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Foreword

I �irst met Sgt. Clifford Stone in May 2001. He and I, along with
eighteen other witnesses, testi�ied about the UFO phenomenon to the



national and international press at the �irst Disclosure conference in
Washington DC. What I recall about our �irst meeting was his shyness,
seriousness and his emotional response to his own story. The most
vivid memory I have of Sgt. Stone during that time is when he told me
about his experience as a member of a UFO recovery team while in the
Army. He told me he had held a sick or injured EBE (Extra-Terrestrial
Biological Entity) in his arms. The being was clearly suffering and Sgt.
Stone deeply felt its pain and was so touched by the experience that
that he could not help but weep in sympathy because of its condition.
He had felt a very close connection with that being. And while he was
telling me this story, Sgt. Stone was also weeping. He was clearly re-
living that moment.

Sgt. Stone’s story was just one of many I heard during the 2001
Disclosure conference.

For myself and, I think, most of the others we were all in awe of
the each other’s stories. By that time I had heard many UFO stories
from the countless number of people I had contacted during my own
research. I was inclined to listen to UFO stories with a healthy dose of
skepticism. I suppose we all have some criteria somewhere in the
recesses of our minds as to how we judge when people are telling us
the truth. Although many of us want to think of the truth as sacrosanct
and absolute, in fact, the truth, that concept we humans seem to have
manufactured as a way of understanding reality can be indistinct. It can
be like a cloud; an evolving shape of some reality. When discussing this
phenomena, what I believe to be true as a result of what I perceive as
evidence or connecting the facts of that evidence, may not convince
others. What was dif�icult for all of us, even those of us who have had
experiences in this �ield, is dealing with the phenomenal aspect of each
of these stories. Just the description of the capabilities of these craft
was astounding and de�ied our sensibilities. We simply didn’t have a
good foundation in understanding the phenomena because the
explanations were and still are not complete. And, of course, there is
still no wide acceptance by our scienti�ic community or by the public.
However, after spending many hours with Sgt. Stone in 2001, I left
convinced he was telling a true story.

Today, I no longer listen to stories about the UFO phenomenon
with skepticism. I simply try to apply my judgment and my knowledge



on the subjected on the evidence presented to me. After seventeen
years of public speaking about by own incident and hearing countless
stories about the phenomenon, I have long since accepted its reality
and drawn my own conclusions about that reality. Although many of the
details of it are not known for certain, the two basic facts: intelligently
controlled objects of non-terrestrial origin are �lying in earth’s airspace
and the existence of EBEs interacting with humanity is beyond dispute.

In July 2011 during the Roswell UFO Festival, I again spent many
hours with Sgt. Stone. This time he again told me about seeing an EBE
up close and could not continue because of his emotional response to
his own memories. Again, he was re-living those moments in his past.
Anyone who has had a traumatic experience understands they cannot
avoid their own emotional response when recalling their experience.

 
Recently, I received documents containing of�icial records of Sgt.

Stone’s military experience. Some of those records clearly demonstrate
how he was harassed after he decided to publicly inquire into the UFO
phenomena while still serving in the Army. In particular, he was
ordered to undergo a psychological examination by Army doctors. After
much dif�iculty in his attempts to retrieve the results of that
examination, he was able to acquire those records. They reveal that
there was no reason to conclude that he had any psychotic episodes or
behavior. This was particularly interesting to me because of my own
experiences.

In 1969, I was released from missile duty and sent to Wright
Patterson AFB, Ohio to complete my MS degree in Aeronautical
Engineering at the Air Force Institute of Technology. I was not there too
long before I received a call from the base hospital. The call was to
inform me that I had an appointment to meet with the staff psychiatrist.
When I protested that I had not made any such appointment, I was
informed that it was an of�icial order. I kept the appointment and
reported to the psychiatrist’s of�ice. I again protested my having to
subject myself to an involuntary psychiatric evaluation. When the
orderly came to escort me to the psychiatrist’s of�ice, I refused to go
unless the psychiatrist came and explained to me why I was there. After
another 15 minute wait, the orderly returned and said I could go. There
would be no psychiatric evaluation because I insisted on exercising my



rights over my own mental condition. I have often re�lected on that
incident and wondered what would have happened had I been
subjected to the psychiatrist’s questions about my mental state. Would
he have gotten me to comment on my UFO incident so that there would
an of�icial mental health record of my claim? That would not only
re�lect poorly on my mental state but would have been a violation of my
non-disclosure statement. I would never have been able to disclose by
incident publicly without the stigma of seeing that psychiatrist and
talking about UFOs. My testimony would have been discredited as the
ramblings of one who was mentally ill. This technique has been used in
many other valid UFO incidents I have reviewed.

In Sgt. Stone’s case, the record is clear. He was harassed by the
Army for publicly expressing an interest in the UFO phenomenon. He
was subjected to a psychiatric evaluation and fought off attempts to be
forcibly retired.

Sgt. Clifford Stone has a convincing claim of being on the inside of
military operations involving the recovery of UFO craft and EBEs. He
was an exemplary NCO and served his country in Vietnam. He has
courageously spoken out publicly. He and his testimony deserve our
attention and respect.
––Robert Salas
Ojai, California, 2011



Introduction
I �irst met Sgt. Clifford Stone in 1997 at the 50th Anniversary

Roswell Festival when I was sent by my of�ice in Rome to cover the
debut of the book The Day After Roswell, written by Colonel Philip
Corso. I have been very busy interviewing all the A-list players in
Ufology ever since, including researchers, authors and �irst hand
witnesses. On that particular occasion, Clifford invited us journalists to
his home to see some documents. Brazilian researcher Vittorio
Paccaccini and I were the only ones to accept Clifford’s invitation to the
Stone’s home in Roswell, New Mexico.

Fortunately, from that day forward, I forged a strong bond with
Clifford and his Vietnamese wife Hanh and gained their trust. I have
interviewed Clifford Stone many times on his role in Crash Retrieval,
but most of all, about his interfacing with entities not of this Earth. He
has been honest and forthcoming about his role as interfacer, because
he is freely permitted to talk about portions of his life and has
documents supporting his claims. He is seeking more documents under
FOIA (The Freedom of Information Act), as the world wants more proof.
He is correct when he acknowledges in the following interviews that
most researchers will not take the time to read documents. This
admonition to us proves that “opinion is not research.” It has been my
current mantra, as I tread on to prove what we all know to be the truth.
I have learned much from this man about thorough investigative
research and the accumulation of written documents. It is all about
“connecting the dots”!

It was dif�icult for me to understand why more researchers did
not spend more time with Clifford. They want a quick interview and
then they disappear. After having interviewed many military, former
intelligence personnel, astronauts and pilots, I �ind that Clifford is very
grounded man, a devout patriot, a good family man, a spiritual being
with a strict code of ethics; a man who knows more of the complete
picture than most I have spoken to. He has a great deal of research he
has accumulated.

It is important for the reader to realize that Clifford Stone has
lived this reality. He is trying to navigate the dif�icult waters of
disclosure without causing too many problems for the very country he



loves. He knows the perimeters to stay within. He knows the military,
and he knows National Security issues and respects them. He is not a
rebel, but he is a pioneer, forging the way to an acceptable disclosure
for the planet.

The most notable the part of this story concerns the fact that
Clifford also is acquainted with, what he calls “our visitors.” The reader
will be intrigued with that part of interaction in this book that
characterizes communication with cosmic cultures. At 19 years old, he
was not prepared for all this, but like so many other military men who
had contact, he was enlisted to do it, perhaps chosen by the visitors
themselves at a very early age.

Certainly telepathic skills now and in the future will be part of any
protocol and the classic preparation––or schooling, if you will––of any
galactic diplomats who attempt communication with cosmic cultures.
Some effort is being made to connect, if not for research motives, than
certainly for the acquisition of exotic, advanced technologies and
technology exchanges. Clifford and I both believe “back-engineering”
exists, that it has been carried on for some time and that it is part of the
secrecy. It is logical.

Over the years, I have done many interviews with Clifford at the
request of the Italian People, my editors Maurizio Baiata and Adriano
Forgione, and my of�ice in Rome who have embraced Clifford and his
testimony as a beacon of Hope. They perceived “a certain honesty, a
good heart,” an innocence and a purity in his communication. In writing
for the magazines Area 51 and now X-times, I am trying to encourage a
different perspective on this cosmic mystery and am stressing the fact
that it is truly managed by a particular group, not belonging to any
speci�ic branch of the military. I sense it is opening up to admitting the
truth, that we are not alone, in a slow processed release of information.
I think that Sgt. Clifford Stone, like so many others, Sgt. Major Robert O.
Dean and astronaut Apollo 14 Dr. Edgar Mitchell in particular, are part
of this process. These are credible witnesses with incredible
information. They will encourage the reader to modify his/her
worldview to accommodate new revelations. They may open our minds
and expand our consciousness, which may be what those visitors want
from us as a result of contact.



In reading Clifford’s account, the reader will understand that
there has been contact, that it is dif�icult to decipher and manage
because we have few precedents for either interspecies communication
or space diplomacy. Clifford uses love and respect as basics tenants to
approach humanity, as well as cosmic cultures so diverse that there is
nothing with which to compare them. Listening to his story brings an
emotional response to most readers because he is tremendously
honest. Currently, he has created success for his “Job Corps” kids who
adore him, as much as the off-planet cultures who adopted him. It is
interesting to read that his ET friend named Korona, who stresses that
it be written with a “K,” was with Clifford in his childhood in order to
understand “human emotion.” Most people who know him realize that
Clifford has deep emotions. One need only to see his Disclosure Project
testimony to see the outpouring of this empathy for the entities he has
encountered in his military career.

To most people, this reality will seem incredible but to this
journalist, it is appearing a bit more normal as I interview credible
military witnesses all over the world. It is clear that we live a
dimensional reality. If we are willing to expand our worldview, we will
see that these visitors have been here for ages and they seem to choose
particular people as go-betweens, called in formal terms, Interfaces.
Clifford has been quoted as saying there are at least 57 different types
of entities and in his capacity of “interfacer,” he has met several
different species.

The value of this book, other than being the biography of this
unique man, is to encourage future generations to set aside “fear,”
aggression and bias to embrace that humanity is a part of something
greater, something magni�icent perhaps related to a greater Cosmos. It
is a book of hope and potential mind expansion for future generations.
In 1997, Colonel Philip Corso told me that he came forth to disclosure
his role in “back-engineering” the Roswell artifacts for the sake of his
beloved three grandsons. Consequently, Clifford’s intention is the very
same. He is dedicating this book to the granddaughter Anh Huyen Bui
who asked him “Grandpa, tell me everything.” He wants her to know. He
wants you to know. He wants the world to know. He is opening the door
“to the fact, that we are not alone in the Universe, Ladies and



Gentleman.” (From the Disclosure Project testimony, in Washington
D.C., May 9, 2001)
––Paola Leopizzi Harris
Boulder, Colorado
October 28, 2011
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May 10, 2001, Washington, D.C.
Disclosure Testimony of Clifford Stone

“Ladies and Gentleman, what did happen I am going to tell you
tonight. There were craft that did not originate on the face of this
planet. They have living beings in them, living entities. People, very
much like you and myself. When I say that, I mean that they had a
culture. They had lives, they had families. They had likes and dislikes. It
didn’t take me too awfully long in being exposed to doing ‘recovery’
that I came to realize this, but then I could not tell my family what I was
doing. I want to relate one incident to you, and that one incident is that
incident that really propelled me on to that type of situation. It
happened in a place called Indian Town Gap, Pennsylvania, in 1969.”

Stone continued to say that as part of what he thought was a
Nuclear Biological Unit exercise, his duties included UFO crash
recovery. The Pennsylvania incident included four dead alien greys. In a
very emotional recounting of this and other incidents in his life, Stone
asked the people to understand the entire scope of these visitations. He
is clearly an insider, but a courageous one, as he concluded his talk in
May 2001 at the Washington Press Club Disclosure Project meeting
with the following:

“Tonight, I come to you as a scared individual, a scared little man,
telling you just a piece of what went on in my life. There were other
incidents that you too might like to know, that this is the case. I said it
yesterday, and I will say it again, that the ‘absence of evidence’ is not the
‘evidence of absence.’ It is evidence that is just simply denied to the
American people. I stand here to tell you, that before my almighty God, I
am willing to go and stand before Congress and tell them what I told
you tonight as being the Truth, and I can relate more of the events that
have occurred because I have that moral obligation not only to my
family but also to every American and every person on the face of this
planet. I have that moral obligation, quite possibly, to our visitors. The
situation is: We are not alone in the Universe, and I thought you might
like to know.

