	when	I	look	at	it	in	the	night,	it	often	shows	numbers	in	treble	figures:	1:11,
2:22,	3:33,	4:44	and	so	on.	Now	the	chance	of	that	happening	are	obviously	sixty	to	one.	Yet	it	happens
again	 and	 again—on	 one	 occasion,	 twice	 in	 one	 night.	Once,	 I	 fell	 asleep	 after	 doing	 a	 particularly
satisfying	piece	of	thinking,	and	when	I	woke	up,	the	clock	showed	11:11.	And	this	morning,	when	I	knew
that	it	must	be	sometime	after	four,	I	turned	over,	thinking	(only	half	seriously)	‘I	bet	it	will	be	4:44’.	And,
sure	enough,	it	was.
This	 could	be	 explained	by	various	hypotheses.	The	 first	 is	 coincidence,	which	 I	 am	 disinclined	 to

accept.	The	second	is	some	sort	of	‘outside	intervention’,	perhaps	‘spirits’,	or	even	UFO	entities,	trying
to	tell	me	that	I	am	on	the	right	track—that	bizarre	phenomena	and	coincidences	should	not	be	dismissed
as	 unimportant.	 This	 strikes	 me	 as	 just	 possible,	 but	 the	 principle	 of	 Ockham’s	 razor—which	 warns
against	 the	multiplication	of	 entities—makes	me	view	 it	 as	unlikely.	The	 third	 is	 the	hypothesis	 I	 have
already	considered:	that	we	are	living	in	an	‘information	universe’,	and	that	my	unconscious	mind	may	be
trying	to	tell	me	that	I	can	make	use	of	its	facilities	more	easily	than	I	think.	This,	on	the	whole,	seems	to
me	the	most	fruitful	explanation.	Ian	Watson	told	me	that,	while	he	was	writing	Miracle	Visitors,	UFOs
seemed	 to	 ‘home	 in’	 on	 him—not	 actual	 sightings,	 but	 endless	 snippets	 of	 information	 about	 them,
including	a	number	of	 reported	sightings	close	by.	And	on	one	occasion,	a	man	dressed	 in	a	black	suit
knocked	 on	 his	 door	 and	 asked	 if	 he	 could	 use	 the	 toilet—to	Watson’s	 puzzlement,	 since	 there	was	 a
public	toilet	nearby,	as	well	as	some	convenient	bushes	across	the	road.	The	man	may	have	been	a	normal
passer-by,	or	he	may	have	been	one	of	John	Keel’s	practical	jokers.



The	 information-universe	 theory—implying	 that	 mind	 can	 directly	 influence	 matter—recalls	 Robert
Monroe’s	observation	about	Locale	II—‘As	you	think,	so	you	are’.	But	 then,	 there	 is	no	solid	matter	 in
Locale	II,	and	our	world	consists	of	little	else.
Yet	it	would	seem	that	the	UFO	entities	have	no	problems	with	solid	matter.	And	 it	 is	 likely	 that	we

would	be	 the	 same	 if	we	had	 reached	 their	 level	 of	 evolution.	Our	 problem,	when	we	 feel	 trapped	 in
matter,	is	that	we	find	it	very	hard	to	believe	that	it	can	be	tamed	by	any	mental	discipline.	Yet,	on	a	lower
level,	everyday	life	supports	this	contention.	Apparently	insoluble	problems	yield	to	determined	effort.	 I
am	inclined	to	believe	that	the	matter	of	this	world	yields	to	effort	just	like	the	finer	matter	of	Locale	II.
But	it	has	immense	inertia,	and	yields	slowly	and	painfully,	like	some	gigantic	rusty	door.	Half	the	battle
is	realising	that	it	will	yield	if	you	push	hard.
When	 I	 began	 this	 book,	 my	 knowledge	 of	 UFOs	 was	 slightly	 wider	 than	 that	 of	 most	 newspaper

readers,	but	not	much.	I	had	even	written	a	small	paperback	on	the	subject.	This	did	not	prepare	me	for
the	effect	of	reading	two	hundred	or	so	books	about	UFOs.	These	left	me	in	no	doubt	that	something	was
trying	to	communicate	with	us,	but	that	direct	communication	would	be	counterproductive.	It	seemed	to	be
an	important	part	of	the	scheme	to	create	a	sense	of	mystery.
When	 I	 read	Miracle	 Visitors,	 I	 felt	 that	 Ian	 Watson	 had	 come	 the	 closest	 so	 far	 to	 suggesting	 a

