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  1. Introduction to Zhang Xiangqian


  I am Zhang Xiangqian, a man from Lujiang County, Anhui Province, a farmer with a junior high school education. I was born on August 26, 1967, according to the lunar calendar, in Xiaohuying, Wangdu Brigade, Niushou Commune, Jinniu District, Lujiang County, Anhui Province [now renamed the 4th Villager Group of Beixu Village, Taichuangyuan, Lujiang County]. In 2015, I moved 3 kilometers away to No. 111, Erlong New Street, Tongda Town, Lujiang County, where I make a living through welding and repairing bicycles.  


  I was born into an extremely poor family. As a child, I not only lacked clothes and often went hungry, but in late autumn, I didn’t even have shoes to wear. I had to stand barefoot on straw, my feet cracking from the cold, causing piercing pain at night.  


  My mother nearly starved to death when she was young. Her family was from Shitou Town, near our Niushou Commune (township). Originally, there were six people in her family, but five of them died from starvation and illness. At a very young age, she was taken in as a child bride in our village. Unfortunately, the boy she was meant to marry also starved to death. The boy’s family then married her off to my father. My father was from the same clan and surname as the deceased boy’s family, and they had a good relationship. Moreover, my father was an extremely upright and kind-hearted person.  


  When I was very young, I once fell seriously ill—so ill that it seemed I wouldn’t survive. My mother had no money to take me to a doctor, but by chance, my uncle, who was visiting from out of town, saw me. He had recently lost two of his own children, which may have stirred his compassion. He gave my mother one yuan, and she took me to the hospital, where I was cured. Back then, hospital fees must have been very low, because my mother often said, “Your life was worth just one yuan.” Why didn’t my father take care of me then? My mother never wanted to talk about it—perhaps he wasn’t home at the time.  


  From a young age, I frequently suffered from headaches, though I didn’t know what caused them, and we didn’t have the means to find out back then. Even now, I still get headaches often. I’ve had them checked many times, but the cause remains unclear. As a child, the headaches weren’t ordinary pain—they would make me drowsy, teetering on the edge of life and death, my mind hazy with hallucinations. Our family was so poor that we never sought treatment for illnesses; we couldn’t afford it. My mother would just let me sleep. Afterward, my body would feel as soft as cotton. Whenever I broke out in a heavy sweat, my mother, who stayed by my side, would happily say, “You’re getting better, you’re getting better!” And sure enough, I’d recover soon after.  


  As I grew up, my body remained a contradiction. Sometimes, I’d get headaches and feel so weak I couldn’t stand. Other times, I’d have incredible energy. Once, I roared and pulled over 590 pounds on a strength-testing machine, shocking everyone around me.  


  When I was about seven or eight years old, I was alone tending geese on a sandy patch of land when I suddenly saw several misty, gaseous shapes moving quickly in front of me. One of them lunged at me, and I felt a buzzing in my head as everything went black. Instinctively, I squatted down and stayed that way for a long time before regaining consciousness. When I came to, the mist had completely vanished. I didn’t see any flying saucers—just a flash of red light in the western sky earlier. It was probably between afternoon and evening, around 4 or 5 p.m. The red light appeared near the sun, which was surrounded by reddish clouds at the time, so I didn’t think much about whether it was a UFO or something else. 


  This is the strangest thing I encountered as a child, and it remains deeply etched in my memory to this day.  


  Starting around the age of twelve or thirteen, I began having recurring dreams at night, dreaming that I was living on another planet. On this planet, the sunlight seemed weak, with a bluish tint. There were hardly any plants, and the surface appeared unsuitable for human habitation. People lived deep underground. They traveled in extremely fast vehicles that could swiftly move between the surface and the underground.  


  What left the deepest impression in my mind was the enormous, complex buildings—both above and below ground—constructed mostly of lead-gray metal. The entire planet had a monotonous, dull color palette.  


  Having such a dream once in a while isn’t strange, but dreaming of it for years, persistently, with some dreams so vivid and clear, forced me to wonder about the reason behind it all.  


  Aside from that strange incident while tending geese, I experienced multiple bizarre events during my childhood, which I now suspect were encounters with aliens.  


  Once, I developed an eye condition that worsened over time. My family had no money for treatment, and it dragged on for over half a year. At first, I could occasionally see a faint glimmer of light during the day, but eventually, I couldn’t see at all, not even for a moment. I remember that only around 4 or 5 p.m., I could faintly see a beam of light coming through the window. This beam illuminated the dust in the room, forming a pillar of light that I could just barely make out.  