“The evidence that there are objects which have been seen in our
atmosphere, and even on terra �irma, that cannot be accounted for
either as man-made objects or as any physical force or effect known to



our scientists, seems to me to be overwhelming…. A very large number
of sightings have been vouched for by persons whose credentials seem
to me unimpeachable. It is striking that so many have been trained
observers, such as police of�icers and airline or military pilots. Their
observations have in many instances… been supported either by
technical means such as radar or, even more convincingly, by
interference with electrical apparatus of one sort or another….”
(From Lord Hill-Norton, Chief of Defense Staff, Ministry of Defense, Great
Britain, 1973; Chairman, Military Committee of NATO, 1974-77; quoted
from his foreword to Above Top Secret by Timothy Good, Morrow & Co’s
Quill Books, 1988)



Part I: Clifford Stone’s Story
 
Chapter One
My Story
 

I’m Clifford Stone. For the better part of my life, I have been
involved with UFOs, although at the beginning, I didn’t know that’s
what I really was involved in. As I went through my childhood and into
my teen years, strange events took place. Eventually, I joined the
military and found that, even in the military, these events would follow
me.

In order to try to get the answers to some of the events in my life,
I collected a large volume of information about the UFO phenomena.
The story I have to tell is unlike a lot of what you hear, but it’s my story
and I’m going to be truthful about it with you. I can’t say who’s right and
who’s wrong in the �ield. I’d like to see everybody that’s involved with
UFOs start to have one vision, and for that one vision to ultimately
bring the truth to the American public. That would mean that all UFO
researchers would have to put their differences aside, to not have their
own agendas or their own concept of what the truth is, but to seek out
the truth that can be documented, that has strong evidence.

Over the course of the years of the UFO investigation as it was
of�icially performed by the United States government, it was stipulated
that there was only one agency involved in those investigations. This
was the US Air Force. Actually, in the beginning, it was the U.S. Army
Counter Intelligence Corps (CIC) that handled UFO investigations. It got
started as an of�icial program as a result of Kenneth Arnold’s sighting
on June 24, 1947. The CIC was to be involved in most investigations and
would remain so until the Air Force became a separate entity in 1947 as
a result of the National Security Act, which came into play on
September 17 of that year.

On September 23, the Army Air Corps became the United States
Air Force. Those CIC Agents that went over to the U.S. Air Force, going
into the OSI, immediately took over the investigation of UFOs. With the
large number of UFO reports coming into the U.S. Air Force, it was seen
that there was a necessity to have a clearing house to receive UFO



reports and give some contention that they were getting of�icial notice.
The Air Force then set up what was called Project Sign.

Project Sign came into existence on January 22, 1948. The press
referred to it as Project Saucers. In February 1949, a report was
released about Project Sign’s �indings stipulating that all UFOs could be
explained away by hoaxes, illusions, or misidenti�ications of known
objects or aircrafts observed under unusual conditions. The Air Force
released this report knowing fully well that it was incorrect.

This did not stop the in�lux of reports coming in to the U.S. Air
Force, dealing with UFOs. Getting all these reports, they were �inally
forced to acknowledge that Project Sign did not die as reported in
February 1949, but that it continued. The name had been changed by
virtue of Project Sign being compromised. They renamed it Project
Grudge. It would remain Project Grudge until 1952, at which time it
was identi�ied as Project Blue Book. It would continue as Project Blue
Book until its demise in December 1969, at which time the U.S.
Government stated it would no longer investigate reports of UFOs.
However, this was not to be the end.

What was unknown to the American public was that, behind the
scenes, there was a much broader investigation of UFOs, dealing with
more reliable sightings: the military sightings, the sightings being
reported by astronomers and scientists. These had a code name too. I
don’t know what it was from all the way back during the time that we
had investigations of UFOs, beginning with the Foo Fighters in the
second World War, when we de�initely took an interest; but that’s when
we of�icially got involved in the so-called modern era of the UFO
phenomena. [“Foo Fighters” refer to the large glowing orbs that
American, British, German and French �ighter pilots all reported seeing
in the sky during WWII––Ed.]

The Foo Fighters that were being seen by our pilots and the Axis
Powers pilots, alike, were something real. Something that showed
intelligent control, that took evasive action. There was a great desire to
�ind out more. The United States Army, under the auspices of General
McArthur, created what was known as the United States Army
Interplanetary Phenomenon Research Unit. In 1943, McArthur was able
to ascertain, from his CIC people, that de�initely, there were
interplanetary craft visiting our planet; that they were observing the



World Event we called, at that time, the Second World War; and that, if
they proved to be hostile, we would have a great dilemma.

This fact that I have just told you has never been made public to
the American people. They know of the Interplanetary Phenomena
Research Unit, but they don’t know actually when it began. We know
also, from the release of documents from the FBI, that Blue Book was
never in charge of anything. Very quietly, behind the scenes, from 1947
to January of 1953, the Of�ice of Special Investigations (OSI), those elite
people who came over from the Army CIC who were doing the initial
investigations, were in fact the ones who were monitoring the UFO
situation at Wright Patterson Air Force Base. Blue Book would get
watered-down reports, particularly of the really good reports that came
in.

In January 1953, a unique event took place. The United States Air
Force created a very elite unit. This unit would be known as the 4602nd
Air Intelligence Service Squad (AISS). General Burgess suggested to
Captain Ruppelt, that since they had a very unique unit that was
speci�ically designed to go out and do �ield investigations, that if this
unit was permitted to do UFO investigations, we would �inally hit some
pay dirt.

Interestingly, Ruppelt, in his 1956 book titled, The Report on
Unidenti�ied Flying Objects, alludes that he was the one who suggested
to Burgess that this come about. The Blue Book �iles dealing with the
AISS �iles clearly show that it was Burgess who made this overture to
Ruppelt. The 4602nd had a wartime mission, which was the �ield
exploitation of downed enemy aircraft and personnel, and the
exploitation of enemy documents. It had no peacetime mission.

To be clear, at its conception, the AISS did have a peacetime
mission. It was to do the �ield investigations of Unidenti�ied Flying
Objects, and to interact with the investigations of military personnel
and of personnel who were considered highly trained observers, such
as astronomers, who knew what they were talking about as far as
giving accurate data in the observations they make. They also created a
new program called Operation Blue Fly, unknown to Project Blue Book.
Every UFO report going in to the Air Material Command, later to be
called the Air Tactical Intelligence Center, �irst went through a
clearinghouse.



Operation Blue Fly was now in full operation. The intent of
Operation Blue Fly was the immediate �ield exploitation and recovery of
any enemy or presumed enemy aircraft that went down in the
continental United States or friendly territories overseas, as well as the
full exploitation and recovery of advanced technology. This included the
recovery and �ield exploitation of those items, which we called
unidenti�ied �lying objects or objects of unknown origin.

So it would continue until well after the end of Project Blue Book,
which ended, as I said before, in 1969.

In 1987, the Air Force was to acknowledge that Operation Blue Fly
had in fact had its name changed. Project Moondust, which was the
overall �ield exploitation, also had its name changed.

When we �inally got Congress to ask about these two speci�ic
projects, I had them under appeal, which means that, by law, the
classi�ied documentation had to run the gauntlet of the appeal action.
This meant that they were not to be destroyed or done away with. But,
as soon as Congress asked the hard questions about these �iles as they
pertain to UFOs, the Air Force stated that all their documentation on
these particular operations, Operation Blue Fly and Project Moondust,
had been destroyed.

The intent of destroying these documents, and I charge the Air
Force with this now, and the small nucleus within the intelligence
community. I charge them with destroying those documents to keep the
people who were investigating what happened here at Roswell in 1947
from becoming public. Because, within those documents you would
learn of U.S. Air Force Detachment 35. You would learn that U.S. Air
Force Detachment 35 collected data, pictures, reports, photographs,
and physical evidence dealing with reliable reports of UFOs, and that in
1947, that information was gathered. Sometime between 1947 and
1952, those �iles were transferred to Detachment 35. In short, Roswell
was the scene of at least two, possibly more, UFO crashes. Those
crashes were not of Project Mogul weather balloons. The Air Force had
in its possession in 1995, when Congressman Schiff himself was asking
for the information on what happened here, and they were lying to us
through the General Accounting Service, that they didn’t have any
documents. They had a complete �ile folder. We have the cover of the
listing of those UFO cases turned over to Detachment 35 by the U.S.



Army CIC. Roswell was one of them. This clearly indicates that they had
the �ile. I, personally, have seen some of that information.

What happened in July 1947 here in Roswell was in fact the crash
of two or more unidenti�ied �lying objects, which later would turn out
to be unidenti�ied. We positively con�irmed that they were
interplanetary craft from some other place within our galaxy. They did
not originate in our solar system. There were also bodies. We recovered
the debris, we recovered whole craft. They have reverence for their
dead, I can tell you that we did not maintain for too awful long,
possession of the bodies. In one instance, there were �ive entities. Three
were dead, one was seriously injured and died later as a result of its
injuries. One wasn’t all that bad as far as its injuries went. I cannot
con�irm whether it was returned alive or dead. I do know that we had a
problem because medication as we understand it doesn’t work for
them. Food that we eat, that may be healthy for us, was poisonous for
them. So, synthetics had to be applied, and how they went about this, I
don’t know, because I wasn’t in the position to have any knowledge of
that. What I’m saying are things that I know for a fact to be true simply
because I lived with them and I worked with them. But, I’m getting
ahead of myself.



Chapter Two
My Personal Experience with Contact
 

Prior to the age of four, I lived a normal life like any other kid. The
events that led up to even me getting in the military started around that
time. At the age of four, I had a situation where it’s hard to recall and a
lot of what I’m about to say is going to be hard to recall. I’ve never made
notes, never kept notes. The intent was to take everything to the grave
with me. Upon completion of all the recording I’ll explain why I’m
talking now. You have to have a tragedy in your life before you start
talking about this stuff, and that’s why I started to talk, but I want to get
to that at the end.

Concerning the situation that happened at the age of four; it was
Christmas, and during Christmas I was looking forward to the arrival of
Santa Claus. I believed in Santa Claus at that time, and it was very hard
to sleep. I remember going to bed, but then getting up, waiting for Santa
Claus. I stayed near the �ireplace because I wanted to see how he was
going to get in. There was a tap at the door and my mom and dad told
me that that was Santa Claus. I immediately went up to my room and
tried to act like I was asleep. I remember someone dressed in a Santa
Claus suit coming up to look at me and to try to see if I was asleep. I
remember opening one eye to see if that person was still there. And I
thought, I’m not going to get anything this year because Santa Claus
knows I’m awake. I stayed there in bed, dying to get up and see what
was left under the tree for me.

About an hour passed, nobody came for me, and I knew that my
mom and dad were going to go out to some Christmas party, so I lay
there. One of my half-sisters was to take care of me, and I’ve always
identi�ied the woman who came up to my bed about an hour after my
family was gone and it was quiet, as being my half-sister, although she
had no recollection of it. The person came up and instead of saying,
“Let’s go see what’s under the tree for you,” asked a very strange
question: “Would you like to see the Boogeyman?” Well, I didn’t believe
in a Boogeyman, but that sounded like something that would be nice
and interesting to see. Now we lived on Stanton Avenue at the time, in
the corner house. The steel mill was there, and it was very active at that



time. They had three shifts, a day shift, prime shift, and the graveyard
shift. I know that it was after eleven o’clock when this event took place,
but this lady took me to the back porch, and we stood there.

Finally, I heard a rumble, very much like a tractor with a grader on
the front. Looking out, I saw that it was a tractor, and it was just a man
driving it down the street. This was very unusual because we didn’t
have this happen there, particularly after eleven o’clock at night. As the
vehicle got closer, I noticed the driver of the tractor and I noticed that
his eyes weren’t like ours, but they were glowing red. He seemed to
have a business suit on, with the vest and the hat with the brim all the
way around it, but it was one solid color, a darkish brown. It was as if
someone had picked up a big clump of dirt and had carved away at
making this person.

