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“Sight Unseen shows us the edge of what science can explain and pushes us to the edge of the unexplained—and then points the way toward bridging the gap. This book will provoke its readers, both scientists and non scientists, in every sense of the word.”


—Don C. Donderi, Ph.D., Professor of Psychology, McGill University
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“Full of subtle, naturalistic detail and dense, complex, novelistic portraits of transgenic beings, these stories demonstrate that the folklore of UFO abductions . . . has developed into one of the richest psychological literatures of our time.”
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Introduction




Budd Hopkins


In the year 2001, I marked a quarter-century of investigation into the UFO abduction phenomenon. When I first began to examine accounts of alien abduction in 1976, researchers were aware of only a handful of these bizarre and intriguing reports. Although the incidents were apparently unrelated, they were often described by highly credible witnesses. As the years passed I received thousands of reports and was able to closely investigate hundreds that revealed striking similarities. Unrelated individuals each described similar specific details, further adding to the credibility of the witnesses, and as I examined and compared these cases, I was able to detect many recurring patterns. Portentous in the extreme, these patterns seemed to point inexorably to one plausible interpretation: Intelligent, nonhuman beings possessing a technology vastly superior to our own have arrived on our planet.


Even more disturbing, these enigmatic visitors have apparently embarked upon a covert, highly systematic program in which thousands of our men, women, and children are repeatedly lifted out of their everyday lives. They are removed from their cars, backyards, beds, and schools and subjected to a methodical regimen of examination, study, and sample-taking. Though UFO investigators have amassed a great deal of information about the UFO occupants’ methods and the nature of their interest in us, we are still uncertain as to their ultimate plans, for our planet and for the human race. Various scenarios been proposed; few offer much peace of mind.1


It has taken years of careful comparative research to isolate scores of highly specific recurring patterns within what had at first seemed an idiosyncratic, almost random collection of incidents. At the present time we can confidently define the abduction phenomenon as a distinct body of hard-edged, precisely detailed, mutually corroborative recurring events that have involved thousands of individuals from all over the world.
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As I looked into case after case, one common pattern that I discovered has to do with particular types of scars found on individuals after abduction experiences, apparently the result of quasimedical sample-taking procedures carried out by the UFO occupants.2 These telltale lesions are of two main types: circular “scoopmarks”—depressions one to two centimeters in diameter and several millimeters deep—and neat, straight-line, “surgical” cuts ranging from two to nine centimeters in length. I have seen perhaps one hundred scoop marks—the more common of the two types and often appearing on the lower leg—and scores of straight-line cuts. Several physicians have noticed the similarity of scoop marks to the scars left by punch biopsies, but X rays and other forms of medical examination have not yet led to a consistent theory as to why these marks were made.


The “screen memory” phenomenon is another pattern that I uncovered shortly after I began my investigations.3 A “screen memory” results when UFO occupants somehow substitute more palatable conventional imagery for an abductee’s traumatic recollections. Instead of recalling unnerving alien faces with large, impenetrable black eyes and gray, hairless skin, abductees have frequently reported conscious, prehypnotic memories of such things as five-foot-tall wingless owls; gray, hairless, upright cats; or deer with expressive black eyes that communicate mind-to-mind. In one case, what was first perceived as a pileup of six wrecked automobiles with their headlights ablaze eventually revealed itself as a landed UFO, and in another case, a huge, motionless silver airplane initially stood in for a UFO in the sunny sky. The idea that these images are not self-generated but are implanted in the minds of abductees by their captors is supported by the fact that two or more people in the same encounter saw exactly the same (impossible) five-foot-tall owl staring at them, the same pileup of six empty cars on a deserted road, or the same telepathic deer.


Scoop marks, straight-line scars, and screen memories are just a few of the many recurring patterns that have been documented by researchers in literally thousands of abduction cases throughout the world. Among the more than five hundred abductees I have personally worked with over the past quarter century, there are African-Americans, Catholics, musicians, a NASA research scientist, Mormons, medical doctors, Japanese, Muslims, Scotsmen, farmers, Israelis, nurses, Orthodox Jews, Brazilians, Protestant ministers, Australians, scientists, Hispanics, policemen, Hindus, actors, Canadians, psychiatrists, airline pilots, military officers, businesspeople, engineers, artists, students, professors—and even a prostitute or two. Their encounters with nonhuman occupants of UFOs have taken place in the city and the country, in forests and front yards, in groups or individually. These encounters are neither imaginary nor “imaginal”—whatever that portmanteau word actually means. They are not the results of hallucinations, sleep paralysis, or hoaxes. The skilled UFO researcher has learned how to identify such mundane explanations, thus avoiding pursuit of any vague, dubious, and unsupported accounts.


Out of the mass of credible reports that remain, the supporting physical, medical, and photographic evidence is so consistent that none of the debunkers’ psychological or psychosocial theories can begin to explain it away. Over the years, for better or for worse, I have come to believe that UFO abductions are real, event-level occurrences. They constitute a truly extraordinary phenomenon, and it would seem a truism that an extraordinary phenomenon demands an extraordinary investigation.


This brings us to one of the truly great human mysteries: that five decades of these consistent and alarming findings have escaped the attention of mainstream science. Not one penny of the National Science Foundation’s budget or the National Institutes of Health’s (NIH) $20.3 billion research budget has ever been applied to investigation of the UFO abduction phenomenon. (The NIH confidently predicts congressional approval to double that research budget by 2003.) Not one academic institution takes the phenomenon seriously enough to develop an accredited program of study around it. There have been, certainly, a few courageous individual scientists and scholars who have hacked paths into the tangled UFO jungle of skeptical hyperbole, myth, ridicule, and misidentification and found their way into the broad clearing of credible eyewitness reports. Unfortunately, many of those who have publicly announced themselves as being seriously interested in investigating the UFO mystery have paid dearly for their courage with professional careers that have been blighted by intolerant, even outraged colleagues.4


Researcher Richard Hall has said that we have two possibilities of obtaining meaningful answers to the UFO dilemma: one; if science and government wake up and begin to support its thorough investigation; and two; if the aliens decide to communicate their intent to us and make their presence undeniable. But, unfortunately, none of the parties involved seem very partial to either of these possibilities.


One would think that the implications of the UFO mystery—which include the possible end of human culture and existence as we know it—would evoke a terrible outcry, a groundswell of demands to look into these reports. But this is not happening, especially at the governmental and scientific levels, where scorn and disavowal of interest in the subject prevail. We believe this is due less to concern about the potential danger of covert extraterrestrial presence than to the widespread tenet in the realms of government, science, and the media that it is just not possible.


As for the aliens, rather than the proverbial broadcast from the White House lawn, the aliens seem quite content with their program of secrecy. And why not? Whatever their ultimate purpose, they are able to dip in and out of our world with impunity. They don’t have to tell us what they are doing, because—to the best of our knowledge—no government, no power on earth is holding them accountable.


In Sight Unseen, my wife, writer and filmmaker Carol Rainey, and I propose to look directly at the question of what is possible—and what is not—in the so-called “impossible” UFO phenomenon. For instance, how can a flying disc fifty feet in diameter simply vanish? Is it feasible that two little girls in a major city could be abducted from their cellar playroom in broad daylight with no one seeing it happen? Or, if nature has established a powerful barrier against interspecies breeding, how could we be receiving so many reports of human-alien “hybrids”? How could a car, a cow, or even a person, “levitate” up a beam of light? Is there any credibility to abductee reports of having their behavior and emotions controlled by the UFO occupants? Is there any concrete science that we can refer to in exploring these seemingly paranormal events?


We believe that by looking at some fascinating theoretical twists and turns as well as several quite bizarre discoveries in modern science, particularly in the field of physics, we can show how UFOs and their occupants may actually obey, not defy, the laws of physics and the natural sciences. We will demonstrate, once and for all, how phenomena conventionally thought to be impossible might actually be occurring now, presently, in our lifetime.


