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gate. I fully expected someone to get out at any moment and
survey the landing site.

Because I had never seen anything like this before, I thought
it may have been an American space project of some sort. |
checked for the markings of the United States Air Force on the
hull of the craft, but found nothing.

[ was most interested in the flood of lights that poured out of
the upper reaches of the craft. The light, distinctly purple, also
cast out various other shades. In spite of the bright midday sun
in the sky, the light cast a purple hue on the ground and
eclipsed the sunlight in the immediate area.

[ was forced to continually turn my eyes away from the light
which made red dots appear before my eyes every time 1
looked away.

[ approached the object closer, coming to within 60 feet of
the glowing mass of metal. Then I heard voices. They sounded
like humans, although somewhat muffled by the sounds of the

motor and the rush of air that was continuously coming out
from somewhere inside. I was able to make out two distinct

voices, one with a higher pitch than the other.

This latest discovery added to my excitement and I was sure
that the craft was of an earthly origin. I came even closer and
beckoned to those inside:

“Okay, Yankee boys, having trouble? Come on out and we'll
see what we can do about it.”

There was no answer and no sign from within. I had
prepared myself for some response and was taken aback when
none came. [ was at a loss, perplexed. I didn’t know what to do
next.

But then, more to encourage myself than anything else, I
addressed the voices in Russian, asking them if they spoke
Russian. No answer. I tried again in German, Italian, French
and Ukrainian. Still no answer.

Then I spoke again in English and walked closer to the craft.

By now I found myself directly in front of it and decided to
take a look inside. However, standing within the beam of light
was too much for my eyes to bear. I was forced to turn away.
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Then, placing green lenses over my goggles, I stuck my head
inside the opening.

The inside was a maze of lights. Direct beams running in
horizontal and diagonal paths and a series of flashing lights, it
seemed to me, were working in a random fashion, with no
particular order or sequence.

Again I stepped back and awaited some reaction from the
craft. As I did this I took note of the thickness of the walls of the
craft. They were about 20 inches thick at the cross-section.

Then came the first sign of motion since the craft touched
down.

Two panels slid over the opening and a third piece dropped
over them from above. This completely closed off the opening
in the side of the craft.

Then I noticed a small screen pattern on the side of the craft.
It seemed to be some sort of ventilation system. The screen
openings appeared to be about three-sixteenth of an inch in
diameter.

I approached the craft once again and touched its side. It was
hot to the touch. It appeared to be made of a stainless steel-like
substance. There were no signs of welding or joints to be seen
anywhere. The outer surface was highly polished and looked
like coloured glass with light reflecting off it. It formed a
spectrum with a silver background as the sunlight hit the sides.

I noticed that I had burned my glove I was wearing at the
time, when I touched the side of the craft.

These most recent events occurred in less time than it takes
to describe them.

All of a sudden the craft tilted slightly leftward. I turned and
felt a scorching pain around my chest; my shirt and my
undershirt were afire. A sharp beam of heat had shot from the
craft.

[ tore off my shirt and undershirt and threw them to the
ground. My chest was severely burned.

When I looked back at the ship I felt a sudden rush of air
around me. The craft was rising above the treetops. It began to
change colour and shape, following much the same pattern as