I stood back, a little frightened. As the tractor passed by, the
person turned and looked directly at us, and all I could see at that time
was the glowing red lights. Now I was told, “Now you need to go to bed.”
I went to bed and I didn’t get up for the rest of the night. I did go to
sleep wondering about what I saw. The next morning it was far
removed from my mind, simply because what had taken place there
was the night before. It may have had no meaning at all, and it was now
Christmas Day, and I got a lot of nice things that day.

But I �ind myself wondering back to that. Within a matter of two
or three weeks later, I was talking about that event to my cousins, Larry
and Herbie Stevens, telling them about it. A friend of mine by the name
of Delbert Hudson was there. We were talking about it, and they said it
just had to be a dream. Then we started to hear a rumble like a freight
train, coming from the sky, and we looked up. There were three very
large objects, about the size of a grapefruit held at arm’s length, dancing
in the sky. They were kind of yellowish in color. It was not beaming
down a beam of light or anything like that, they just shone. Once again,
they were very very large, but they were just dancing around, �loating
around one another. They would sometimes come down closer and
then go back up. We watched that until our mothers called us in. My
mom saw it. Herbie and Larry’s mom also saw it, but we didn’t pay too
much attention to it at that time. We really weren’t into UFOs.

After that, we moved to a place on Rhodes Avenue. It was a small
cottage. At this time, I had had quite a few experiences with things that



I had identi�ied as children that no one else could see. I thought it was
quite normal for people to have this type of experience. I also found
that it made me a laughing stock, but I could not bring myself to say
that I didn’t see these people, that it wasn’t a real event. People were
trying to tell me that it was just an overactive imagination.

Once we moved into the house on Rhodes Avenue, some of my
friends and I were out in my back yard playing cowboys and Indians. All
of a sudden, we heard some very strange sounds like music being
played and people singing a strange song that none of us had ever
heard before. Behind our house was an alley, then another row of
houses, then a hill. On top of the hill was a rock that was painted white.
We called it White Rock. It was roughly 200-250 feet high. From my
vantage point, we looked up on the hill and there we saw what I
thought were �ive or six people running around in white coveralls. Now
there’s no way I could have known this for a fact, but I had the
impression that they had white baseball caps on. They did have some
kind of white cover on their heads, that was easily ascertainable. We
looked up there in amazement and thought, well, maybe it’s just some
kids up there, but what are they doing all dressed the same?

We played for a while, still looking from time to time up on the
hill. Then all of a sudden, maybe �ive or ten minutes after we watched
these four or �ive �igures up there, they were standing all in a line, two
or three on one side and two or three on the other side. In the middle,
about 2-3 times taller than these that were in the white coveralls, was a
metallic individual. It was glistening in the sun, it was a bright sunlit
day. Once again, the music started to play, and I’m not ashamed to admit
it, as a kid of six or seven years old at the time, I was afraid. I called to
my friends and told them to run and hide. I ran and hid. I ran into the
house and hid behind the stove. And there I felt something like bony
�ingers just running on the top of my head. I had the impression that
this was showing me that I couldn’t run and hide from this. I could run,
I could hide, but they’d always know where I was at. I told my mom and
dad about this. Later on that night, I had these dark �igures, shadows
was the best way to put it, that came into my room. Being frightened, I
went and asked my dad if I could sleep there with him. So I slept that
night there. But here again, the dark shadows followed me there.



The next night after this event occurred, up on top of the hill there
was a very bright yellowish light shining down from this very point
where we had seen the entities the day before. My aunt, my mom, my
sister and I watched the light for several hours from the bathroom
window. From that window, you could see directly up on top of the hill.
We went to bed with the light show still ongoing. I got up the next
morning and nothing was there. Everything went normal after that
within my life except for the visitations of what I identi�ied as children
who came and even helped me with my homework for roughly a year.

By this time, we had moved to another location. We moved to
1906 North Moreland Avenue. There, everything seemed to be pretty
good for about a year. I started �irst grade there. One night, while I was
asleep, my aunt fell. She was upstairs. She was in her room getting
ready for bed. She laid up there until the doctor came upstairs and saw
her. She stayed there for about a day, and then the doctor decided her
condition had worsened and they took her to Mercy Hospital in
Portsmouth, Ohio. She died within a couple of days of being in the
hospital. Everything seemed normal until one night about a month or
two after she died. We were watching Kraft Mystery Theater. It dealt
with a town being �looded and people being trapped in a house in the
�lood. I remember that vividly. My mom and my sister were there. My
mom was sitting in a chair, my sister was lying on the couch, and I was
lying in front of the TV on the �loor. We all of a sudden heard a crash. My
mother was later to tell me it sounded just like the night that Aunt Doll
fell. Anyhow, my sister and I jumped up and were running toward our
mom, our mom picked us up and we were now running out of the
house. As we ran out of the house, our neighbors across the street were
running toward us. We met right there in the center of the street. The
people told us that they saw a light on up in my Aunt Doll’s room and
saw a shadow, as though it was my Aunt Doll which they were
accustomed to, because she had like a sand-brown colored blind that
she’d pull down at night and she’d sit by that in her rocker and rock.
The night that she died she did the same thing. Anyhow, the people saw
what appeared to be her getting up and falling, and then the lights went
out. This was very reminiscent of the night that she had her fall that
ultimately led to her death.



We went back into the house and one woman from across the
street told her husband, “Why don’t you go on upstairs and we’ll follow
you and see what’s going on?” He was stating, no he wasn’t going to do
this. There was a girl that I know that I hung around with a lot at that
time, and her name was Bonnie Moore. I got a big stick and she and I
decided that we would go up and try to �ind out what happened up
there, what made the noise. We went up but we could �ind nothing at all
that could explain the noise. Everything was in its place as it was the
day they took my aunt to the hospital. Nothing had changed. People
started talking about it being a token or an omen, but we were never
able to ascertain what had caused the noise that night.

Nothing very much happened after that except that you could
year my aunt from time to time, a disembodied voice which she would
call to my mother by calling “Ollie.” You would hear footsteps in the
room when no one was there. My Dad didn’t believe in ghosts or that
anything like this could take place. Then, one night, he had an event.
With him having that event, within a matter of two weeks we got
another place. Ironically, this was 1906 11th Street. We moved there,
and I continued with second grade. During the summer, not very many
events happened.

But then one summer, the summer of 1957, something happened
during a game of baseball with a friend of mine, a guy by the name of
Michael Eubanks. I went to his house at roughly ten o’clock in the
morning to see if he was up and if he was ready to play a game of ball. I
was knocking on the back door and calling out his name. Now, behind
his back yard was an alley, and behind that was a very large, about four
or �ive story, storage building. I heard a whirling sound, like the high-
pitched sound that an electrical generator makes. I looked around to try
to �ind where that sound was coming from. As I looked over the storage
building, there was a small white opaque disc with an inner ring and an
outer ring. The inner ring was going clockwise; the outer ring was going
counterclockwise.

As I watched the disc, it came over the building and very
gracefully glided over his house. I ran around to the front to see if I
could see anything. It was no longer in my vision. I looked across the
street. I was well aware that other people across the street had seen
something. They were looking into the sky. I ran home to tell my mom



and dad what I saw. They said it was just my active imagination. Some
of the people across the street told my dad what they had seen, but still
he wanted to downplay it. He did not want to believe I saw anything. He
didn’t want me to look crazy because I had already started talking
about these things that were taking place.

With that event, something very unusual started to come into my
life. At night, I would wake up with a fear that I could not describe. I
spent four years in Viet Nam. I saw combat while I was in Viet Nam, and
I know that fear. I don’t know of any other fear that can surmount that.
But this fear was even greater than that.

What I saw was, I guess you could say along the lines of what they
refer to as the “old hag” phenomenon. And that is you’d wake up in the
middle of the night with the fear you couldn’t explain why you had this
fear, but you were wide awake. You would see the �igure of a dark entity
or a dark object on your chest. You couldn’t move. A lot of times, my
head would be to my right, and through the corner of my eye I could
catch a glimpse of it. I was �ighting for all that I had in me to break free
of whatever was holding me down. Eventually, you would be free, but
you couldn’t go back to sleep. You’d have this cold sweat and you’d have
this unreasonable fear that whatever was there could still be there. In
all probability it was there, but you couldn’t see it. I had several
episodes of this.

Later, I would �ind that it wasn’t just a paralysis that occurred at
night. One night I got to see the face of the entity, and it was a real pale
grey, very much like the storybook witch like you would see in Snow
White and the Seven Dwarfs, with the long pointy nose. Even the
cackling laugh was there. And I mention the cackling laugh because the
only time I heard that was one day when I was playing hide and seek in
the house with my sister, because it was raining outside. I hid behind
the couch, and then I looked up to see if my sister was coming. We had
one of those grand pianos on the side as you entered the living room. As
I looked up, peeping out from behind the grand piano was this creature
that I had seen many times at night. This was the �irst time I saw it
during the day. It looked out at me and it just had this hellish laugh.

I immediately jumped out from where I was hiding and ran into
the kitchen, once again wanting to hide. My mom was in the hospital at
this time, and my Aunt Win was taking care of us. Now my Aunt Win



hated me after that day because she tried to set me on a chair in the
kitchen and make me set there. I didn’t want to set there, I wanted to
run and hide. When my mom got out of the hospital, I started crying,
begging my mom and dad to take me to see a doctor because the doctor
could make the monsters go away.



Chapter Three
Enter the Military: Somebody Knew
 

I didn’t want to see what I was seeing. Yet, I was doomed to see
those things. I didn’t know who to talk to about them because no one
was listening. And then one day, still in 1957, still the summer, I went
up to Kelso’s Drugs on the corner of 11th Street, and I ran into a
uniformed Air Force captain. I was trying to buy a copy of the magazine
that came out on UFOs. It was released by True Magazine, and because
True Magazine was identi�ied as a men’s magazine, I couldn’t buy it, I
was too young. So, not being able to buy it, I argued with the cashier
that I should be able to buy it, that it was about UFOs and there was
nothing else in there. But, he was not going to let me buy it because it
was a men’s magazine. The Air Force captain, Captain Brown, stepped
up behind me and said, “Do you have an interest in UFOs too?” I looked
up and saw that he was a captain, and I said, “Yes, Sir.” He said, “Well, so
do I,” and he went up to the counter and said, “I’ll take two of these
magazines.”

So he bought two. And we went over and sat down at a booth
there, and he said, “Do you like root beer �loats?” I’d never had a root
beer �loat. Personally, I didn’t think I’d ever like it. Root beer is okay by
itself, ice cream is okay by itself, but not mixed in the same glass.
Anyhow, he got us two root beer �loats and said, “You don’t have to
drink it if you don’t like it.” So, I found out that day I liked root beer
�loats. I also felt good because, here was a person in uniform, a captain
no less, in the Air Force, who was listening intently to what I had to say
about the events that had happened in my life. He was able to
understand that there was a fear element there, but he was also trying
to reassure me that I had nothing to be afraid of.

Then, when we got up to leave, he said, “Well I got one of these
magazines for you, but I have to check with your parents �irst and see if
it’s okay, if you can have this.” We went along to my home and he
introduced himself to my mother. He talked to my mom, and, when my
dad got home from work, he talked to him. He was trying to make them
understand that, while there was no evidence that UFOs exist, there
were strange things happening, and that I may have a key to certain



information that they didn’t fully understand. So, we became very good
friends from that time on. Captain Brown would remain a Captain for
far too long, which I wouldn’t know until after I got into the military.
Prior to my getting into the military, Captain Brown was allegedly killed
in the crash of a T-33.

From this event, I started to see these little creatures that looked
very human to me, they looked very much like little children, and I
identi�ied them as my playmates. Then, an event took place. I always
had a love of animals. The girl I mentioned earlier, Bonnie Moore, and
myself, we’d go through a wooded area at the back of her place and �ind
insects and animals and try to nurse them back to health if they were
injured. We didn’t know that insects were supposed to be something
bad, that people weren’t supposed to like grasshoppers. But, we would
always try to �ind little birds that needed help, sparrows, pigeons, even
some of the wildlife that was in the creek there. Once we got them back
to where they seemed like they could be on their own, we’d then go
ahead and release them.