But while we may find intriguing analogies between the mysteries of the UFO phenomenon and the kaleidoscopic new findings in biotechnology, neurophysiology, and quantum physics, we’ll resist the temptation to assume that likeness constitutes proof of the existence of radical UFO technology. For several reasons, applying scientific principles to UFO research through the time-honored methods of science has always been a problematic undertaking. Most often the researcher is not a direct observer of the UFO event or abduction and instead has to depend on the testimony of credible witnesses—on secondhand observations. However, as we have seen, specific details, reported over and over by individuals from different countries, ages, and backgrounds, form distinct and compelling patterns, and it is by thorough examination of those patterns that our knowledge of the UFO phenomenon advances. Furthermore, we believe that both our current and emerging scientific ideas will shed light on the UFO mystery, and light is what will ultimately give the UFO phenomenon plausibility and corporeal reality in the doubting eyes of the world.


In the following chapters, we will explore several newly isolated abduction patterns that are both extraordinary and deeply unsettling. The consistencies of these cases form perhaps the most radical and disturbing aspects of the UFO phenomenon yet to be openly discussed. We don’t yet fully understand these events, nor are we able to prove their occurrence in the usual scientific manner. However, these events can newly inform a dialogue between abduction data and our earthly science’s fresh gleanings about the nature of reality. It is in this exchange between the elusive mystery of UFOs and, for instance, the eerie world of quantum particles that some common language may be found.


A recent example of scientific support for “impossible” alien capabilities has to do with what I term “alien co-option.” In Witnessed: The True Story of the Brooklyn Bridge Abductions, I described how the abductee Linda Cortile seemed to have been temporarily “taken over” by the UFO occupants, behaving as if she were in complete sympathy with them, wholly accepting their goals and methods. Her behavior went far beyond what has been called the Stockholm syndrome, the tendency for long-term captives to identify with their captors. As revealed in a hypnotic regression, in less than an hour Linda changed from a reluctant prisoner to a forceful ally of the aliens, showing outright contempt for her fellow abductees. Even more remarkable, she scolded them about reckless human damage to the environment, mentioning specific materials such as basaltic lavas and the effects of pollution on the health of certain sea creatures—issues about which she apparently had no conscious knowledge. When the abduction ended, she changed from Mr. Hyde back to Dr. Jekyll and resumed her normal stance as a frightened, angry abductee who despised what the aliens had done to her and her companions. Her temporary co-option by the aliens had ended. “You know, Budd,” she said later, “I flunked science in high school. I don’t know how I knew about these things.”


At the time, as is my custom, I did not write or speak about what seemed to be a onetime report of a new element in an abduction account. But after a number of similar reports surfaced, I had to acknowledge that a new pattern had emerged. In several cases the co-opted abductees described themselves as dressed in smooth, blue, formfitting one-piece “alien” garments with no noticeable fasteners—garments they do not remember putting on or taking off. All felt both a deep-seated anger and a sense of profound humiliation after their experiences, in which their wills had somehow been completely overridden. All hated the fact that they had been used as involuntary conscripts, either to ease the fears of other frightened abductees or, as in Linda’s case, to preach a demeaning alien message.


How is such a thorough co-option of abductees possible? Is it the result of a patient, long-drawn-out Manchurian Candidate type of alien brainwashing? Is it a chemical or psychological process? Or is it perhaps something more direct: a neurological shortcut that can be utilized as easily as pressing a light switch?


In her perusal of the scientific literature, Carol Rainey has discovered a fascinating mystery involving a particular kind of spider that suggests, on an infinitely more primitive level, a parallel with alien co-option. She explains:


One of the creepiest images that science fiction has planted in our cultural psyche is the idea of alien invasion of one’s mind and body—being taken over by another creature and made to do its terrible bidding. But scientists have recently discovered that at least one form of bizarre “mind control” is not just science fiction: It actually occurs on a regular basis deep in the rain forests of Costa Rica. As reported in the journal Nature by spider expert Dr. William G. Eberhard, scientists have discovered a parasitic wasp with the ability to manipulate its host’s behavior.5


Here in the deep-shadowed jungle, the ichneumon, or parasitic wasp, preys on the industrious orb-weaving spider, so named because of the perfectly round web it regularly spins. The distinctive web results from a five-step process: In the first two stages, the spider lays lateral cables as the web’s structural framework; it then interweaves row after row of delicate circular strands around the lateral frame. When the wasp attacks, it temporarily paralyzes the spider before laying an egg on the tip of the spider’s abdomen. With the “alien” wasp egg awkwardly out of its reach, the spider dutifully resumes its daily web-spinning. For two weeks the spider’s activities go on as before—except for the wasp larva clinging to its belly, slowly sucking the life out of its host. Up to this point it’s your typical unsavory bodily-fluid-loss parasite story.


But here’s the twist: The night before the wasp larva finally kills the spider, it somehow directs the spider to construct a totally different web. Like a zombie, the spider suddenly stops the daily rebuilding of its delicate, round web. With hours or minutes left to live, the spider host spins two thick, cablelike strands with strong cross-braces between them—a resting place for the stately, heavier wasp; a durable platform resistant to wind and rain, high above the marauding ants on the ground below.


Mission accomplished, the wasp larva kills the spider and spins its own cocoon on the suspended platform especially constructed for it by its co-opted victim. Dr. Eberhard postulates that the spider has literally been reprogrammed, most likely by the wasp’s having injected some chemical into its host. But the internal target is clearly specific and alters the spider’s normal behavior at just the right time to benefit the wasp. Essentially, the larva has manipulated a specific subroutine in the spider’s web-spinning program. Instead of its usual five-step process, the spider—under larval direction—can only perform the first two lateral steps over and over.


Another interesting twist: When Dr. Eberhard experimented by removing the larva from the spider right before it was killed, the spider continued to build the platform-style web for only a short time. Within hours, it reverted to weaving its usual orblike web. “It’s as if,” Eberhard says, “the spider is recovering from strong drug.”


At this early point in the study, goals are to isolate the chemical and the larval gland that secretes it and determine how it targets specifically the web-spinning operations of the spider. Other scientists have previously reported on various ways that parasites shape their hosts’ behavior. But according to Dr. Jay Rosenheim, an expert on parasitic wasps at the University of California at Davis, this example is astounding, both for the detailed way that the host’s behavior is manipulated and how little is known about the means by which it is accomplished.


“I think biology is one of our last great frontiers,” said Dr. Ian Gauld at the Natural History Museum in London.6 “We have got no idea about what there is on earth with us, let alone what it is doing or how it is doing it.”


Little, indeed, do Dr. Gauld—or many other scientists—know what is on earth with us. Or what it is doing. Or how it does it.


With regard to alien co-option and Linda Cortile, the sudden changes in her behavior, coupled with the surprising new breadth of her vocabulary and knowledge of technology, suggest a kind of temporary alien control similar to, but far more complex than, the wasp’s effect on the orb-spinning spider. And as in the spider’s situation, when Linda was removed from the controlling alien milieu, she resumed her normal anti-alien posture as well as her usual modest range of scientific knowledge. Is one of these two very strange phenomena any easier to explain than the other? We know for certain that one phenomenon—the temporary co-option of the spider by the wasp—is not only possible but observably real. By some analogous process, might not alien co-option of abductees be equally possible, equally real?


The structure of this book is deceptively simple: I will present newly observed patterns within the abduction phenomenon, and Carol Rainey will present recent developments in various fields of science—such as the story of Dr. Eberhard’s wasp—that appear relevant to these startling UFO abduction cases.


We have titled our book Sight Unseen for a very specific reason. The first section “Unseen,” deals with the aliens’ successful methods of concealing their worldwide program of human abduction, while the second section, “Seen” will explore newly recognized patterns of extreme alien visibility. In each part of the book we will be presenting case material that is almost totally unknown to the general public, as well as unfamiliar and radical new scientific thinking and experimentation in fields such as physics, neurobiology, and genetics that will help the reader further understand the plausibility of UFO technology.