  At those moments, I felt a slight comfort in my heart—at least my eyes could still see something, and there was hope they might recover. But one day, even that pillar of light disappeared. I became completely blind, and I cried until I had no tears left.  


  When I couldn’t open my eyes, my mother would rub saliva on them. At first, it seemed to help a little, but later it had no effect at all. She was helpless—she had no money and couldn’t borrow any to take me to a hospital. Back then, our family was in extreme poverty, and people were ignorant and numb. When many children died, the grief of family members was less than what people today feel over losing a kitten or puppy.  


  In the end, as I neared total blindness and couldn’t see to walk, I could only sit by the bed or lie down all day, my mind filled with random thoughts and hallucinations, though I couldn’t see a thing. One day, while sleeping, I suddenly felt the room turn red. Several figures appeared, and I was placed into a cylinder. My head was tightly covered with a cloth bag, and it felt like countless tiny bugs were crawling inside my eyes. Not long after, my eyes miraculously healed.  


  Another time, I contracted nephritis (kidney inflammation) and went untreated for a long time. The condition worsened until I didn’t even have the strength to lift my leg over a threshold. My mother asked a barefoot doctor from the neighborhood, “Why does my A-Qian seem to have gained weight recently?”  


  The barefoot doctor took one look and exclaimed repeatedly, “This swelling—it’s kidney inflammation, not weight gain! How could you be so careless? It’s too late; there’s no saving him.” He came to treat me, muttering, “Treating a dead horse as if it were alive.”  


  Later, in my sleep, I again felt the room turn red. Several figures appeared, and I was put into a cylinder. I felt soft tubes entering through my anus, spreading throughout my body. Soon after, my illness completely healed. The doctor couldn’t believe it, repeatedly saying, “Strange, so strange.”  


  My mother saw the doctor passing by our house without looking back, walking straight ahead. She asked, “Why aren’t you giving my A-Qian an injection?”  


  The doctor seemed very annoyed and replied, “Your kid’s illness is cured—what injection does he need?”  


  We live in a remote rural area. As a child, I personally witnessed superstition and so-called “divine healers” causing the deaths of many people, which made me develop a strong hatred toward these “healers” and superstitions. Back then, I thought the strange beings who cured me at night were gods, so I felt conflicted. It wasn’t until later, when I read about aliens in magazines, that the knot in my heart finally unraveled.  


  When I was in junior high, I read books introducing aliens. I speculated that when I was tending geese as a child, I must have encountered aliens. In that brief moment of contact, it’s possible that one of their consciousnesses or memories entered my mind. From then on, their memories lingered in my brain, which is why I had those strange dreams.  


  There’s supposed to be just one “me,” naturally. But ever since I became aware—perhaps starting from that strange goose-tending incident at seven or eight years old—I’ve always felt there was another “me” in my mind.  


  I’ve told people around me about these strange experiences, but they all thought I was lying. My neighbor, an uncle named Zhang Houfa, would often see me and call out, “Liar Number Three, Liar Number Three!” (a local slang term referring to a legendary liar in our area). After that, I kept many of my strange experiences to myself and stopped sharing them, especially after I grew up.  


  From the ages of seven or eight until before I turned 19, I encountered aliens multiple times. At 19, I had one encounter where I stepped onto an alien planet and traveled there for a month. After that, I never saw aliens again, had no further contact with them, and experienced no more strange events.  


  I suspect the aliens I encountered after seven or eight weren’t the same as the ones from the goose-tending incident. The ones I met while tending geese might have been from a highly advanced technological civilization, while the later ones were less advanced—perhaps significantly so. Their purpose might have been tied to my goose-tending experience, possibly wanting to extract something from me.  


  After that goose-tending incident, the subsequent alien encounters usually happened at night, and I could sense them coming beforehand. My mind would tell me, “They’re coming, they’re coming,” and soon enough, they would arrive. When they came, they didn’t speak, but I could somehow understand their intentions. At those times, seeing these mysterious beings, I didn’t feel the slightest bit of fear. They typically arrived at night, and it always started with the walls glowing red. They would call me to go outside, and I’d pass straight through the wall to leave.  


  When I returned, they brought me back, always in the morning, usually placing me on my bed. For a while, I even wondered if it was all just a dream.  