Anyhow, while we were living at 11th Street, I found this little
bird that fell out of its nest. I tried to go ahead and nurse it back to life.
Its beak was broken and it was screaming. I assume it was in a lot of
pain. To a little kid, if you have a cut, you hold it under water. I held this
little bird, whose beak was bleeding, under water, and I accidentally
drowned it. Now at that time, I was always taught that grown men don’t
cry. One of the virtues you didn’t have, being a male, was the right to
express emotion. You were not to feel these things. It was just a bird. I
found myself thinking about this mom and dad missing it, what a
terrible thing I had done, I had killed this little bird. One of the
creatures that I had always identi�ied as a little child, because they look
human, I now got to see for the �irst time as it really was. Eventually, I
had a person come here who was an artist and worked for the Franklin
Mint. He drew a picture of it and gave it to me, based on the description
I gave to him. I saw my little creature now for the �irst time as it really
looked. First I was taken aback, but, I can’t say I was really afraid,
because I was used to knowing this creature. Immediately the questions
started coming into my head, very rapidly. Why was I feeling remorse?
Why did I have water in my eyes from killing a smaller version of an
animal that we used as food? Why did I have these emotions? The entity



even told me that he could feel the emotions that I felt. From that day
on, I would have, at his pleasure, interactions with this entity, who
would later tell me that his name was Korona. Korona stressed that it
be written with a “K”.

I could never, ever understand why these events took place, but
then more and more events started taking place. I was seeing more and
more UFOs. I was having more and more interaction with entities, not
just Korona, who looked very human to me. Again, that could be my
perception. I’ll be leaving a lot out as we head up to the time I get to the
military here, simply because there’s just too much to cover here, but
I’m trying to recall all that did happen to me.

After this event, we moved back to New Boston, Ohio. We lived in
a duplex that had two homes side by side, and it had two apartments
upstairs. When we moved back, everything went pretty normal for a
couple of months. Then, Larry Stevens, my cousin, Delbert Hudson, and
myself were playing and it was getting dark. The sun had set. Michael
Dunham and myself were in my back yard playing army. All of a sudden,
we looked up over the hill and there was this big, bright light. Once
again, the yellowish color was coming over the hill. It got to where it
was maybe a forty-�ive degree arc from where we were standing,
looking up. Then there was a small beam of white light starting to come
down from the object. Immediately the object itself took on a bright
white light appearance. The light would just shoot down a little and go
back, shoot down a little and go back, down a little and go back. It
seemed like it was getting closer to us, and I told Mike to go around to
the front. My recollection was stopping, looking back at the light, then
turning and running down the area between my house and my
neighbor’s house, which would have only taken a couple of seconds.
Going down around to the front, I was told by Delbert and Mike that
actually, forty-�ive minutes or so had passed. What had been a little
after eight P.M. was now a little before nine. I found that very
incomprehensible, because all I remembered was looking back at the
light, which was still coming closer, and then running around to the
front. What actually happened, I don’t know. That’s the only recollection
that I have of that light.

The next week or so, I was still having interactions off and on with
these little entities, still talking to my friends about it. They couldn’t



understand it, they couldn’t see them. But then, one day, while we were
playing in the garage at the back of our house, we turned it into a
clubhouse. Some of the entities showed up there. Immediately all the
doors and windows were locked. Delbert came over and, as he came
over, he looked up. For the �irst time, he now saw an entity, a creature,
looking back, looking down towards him. He felt that there were other
people there with me and that I might be in danger, so he came and
knocked on the front door and yelled, “Hey, Cliff, open up!”

I said, “I can’t right now, go away, I’ll come and �ind you as soon as
I take care of some stuff here.”

He said, “Open up! Who’s in there with you?”
I said, “No one’s in here with me.”
“I saw him, I know you’re not alone in there.”
The entity that was with me was telling me, “You need to tell him

to leave.” I was being shown some things, some instruments, for lack of
a better term, and the capabilities of those instruments. Things that we
eventually would get into, things that we eventually would turn into
weapons, and that would not be good for our civilization. I now know
some of the things that I saw––not like what they showed me, but we
have developed those very same technologies into weapons. Did we
acquire it from them? I don’t know. I like to think that through man’s
ingenuity, through man’s perseverance, through man’s own wisdom and
knowledge, he evolved to that level where he was able to manipulate
those sciences to where he understood the physical principles of
developing those weapons. I’d like to think that they are for the
betterment of mankind, but that isn’t necessarily so. But, I’m getting
ahead of myself again.

Delbert went and got my mother, who came in and told me that
she insisted I open the door. I told her that, “Mom, I can’t do it right
now, please just go away.” They didn’t want to leave. All of a sudden,
things started to––I don’t know how to put this––fade out. Delbert came
in through the window, and that was kind of interesting, because we
had a sink there on the side where he came in, and it broke. Water was
running all over the place. I was worried about him coming in because I
was told, “If anyone sees too much, we will have to kill them.” I didn’t
want to see any of my friends die. I picked up a 2 x 4 and tried to hit this
creature, and it just smiled and said, “Well, we don’t really want to hurt



anyone. Just give us a couple more seconds and we won’t be here. It’ll
be like we were never here.”

Delbert got in and opened the door, my mom came in, four or �ive
of the other kids came in, and I couldn’t explain to them. I told Delbert,
“I’ll tell you later,” but, he kept insisting, “There was a man there, there
was a man there.” To him, it looked like men. These events were to
continue throughout my childhood.
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Chapter Four
Important Considerations
 

All this leads into some crucial questions that I think we’re not
going to get into because we just don’t have enough time at this point.
We view UFOs as something that’s mystifying. We, as a species, I think,
love to be afraid. We love to hear ghost stories, we love to have stories
that put goose pimples up and down our back. Therefore, we’re totally
removed outside of listening to these stories, like somebody goes and
they talk, much like myself, telling about experiences they have had.
The person who sees a UFO come off the street, or the person who sees
the entities––it’s no longer fun and games for these people, because
these people have touched the outer rim of the unknown. They have
come in contact with something that de�ies their rational explanation.
They have come in contact with something that has literally changed
their lives forever. But, those of us who sit back and marvel, and
wonder, and think along the lines of “What if?”…see, �lying saucers and
UFOs, they can accept, but the entities, they can’t. Now, believe it or not,
in early history, in NICAP (National Investigations Committee on Aerial
Phenomena), it was perfectly okay with NICAP, which was headed up by
the late Donald Keyhoe of the United States Marine Corps, it was
perfectly okay with him and the board of directors who were high-
ranking government of�icials to see a silvery disc or to see a cigar-
shaped object. What wasn’t okay was to see the entities. There were
very few reports about entities. Of course, you had what were called the
contactees at that time, people who reported having contact with UFOs
and the entities within them. Some people might say, “Oh, are you a
contactee?” No, there’s a big difference. There is a big, big difference.
Now, the abductees, are they along the lines of the contactees? No, they
are not. Because most abductees have no idea what’s going on.
Channeling? Channeling has its part there, but then again, channeling
played a lot in what we were doing. As a matter of fact, even in the CIA’s
operations with remote viewing, military intelligence investigations
with remote viewing, using people who could see things from a
distance, who could readily pick up on things from a distance, are
things that we take as commonplace. The CIA even said that their



program, as far as remote viewing, was 85% accurate. But here again, a
lot of people sit back and say, “Interesting stories” and go on with their
daily life.

You see me on video. You hear me on the radio. Although that was
an interesting story, you say “Well, I better get ready for work
tomorrow, gotta do this, gotta do that,” and it’s forgotten. But, the
events that I lived will be with me till the day I die.

It was my intention to never speak openly about the aspects that I
was personally involved in. It was my intention never to talk about
these events. It was also my intention to try to get people to ask
questions to the point where Congress would ask for an accounting of
the U.S. Intelligence community on the real evidence that is out there,
that isn’t necessarily classi�ied. It’s the tip of the iceberg. The Titanic
saw the tip of the iceberg, and I’m sure that some of the people on the
Titanic thought they were going to clear it. What they didn’t see was the
nine-tenths or more of the object that was under the water. Well, we
have the physical evidence, the tip of the iceberg. It’s that nine-tenths
that’s still hidden by bureaucratic red tape and government secrecy––
and I don’t just mean U.S. government, other governments also––that
we have to expose. At that point, we’ll never again have to ask the
question, are we alone in the universe?

The one thing I found out a long time ago is that we’re not asking
the right questions. I found that, when I am on a talk show, the
questions are, “What do they look like? What do their craft look like?”
Well, let’s take an F-4 Phantom. What does an F-4 Phantom look like?
I’m going to tell you right now, even though it’s an F-4 Phantom, there
are many different con�igurations of that aircraft. By virtue of that, if
you take one of the several dozen con�igurations of that aircraft and
give it to me, if it’s not the right one I’m looking for, I can discount that
you know what you’re talking about. However, you may know very
much what you’re talking about, it’s just that you gave me a different
con�iguration than the one that I’m looking for.

So it is with their craft. So it is with their people. Describe an
American to me. You ask a hundred people, you’re going to get a
hundred different answers. You ask ten thousand people, you’re going
to get ten thousand different answers. I say this, you have the
con�igurations already out there. You have what the various species



look like. They’re already out there. But, what are the critical questions
that I say never come up?

It’s this: what are the living, breathing creatures really like? Well,
they’re very much like us. They have a social structure. They have
politics. They have likes and dislikes. They have religion. Oh yes, they
believe in a god. They’re not going to come here and tell us that we have
to change our religions, because they can’t really tell you which religion
is right. They have come across this belief, much like we did, by seeking
out, “Is there a god?” Their scienti�ic capabilities �inally led them to
conclude that there de�initely was. Their scienti�ic capabilities brought
about their understanding that there is life after death. Even machines
to which there is communication. But, there are forbidden questions,
and if you bring up speci�ic questions during this communication, the
contact will be broken. I was warned of this after an offer was made to
see my son. After that, and I believe the real events that happened on
that particular night that changed my life forever were covered up, I
decided my family had a right to know why I couldn’t be open with
them, why I was closed, why I was distant. And, they do know. This
right here will help them understand a little bit more.

From the late seventies to the time I got out of the Army, which
was February 1, 1990––the effective date of my retirement from the
army––I, very subtly and behind the scenes, was trying to get
information out dealing with UFOs; trying to use the expertise that I
had in the military to paint a picture of the yellow brick road, so to
speak, to lead other people who were actively involved in UFO research
to the wizard. He wouldn’t be like the proverbial wizard in the Wizard
of Oz, who would be just a man behind a curtain.He would be a man
that had a whole lot of knowledge. I refer to a man, but, really, I mean a
group of people, a small group of people in the Intelligence sector.
These men could let the public know, in great detail, the things that I
just alluded to. I was trying to do this by exposing the tip of the iceberg,
to lead the people to understand about that nine-tenths that was still
kept from the public. Things I couldn’t talk to my family about.
However, my family was astutely aware of the fact that I was involved in
UFO research, as you shall see shortly.

I went after all the documentation, seeking those ultimate
documents that would once and for all expose at least the tip of what



we really know. I do believe we have those documents now. But, the
event that was to change my life occurred on the night of August 18,
1995. However, I have to go back two days, because this involves things
that happened with one of my sons.



Chapter Five
The Death of My Son Robert
 

On August 16, 1995, I was sitting at my computer. I was working
on some aspects of some of the things I was planning to go forward
with. I was getting ready to write to some people within the
government and say, Look, I’ve been there. I’ve done this, and I’ve done
that. Help me get these documents, I know they exist. Here’s the
location where they are. One of those is a �ile dealing with Roswell. I can
tell you tonight where it’s at, and I can tell you tonight that there’s a
unit that has it. I can tell you tonight that when the Army and the Air
Force separated, there’s a detachment that got that. I can even identify
the Air Force detachment that got that �ile. It wasn’t destroyed; it was
just put deeper and deeper into the dark, not to be exposed at that time.

But, anyhow, my son, Robert Stone, came in while I was working
at my computer and he saw what I was doing and that it was taking a
lot of money. My family could never understand why I was doing what I
was doing. And, my family got to see a lot of strange people come to our
house. A lot of these people were from the government, and others
were UFO researchers.

One night, when I had some people at the house from the
government, we had some very sensitive documents out on the coffee
table. My kids weren’t supposed to come home that night. I heard the
door open and I met my kids with a .45 in my hand. U.S. Government
issue, 1911. That gives you a strange feeling; it makes you feel really
weird. But, we had to protect those documents. Anyhow, my son said,
“Dad, I’m gonna go ahead and help you in any way I can. This payday,
I’m going to give you half of my check, because I know this is important
to you even though I don’t understand why.”