For too long the idea has persisted that the UFO phenomenon and science as we know it are absolute adversaries. Fed by eager skeptics, the illusion persists that science is rational while everything having to do with UFOs is irrational—that scientists “know” with certainty what is possible and what is ultimately impossible. In Sight Unseen we intend to show how that blinkered view needlessly narrows our conception of the physical world and blinds us to what may well be the most important event in human history—the unheralded arrival on our planet of intelligent, nonhuman beings.



Carol Rainey


The first time that I ever heard about UFO abduction cases, I was leaning into the wind on a Cape Cod beach that was sparsely dotted with companionable groups of summer people enjoying their last few days at the shore. It was the fall of 1995, and my neighbor, Sally Fleschner, and I had just driven down from the Boston area where we lived to join some of Sally’s New York friends—writers, painters, psychiatrists, professors, restaurateurs, and patrons of the arts. One of the painters I was introduced to was an animated, slender man with silver hair, a natural-born raconteur by the name of Budd Hopkins. As his stories unfurled one after another that afternoon, it became apparent that this artist was also the “UFO investigator” that Sally had told me about on the drive down. As a pragmatic attorney, she had thought the UFO subject was “a little kooky” but told me not to worry about it, that I’d like Budd. Everybody liked Budd. A few hours later, seeing him surrounded by friends at the water’s edge, I was also drawn to this man’s lively wit. But as I listened that day to Budd’s account of a UFO case right there on Cape Cod, I clearly remember the confusion of my thoughts. I’d never thought of UFOs, I’d never even heard of “alien abductions,” and I had no idea that intelligent people took these ideas seriously.


At first I felt slightly stunned. Budd had launched into an account about an enlisted man, Bob, who’d been abducted by a UFO in Truro, the next town over from the beach we stood on, right in front of Dutra’s Grocery, a mom-and-pop store I knew well. Two hours later, according to Budd, Bob was returned to the road in front of the store, disheveled and confused. When he called his destination, the North Truro Air Force Base, he discovered that a jeep had been sent to pick him up at the store an hour and a half earlier and hadn’t found him there. Bob later had scattered memories of bulbous-headed creatures with big eyes inserting something in his nose.


I looked quizzically at my friend Sally, thinking: What have you gotten me into this time? She laughed and waved me away as Budd managed to steer me apart from the others and into a stroll down the beach. That’s when my innate skepticism kicked in. Almost shouting to be heard over the wind and the waves, I fired a volley of questions at this affable, gentle man. Budd was more than implying that UFOs actually existed. How could that be possible? Why would he believe these people’s stories when science was silent on the subject? Furthermore, if this was even partially true, what would be the implications for humans as a species? And how did he propose to deal with the terrible shakeup of human beings coming to terms with the idea that we might not be the pinnacle of all earthly creation, as we’d naively assumed ever since man became a sentient being?


Looking back, I realize now that my anger on that brisk, salt afternoon was coming from a familiar place. I was feeling foolish and clueless because I had no way to evaluate the truth of what had been placed in front of me. My childhood had been sprinkled liberally with similar moments of stinging helplessness and frustration. Growing up as I did, inside a clan of fundamentalist Plymouth Brethren in central Illinois, tended to limit one’s knowledge of popular culture, which this UFO thing seemed to be. I’d grown up in the sixties without television or movies or popular literature; we didn’t dance, smoke, drink, fornicate, or divorce. I couldn’t have identified Elvis from Opie or H. G. Wells from Orson Welles. During my high school science class, on certain days I often found myself seated outside in the hallway on a chair placed there just for me. The topic under discussion inside, I vaguely gathered, was blasphemous about the truth of Genesis—that God had created the heavens and the earth in six days.


After blasting a painful exit out of my family at age nineteen, I’d set about to deliberately change every major aspect of my life and consciousness. Rather than be separate from the world, as I’d been taught was right and good, I wanted to immerse myself in knowledge of the world—both in this universe and in other possible universes. After many years in graduate school, it was this yearning that finally led me into doctoral work in Future Studies, one of the last advanced generalist degrees left in the country. We studied such futuristic subjects as the shocks to the system brought about by a rapidly changing, technological society, alternative energy, and the possibility of living off-planet one day. Eventually, I went on to make documentaries and other television programs, mainly films about science, with scientists. My life was filled to the brim with intellectual friends, literature, scholarship, and art. So, twenty-six years later, how was it possible to find myself stranded again by my own cultural ignorance? Over the past quarter century of moving about freely in “the world,” I could not consciously remember ever hearing the phrase alien abduction phenomenon. And the only vague association I had for the term UFO was a light, dismissive tone in someone’s voice. It certainly wasn’t a subject anyone I knew in Boston talked about.


Why I didn’t automatically dismiss the ideas I was hearing for the first time on that Cape Cod beach I wouldn’t understand until several years later. But I didn’t dismiss them: I let the ideas sit and simmer. The patterns that began to emerge from the reports—certain details of the experiences repeated over and over by people who didn’t know one another—stirred my sense of wonder. In some odd way, my earlier academic life in Future Studies had prepared me to take this thing on. If I was going to continue a friendship with Budd Hopkins—was going to continue to discuss a topic as outré as people abducted by UFOs—I knew what I had to do. I had to go back and look at the underpinnings, the background, of a topic that included people levitating up light beams, people “switched off,” their memories seemingly manipulated from afar, and the on-again, off-again visibility of airborne objects larger than houses and even football stadiums. Just how solid was the ground that Budd was standing on? Was there any scientific evidence or theory that explained such “paranormal” events?


So it was a secret project of my own that I took on that fall of 1995. I didn’t mention to anyone how I spent my evenings and weekends—reading books with titles that I hid in public: UFOs Over the Americas and Flying Saucers: Top Secret. Starting with some of the earliest literature from the 1950’s and 1960’s that dealt exclusively with craft sightings, I planned to methodically work my way toward my new friend’s more recent abduction-related books.


I remember the night I made the decision to fully commit to the study of the UFO phenomenon. As I opened yet another book on the subject, I sensed that it was more than an autumn chill that was causing my discomfort. I suddenly recalled a favorite professor of mine who’d been fond of quoting British philosopher Alfred North Whitehead whenever one of her students felt confused and tangled up in the various threads of writing an essay or short story. “Just hold on to the idea and trust it,” she’d say, “because the creative process, like a new relationship or any discovery, always begins in that “ ‘state of imaginative muddled suspense.’ ” And after the chaos and discomfort, continued the unspoken promise, there would come the understanding, the synthesis and breakthrough.


I turned on the lamp and pulled a comforter around me as I started reading. Opening the yellowing pages of a 1955 book by retired Marine Corps major Donald Keyhoe called Flying Saucer Conspiracy that I’d borrowed from Budd, I set out on the first leg of my life’s most unusual adventure yet. As far away from Normal, Illinois, as I’d come, I had a distinctly eerie feeling that there was somewhere else I was supposed to go—but where that place was, I didn’t know. The danger was that the territory was so strange, so unknown, that I’d get lost. In fact, plan on it, I thought with a grim sort of humor. Just count on it.


In Sight Unseen, the science chapters record my own journey into the mazelike heart of the UFO phenomenon. Along the way, I share insights I’ve gained from holding up abduction reports to the light of contemporary science. By taking a look at both our current and emerging sciences, we can begin to understand how UFOs seem to exist in a realm that is hard-edged and material part of the time and immaterial and ghostly at other times. Although some explanations for aspects of the UFO phenomenon come directly from mainstream science—such as military stealth technology and the limitations of our own human senses—most of the possibilities we’ll explore are so cutting-edge that the public is not yet aware they exist in the objectively tested, documented world of science. Some of the new technologies and discoveries that we’ll examine might have seemed magical even ten years ago. They include:


• levitation of objects, including live frogs and balls


• laser light beams that lift objects


• the dropping of the genetic barrier between species


• transplanting a specific behavior from one species to another


• the development of targeted gene transfer—implanting a salmon gene into a tomato, for example


• teleportation achieved in the laboratory, not on Star Trek


• stopping light in its speedy tracks before sending it on its way again


• the real possibility of time travel


• the probability that we are surrounded by an infinite number of other universes.