  Once, when they brought me back, I said, “Just put me on the haystack in front of the cattle shed in the village.” The next day, I indeed woke up sleeping on the haystack. When I got up and returned home, my mother was already awake, had opened the door, and was sweeping the floor. She didn’t ask me where I had been.  


  Years later, I began to wonder if all these childhood encounters were just dreams. However, the undeniable fact of waking up on the haystack firmly convinced me that these experiences were not mere dreams.  


  In the early summer of 1985, when I was 19 years old, I encountered aliens again—this time for the last time. After that, I had no further contact with them. I was born in 1967, and according to the rural way of calculating age, my “nominal age” (xu sui) was 19. The reason I’m certain it was 1985 is that I wrote many letters at the time, stating I was 19 years old.  


  By our rural reckoning, since I was born in 1967, it would have been 1985. It’s not that I checked a calendar right after returning from the alien planet—I didn’t have the thought of gathering evidence back then.  


  At 19, I encountered aliens again, and they took me away to travel on their planet for a month. However, on Earth, it was only a single night. Their sense of time was different from ours. This time, I was an adult and physically went to the alien planet, so it left the deepest impression on me. It profoundly shocked me and solidified my inner belief that my multiple childhood encounters with aliens were real.  


  After returning from the alien planet, I was deeply shaken. I vaguely realized that alien technology could bring earth-shattering changes to our world. At the time, I frantically spread the word about this experience, writing letters like a madman to various organizations. Over the decades, I estimate I wrote thousands of letters. I received only a handful of replies, most of which were cold, detached statements like “This matter has nothing to do with us.”  
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  Due to writing letters for so long, my right middle finger became deformed. During that time, I even applied for a patent for a new type of fountain pen. I also visited relevant organizations in person with my materials, but they wouldn’t even look at my documents or listen to my explanations. Some even told me to get lost outright.  


  Some netizens have said that these people might not be able to accept the idea of a farmer encountering aliens, thinking it’s too absurd. In reality, in many cases, I didn’t even mention anything about aliens. Sometimes, before I could even speak, they’d see my shabby clothes and immediately yell at me to get out!  


  Since the vast majority of my letters went unanswered—and the few replies I got simply stated that the matter had nothing to do with them—and no one paid attention when I visited in person, my enthusiasm gradually faded.  


  I’ve always been interested in physics and occasionally read books. Once, when I came across the concept of a “field” in a book, I wondered to myself, “What exactly is a field?” Immediately, the other “me” in my mind gave an answer: “The essence of a field is simply a space undergoing spiral motion and change.” For a long time, I only half-understood this explanation.  


  Another time, I read about Einstein’s theory of relativity in a magazine, and a question popped into my head: “What is the essence of time?” The other “me” in my mind answered again: “Time is the observer’s perception of the light-speed motion of the surrounding space.” When I first received this answer, I couldn’t comprehend why the essence of time would be defined this way for quite a while.  


  If I were to define time based on my own logic, I’d probably say time is the continuous process of objects moving in the universe. Over the years, I’ve been able to provide explanations for all sorts of phenomena that people encounter in life and don’t understand—like the essence of time, space, fields, matter, light, gravity, electromagnetic force, energy, and more. I could even explain things like the flight principles of UFOs, why prophets can predict the future, and questions about human life, death, and the soul.  


  However, perhaps due to my limited education, when it comes to the theoretical aspects—especially mathematical equations—there’s a lot I can’t fully grasp. I’m left with a vague, half-understood sense of things. Even when I provide explanations for many questions, they’re often unclear.  


  I remember that shortly after returning from the alien planet, I still recalled many important mathematical and physical equations the aliens had given me. I wrote them down in a notebook. One day, I left it on the table, and my older brother spilled tea on it, making it damp. I told him the contents of the notebook were very important and scolded him a little. He got upset, and while I was away, he tore the notebook to shreds. When I came back, I saw some fragments on the table and asked him where the notebook was. He said it was in the bathroom, but when I checked, it wasn’t there. I saved the few fragments left on the table, but later, those got lost too.  


  Back then, I didn’t fully realize the importance of those equations. I was careless and didn’t make another copy.  


  As a child, my personality was honest, dutiful, timid, slow-witted, and stiff. I could stand in one spot for ages without moving, too shy to speak to strangers. I didn’t speak clearly back then, and with my ragged clothes that barely covered me, I was often mocked and scolded by others, which left me with a deep sense of inferiority. 