plausible	solution,	and	this	was	because	he	had	been	willing	to	consider	that	the	answer	might	lie	in	the
realm	of	the	‘mystical’.	But	that	notion	obviously	implied	that	the	phenomenon	could	not	be	dismissed	as
practical	joking	or	even	the	hybridisation	of	the	human	race.	Something	much	stranger	was	happening.
Now	 I	 had	 always	 been	 interested	 in	 mysticism,	 and	 the	 Hindu	 saint	 Ramakrishna	 had	 occupied	 a

central	 place	 in	my	 first	 book,	The	Outsider,	 while	 the	 second,	Religion	 and	 the	 Rebel,	 was	 largely
devoted	to	mystics.
In	 the	early	1980s,	 I	had	 formulated	 the	notion	 that	 there	are,	 for	practical	purposes,	 eight	 levels	of

consciousness.	 If	 we	 regard	 unconsciousness	 as	 Level	 0,	 then	 Level	 1	 is	 dreaming.	 Level	 2	 is	 mere
passive	 consciousness,	 in	 which	 the	 mind	 is	 simply	 a	 reflecting	 mirror,	 taking	 no	 interest	 in	 its
surroundings.	In	Level	3,	the	mind	is	now	active,	but	feels	a	helpless	pawn	of	‘fate’,	or	its	environment.
Level	 4	 is	 so-called	 ‘normal	 consciousness’,	 the	 kind	 we	 experience	 every	 day.	 It	 still	 has	 a	 strong
underlying	feeling	of	helplessness	and	pessimism.	But	Level	5	 is	what	 I	have	 labelled	 ‘spring-morning
consciousness’,	 that	wonderful	 sense	of	clarity	and	wide-awakeness,	when	 the	world	 seems	 to	 sparkle
with	meaning.	This	tends	to	last	a	few	hours	at	most,	so	Level	6	was	a	more	permanent	version	of	Level	5
—such	 as	might	 be	 experienced,	 for	 example,	 by	 a	 couple	on	honeymoon,	 for	whom	everything	 seems
perfect.	Level	7	is	what	I	have	called	(in	chapter	9)	‘Faculty	X’,	the	strange	ability	to	grasp	the	reality	of
other	places	and	times	by	some	kind	of	imaginative	effort.	And	Level	8	is	mystical	consciousness,	about
which	 it	 seems	 impossible	 to	 speak	without	 contradicting	oneself.	 (Ouspensky’s	 chapter	 ‘Experimental
Mysticism’	in	A	New	Model	of	the	Universe	is	probably	as	good	an	introduction	to	the	subject	as	exists.)
It	will	 be	noted	 that,	 below	Level	5,	 all	 the	 states	 are	basically	passive;	 after	Level	5,	 they	 are	 all

active.	Above	Level	 5	we	 achieve	 ‘nonleaking’	 consciousness,	 and	 the	 result	 is	 a	 glimpse	 of	 amazing
possibilities.	It	is	rather	like	scrambling	to	the	top	of	a	high	cliff,	and	getting	your	head	over	the	top,	and



seeing	an	extraordinary	landscape	that	will	take	months	or	years	to	explore.
In	 a	 book	 called	 Seeing	 the	 Invisible	 (1990),	 a	 collection	 of	 religious	 and	 mystical	 experiences

submitted	 by	 ordinary	 readers,	 I	 had	 been	 impressed	 by	 how	 often	 the	 ‘glimpse’	 seems	 to	 come	 from
‘outside’.	For	example,	a	wireless	operator	described	how,	in	the	Western	Desert	during	World	War	Two,
he	was	lying	in	a	state	of	exhaustion	after	days	of	battle	when	a	‘torrent	of	ideas’	began	to	flow	into	his
mind,	 insights	about	 the	universe,	 the	meaning	of	 reality,	and	 infinity.	He	 felt	 strongly	 that	 ‘no	effort	of
mine	 was	 involved	 in	 what	 was,	 for	 me,	 a	 highly	 superior	 piece	 of	 thinking’.	He	 was	 flooded	 with
delight,	and,	after	perhaps	ten	minutes,	seemed	to	hear	a	voice	in	his	head	saying,	‘That’s	quite	enough	to
be	going	on	with’.
He	 states	 that	 he	 cannot	 believe	 that	 what	 happened	 originated	 inside	 him.	 ‘Perhaps,	 unwittingly,	 I