    I hope that the exploration of these and other new discoveries will help to create common ground between scientists and people intrigued by UFOs. Although it often seems so, this is not an impossible goal. After all, as psychoanalyst Salvatore Guido, a fellow futurist of sorts, once said: “Nature does not deceive or surreptitiously change its mind: we can count on the eventuality that it will not secretly change the rules of the game. It is only our knowledge that is limited. In the quest for scientific knowledge, the resistance to be overcome is on the side of the scientist.”7





PART I



UNSEEN






Chapter 1



THE ALIEN ABDUCTORS: HIDING—AND SOMETIMES SHOWING OFF


WHEN DETAILS OF THE FIRST thoroughly investigated UFO abduction report—the now famous Betty and Barney Hill case—came to wide public attention in 1966, researchers made several deductions about the aliens’ modus operandi. Since the incident occurred at night in a sparsely populated area of New Hampshire’s White Mountains, it was assumed that the aliens had selected the time and location in order to reduce the chance of accidental witnesses. The full story of the Hills’ abduction story has been told elsewhere and need not be repeated here, but for our purposes it is important to point out that in 1961, the year the incident actually occurred, investigators thought of it as a kind of cosmic commando raid in which speed and maximum concealment were central concerns.1 And when I later read about it in John Fuller’s classic account and eventually accepted its validity, I agreed with this simple, military-type analysis.


Similar UFO abductions, if they happened at all, were most likely to be extremely rare, investigators later hypothesized, almost always taking place at night, in rural settings, so that they could be carried out unobserved. And among those who took the case seriously, most assumed that the Hills’ abduction might well be the only such incident that had ever occurred. Apart from this unlucky couple who were in the wrong place at the wrong time, human beings were probably safe from such experiences.


As it turned out, all of these assumptions were wrong.


By the 1970’s, as a few more abduction cases were reported and investigated, another pattern emerged that radically changed our thinking. In these accounts, several abductees reported that when the UFO occupants first approached them, people in their immediate vicinity suddenly appeared to have been “switched off” and put into a comalike state. These switched-off individuals were often described as sitting or standing rigidly in the postures they had been in when the aliens arrived on the scene. Their eyes were open, but they were obviously not registering what was taking place. Later, when the abduction ended, these potential witnesses began to move normally, recalling nothing of the incident but often aware that, mysteriously, several hours—of which they had no memory—had elapsed.


Thus we had a major new factor to consider in the aliens’ ability to maintain the covert nature of their operations. They apparently possessed a technology by which potential witnesses could be prevented from seeing UFO occupants and observing the abduction of someone in their immediate vicinity—even someone traveling in the same automobile. As an example of this newly discovered factor, one highly credible woman I once worked with, a mother of two and by profession an obstetrical nurse, described an experience she had had as a young student. In 1973, “Karen” was at a small party with about ten other young people, some of whom were also student nurses. Karen recalls that she was seated cross-legged on the couch, talking with her friends, relaxing, and listening to music. Though the young people were drinking beer, none of the student nurses were intoxicated.


In Karen’s very next conscious memory she was in her car, driving along a local road just after sunrise, completely confused and disoriented. She stopped at a coffee shop and went in to try to calm herself, but the more she pondered the mystery of the nearly five missing hours, the more upset she became.


Later, when she was in her apartment and feeling less frightened, she called a friend who had been present at the party. He asked where she had gone. “I looked around and you weren’t there. Nobody remembers seeing you leave. We figured you had just slipped out and gone home.”


Some ten years later, Karen read Missing Time—an apt title for her disturbing experience—and wrote to me. We met in my studio on Cape Cod for a hypnotic regression session to explore the incidents of that night. We began with the party itself, when Karen sat cross-legged on the couch. Suddenly she felt herself begin to move involuntarily. Frightened and confused, she floated forward off the couch with her legs still folded in front of her. She tried to grab something to stop herself but realized that she could not move her arms. She was paralyzed and helpless.


Though she could not turn her head, her vision was unimpaired. All of the other people in the room were absolutely frozen in fixed positions. No one spoke. There was an eerie, total silence. She floated to, and then through, the closed front door. Several small alien beings were waiting outside and accompanied her into a UFO hovering above the street, and the abduction commenced.


UFO investigators have received hundreds of such reports in the past few decades, incidents in which abductees have described friends, family members, or even passing strangers as seeming to be switched off in just this manner, unaware of the abduction that is taking place in their presence, but often aware of an unrecalled period of missing time. Some people have noted particular physical consequences to having been “frozen” for an hour or so. In one case, “Ann,” a young college student, was apparently switched off while her companion was abducted. Afterward, when things returned to normal and Ann could move, her eyes hurt so badly that her contact lenses felt like sandpaper. As she removed the lenses and lubricated her eyes, she wondered why this painful condition had developed so suddenly, seemingly in an instant. Years later, in separate hypnosis sessions, we explored the experience shared by Ann and her companion and she learned for the first time that she had been switched off—unmoving and unblinking—for an hour or so. Our eyes are naturally lubricated by a layer of moisture and the regular blinking action of the eyelids, so when that process was stopped, painful dryness resulted. This same condition has been reported to me by a number of other switched-off wearers of contact lenses.


To complicate the issue of abduction concealment even further, in later years a pair of extremely unusual UFO abductions have come to light that cast an interesting light on the patterns we have been considering. In these incidents, witnesses were not switched off but in fact saw and remembered the abduction—or at least certain parts of its basic scenario. For some reason, in these cases the UFO occupants made virtually no attempt to hide their activities and in one instance—the Linda Cortile case of 1989—apparently arranged things deliberately so that the abduction would be seen by numerous people, including several important political figures.2


Earlier, in the 1975 Travis Walton case, seven young men in a double-cab truck were returning from work in a remote area near Snowflake, Arizona, when they sighted a large UFO hovering above the treetops off to one side of the road.3 The driver stopped and Walton, a passenger, jumped out for a closer look. As the men in the truck yelled for him to get back in, they saw a blue beam of light shoot from the craft and hit Walton, lifting him off the ground and knocking him backward. Terrified, the men drove off, only to collect themselves after a few minutes and return to search for their comrade. Walton had disappeared.


Frightened and in a state of near panic, Walton’s fellow workers reported the incident to the police and a fruitless search was begun. Ultimately the witnesses were tested by an experienced polygraph operator and none showed any signs of deception. Five days later Travis Walton returned, dehydrated and disoriented, having been deposited by the UFO beside a nearby highway. Eventually he, too, passed a polygraph test about his abduction. Two decades later, in a reinvestigation of the case, the men were once again given polygraph tests. All passed.


What is important about the Walton case for our purposes is that it demonstrates what might happen if abductions were regularly observed and consciously recalled by independent witnesses, especially close friends or family members. Panic, terror, and an immediate call for help would be their predictable responses—all of which run counter to the aliens’ apparent need to operate covertly.


The Linda Cortile case, the subject of my book Witnessed: The True Story of the Brooklyn Bridge UFO Abductions, is an even more important instance of an abduction seen by numerous witnesses who also were not switched off but were able to watch Linda—the abductee—and three small alien figures float out the window of her twelfth-floor apartment and up into a hovering UFO. The story is extremely complex, with independent witnesses at six separate locations seeing all or part of the initial abduction events. Furthermore, each of these witnesses has described other witnesses to this abduction who were either switched off and do not remember the incident or, for one reason or another, have not wished either to contact me or to make themselves known. (Humiliation and ridicule, debunkers’ basic methods of intimidating witnesses, are extremely effective.)