  I was very diligent and hardworking in my studies, but I tended to rely on rote memorization and doing lots of homework. In elementary school, where we only had Chinese and math, my grades were pretty good. However, in junior high, with more subjects, just being diligent and memorizing things by rote wasn’t enough. My mind wasn’t flexible, and my grades weren’t great.  


  After graduating from junior high, due to my poor grades and the fact that I hadn’t learned English—yet English was required for the entrance exam—I failed to get into high school. I repeated a year and tried again, but I couldn’t even pass the preliminary exam [back then, you had to pass a pre-selection test to qualify for the high school entrance exam]. In the end, I had to return home to farm. My father was very disappointed in me, and the last time, he was so angry that he hit me with a carrying pole.  


  Spurred by my encounter with aliens at 19, I wanted to self-study math and physics to clarify the half-understood ideas in my head. Not long after, I went to the Hefei Science and Education Bookstore and bought physics and math books to teach myself. However, lacking experience, I ended up buying reference books meant for graduate students, not general textbooks. The physics book was filled with mathematical symbols and had very little descriptive text—I couldn’t understand it at all. My confidence plummeted, and my first attempt at self-study fizzled out.  


  A few years later, around 1989, I went to Wuhu to do business. Shortly after arriving, I met an old man with a kind and gentle demeanor, who spoke in a very classical, scholarly way, full of “zhi hu zhe ye.” He said to me:


  “Let me read your fortune. You’re no ordinary person. In the future, you might influence the entire history of humanity.”  


  I thought he was just a swindler trying to scam money, so I shook my head and replied, “I’m just an ordinary farmer. How could I have such grand abilities?”  


  He looked at my left hand and said, “Your left hand has a ‘tian’ (田, field) character. You are the legendary sage, the one we’ve been looking for.”  


  I glanced at my left hand but didn’t see any “tian” character. The old man then traced his finger over my hand, and sure enough, there it was—a “tian” shape I’d never noticed before.  


  I said, “Nonsense! What kind of sage am I? Am I going to become a world leader, the president of Earth?”  


  The old man replied, “As society progresses, it will become more and more democratic. In democratic countries, politicians and presidents are nothing more than clowns.”  


  At the time, I admired Western democracy and immediately retorted, “If leaders in democratic countries are clowns, does that mean leaders in authoritarian countries are noble?”  


  The old man smiled and said, “I didn’t explain clearly. Leaders in democratic countries are like clowns who entertain children—they’re actors, only performing. Every move they make is directed by experts behind the scenes. They won’t do anything too outrageous. In the future, what drastically affects human daily life won’t be politicians, but great scientists. Major scientific discoveries will fundamentally change how humans live.”  


  “That has nothing to do with me,” I said.  


  The old man replied, “No, it does. You’ve been granted science by divine beings, and you’ll use their science to benefit humanity.”  


  My heart jolted as I immediately thought of the alien technology and theories I’d acquired. But I still didn’t believe him and asked how he knew about me.  


  He said he was “one of the insiders.” At the time, I had heard from someone claiming to be from Shanghai that “insiders” referred to a secretive circle of people with special abilities [related to aliens hiding on Earth]. These people were bound by internal rules and couldn’t easily reveal their identities or abilities to the outside world, or they might face severe punishment. Still, I pretended not to know anything.  


  Later, he directly stated my hometown address, saying he had visited my old home looking for me. He even described specific details about the surroundings of my house. When he heard I had come to Wuhu, he followed me here.  


  I questioned him, “Why are you looking for me? Since you’re someone with special abilities, why don’t you get me involved in national research?”  


  The old man replied, “I’m looking for you in the hope that you’ll diligently study the foundational knowledge of modern science and explain the science of the divine beings in our language. Only then might your ideas be accepted by the general public.” He added that wealth and honor are arranged by fate, and I shouldn’t obsess over achieving them. In a roundabout way, he criticized me for dreaming of riches before even starting formal scientific research.  


  Later, he roughly predicted my future life experiences, and looking back now, most of them have come true. Finally, he said:


  “In the future, many will curse you, and many will praise you, but none of them will change your fate. You’ll still live at the bottom of society, struggling to survive. You’ll remain that farmer. In your destiny, there’s a noble person who will help you. Around 2025, this noble person will appear in your life, and only then will society accept you.”  


  At the time, I thought, “If many people are cursing me, that means I’ve become famous and successful. How could I still be at the bottom of society?” I didn’t realize back then that my fame would come through the internet, where I’d also be criticized. By that point, I could already predict the rise of the internet and even foresaw many of its details. However, my thinking at the time didn’t connect my fame with the internet.  