tapped	some	universal	source	of	knowledge’.
And,	as	I	came	upon	more	and	more	people	whose	vision	of	reality	had	been	transformed	by	contact

with	 UFOs,	 it	 seemed	 to	 me	 that	 what	 he	 had	 experienced	 was	 a	 form	 of	 what	 Jung	 called	 ‘UFO
consciousness’.
Now	I	myself	had	had	enough	experiences	of	 ‘nonleaking’	consciousness	 to	know	 that	 it	produces	a

tremendous	 feeling	 of	 delight.	 I	 once	 experienced	 it	 driving	 through	 very	 deep	 snow	 along	 a	 narrow
country	road,	and	concentrating	for	dear	life	to	avoid	landing	in	the	ditch.	When	I	finally	arrived	back	on
the	main	road,	I	realised	that	all	this	concentration	had	made	my	mind	glow	with	a	new	kind	of	intensity,
throwing	 light	 on	 places	 it	 had	 never	 reached	 before.	 Everything	 I	 looked	 at	 seemed	 immensely
interesting,	and	I	 felt	 that,	now	I	knew	it	could	be	achieved	by	effort,	 there	was	nothing	 to	prevent	me
from	 exploring	 this	 fascinating	 realm	 at	 the	 top	 of	 the	 cliff.	 I	 have	 not	 achieved	 it	 on	 a	 regular	 basis,
although	I	have	succeeded	on	half	a	dozen	occasions	(once	seated	for	hours	in	a	passport	control	office	in
Damascus),	but	 I	 can	usually	get	 somewhere	near	 to	 it	on	 long	 train	 journeys	or	car	drives.	 It	 consists
basically	in	‘closing	the	leaks’	and	then	feeling	consciousness	begin	to	glow.
So	I	had	no	doubt	that,	if	the	UFO	entities—specifically	the	‘talls’—had	pushed	their	way	beyond	our

present	stage	of	evolution,	then	I	had	a	good	idea	of	what	it	felt	like.
My	long-term	preoccupation	with	human	evolution	showed	me	the	next	part	of	the	answer.	Cro-Magnon

man	was	probably	the	first	human	type	to	feel	that	he	was	no	longer	a	mere	animal	at	the	mercy	of	nature,
because	his	hunting	magic	gave	him	a	sense	of	control,	of	being	able	to	take	a	short	cut	to	capture	his	prey
instead	of	relying	on	luck.	It	seemed	clear	then	that	human	evolution	involves	a	slowly	increasing	sense	of
control	over	 the	mind	 (control	 over	 the	material	world	 follows),	 and	 that	 there	 is	 no	 obvious	 upward
limit.
Accounts	 of	 abductions	 offered	 the	 final	 clue.	Many	 of	 them	 seem	 to	make	 no	 sense;	 nothing	much

seems	to	be	achieved.	But,	when	Beth	Collings	asked	a	‘grey’	why	he	was	driving	a	needle	into	her	navel,
he	replied,	‘It	is	part	of	the	change’.	And	she	later	realised	that	she	had	been	abducted	since	childhood,
and	 that	 so	 had	 her	 father	 and	 grandfather,	 and	 probably	 her	 grandchildren.	Why	make	 an	 effort	 over
several	generations	unless	the	purpose	is	to	create	a	new	kind	of	human	being?
Not	long	before	Andrija	Puharich’s	death,	I	was	asked	to	write	an	article	about	him,	and	rang	him	at	his



home	 in	 America.	 When	 I	 asked	 him	 what	 he	 was	 working	 on,	 he	 told	 me	 that	 he	 was	 studying
supernormal	children.	‘You	wouldn’t	believe	how	many	of	those	kids	there	are	out	there.	They	seem	to	be
on	genius	level.	I	know	dozens,	and	there	are	probably	thousands’.
And	this,	I	suspect,	is	the	beginning	of	the	change	that	the	UFOs	are	working	on.
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