I said, “Son, I can’t tell you. I love you, but, God forgive me, I can’t
tell you why this is so important to me. I can’t even begin to tell you
what I really did when I was in the military.” For the �irst time, I told one
of my kids, “If I told you what I did, you would think your old dad is
crazy. But, this is something I have to do.”

Well, I worked nights at that time. I was working security and I
had the night shift. So, I left and went to work. He tried to get into my



computer and show people what I was trying to do, but he couldn’t get
into the �iles because I had those particular �loppy discs hidden. The
next night, he was having problems with the brakes on his car, and I
told him to go ahead and see how much it cost to get them �ixed, that
his mother and I would help him, because that was more important.
And he said, “Dad, I made you a promise. I’m going to give you that
money and maybe next week or the week after, when I get paid, then
we’ll take care of the brakes.” I said, “Let’s get those brakes �ixed �irst.”

When I got ready to leave, I said, “I’ll see you tomorrow, son.”
He said, “Yeah, Dad, I’ll see you tomorrow. I’ll be working late, but

when I get off, I’ll see you sometime tomorrow night.”
I said, “I love you, son.” He said, “I love you too, Dad.”
That was the last time I saw my son alive.
At the time I was working nights for Burns Security out at the

mall. The next night, August 18, 1995, I was supposed to be out there at
four P.M. However, I had this dread of going to work; I didn’t want to go.
My son was working where my wife worked. He wanted to go off and be
with his friends. So, my wife worked in his place. My wife and I got into
an argument about this, and I said, “I wish you wouldn’t let him go. I
just feel that something isn’t right.” But, I couldn’t put my �inger on it.

I �inally wound up going to work, and, for the �irst time in my life, I
was late. Almost two hours late, for no reason. It was just that dread of
going in. When I got there, it wasn’t more than about �ifteen minutes or
so when some kids started acting up. It was a Friday night and we
always had kids at the mall, so we had some problems with them. All of
my guards were busy.

Along about eight o’clock, we got word that there was an accident
out in front of the mall. They wanted one guard to go up there to see if
there was anything we could do to assist the police or anything. I tried
to get one of my guards to go, but, I couldn’t get any other guards to go
as they were all busy. I soon realized I was the one who was going to
have to go. I took one of our maintenance people, in case we needed to
go ahead and block off any of the areas leading into the mall. On our
way up there, Chris, the maintenance person I took with me, said,
“What’s the matter, you seem tense?”

I said, “Chris, I’m scared to death I’m going to get up here and �ind
one of my kids dead.”



He said, “Oh, Stoney, it’s only two trucks that collided,” because
there were two pickups that pulled over. We got up there and I didn’t
see anything but the two pickups with a crowd of people standing
around all over the road, and I was thinking, well, this could just be a
fender bender, just like my friend Chris said. And I turned to a woman
who was standing there crying and asked her if she was okay, and she
said, yes.

I said, “Was anyone hurt in this accident?” She said, “The man on
the motorcycle was killed.” I said, “A motorcycle?” and I knew then that I
had one of my children lying over there. So, I told the police of�icer that
my son had a motorcycle that looked just like that one. And he said,
“Well, how old is your son?” I said, “Nineteen.”

He said, “The person over there is at least thirty-�ive or forty years
old.” I still couldn’t believe that, and I said, “No no, look, it’s a unique
looking motorcycle, and I’m telling you that’s not the case.” And he said,
“Okay, how tall is your son?” I said, “He’s �ive eleven.” He goes over, and
then comes back and says, “This person’s �ive-six, �ive-seven.” So, �inally,
I turned and started to go over there and one of the police of�icers was
telling me to get back, get back, get back. So I told him, “Look, if you
have to shoot me, you shoot me, but I’m going to go over and �ind out
which one of my sons is dead.” I went on over and I found out it was
Bob.

I can’t explain to you how I felt. No words can explain that type of
emotion. But you’re numb. No tears, no nothing at that time, only a
sense of obligation and duty. I came back at three-thirty that morning to
write a report and put it in the �iles, because that was my job. I started
to leave and one of the police of�icers said, “Are you okay, are you okay?”
I said, “No, I’m not okay. I just identi�ied the remains of one of my
children. How can I be okay?” He said, “Well, where are you going?
What are you going to be doing?” I said, “I need to tell my wife what
happened.” So, he took me to tell my wife and…this becomes a very
complex story to go into too awfully far.

It would take several hours even to get to the point where I
believe that there was a cover up, but, let me tell you, I do believe. I do
believe, and, if anyone wants to come here and sit down and spend a
couple hours with me, I’ll show you why I believe it was a cover up to
this day. That, then and there, made me know that I had a moral



obligation to tell my family what I was doing and why I wasn’t there.
Why the little things, like the games and stuff, why I wasn’t there. Why I
couldn’t tell them; why I was so defensive; and, that it was because of
the things I was involved with––with UFOs.

So, I told my family, and I found out my wife had already told some
of the things, because, see, when you’re involved in this, for lack of a
better term, you have �lashbacks. The VA doesn’t recognize those
�lashbacks, because they’re not supposed to exist. But you’d have the
nightmares, because you tell your family goodbye, and you didn’t know
whether you’d be coming back. You didn’t know whether your number
was up. It was peacetime, but people couldn’t understand that. To this
day, they can’t understand why, if I’m asked to go give a talk, I want my
wife to go with me. I can’t explain it; it’s just a carryover from those
days. Because, I don’t know if I’m saying goodbye for the last time. Of
course, that is true with all of us, but––it’s very deep rooted with me.
Very deep rooted. And, I know there will be some people who see it in
these tapes here, and, it’s very deep rooted with them. They have the
same nightmares. We share the same nightmares, and, they need to tell
their families about what they went through. Hopefully, we’ll get to the
point where they can talk about the various things they had to do
within their duties involving UFOs. And, I’m hoping we’ll have enough
time to relate what is, to me, a really beautiful story.

One of them that I was really attached to, and I’ll go so far as to
tell you that yes, he was green. That’s taboo in the UFO �ield, but he had
a greenish-tinted skin. I wish I could tell you that he was grey, but I can’t
do that, because he wasn’t. It would make it much easier for a lot of the
people in the �ield to swallow.

I went to California for business in 1996. I visit my son’s grave
every day. Today is July 1, 2000. My wife does the same thing. Being in
California for three or four days, I didn’t get to go there. And, I felt guilty
all that time. Because, he’s lying there in his grave, and I was thinking,
“Well, I wonder if he’s lonely,” and I was wondering if his feet were cold,
‘cause he always would talk about his feet being cold. Well, when I got
back, my wife knew the �irst thing I wanted to do without me saying
anything. She picked me up at the airport, and she took me out to the
cemetery. We went ahead, the both of us, we cried and we prayed, and



then we came home. We stayed up and talked and went to bed that
night about eleven o’clock.

I woke up a little after twelve. My wife was still asleep and I
started to lie back down. A very soft, gentle voice spoke. And I don’t
care if people call me crazy, or what, but the living God knows that what
I’m telling is the truth. There was my little entity. And he told me, “I feel
your hurt and pain.” And I said, “You know, I sometimes wonder why
God lets things like this happen. Sometimes it even makes you wonder
if there is a God.” He made a little effort to smile. He knew why I said
that. He said, “Do you really believe that?” And I said, “You know I don’t.
I just don’t understand why God let this happen.” And he said, “Would
you like to see your son?” And I said, “Of course, I would.” So, he said,
“Okay, we’re going to arrange that. But, remember this: you will
remember everything this side of that which you call the veil. You will
remember nothing if you pierce the veil and what takes place back
there.” So, I said, “The veil.” And the entity said, “That veil which you call
Heaven. That veil which you and your kind call Heaven.”

I then laid back down, still fully awake. It was like something
happened. All of a sudden I was no longer there. I was in a place where I
could hear things going on like a buzz saw all around me, but I couldn’t
see anything. Then I heard my son calling out to me, “Dad?” and I went
to see him, and we hugged one another. Then, there was this moment
when it was just dark. We went through the other side, and I couldn’t
remember anything. The next thing I remembered was when we came
out of it, and we said our goodbyes. I said, “I love you, Son,” and he said,
“I love you too, Dad.” All of a sudden there was a sharp pain right on the
top of my head. I was back in my body. I looked up and the clock said
three-fourty a.m. I started to lie back down and I saw this yellowish
light sphere, like the cartoon feature of the man in the moon, and, it
kept getting closer and closer to the bed. It soon took on a real sinister
look, and, a voice sounded in my head, “We could kill you.” Very sinister;
very evil. Then, another voice, one I had never heard before, said, “No
harm shall come to this man.” Then, it was like molten hot lava, molten
hot metal, like if you’ve ever seen the inside of a steel mill, it dropped
down. Nothing hit the �loor, it just melted and faded away. And the same
voice said, “Rest.”



I laid back down. It would be nine-thirty or ten o’clock before I
woke back up. I remembered it. I went around all day trying to make
heads or tails out of what happened. It wasn’t a dream. It wasn’t a
dream at all. They did this using their science. It wasn’t an illusion, it
wasn’t something they made me see to make me feel better. There will
be people who say that this is all the Devil’s work. No, it’s not. Nothing
that beautiful could be of the Devil. Nothing that beautiful could be evil.
This face that appeared, I have no idea what that’s all about. I have no
idea, but this is what made me decide I wanted to tell what was
happening.

Now one question I have to ask myself every day is, because of my
involvement in this, because of me trying to talk out, because of my––
for lack of a better term, cockiness in trying to get people to look closer
at the evidence that is there––was there an effort to scare me by doing
something that would threaten the family and it went terribly wrong?
As a result, had my son given his life for the sins of his dad?



Pictured: Clifford and Hanh Stone with their twin sons Robert and John. Photo courtesy Clifford
Stone

 



Pictured above: Clifford and Hanh. Below: Clifford with his granddaughter, Anh Huyen Bui.
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Chapter Six
“The Absence of Evidence Does not Mean the Evidence of
Absence.”
 

This ends my story this far. Next, we’ll look at some of the
evidence I’ve been talking about in paper form.

The evidence that is out there consists of paper trails. The Air
Force says they’re no longer interested in UFOs, yet UFOs have not gone
away. You no longer have to rely on reports from the man in the street.
I’m talking about reports from various countries around the world that
are seeing things, various countries that have come out and stated that
there is something to UFOs. There is some type of �lying device that
actually is penetrating the airspace of the countries of the world that
show intelligent control.

On the morning of December 7, 1941, approximately three
hundred unidenti�ied targets were picked up by radar. The people
working the radar, which was relatively new at that time, informed
Lieutenant Taylor, who was the duty of�icer for that day, that they had
three hundred targets coming in from, I believe it was, the west.
Lieutenant Taylor stated, “Well, we’ve got some planes coming in, so
just don’t worry about it. We’ve got some B-17s coming in.” Which was
true, there were about fourteen B-17s that were coming in from the
mainland. They arrived in the midst of the battle.

Those few precious minutes, from the time radar picked up the
incoming aircraft, had we reacted at that time, the guns on board the
ship, the guns on the shoreline, the guns that the troops would have had
available to them, would not have been emptied. Rounds would have
been coming in every direction at those craft. The Japanese would have
suffered a great loss. They’d have lost more than twenty-nine of their
aircraft, and two two-man submarines. But we did not heed those radar
sights; we did not take the appropriate action. That would have entirely
changed the course of history had we heeded that warning. The end
result was, after the attack on Pearl Harbor, we would never, ever allow
ourselves to be caught by a technological surprise again.

So, the documentation exists. If you view and study that
documentation, you realize right off the bat that there are things going



on that are re�lected in those documents. Anyone who sits back and
thinks we might say, Oh well, yeah, this happened, but we’re not really
worried about it because no bombs were dropped, no cities were
attacked, no casualties were made amongst our forces or the forces of
countries where these events occur. No. And, we still try to �ind the
answers. The problem is, among the nations of the world, there is a
small elite group in each and every country that works in unison
amongst the countries to ensure that this information is digested and
see if there are any bits and pieces of information we can add to the
knowledge that we already have, the knowledge we know to be true.
We are not alone in the universe, and we have visitors from other
planets coming here to this planet. We are being observed on a daily
basis.