  I eagerly asked what kind of noble person would help me. The old man said, “After two thousand years, China will produce a sage, and this sage’s successor can help you.” With that, he left.  


  Now that I think about it, “the sage’s successor” might mean someone after Confucius—could this noble person have the surname Kong?  


  Encouraged by the old man, I went to some bookstores in Wuhu to buy physics textbooks. Strangely enough, while Wuhu’s commerce was thriving, finding suitable textbooks in 1989 was surprisingly difficult. The books I found were still unsatisfactory—relativity was only briefly mentioned, with no mathematical proofs. I couldn’t find the corresponding math textbooks either. I even bought some books from a scrap yard, but they were equally unsuitable for self-study.  


  The worst part was that looking at textbooks gave me a headache. I realized I lacked strong willpower and had let the old man down in this regard. In Wuhu, my self-study made no real progress. The main issue was that I couldn’t get into advanced physics or mathematics at all—I developed a sense of fear and inferiority, believing I didn’t have the ability to understand them.  


  Still, in Wuhu, I gained a general understanding of physics, though I didn’t learn any math. Later, I met a tall, hefty man who bragged to me that he was a qigong master. I didn’t believe him at all—martial artists, in my mind, had slim waists and broad shoulders, not big bellies and round waists.  


  One time, after I challenged him enough, he said, “Stretch out your hand and let me try something.” I extended my hand, and he casually tapped my arm with his pinky finger. A sharp, electric-shock-like pain shot through me, and my arm immediately swelled up, with a lump sticking out like a little loach.  


  That convinced me of his skill, and it sparked a strong interest in qigong. In Wuhu, I learned some basic qigong knowledge from this hefty man. Getting started with qigong wasn’t hard; the challenge was persistence. You had to practice every morning, but I couldn’t stick to it for more than a few days. Laziness got the better of me, and I stopped getting up.  


  Later, I invented a method of practicing qigong while lying in bed. Unexpectedly, this bed-based qigong practice opened up a strange new world for me. When practicing qigong, you have to suppress your self-awareness, entering a state that’s neither fully conscious nor unconscious—a hazy, dreamlike trance. In this trance, those strange dreams I used to have became even clearer. The details of my alien planet experience at 19 also came back to me vividly.  


  Practicing qigong shifted me from passively waiting to actively searching. In my dreams, I felt like I was one of the inhabitants of an alien planet—living, working, studying, and interacting with others there.  
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  I went to Wuhu in 1989 and stayed there until 1991. After returning to my hometown in Lujiang, life was tough due to my family’s financial struggles. I often worked in the fields during the day and went fishing at night. Life was not only hard and exhausting but also monotonous and hopeless, with no prospects at all.  


  Later, I got married, but my relationship with my wife was poor. We frequently argued, mainly over money and financial difficulties. My wife was fierce, unreasonable, and prone to stirring up trouble over nothing. I felt powerless to change reality and often endured her baseless insults. Back then, what I thought about most was how to rise above my circumstances or find a better environment to live in. Naturally, I realized that aside from having two “mes” in my mind and my encounter with aliens at 19, I had no other strengths. So, I figured I could only work with that to escape my predicament


  The simplest idea was to ask the other “me” for the most advanced physical theories and claim them as my own. That way, I could naturally become famous. When I was in school, I had been relatively interested in physics compared to other subjects.  


  From that point on, I got serious and started self-studying again. Previously, I’d only occasionally asked the other “me” about things like time, space, or fields—what they were. But from then on, I began purposefully researching these topics. However, progress was far from smooth.  


  Although I could get clear, accurate explanations from the other “me” about the essence of physical concepts—like time, fields, mass, charge, light, the speed of light, energy, and so on—I struggled to connect these isolated explanations into a cohesive theoretical system. Especially when it came to deriving them step-by-step with mathematics or processing them logically, it felt even more difficult.  


  I often thought to myself that the aliens had given me these theoretical “dots,” but connecting them into a “line” required my own effort. Years later, when I calmly reflected on it, I realized that aside from the theories provided by the aliens, I hadn’t really contributed anything of my own.  


  I understood that I was just an ordinary person. Yet the vivid words of the old man in Wuhu—who said I’d dramatically influence humanity—kept echoing in my ears, plunging me into a state of contradiction. In fact, for a long time, it was the old man’s words that sustained my belief. Without him, I might have given up on researching and promoting alien technology long ago.  
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