So we can assume that even though this incident took place around three A.M. and lasted only a minute or so, there must have been many people—perhaps hundreds—who also saw a truly “impossible” sight. Though it is difficult to put ourselves in the place of such witnesses, many rationalizations for not calling the police or the news media present themselves. One woman I interviewed, “Janet Kimball,” was driving across the Brooklyn Bridge when the craft turned on all its lights. She said that as the clearly visible UFO hovered above the building, shining down a bluish-white beam of light and levitating Linda Cortile and the aliens up into it, she thought she must be watching a movie being made. These are special effects, Janet thought to herself. “Someone’s always shooting a movie in New York,” she told me. “It was so real, it looked fake.”


The Linda Cortile case and the Travis Walton abduction suggest that the switching off of potential witnesses to conceal abductions is perhaps not always a viable tactic. But these two cases surely demonstrate that if people are allowed to observe and recall what they have seen, the basic alien strategy of concealment is dramatically undercut. As I stated earlier, I have investigated hundreds of reports from New York and other large cities, including Washington, D.C., London, Los Angeles, Chicago, Paris, Istanbul, and Rio de Janeiro—cases in which abductions were carried out successfully and covertly, even though there were hundreds, perhaps thousands, of potential witnesses.


And so we come to the first question we must try to answer: If we accept the premise that it is preferable—if not always possible—for UFO occupants to carry out abductions covertly, by what methods do they effectively conceal their frequent abductions of city residents? How do operations that normally should be witnessed by thousands remain unseen?





Chapter 2



MISSING CHILDREN, A THREE–STORY FALL, AND AN AIR FORCE FIRE TRUCK


LET US BEGIN TO ATTEMPT to answer the question posed at the end of the last chapter by examining the following three cases, which demonstrate some of the perplexing issues faced by skeptics, debunkers, and open-minded investigators alike. Beyond any doubt, a major aspect of the abduction mystery lies in such vivid initial accounts as these, all three of which preceded by decades any associations the witnesses made between these experiences and UFO phenomena. In fact, the incidents occurred in 1948, 1957, and 1974, respectively, when almost no one was familiar with what we have come to know as the signature patterns of the UFO abduction phenomenon.


At the time these mysterious incidents occurred, the participants could make no logical sense of them. Therefore, each account eventually became part of the family lore, told, retold, puzzled over, and discussed again and again by close friends and family members. Twenty, thirty, even forty years passed before any of those involved sensed that these experiences might be connected to the UFO abduction phenomenon and consequently got in touch with me. As we shall see, the factors that caused them finally to make that association vary from case to case, but the central issue was their belated recognition of clear-cut UFO sightings and alien and “missing time” encounters later in their lives—literal, anomalous events that seemed connected with their earlier experiences.


The reasons for the crucial importance of these early recollections are obvious. First, none of the witnesses can be accused of having invented a UFO report for personal gain or notoriety, because, in addition to their current insistence upon complete anomymity, these original accounts had no UFO component: They were simply unexplainable experiences. Decades later, all of them remain truly bizarre, and debunkers—whom I define as true believers in the nonexistence of UFOs—are hard-pressed to come up with any plausible, mundane theory to explain them away.


Eventually, I investigated each of the following three cases through extensive witness interviews and hypnotic regression sessions. (Because these encounters took place decades ago, on-site visits and the search for additional witnesses were rejected as unlikely to turn up relevant information, as they had in the recent Linda Cortile case.) The hypnosis sessions and witness interviews provided coherent explanations for what happened to the abductees during the “missing time” portions of their recollections—explanations that are fully consistent with what we now know about the UFO abduction phenomenon. However, in none of the following accounts will I dwell extensively upon the hypnotically retrieved memories, because much of that information is not immediately relevant to the issues we are exploring here. The strangeness of these experiences is fully revealed by what each witness remembered consciously from the time each incident first occurred.


A Three-Story Fall


    “Joan” is a forceful, active woman in her late seventies. She is clear of mind and perceptive in her judgments. Her daughter, “Molly,” a widow and an attractive redhead in her middle fifties, has had numerous UFO experiences, as have other members of her family. I met Molly in 1993 when she wrote to me for the first time as a result of reading my book Intruders. In her letter she described a virtual lifetime of anomalous events involving herself and other family members: strange figures in her room, episodes of extended physical paralysis, “missing time,” and other experiences typical of UFO abductions. Significantly she did not mention her childhood fall-from-the-window incident until I asked if she remembered any other odd occurrences from her early childhood. Perhaps because she and her brother were so young at the time, until that moment she had never thought about the window experience in context with the other more obviously UFO-related anomalies.


The incident of interest here occurred in a suburban neighborhood called Price Hill in Cincinnati, Ohio, in the summer of 1948, only one year after the first major UFO wave in the United States and thirteen years before the landmark Betty and Barney Hill abduction. At the time Molly was four and her brother, “Danny,” was six. Joan had put the two children down for their afternoon naps, when something—a sound, a feeling—caused her to check their bedroom. They were not there. The window was open. With a sense of panic Joan ran downstairs to search for them. Forty-two years later, as Carol and I sat in Molly’s dining room sipping coffee, she and her mother spoke to us about the experience:


Joan: Well, I can date it, because I was expecting my fourth child at the time. That’s Bill. I had taken the other three to the doctor’s for their general checkup and they turned out real good, thank goodness. We came home and I told Danny and Molly to lay down—I put the baby in the crib—because they were to take naps. They were on the second floor of the building. I had to go change the baby . . . she had to have her didie rinsed out because in those days we weren’t privileged to have throwaway Pampers. All the people now that complain, shame on them. They don’t know what work is. Anyhow, I had to go into the bathroom and put the didie in to soak so that I could get it ready for the laundry, when I heard something or . . . had a feeling, I don’t know what, and I went to inspect. There wasn’t anybody in the bedroom, just the screen was gone out of the window and there were no kids in the bedroom. I went flying downstairs.


I went outside and there at the foot of the basement steps were the children. Danny and Molly. It all happened so darn fast. I saw Molly and I scooped her up and went tearing upstairs. There was a tailor shop underneath us. The tailor realized something was radically wrong [and] came to see. He scooped up Danny and said, “Don’t go all the way upstairs! The lady downstairs will take care of your other kids and I’ll take you to the doctor.” And he did, he piled us into his car, because I didn’t drive at that time, and took us back to the doctor’s. The kids weren’t crying. They didn’t seem hurt, but they weren’t moving. They fell out of the second-story window down into the basement. They had fallen on cement steps, you would say three floors down, from the second floor, past the first floor, down into the basement. Onto cement steps! Not just flat cement, cement steps! Danny was on the bottom, Molly was on top of him. They landed on the bottom portion of the cement steps. They fell on something jagged. If you had been there, you would have said their angels took care of them. You certainly would have.


Anyhow, the doctor examined them thoroughly from the top of their heads to the bottom of their toes, even wiggling them. Not a bump, a scratch, or a bruise. He said, “There’s nothing wrong with these kids. They might have gotten shook, that’s all.” He said, “How are you, Danny? Do you hurt anywhere?” [Danny] said no. And so we were all brought home and went on about our business and I thank God for my babies.


I asked Danny what happened, and he was delighted to tell me. “Mama, there was a plane going overhead and I had to see it. Molly said, ‘Let me see, let me see, let me see,’ ” and she pushed in on top of him and she pushed so good that they both went flying out. He wanted to see that plane. Molly remembers that plane, that big airplane. Danny was crazy about planes. So was she ’cause Danny was. This plane was low enough they could see it. A big silver plane. I never heard any airplane.


When I found them, they were not screaming, they were not crying. They were down, like they had the wind knocked out of them, I guess, would be the best way to describe it. And I just scooped Molly up and then I was shocked, my God, there’s Danny too! And then the tailor came and he scooped Danny up. And then he said, “Agnes, will you watch her two little ones?” and Agnes said, “Yeah, go on and go.” So he took us to the doctor’s and Dr. Mackay checked them—he had checked them earlier, and so now he checked them again—from the top of their heads to the bottom of their toes. He said, “They do not even have bumps or bruises.” I was blessed. I firmly believe that their guardian angels were with them.