Now, these right here are rolls of micro�ilm. Ninety-four rolls like
this make up Project Blue Book. Most people have never seen what’s in
these �iles. What you hear about, and what people say about these �iles,
once you get to see them and read them, you then realize that there’s a
whole lot in there that clearly points that even Blue Book had to
conclude there was something; although by regulation, they had to
reduce the number of the unknowns. Therefore, possible and probable
were being used to identify some UFOs as possible or probable aircraft,
meteors, atmospheric phenomena. By the end of the year, they would
then no longer be possible or probable. There are over seven hundred
unknown Blue Book cases. Today, the U.S. Air Force says that if we had
more information, we could identify those cases. Well, you had three
categories in Blue Book. You had Identi�ied, Insuf�icient Data, and
Unknown. If all the data wasn’t there that would allude to some type of
plausible conclusion being reached, it would be considered an
Insuf�icient Data case. Those cases that were identi�ied as Unknowns
included all the data so that a reasonable conclusion, if there was one,
could have been reached. After careful analysis, none could. These were
the cases they couldn’t hide. These were the cases that they had no
choice but to call Unknown.

These �iles right here are part of the administrative �iles of Project
Blue Book. Brie�ings, and Congressional Inquiries, were efforts to try to
get something started. Efforts were made to ensure that these
Congressional Inquiries never got off the ground, asserting efforts



behind closed doors. There were brie�ings that were given. There were
documents that were drawn up to assist in identifying UFOs. These
documents clearly show that certain phenomena could be identi�ied as
UFOs from time to time, so as to eliminate those and then leave you
with only the true unknowns. So, these documents were utilized.

There were brie�ings; there were Special Reports––the Scienti�ic
Advisory Board of the U.S. Air Force, the status reports. All of these
documents are important, and the American people should read them.
The American people should take advantage of having access to these
documents.

Although they closed Blue Book and said that they could not draw
any of�icial conclusion except that UFOs did not represent a threat to
our national security, this was something that they were already able to
ascertain in the �irst years of UFO research. There are many more
documents after the closure of Blue Book on December 17, 1969. That
did not end our interest in UFOs; that was just the beginning. To this
day, we still have documentation dealing with UFOs going into the
1990s. We initially said it was only the U.S. Air Force that was involved
with UFOs. It wasn’t just the Air Force. Every Intelligence branch within
the U.S. Government was gathering information on UFOs. What we see
in documents that we get today is the raw �ield data. That raw �ield data
is taken somewhere, and it is formulated into what’s called a �inalized
intelligence product. That �inalized intelligence product is then given to
what we call customers in the intelligence community.

This is a room where I do a lot of work with my computer in back
of me, and once again, more �ile cabinets. The �ile cabinets are loaded
with various types of documents. Starting over here on my left, we have
UFO documents from the FBI and from the Department of Defense.
These right here are some of the very good FBI documents. For
example, in the Project Blue Book �iles there are certain documents
dealing with Project Twinkle you’re not going to �ind. But they’re here if
they were in the FBI documents. You �ind out that with the FBI
documents, there was a tremendous amount of concern about UFO
sightings over a nuclear facility at Oak Ridge. Things were going on
there. You �ind out that there are radar cases in the FBI �iles which the
Air Force tries to say weren’t there. You also �ind out that some
documents show that while the Air Force was telling the American



public that there’s nothing to UFOs, high-ranking of�icials within the Air
Force involved in UFO investigations were actually concerned with
some UFOs being extraterrestrial spacecraft. Other cases along that line
are in here, I haven’t gotten them marked yet.

Pictured above: Clifford reviewing documents on his computer (see below). Photos courtesy
Paola Harris





Part II: The Clifford Stone Interviews
 
The following sections are the interviews that Clifford Stone has given
over the years. The �irst one was in 1998 for my book Connecting the
Dots: Making Sense of the UFO Phenomena. These help to clarify so
many questions that the general public had about Stone’s personal
experience and the personal research for relevant documents which has
since become a fulltime job since his retirement from the Army. It is ironic
that he needs to search for the documents that verify his true-life
experience. ––Paola Harris
 
Disclosure from an Insider
Sgt. Clifford Stone
 
Involvement in Crash Retrieval
Project Moondust and Blue Fly
By Paola Harris
 

The shock of talking to people I call “the insiders” is sometimes
considerable for a non-experiencer. I can hardly believe what I am
hearing, but although it is shocking to the average person, I found it is
also a gateway to learn more, to actually meet these people, to talk to
them face-to-face to see if they are lying. I tried to verify parts of their
stories by cross-checking from other stories When I introduced Dr.
Michael Wolf by phone to Ed Fouche, the two spoke from experience,
and both had supposedly worked at S-4 Area 51. They had a common
ground. Michael also spoke with Clifford Stone. It is as if this specialized
group needed to �ind a support network in order to stay sane, because
of the extraordinary power of their experiences.

I have visited Clifford Stone four times in Roswell and have
become good friends with his wife Hanh, with whom I shared a three-
hour bus ride to Albuquerque in 2001. It is almost criminal that he has
never received any money for his book, UFOs Are Real. In his generosity,
he gives away his books, tapes, and information in a sincere effort to
inform the public. He is passionate about that. Most of my colleagues
agree that Clifford is a sweet man and very credible. I call him

http://www.amazon.com/Connecting-Dots-Making-Sense-Phenomenon/dp/1434371786/ref=sr_1_10?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1332197366&sr=1-10


sometimes just to gab, but then he calls me “young’un” and begins to
speak from his past experiences in the recovery of crashed UFOs, a job
he began at 19, and for which he was not fully prepared. He has a
wealth of information, a myriad of documents at home and, as fate
would have it, I happened to �ilm a canister in his house in 1997 that
contained six minutes of a historic Holliman meeting between aliens
and military. I never did see it, nor did I realize what was in the canister,
because it was thrown in with some micro�ilm material.

Clifford did show it to some researchers, but he said that the
intelligence community took it from him when they heard him
discussing it on the phone. In the case of Stone and Dr. Wolf, I was
always aware that the phone calls were monitored and I purposely
stayed away from “too-sensitive” material. It is more my intention “to
connect the dots” than to �ind a “smoking gun.” Clifford is a courageous
witness, and his disclosure testimony for the Disclosure Project brought
people to tears in America as well in Italy.

He was willing to come forth to swear to “his Almighty God and to
the members of Congress that we are not alone, that some races look
like us, that some also have families, and feelings and are sometimes
afraid when caught.” In fact, he proudly announced that he, with the
help of another soldier, aided one alien being in escaping. From Clifford
I realized that the problem may lie in a difference in perception. Our
Earthly policy depends upon this perception. In that particular incident,
Clifford Stone was accused of aiding and abetting what the military
often calls “the enemy” but what he actually perceives as “a guest.”

NASA ground crewman Clark McClelland also discussed this
difference in perception with me when he recounted an incident when
military personnel witnessed some UFO activity around some nuclear
missiles at Vandenburg AFB. When the missiles fell into the Paci�ic, the
military proceeded to call it “an act of war,” when in reality the
containment of nuclear weapons on Earth is really “an act of Peace” for
any ET civilization. Therefore, the con�lict still exists, but there is some
real proof out there if researchers will spend the money to �ind the
witnesses and check out their stories, and that means some-times
visiting them several times. This “living room debunking,” as I call it
only muddies the waters and shows an incredible amount of ignorance.
I often think it is part of the cover-up. Clifford Stone, Col. Corso and Dr.



Michael Wolf have been prey in the hands of these publicity-hungry
researchers, and some whistleblowers are no longer around to defend
themselves.

Even Italian researcher Dr. Roberto Pinotti (Centro Ufologico
Nationale) came all the way from Italy to Roswell to �ind Clifford Stone,
who was open and generous with his home and his material. He is part
of the vanguard of insiders who are paving the way and who have
suffered intense ridicule in order to open our eyes. Clifford is very
courageous, and his story must become part of an archive.
 
July 2, 1998, at the home of Clifford Stone in Roswell, New Mexico
 
PH: Sergeant Stone, what is your background, and what events led to
the birth of your book, UFOs Are Real?

CS: When I was seven I had my �irst close encounter with a UFO,
followed by interactions with alien entities. I served in the Army for
over 21 years. At �irst, I was reluctant, then afraid, then disillusioned;
by the way the government handles the subject. When I decided to
speak openly about UFOs, I was still on active duty, and the Army only
told me to always make consistent statements. However, when I was
assigned to one detachment, I was categorically ordered not to discuss
UFOs, or to write or make requests to members of Congress without
authorization or approval. I considered this to be unacceptable and
illegal, especially since I was involved in the program without the
knowledge of my commanding of�icer. Instead of being discharged, I
was sent to Germany, then Belgium and then around Europe, and I
found myself involved in the UFO situation again, though unwillingly. I
heard about an incident in the USSR: The Soviets tried to shoot down a
large unidenti�ied craft and mysteriously lost three of their planes. So I
decided to come out into the open, in spite of my superiors, who may
not have been aware of my intentions and my links with various
agencies connected to UFOs. I requested retirement from active duty.
However, I did not inform the structures not connected to the Army
about this, and I left Germany. 

PH: What year was this?



CS: 1989. I went home on apparently ordinary leave. Only one
colleague, a Russian interpreter, knew about my involvement with the
UFO program. My request to be discharged was changed from approved
to denied two days before I arrived at Ft. Bliss, Texas and they attached
me to a unit at Ft. Bliss for two months, “approval of my already
approved retirement.” They tried to convince me to stay and said I
wouldn’t be sent back to Europe, but would be assigned to Ft. Belvoir,
Va. I was still set on leaving, because I didn’t want to go through the
same experiences again––experiences which couldn’t be discussed. My
family knew nothing about them, but they were used to my sudden,
long absences and certain strange visitors.

PH: Were they government agents?

CS: Yes, but, I didn’t know what agency they were from. Here’s an
example: from 1969 until April 1998 I was in close contact with
someone who remained anonymous and whom I called “The Colonel.”
He was an agent responsible for my protection and control over me in
UFO matters. 

PH: UFOs Are Real contains classi�ied documents. What impact has the
book had on public opinion?

CS: It contains a large amount of American government documents with
a high-classi�ication level that have been released under FOIA [Freedom
of Information Act]. The government denies everything and doesn’t
even admit that top-secret documents on the subject exist, but, it keeps
them well hidden! My interest centers on Project Moon Dust and
Operation Blue Fly, which are still involved with UFOs along with other
items of intelligence interest. The U.S. Air Force has an installation at Ft.
Belvoir, Va. which is identi�ied as Air Intelligence Group 696, and is
responsible for the collection of UFO data and material. Names and
programs are given pseudonyms or classi�ied code names. I worked
within the Army’s counter espionage service when I was needed to aid
in a Project Moon and Operation Blue Fly event. These missions are
connected to the State Department. Well, that’s a half truth. It’s actually
the Defense Intelligence Agency that controls both projects, using
military attaches in every consulate and embassy in the world, who
send data about UFOs, while our military personnel was and is ready to



go into action anywhere in order to obtain any prospective of ET
existence and make it disappear.

PH: Such as documents about recovered UFOs, which the USA has
always hidden, on the basis of certain agreements?

CS: I am absolutely certain that the majority of the foremost
governments and intelligence agencies know the truth about UFOs.
Don’t get me wrong: we don’t know how much has been disclosed.

PH: What didn’t you say that in UFOs Are Real?

CS: I didn’t say very much about Moon Dust and Blue Fly. I got hold of
certain documents, but when I tried to �ind certain information, I got
nowhere. They told me that for the moment it was probably classi�ied
material and could not be divulged. I then went to certain members of
Congress, who denied––through political channels––both the existence
of operative units with these names and the role of Ft. Belvoir. I went
back to the same Congressmen and showed them 23 documents which
con�irmed these missions and the Ft. Belvoir operative unit. The Air
Force intervened, �irst claiming that they were war missions, and then
trying to make Moon Dust and Blue Fly out to be paci�ic. In the three
chapters devoted to Moon Dust and Blue Fly, I have not included letters
that name members of Congress who stated that the relative
documents had been destroyed. That’s pure disinformation on the part
of the Defense Department and the U.S. Air Force. The General
Accounting Services knew about the Air Force’s cover-up but didn’t
follow up with an enquiry.

PH: Why not?