When I picked Molly up, when I had her in my arms, she didn’t say anything, she wasn’t gasping, she was breathing normally. When I asked them, “Why did you fall out the window? What happened? Why were you . . . ” and Danny said, “I had to see the airplane,” and Molly said, “I had to see the airplane too. Me too.”


BH: Did the doctor feel there was something really unusual about the fact that they had fallen three floors onto cement and weren’t bruised?


Joan: What he said was, “They either kill themselves or they get up and dust themselves off and go.” He was old-fashioned, he was wonderful. His name was Mackay, but whenever there were sirens that went past his office, he left and he was the first one along with the fire department to any dire emergency, be it a fire, be it a baby born, be it somebody that needs a hospital. But he didn’t find a bump, a scratch, or a bruise on my babies. No matter what anybody says, I fully believe in angels and I believe their angels took care of them.


At this point in our interview, Molly brought in more coffee and joined us to add her recollections to her mother’s:


Molly: I don’t remember falling out the window. I remember we were looking up, trying to look up at it. It got kind of dark out and we were looking up at a silver-colored plane or whatever. My brother remembers bits and pieces of it and now he doesn’t even want to talk about it. He said he remembers this big silver airplane that was above the house. He said it was huge but the thing that caught his eye was the fact that it was practically on the house, and it was huge, and you just don’t see airplanes down that low. It wasn’t noisy at all. It was straight up . . . it wasn’t like you look out the window and there it is over there. It was up. It was over the house and it also put a shadow over the house. The sun was out and then there was a shadow over the house and we were trying to look up, my brother and I.


I don’t remember falling out of the window: I remember going out the window, but not falling. We were floating. Nobody saw us fall out the window. Nobody. And it was daytime. The sun was out except for when it got cloudy when the plane was overhead. It was just dark where we were. The sun was still out. As a matter of fact, the sun was so bright, it was, like, blinding. It killed your eyes.


The next thing I remember, we were on the ground and somebody was picking us up . . . and I do remember you were there, Mom, and I remember the cat. We had a cat that had babies that day. I remember the cat was totally traumatized. I don’t remember the cat being under us, although Mom said the cat was under us or near us or whatever.


Joan: Not under you.


Molly: No, if I fell on the cat she would have been squashed. I was on top of my brother. Down at the bottom of the cellar steps. There’s, like, a square at the bottom, you know, with the wall.


BH: Do you remember the pain when you hit?


Molly: No. No pain. I don’t remember hitting. My mother and a man were there. I remember that. Exactly who picked me up, I don’t remember. I didn’t say anything because I couldn’t say anything. I guess I was shocked or whatever. I couldn’t say anything, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything.


BH: Did you feel the wind was knocked out of you? And were you crying?


Molly: No. Neither was Danny. Neither one of us moved or cried or did anything. I couldn’t talk. I remember trying to talk to my mother, but I couldn’t talk. I didn’t feel the wind was knocked out of me. I was breathing normally. I just couldn’t move or talk. I had no pain, I wasn’t hurt in any way. I remember when somebody picked me up, my leg hit the side of the wall. It was kind of rough concrete. I remember it dragging on my leg a little bit. It kind of scratched my leg. But I think we were in shock, my brother and I. Mom, don’t you think we were in shock?


Joan: It’s possible. But I still remember Dr. Mackay and what he had to say. He checked each one of you—you first and then Danny—and he said, “There is absolutely nothing wrong with these children. These kids, when they have a traumatic experience like this, they’re either dead or they pick themselves up, dust themselves off, and go on their way.” They didn’t cry, either one of them. They didn’t complain. I was the one who was terribly upset and got to the doctor’s as fast as I could and was grateful to God when the doctor said what he did.


BH: Do you think there is any possibility that the children could have slipped out of the house and run downstairs?


Joan: Absolutely none! They would have had to get past me in the first place and in the second place, to find Danny laying at the bottom and Molly on top of him, no, that’s not possible.


Molly: Not to mention we used to have a high latch on the apartment door that we tried to reach. We couldn’t open it. You would have to unlock the door in order for us to get out, to go downstairs. We tried sometimes with the chair. We’d pull it over and try to unlock it but we couldn’t reach it.


We were three stories high, and then we went down in the cellar, down the concrete steps to the basement. And the cellar steps weren’t directly under the window. Say, here’s the building [gestures, indicating about an eight-foot difference]. Here’s the window. The cellar steps were over here, not under the window. The window was over here. But we ended up down at the bottom of the cellar steps.


And I just couldn’t move, I couldn’t, couldn’t move. They took us to the doctor’s because they thought there was something really wrong. But I didn’t have any injuries at all. None! Danny didn’t, either. The neighbors couldn’t figure out why we weren’t even bruised. The doctor said we should have been dead.


BH: How did your mother ever explain any of this to herself?


Molly: She didn’t. She just accepted the fact that we were alive, and thanked God.


In the course of our investigation, hypnotic regression sessions with Molly revealed the chronological details of the window experience: the childrens’ abduction into a huge UFO—the “big silver airplane” that cast the building into shadow. Molly recalled floating out of the bedroom window into a bright beam of light and then levitating, along with her brother, up into the hovering UFO. She remembered the appearance of the examining area, the demeanor of the aliens, and many other details.


However, for our immediate purposes, we will focus upon a few highly significant abduction patterns present in the two womens’ prehypnotic recollections. First of all, it is highly unlikely for two children to fall three stories onto jagged cement steps without sustaining even a bruise. As a general rule of thumb it is assumed that anyone falling three stories has only a 50-percent chance of living through it, and the absence of broken bones, internal injuries, or even bruises after such a drop is unthinkable. Molly initially remembered floating out the window but had no sense either of falling or of hitting the cement steps. And to make an accidental fall even more unlikely, the cellar steps were seven or eight feet away from the area directly under the window. People, even children, do not fall diagonally, unless they are propelled by some force.


There are many cases in the abduction literature in which individuals are floated out of their second-story bedrooms and later deposited on the ground or even several miles away. It is a familiar pattern. Automobiles and their passengers have been lifted up and put down in the middle of a field or on a different highway, sometimes gently, sometimes heavily. In one English case a police car was even replaced on the road wheels up, top down, and severely damaged although the constable abductee inside was unhurt.


In another case that I suspect was a hidden abduction, unremembered by the abductee and as yet uninvestigated, a small boy apparently “fell” from a sixth-floor apartment window onto a fenced-in and padlocked cement courtyard, and though he exhibited a few small bruises, he was absolutely unhurt. After reading about this event in a newspaper, a neurosurgeon friend of mine flatly declared, “He didn’t fall. Period. He would have died.” In the context of familiar UFO abduction patterns, however, this well-documented incident—and Molly and Danny’s painless diagonal descent onto the concrete—make sense.


Another ubiquitous abduction pattern appears in Molly and Joan’s mutually corroborative testimony indicating that the children were paralyzed when they were found at the foot of the cellar steps. In Molly’s words, “I just couldn’t say anything, couldn’t move, I couldn’t do anything.” Joan stated that when she found them, “the kids weren’t crying. They didn’t seem hurt, but they weren’t moving.” This kind of (apparently) alien-instituted paralysis gradually wears off, but it is one more example of a by now well-documented abduction pattern.


Finally we come to another, even more “impossible” situation raised by the childrens’ experience. This inescapable aspect of the abduction phenomenon is almost invariably skirted, denied, or ignored by abduction researchers because it presents such outright challenges to both common sense and the basic laws of physics. Simply stated: How can such an event take place in a busy commercial neighborhood and not be seen?


Molly and Danny’s abduction took place on a sunny afternoon—presumably in the summer, because the window was open during naptime—and the buildings on the street were close together. According to Joan, among the modest homes and small apartment houses of their neighborhood, the ground floors often contained shops and commercial businesses—a fruit and vegetable store, a tailor shop, and so on. Obviously, within the city of Cincinnati, where there are stores such as this in and around small apartment houses, there are customers, traffic, pedestrians, activity. In short, there are hundreds of potential witnesses to a UFO abduction.


Molly said that just above the building was a huge silver craft flying or hovering so low that it cast their building into a shadow which lasted long enough for the two children to get to the window to look up. Obviously, had it actually been a large, low-flying airplane, its house-darkening shadow would have flashed by in a split second.


But Molly’s description contained yet another, rather different anomaly. “The sun was out,” she said, “except for when it got cloudy when the plane was overhead . . . . As a matter of fact, the sun was so bright, it was, like, blinding. It killed your eyes.” In the middle of a normal sunny day, abnormally blinding bright light such as she describes is yet another frequently reported abduction pattern. This extraordinary and unnatural light is apparently emitted by the UFO, usually in the form of a beam.


Joan said that she never heard the “airplane,” which should have been audible if it had been a normal craft flying as low as the children reported. Also, she apparently did not see either the shadow over the building or the blindingly intense light. None of the neighbors, shopkeepers, or passersby seem to have reported seeing or hearing the huge low-flying “airplane” or seeing a shadow or the intense light, and no one reported seeing the children fall (or float) out of the window.


One is immediately tempted to say that together these facts prove that the incident never happened the way Molly, her brother, and her mother claim. The absence of corroborating testimony from others who were at the scene—in broad daylight, in a city neighborhood—must mean that the story is a hoax, a lie, a joint hallucination—anything but a real event. But in the light of more than fifty years of consistent reports of “impossible” UFO maneuvers, coupled with supporting radar returns and photographic evidence, should we not be asking ourselves if the answer to this enigma is nothing more than another example of an alien technology so advanced that the UFO, its shadow, its light, and the floating children could not be seen by any witnesses in the area? Is it possible that for a short time, Molly, Danny, and the hovering craft were all temporarily invisible?


The Missing Children


In 1990 I was contacted by “Marianne,” a resident of Queens, New York, and shortly thereafter began to investigate a number of partially recalled abduction experiences dating back to her childhood. Marianne is a very slight, delicate, almost doll-like woman now in her early fifties, a divorcee with one child, a son, who had recently graduated from college. She speaks with a quick, nervous quality, laughs easily, and, though far from gregarious, has long maintained close friendships with several men and women. Currently she lives in New York City in an apartment with her aged mother, who requires extensive at-home care.


One of the experiences we explored through hypnotic regression concerned an abduction that took place when she was seven or eight years old. She and her best friend, “Angie,” a little girl who lived down the street, were abducted simultaneously in what emerged as a very traumatic childhood experience. It is important to note that Marianne mentioned the incident at Angie’s house only after I asked, in an extensive early interview, if she had ever been lost as a child. Until that moment, she said, she had never considered this incident to be a possible unrecalled UFO abduction.


The following is Marianne’s account of what she remembered consciously, before hypnosis, about that incident:


Marianne: I was on my block in Fresh Meadows, a residential area with private homes. I was at my friend’s, which is on the other side of the street and about five houses up. We were in the basement—which is the way we usually ended up playing in the house—and coloring pictures. Craypas, as a matter of fact, is what we used to use, and I was coloring my favorite scene at the time that I colored over and over, sort of an island tropical scene on a beach, palm trees, very bright oranges and yellows, sunset time in the sky, and I usually tried to throw in a few little birds up in the sky as well.


We were there probably at least three or four times a week, in the basement. This was during the summer, school was out, so we spent a lot of time together. If we were not outside playing, then we would be usually in the same room, in the basement of her house. It was a partially finished basement made into a combination playroom-lounge-bar area. There was a couch, a small coffee table in front of the couch. There were linoleum floors, if I remember correctly, but there was a rug under the area where we would sit by the couch. There was a bar area over on the other side of the room, a TV, and sometimes they had a Ping-Pong table set up down there as well.


Angie had some toys there. She kept a lot of things up in her room, but she did have some things that she played with more often in the basement. Some dolls, building things, games, board games—that sort of thing would be kept in the basement. And we were sitting there on this day, a very common thing for us to be doing, sitting there drawing the pictures. I remember we were kneeling or sitting on the floor, not on the couch, coloring on the coffee table, and I was drawing my same picture of the island.


I’d say we were there probably a couple of hours. At some point—it was around, I think, late afternoon, probably a little before dinnertime—we decided to go outside. So we went up the steps from the basement, went out the back door, which was off an enclosed porch area that they built on the house, and walked down the driveway. As we got down the driveway, we saw Angie’s mother across the street. My mother was standing on the other side of the street, and several neighbors from up the block were standing and there was a police car parked out front. Then we noticed the police were walking back and forth and talking to some of the people. We came down the driveway, and I believe it was Angie who asked her mother what was going on. Her mother looked absolutely shocked when we started walking down the driveway. When she turned around and finally saw us, she started carrying on almost hysterically, asked us where we had been the whole time. We told her: In the basement, where we’d been all afternoon. I don’t recall the exact words or the exact conversation, but she swore that we were not in the house, that she had checked the house—the basement and the whole rest of the house—and then had called the police. She thought we had left for some reason without telling her and taken off somewhere.


They had checked the little park that was about a block and a half around the corner from where we lived, a little neighborhood park. There had been some talk of a man that had been hanging around the park recently at that time who seemed to be a little suspicious, and a few of the neighbors had reported him. And I think they were a little afraid that possibly we had run into foul play if we had gone over to the park. The thing that struck me as strange, too, is neither one of us were the types of kids who would take off anywhere without at least telling our parents or even asking permission to go. So it seemed odd to us that Angie’s mother would have even thought we left the house. But everyone swore up and down that she checked the entire house.


I would imagine that the police checked the house as well when they were called in, and she swore we were not in the house. We were never able to figure it out. It always struck us as odd because we had been in the basement the whole afternoon until we decided to come out. It was getting near dinnertime and we walked down the driveway to find this scene out there.


The police looked surprised also. I remember the one police officer asked us, “Did you go anywhere?” and we said, “No, we’ve been in the basement the whole time.” At which point I recall the officer—there were two of them at the time—kind of exchanging looks between them and looking at Angie’s mother, and I think they were wondering a little about her mother, quite frankly, and why she couldn’t find us in the house. I think, after they had questioned us, our reactions of being totally puzzled let them know that we were not lying about where we had been. They figured we had been in the house. None of us could figure it out. My mother sort of chalked it off as Angie’s mother being overly alarmed or just not really checking the house and saying she did.


But the incident has been brought up a number of times over the years as one of the things when neighbors get together, or people in the family get together, and talk about odd incidents. Every so often this will come up: “You remember the time you kids were in the house and Angie’s mother called the police swearing you were gone?”


BH: Do you think that anybody else searched the house besides Angie’s mother?


Marianne: Well, to my recollection, her father was working, so he wasn’t home during all of this. I believe Angie’s mother was the only one in the house. Angie had a brother but he was not home that day. In fact, I believe that Joey went to camp during the summer. I would assume the police did check through the house. I can’t imagine a mother calling and saying her child and friend are missing and the police not checking the house to see where they were before they took off someplace else.


We never moved, we never went anywhere. We had been known to be able to sit for hours doing the same thing. Then we got up, we walked out the back door, we walked down the driveway to this scene of people trying to figure out where we were. I was only a seven- or eight-year-old child. I would not have wanted to say anything bad about my friend’s mother, but I was thinking it. I believe my mother was thinking it as well, and probably the other neighbors. We just thought her mother was a bit of a flake for having done this.


Later, I brought it up once or twice with friends. If you were sitting around, just talking about odd incidents in your life, this would be one of a few incidents I had in my life that I would bring up and say, “Yeah, I had this strange thing happen to me,” that kind of thing, yeah. I always wondered how someone could check a house for two kids and not see them there in the basement the whole time they were there. I just found it odd.