CS: For two reasons. Firstly, if we claim that life elsewhere is possible,
then we should reach a technological level which can be applied and
integrated into our culture in case of hostilities. Secondly, we’d feel the
need to understand our visitors as much as possible, and this
constitutes a serious problem. In the Army, they repeatedly told me not
to expect or anticipate that meetings with the so-called “entities”––the
EBEs, but they called them “entities” because they didn’t know where
they come from––would be paci�ic. Later on, they told us that they may
even be hostile. Every now and again we shot at them, and they
responded with weapons. I call tell you about an episode which took



place in Brazil: Two military contingents opened �ire from the ground
on two UFOs, which responded, causing a 60% loss of material and an
80% loss of personnel. So, were we capable of standing up to hostile
action? Not at all. A lot of people believed an Independence Day
scenario was possible, but in reality, an invasion of hostile forces from
space or from other powers was under way, and I’m not talking about
one race, but 57 different races.

PH: 57 different races?

CS: Yes, we have identi�ied 57.

PH: Is this documented?

CS: Yes it is, but in documents which will never be published, unless
they manage to force open the archives. Do you know how we know all
of this? There’s only one possible way: using so-called “interactions,” or
interface exchanges.” Anybody who worked in this �ield and revealed
that they knew about these secrets was told:

“You have a special mission to carry out.” In any case, if I told you
everything I’ve done, you’d �ind it hard to believe me. I loved my
country, I believed in the Army and in doing my duty in Viet Nam, even
if it cost my life. It was destiny. So, even though I had been declared
un�it for service, I arrived in Viet Nam and realized that all the wrong
people were giving the orders. My task was to gather together the
children and help them. In the end we saved 1700.

PH: Talking of children, do you know about particularly gifted subjects
who are used by government agencies as interpreters or interfaces with
aliens?

CS: That’s a subject which worries me a lot. I was once on one side of a
table and there were non-human beings on the other. No one in that
room knew what was going on but me.

PH: Have you ever talked about it?

CS: No. I told my son that I’d take it all with me to my grave. Instead, it
was my son who died, and I still have a lot of doubts about his death.

PH: So, after your sighting as a child, the government monitored your
interaction with aliens, using you, we could say, as an interlocutor with
other races in order to glean information?



CS: Exactly. It was the government that wanted to squeeze this
information out of us. There are a great deal of things I have never said.

PH: So, if your job was to be an intermediary, do you believe that there
will be contact in the future?

CS: We have already had contact. The peoples of the earth are
conditioned within their cultures not to believe this is true.

PH: But in the near future?

CS: De�initely. Within 25 years. We are moving towards a militarized
space, which will lead to the opening of new frontiers in research and
development. We will become voyagers in space. We will go to other
solar systems. Current technology doesn’t allow us to draw our
discoveries together and put A, B, and C together in order to get D. If
space becomes militarized, it will be a threat to our visitors. It’s easy to
see why. We need to use technology responsibly for the betterment of
our race, and if other intelligent species really exist up there, we have
obligations towards them. We, as a race, are still not mature and
spiritual enough to do this. Do I believe in God? Yes! And they believe in
God, too, but our de�inition of divinity is probably in con�lict with theirs,
which doesn’t mean that we have a different point of view. They could
wipe out many religions if they attempted to better de�ine the concept
of God, and, at the same time, they would get themselves killed before
taking the lives of others. But, they are also ready to defend themselves.
I think they will continue to monitor us until we no longer constitute a
threat, within the next 30 years. This is a document taken from an
intelligence memorandum which was sent to the FBI. It should have
been destroyed. I told the FBI that the Air Force had authorized its
release. They didn’t know that the Air Force didn’t want the information
to be released. And, it worked.

PH: Your book came out in July 1997, and by now they ought to know
that you have these documents, don’t you think?

CS: As far as the Air Force and the Pentagon are concerned, these
documents don’t exist. But, I have shown the opposite to be true.

PH: Can you tell us the number of your work group?



CS: It was 4607th AISS that was involved. However, we were never
informed as to who was in charge.

PH: Is that a recovery team in the Air Force?

CS: Yes, it’s based at Ft. Belvoir. There they train and look after people
who––I hate the phrase “psychic phenomena”––who have had
experiences as an interface. They tell you, “You are going to be an
interface,” and it’s logical that your reaction could be very emotional.

PH: What do you think about Area 51?

CS: Do you want the truth? Area 5I is an expedient. However, there is a
connection. We still use Edwards Air Force Base in California. I want to
make it clear, though, that I am not saying that nothing associated with
UFO phenomena happens on that base.

PH: And what do you think of alien corpses put in containers?

CS: It’s science �iction. We have a “marker”––an identi�ier who acts as
an interface with the fabricator. The fabricator then provides speci�ic
information, small fragments of the truth, messages which must appear
to be very positive. So, after managing to in�luence the identi�ier, the
fabricator will disappear, and the identi�ier will carry out the task he
has been assigned to do. If we want the Ufological community to believe
certain things, it must know what we do. First of all, we give the
fabricator the task of identifying what we de�ine as “intelligence
targeting,” a target being an individual––this is the marker––who will
circulate it and start it spreading. It’s surprising to see how easy it is.

PH: …to spread the partial truth

CS: We call it disinformation.

PH: If the Roswell crash was covered up, does that mean that during
World War II, something similar had already happened? Why are you
smiling?

CS: At 12:15 a.m., during the night of February 25, 1942, a formation of
12 to 15 unidenti�ied craft was seen in the sky over Los Angeles,
California. They were neither ours, nor the Navy’s nor the Marines’. Not
having established their identity or radio contact, they decided to
attack, in case they were unknown enemies. Our coastal artillerymen
discharged 1,430 shots against the targets. There was no reaction, no



bombs, no plane shot down, no damage to property, no victims, and the
craft disappeared. General Marshall related the incident to President
Franklin Delano Roosevelt the very next day.

In 1943, in the Paci�ic, General Douglas MacArthur asked General
Doolittle for news of unusual objects which had faced our �ighters and
bombers. At the end of 1943, Doolittle informed MacArthur that some
“spectators” had been following the main military action. They were not
terrestrial, and, maybe they were hostile.

PH: “Spectators”––is that what they call them?

CS: That’s how Doolittle and MacArthur described them. We didn’t
know much about it. All I know is that something happened in China
based on events which led to the recovery of a craft, which convinced
Doolittle, without a doubt.

PH: Who was General Doolittle?

CS: He was a very famous and very active Air Force pilot. He led the
“Doolittle Raid” using B-25s. [James Harold Doolittle, a hero in the air,
led the �irst air raid over Tokyo on 18 April 1942. –Ed.].

PH: Certain pieces of your story coincide with what Dr. Michael Wolf
has said. Let’s go back to the children. I �ind it incredible how the
government chooses some who are particularly sensitive and puts them
into its service.

CS: Just think, I was declared un�it for service, and yet at the end of my
service I received another kind of training, the so-called “AIT” or
“Advanced Individual Training.” They sent me to the archives of the Post
Intelligence Center, where I found a guy, apparently on special
assignment from the Pentagon in Washington D.C. I stayed quiet, and it
was he who talked to me about UFOs. “Don’t worry. It will all be OK.
What do you think of this?” he said, showing me a document. I replied,
“It’s nothing I should know about,” and he said, “I wanted your opinion
of it.” A couple of days later, I told him I was worried because I had seen
a top-secret document. He replied that he hadn’t shown me anything he
was not supposed to show me.

PH: Why?



CS: I asked him the same thing, and he answered: “You’ll �ind out in due
time.” It said on my �ile that I’d enlisted in the Air Force for three years,
whereas the service period then was four years for the Air Force. In the
end, I was assigned to NBC––Nuclear Biological and Chemical
Warfare––in communications within my unit of assignment.

PH: Did they ever ask you about your experiences of contact?

CS: I believe they knew about it.

PH: In that case, they could have learned about it from two sources:
your family or the entities themselves, aliens who decide which humans
will work with them.

CS: It’s likely. During the training, you go through a phase of
indoctrination, where you �ind yourself face-to-face with a mountain of
information which blows your mind; so much so, my legs once gave way
and I nearly fainted because of an extremely painful migraine.

PH: If it’s true that certain people are used as an interface, are they
aware or not?

CS: Colonel Corso knew about this.

PH: Corso never directly implicated the Government, but �ive or six
different departments. No one knows their respective modus operandi.
If this happens in the United States, it’s possible that they do it in other
countries…

CS: Yes. The situation is such that we are forced to share much of the
information with other interested countries. There’s no doubt about it.
In the U.S., a small group of people deal with this, not designated
of�icials. You can’t trust the government. Power is only apparently in the
hands of the White House or Congress. It’s a select group. For them it’s
always and only a question of “national security.” They’re interested in
military application, as Corso said––in new technology. Anything else is
secondary.

PH: In other words, the Government gets everything it can out of this
contact. In the meantime, no one worries about interior development
or the spiritual side of the UFO presence.

CS: Absolutely, they don’t give it a thought, but in reality, the spiritual
aspect of the UFO phenomenon must be given the utmost



consideration. “I think the people should know, and I think there are a
lot of people out there who do know.”
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PH: The burden of secrecy, Cliff, really is the worst thing of all in the
whole deal, I mean, because that’s the one where people break down.
When I’ve interviewed a lot of different military people, to keep the
secret, it weighs so much, but I’m trusting that I am sure you agree,
right?

CS: Absolutely. People kill themselves over this. It’s so much they take
their own life, you know.

PH: You know, I believe they take their own life. I know, I believe it
because it’s so heavy that, you know, I understand that. I am happy to
do your life story. I’ve got the last one, which was incredible because
you told me about Viet Nam and the cave and so forth, but you know,
this is the only book that we can publish right now, and I don’t know



what else we can add to it. You said you were at Rendlesham. You said
you were there. I mean, are they going to let you talk about this, or is
this still Top Secret?

CS: Just can’t prove it. The whole situation is, the people who left from
Lindsay Air Force Base––in the AISS detachment there that was charged
with the investigation of UFOs––I went with them.

PH: And you can’t prove it because…

CS: …all I can do is give my impression of what happened there.

PH: Give your impression, that’s all you were supposed to do.

CS: That’s all I was supposed to do. The place has changed a whole lot
since I was there.

PH: Well, what year was this?

CS: This was in 1981; it was in January of 1981. If you press me for a
date, I can’t give it to you.

PH: January. Well, it happened at Christmas, so it was in January… so
you went over there and what impression did you have?

CS: That they actually had mechanical problems and they set down
there. There weren’t major mechanical problems. But at the same time,
they were monitoring the area. They monitor all areas where there are
nuclear weapons.

PH: Well, see, that’s what Robert Salas wants to talk to you about, Cliff.
Because…

CS: He’s got information that shows all the way back to the 1940s, he’s
done this. He’s got the of�icial government documents.

PH: Robert Salas.

CS: I took the time, even, in the FBI documents, about protection of vital
installations, which dealt with UFOs visiting Oakridge in the early years,
which was where we were formulating our atomic program.

PH: Oakridge, is it Tennessee?

CS: Tennessee. Were you aware there were a whole lot of UFO sightings
that took place there?

PH: No, but is that in any government documents?



CS: Sure is, and he’s got them.

PH: Robert Salas has them…

CS: Like they’ve had radar units there to protect that area in case of
their craft being used to direct sabotage against what was going on
there.

PH: Well, is this the 1930s…the 1940s, got to be after1945.

CS: The 1940s to 1950s.

PH: The 1940s. It would have to be after the Trinity testing.

CS: …in New Mexico? He’s got the whole �ile on that.

PH: Well, I have witnesses to a crash there at near Trinity site in 1945. I
just did the 1945 San Antonio, New Mexico crash story. I just did that
with the witnesses, who are now 74 and 72 years old. Two little
Mexican boys who saw a UFO crash in San Antonio two months after
the atomic bomb blast. So, you know, the UFOs were already around the
Trinity site.

CS: And they make this clear. They make this clear in the New Mexico…I
put together the �iles on New Mexico, what I had. Therefore, its FBI
�iles, DOE �iles and Air Force �iles. And, New Mexico was the only state
in the union that had its own �iles because there was so much going on.
And, it’s several hundred pages in length––about 400, 500, 600 pages.

PH: Well, where are they? I mean, do you have them? Do you have these
things?

CS: I’ve got them in PDF �iles, you know. I work hard to try to get the
truth out because people don’t believe me when I say this stuff.

PH: I think they do believe you. I haven’t heard too many people not
believe you. You know, it’s just that you did so much undercover work
that I don’t think it’s out there?