BH: When did you first connect this with a possible UFO incident?


Marianne: Actually, not until many, many years later. Until you asked if I had ever been lost, I had never made any connections with it.


BH: Tell me a little about the neighborhood. On a summer afternoon, were there other people, children, out on the street?


Marianne: At the time, there were quite a few kids on the block. Most of us were approximately the same age, give or take a year or so. Several of us played together on a regular basis—in the summer, pretty much every day. At least two or three of us would be together. The kids were home from school. It was a quiet area, but there certainly would have been people going in and out, cars going down the block. It was sunny, warm, very bright outside. A typical summer day.


BH: Do you think a UFO could have flown over the house and not been seen?


Marianne: I would highly doubt that [laughs]. I would highly doubt that. Somebody would have had to see something, yes.


As with Molly and her brother’s falling, unhurt, some thirty feet onto concrete steps, Marianne and Angie’s claim that they never left the basement playroom—despite Angie’s mother’s frantic search—also strains credulity. The place the mother would have searched first—the girls’ habitual downstairs playspace—was empty. One can easily picture her calling for the children, her worry deepening as she searched the house from top to bottom. And one can easily imagine the panic that led her, finally, to phone the police for help.


Common sense tells us that no one searching a restricted area for suddenly missing children—or dogs, cats, friends, relatives, whomever—does so without calling out their names with increasing agitation. But Angie and Marianne claimed that they neither left their play area nor heard anyone—mother, neighbors, or police—calling for them.


Under hypnosis, Marianne, to her later surprise, recalled a complex abduction in which the two children were separately floated out of the house and up into a hovering UFO, a bizarre but otherwise logical explanation for their disappearance and their inability to hear anyone calling for them. The content of her hypnotic recall of their joint abduction conforms to the familiar patterns of UFO abduction experiences worldwide but need not concern us here, though Marianne’s recollections of the way the encounter began and ended are worth quoting:


I recall a feeling that kind of came over the room, and at some point Angie not being there. I assumed she left to go upstairs to go to the bathroom or something like that. But I started to get nervous . . . . There was a different feeling in the air and I recall something coming from the area that was not finished . . . where the boiler and the washers would have been, where I hardly ever had reason to go, but there seemed to be something that changed in the room, some kind of a difference in the lighting.


Marianne was then floated up the basement stairs and in a few moments found herself inside the craft. Her account of her later return to the basement playroom is particularly interesting:


I recall what happened when I came back to the house, which is where it got really odd, because at some point I was actually caught somewhere in the actual structure of the house, the wood from where you would go from the kitchen, the top of the basement stairs, down the stairs to the basement—I was caught somewhere in that structure of wood, coming through the wall as if I would be coming back down. From that point there was some sort of a jump to being back down in the basement, where we had last remembered sitting, coloring, and then it became quite normal again. Angie was there. And the only thing that I remember thinking at that time was that we were now going to go upstairs and leave the house.


And then we were walking down the driveway, to be met by this scene of Angie’s mother upset and hysterical and my mother across the street, other neighbors on the block, and the police.


There are two alternative non-UFO explanations for Marianne and Angie’s alleged disappearance that must be considered: first, that they never vanished, but instead were hiding from Angie’s mother for some reason and only came out of hiding when the police arrived and the situation became more serious. The problem with this theory is that when Marianne first told me about their disappearance, she was a grown woman with a college-age son. It is hardly likely that she would still be afraid to tell the truth about a childhood prank involving her friend’s mother. And why, if she were afraid of revealing their prank, would she have mentioned the incident to me in the first place?


Next, there is the possibility that she invented this story out of whole cloth as part of a subtle collection of lies designed to convince me that she was a UFO abductee. Over the years I have investigated ten abduction incidents Marianne experienced at different periods in her life, several of which involved other people whom I was able to interview separately. Through all of these investigations I never found a reason to doubt her essential truthfulness, nor could I imagine a plausible motive for a hoax in which she would have had to enlist and train several confederates. Marianne has never sought media attention and has never seemed to be anything but genuinely frightened by her UFO experiences.


But if the two little girls did vanish and were floated up into a hovering UFO, there is, once again, another, more central issue we must consider: the time and location of their abduction. As in the case of Molly and Danny, this incident took place in the middle of a summer afternoon, not in an isolated area but on a street where children played, automobiles passed by, and undoubtedly an occasional pedestrian walked along the sidewalk. When I asked Marianne if a UFO could have flown over the house without being seen, she had said, “I would highly doubt that. [She laughs.] I would highly doubt that. Somebody would have had to see something.”


And so we come back to the problem we faced with Molly and Danny. At such a time of day, in such a location, the UFO should have been seen and heard by scores of people—and not only the hovering UFO but also, as in the case of Molly and Danny, the levitating children. But again, because of these circumstances, we must ask ourselves if the craft and the ascending children were actually “seeable.” Or, by some as yet unknown technology, were they temporarily invisible? Is temporary invisibility or an extraordinary kind of “cloaking” capability the means by which such abductions take place unobserved, even in the midst of a large city?


Dennis, B.J., and the Air Force Fire Truck


In 1974, at the age of twenty-one, “Dennis” was a recent enlistee in the United States Air Force. He was stationed at a North American airbase where, though the war in Vietnam had recently ended, young fighter pilots were still being trained for combat.


Dennis had been assigned to a fire and rescue unit, part of the extensive support and service system that exists at any airbase. But unlike the crash equipment standing by at most major commercial airports, his unit was actually called out from time to time when student pilots inevitably made errors landing or taking off.


At the time of this disturbing 1974 incident, Dennis’s young wife had just left left him, a situation that made his military friendships, such as that with B.J., even more important to him.


Dennis: On this particular night I was assigned to a first-response team with my sergeant, B.J. We were good friends. B.J. had been in ’Nam and was about six or eight years older than me. We got along real well. We drove up to the flight line in our truck and parked in position. We set out our gear, our boots and stuff, and arranged them on the ground outside the doors of the truck so that we could get into them in a hurry if we had to. It was routine.


I was sitting on the right side of the front seat and B.J. was on the driver’s side. We sat there awhile, watching the takeoffs and landings, when I suddenly kind of woke up, leaning against B.J. B.J. says, “What happened?” I say, “I don’t know.” I felt really sick. I vomited out the door, and some of it got on my boots.


We realized we were late. We were supposed to be back to check in a couple of hours earlier because the landing and takeoff practice was over. We didn’t know what had happened, but knew we had to haul ass.


Our gear was scattered around. We picked up our boots and stuff and threw them in the truck. I remember that one of my shoes was off. My shirt was buttoned wrong and I was still feeling sick. Everything was kind of a mess. I don’t think my pants were zipped or my belt buckled. There was a little blood from my nose.


B.J. was driving, fast. I remember I lit two cigarettes on the way in . . . . I was smoking one and had another one in my hand. I was shaking. I threw one of the cigarettes out the window.


When we got back and parked the truck, we went inside and that’s when I noticed I was wearing B.J.’s shirt and he was wearing mine. I looked down and saw his name tag on my shirt. I swear I have no idea how that happened. He had my name tag on his shirt. We didn’t even talk about it, we just switched shirts and went to bed. It was just too weird.


The next morning, I remember, I woke up and just sat on my bed and fucking cried. I didn’t even go to roll call. They asked me to go to roll call and I said, I can’t. I sat there and cried until about nine o’clock, well after our flight . . . . Our shift . . . had left. I don’t know if they wrote that up or not, but I remember talking to . . . [the civilian] head of that shop . . . after that. He wanted to know if it was because of my wife leaving or what, and I said I wasn’t sure.


That’s when I started going to a psychologist. We took some kidding after that, from some of the guys . . . just because when we came in we were messed up and they saw we were wearing each other’s shirts. Like B.J. and I had a thing going, but that was ridiculous. He started being a little cool towards me, I guess as a result of the kidding. The whole thing was just too weird and neither of us wanted to talk about it.
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