CS: The �iles have been released from Britain. I even took the time to
break down the �iles, like okay… the Cosford Incident. Back in 2003, I
think it was, they released the whole �ile. Very fascinating. An object
was involved. Some type of �lying aircraft was there. The British
government even asked the U.S. government if it could have been a



Stealth aircraft––an Aurora aircraft. The U.S. government said that we
don’t have an Aurora aircraft.

PH: That’s a lie.

CS: We even do this to day.

PH: Well, they have the Aurora aircraft, we all know that. I interviewed
Ed Fouche about that.

CS: Hmm. We call it Aurora…Yes, I’ve got �iles that a guy came here
about our Space Brothers and wanted me to join them…wanting
information from me. Showed the stuff that he gave me that was
stamped Top Secret Skunk Works. And all the stuff in there is related to
the Skunk Works, so, it is more or less cut and dry. The one thing that
my friend who saw that was concerned about, it has craft on there that
are our craft, that the U.S. government hasn’t even acknowledged, that
does exist. You know what’s interesting about all of that
documentation?

PH: What?

CS: I don’t have a phone number or an address––even in the brochure––
to call up and talk to them about it. They came here to see me.

PH: And who were “they”? Who were these guys?

CS: I can’t even remember the guy’s names that came to see me.

PH: Were they Intelligence guys?

CS: Well, no, they were supposed to be from an organization that had an
interest in UFOs, knowing that our visitors were here.

PH: Okay…

CS: What I’m talking about to you right now, you can feel free to talk to
anyone. You’re recording it, feel free to do so. Uh…what I’m talking
about to you…like what I say, what I say, as long as it’s not misquoted.

PH: No, I never misquote you, Cliff, because I always tape it. I tape every
word because I can’t remember anything. I’ll tell you the truth, I just
can’t remember the exact thing and I don’t want to make any mistakes,
and I’m one of the only journalists in the world that’s not criticized
because I don’t make mistakes, because I take their exact words. But, I
want to go back to Rendlesham. Did they just know that you’re talented



enough, and you’re psychic enough to be able to give them an
impression… so you’re like a consultant for the UFO situation? Is that
what that’s about?

CS: AFN (Armed Forces Network) was the one that one that came down
and �ilmed me and was going to do a story on me. And, it was in October
of…I think it was October, 1980 actually.

PH: Who was coming down?

CS: AFN-TV Frankfurt. It’s the…

PH: Okay. It’s Germany. Okay.

CS: They actually came there, a guy by the name of Lee Hillard was the
guy that came and was going to do the, taking of the �ilm and the
interview. And I talked freely. I was even encouraged, even directed by
the Commanding General, the head of the military community at the
time, to talk about it.

PH: He said, talk about it? Well, where were you stationed, Cliff?

CS: In Germany, at Hanau, Germany, at the time.

PH: Hanau?

CS: Hanau.

PH: Okay, you were stationed in Germany. But when these UFO things
happened, did they just drag you along to try to have you �igure it out?

CS: I had Hip-Pocket TDY Orders. So, when I got the message, the
General sends his regards codeword TABASCO. I already knew I had to
leave. I had a what we called a “BA-50 bag.” I picked it up, I left.

PH: What’s “TABASCO” mean? Is that a code word?

CS: A BA-50 bag?

PH: No, no. TABASCO. Is that what it was called? The bag?

CS: Yes, it was a code word used for telling us that we were going to a
staging area.

PH: Oh, you were going to a staging area. Okay.

CS: A staging area. We would be ready to move out and, upon notice, we
would move out. The longest time I was gone was six months, and that



was at the direction of the Secretary of the Army.

PH: The longest time you were gone to a staging area was six months?

CS: Yes, but I got to come home on weekends. Do you see what I’m
saying? When I got back I couldn’t tell anyone anything about… I even
called because my family got there on a Friday, in Germany. They
arrived in Germany on a Friday. We’d been six months apart already. I
was called in that Friday afternoon by a Colonel, telling me I was going
on this mission, and I was to leave out Monday morning. But my family
just got here, what do you mean I’m leaving? They want you, you’re
going. That’s the end of discussion. You got it? And you know, that’s an
old story, your family just got here… And I said, “This is totally wrong,
military or not. It’s totally wrong. You can get somebody else.”
“Apparently they can’t. You were the one that they asked for by name,
you’re going. Get over it, Sergeant!” So I left.

PH: Okay. You can’t talk about where you went, right?

CS: I went to another location there in Europe. That’s all I can say.

PH: That’s all you can say.

CS: That’s all I can say.

PH: Did this other location in Europe that took six months…did it
involve any live aliens? You can’t talk about that?

CS: No, no, but it involved a lot of things going on as far as a lot of
sightings that most of them never made it public.

PH: So it was all about sightings. It wasn’t about actual handling of
material.

CS: We had landings… we had landings.

PH: Yes, but you had landings that you had traces for, right? You didn’t
have �ilm footage? Or did you have �ilm footage?

CS: They had �ilm footage. Look, they had �ilm, for example…ah… how
many people have gotten information on radar sightings? You know
why?

PH: No.



CS: They occur every day. And what happens is, is that NORAD agency,
NORAD uses NORAD Form 61. They try to say it’s obsolete. No, it’s not.
I’ve got the format for the form. But what happens is, and I’m quoting
from a document here, “Tracks reported: RAOC/SAOF �iles report on
reportable tracks within the AOR. Reportable tracks are unknown
special hostile/invader, and any tracks believed to be a possible threat,
regardless of classi�ication, AFOC will �ile report on tracks ejected by E3
OTHR systems and sensors under another non-NORAD agency control.

PH: Was that ODER?

CS: OTHR.

PH: OTHR. But the word “hostile” is in there. Do they assume that these
guys are hostile?

CS: No, only if there’s… only if there’s hostile intent. Original guidance
for hostile/invader and special 21 tracks reporting: “If the track begins
as an unknown or Special 21… what Special 21 means… and becomes a
hostile/ODER… which means if you have a UFO, which means the
characteristic is not normally as described, of a known-type aircraft.
And you watch that unknown craft, but you take action. You call that
report in, and the reports are being fed immediately. And telephonically
followed up every �ive minutes. Now, if it appears to be hostile,
immediately a voice-up comes up and the whole situation is everybody
that they have to take defensive action now, is on-line, listening to
what’s happening, determinations whether jets are to be scrambled to
intercept the object or what. But, until that time, to identify hostile
intent, they are very reluctant to send �ighter aircraft up. They will go
ahead and divert aircraft in �light to try to get a positive ID and, if at all
possible, pictures. They have to be very careful about identifying.

PH: But, Cliff, explain to me what use is it to send �ighter pilots up after
a UFO. I mean, �ighter jets. Why would you do that? Have we
successfully brought these guys down?

CS: Have we successfully brought them down?

PH: Yes.

CS: Only when there was a problem with the UFO.

PH: When they were having a problem.



CS: Yes, because the whole situation…that little one-quarter inch �ield
will protect them totally, even against an atomic explosion.

PH: You’re talking about the one-quarter inch �ield around the craft,
right?

CS: Right.

PH: It’s like a shield, right? It’s like a shield?

CS: They’re not as hostile as we are.

PH: Well, there’s no doubt… I know they’re not as hostile as we are. But
the thing that gets me, even with Stephenville, is when they scrambled
these jets after these craft that are so fast, it is the stupidest thing I’ve
ever heard of in the world. I mean, it doesn’t even make sense.

CS: Well, the only reason they don’t want to hurt us, which is why they
move off station, is that if they stayed there, they would have to take
defensive action, and, contrary to popular opinion, they’re not going to
shoot a death ray at us. What will happen is that if they have to
strengthen the force �ield, or do what’s called a “�luctuating force �ield,”
then that will go ahead and extend beyond one-quarter of an inch. If
that happens, it can actually create a situation where it will totally
destroy, totally disintegrate, our aircraft and the pilots in them.

PH: Yes. Yes, I know, but that’s a defensive…

CS: …molecular structure value which will destroy the craft itself.

PH: Yes, I understand that. But that’s a defensive action.

CS: It’s purely a defensive action. They’re not here because we’re on the
end of their food chain. They’re not here because they’re hostile. And,
the whole situation is, if they wanted to, they could go ahead and
arti�icially make Mars as green as the planet Earth.

PH: No, I know. I realize… why do you think they’re here, Cliff?

CS: We’re an interesting species. We have the potential to do so much
good. We have the potential to grow and heighten our knowledge
through spiritual intellect. And, I’m not talking religion here.

PH: No, I understand.



CS: Through our spirituality, our compassion, our concern for others, if
we express this, we show this, but, at the same time, go ahead and look
at people as numbers. And, they don’t show this same expression and
concern on a spiritual level. It all has to do with whatever the political
atmosphere is in that particular part of the area. It’s like…people hate
Muslims just because they’re Muslims. That’s wrong. The Muslims
didn’t declare war on the Left. The radical Muslims declared war and
any of the mosques who really prefer peace over war, if they say, well
you know, can’t we do this peacefully, then the radicals will kill them.
So, whether they want to or not, they have to get out there and chant,
“death to America, death to America,” whether they believe it or not.
Failure to do so, they’ll be visited by death squads, people sent out by
fanatics. And, you know, for us, we need to remove ourselves from it,
and they don’t understand that. They do not understand why there is
any. For example, a religious group came down and protested the UFO
fest. “Because it’s the Devil’s work.” Okay, the fact that a lot of people
putting it on, they don’t believe in UFOs, they’re doing it for monetary
gain. And, the way in�lation is, I agree with them on that aspect because
of the UFO phenomenon is so unique that we need to have the truth,
but, we need to understand, you know what––our “visitors,” not Gods.
They are, for lack of a better term, they’re as human as you and I. They
are highly evolved, highly intelligent. Their technology is millennia
ahead of ours. Beyond that, they are not hostile. One sure true case that
they’re not hostile is the fact that they have survived their own
technological advances, and, the only reason they did this is because of
their spiritual growth. Now, we haven’t gotten there yet. We could still
evolve into some toxic technology and if we’re not careful, it’s still going
to happen. Everybody thinks, well, we’re out of the cold-war age, we
don’t have to worry about that. No. We still have to worry. And, a
primary concern right now is the Middle East. I am very concerned
about something happening there triggering World War III. But, all of
this has nothing to do with political “ideocracy.” It has nothing to do
with that at all. It has to do with religious fanatics, people saying they’re
doing something in the name of God. Well, even the Muhammad God,
the Islamic God… teaches love.

PH: Well, I know that it’s in the Koran… I mean, if you study that, there’s
more similarities between religions than there are disparities. So I



understand that fully. But, and I like the idea that you who are really an
authority on this because you’ve had contact, are saying they are non-
hostile. Do you remember what you told me about that cave in Viet
Nam? What the beings asked you?

CS: And, also in the B-52 situation….

PH: What’s the B-52?

CS: That happened in 1969 over…

PH: Oh, you’re not talking about Indian Town Gap, Pennsylvania…you’re
talking about another crash, right?

CS: Yes. Well, it’s out there, and you have paperwork whether you know
it or not.

PH: I do?

CS: Oh, yeah. And you’ve got it on that CD. It’s on that CD.

PH: I’ll have to �ind the CD that you’re talking about. You gave me so
many. But the B-52…

CS: It’s the one that’s about 90-minute or 2-hour CD where I talk about
my life, the one I made for my family. I gave you a copy of it.

PH: Okay. But a B-52 is a bomber, right?

CS: It’s a bomber. It was on a reconnaissance mission over North Viet
Nam.

PH: And what happened there?

CS: Well, the people had been killed by conventional �ire. I believe,
probably, surface-to-air missiles were used, but it appeared as though
some giant hand had placed it on the jungle �loor. Short of the damage
done by conventional �ire, the aircraft was intact.  Suddenly, several
small �igures came from behind the tail section of the aircraft. They
were about 4 to 4 ½ feet tall, your typical grays. They started asking me,
“Cliff…ord what are you doing here?  You are not supposed to be here.” I
cried out, “VC...VC!” We went ahead and we started to shoot, but I
mean…our bullets were having no effect. We pulled back to this… I want
to call it a River, but, I’m not sure that it was or not. It was more like a
stream––it came up to about waist level. We pulled back and we kept
shooting and they kept coming at us. And, we kept shooting but nothing



was happening. Then, we got across to the other side and they stopped.
They didn’t come across the water. We set up camp and waited until we
got word that we were going to go back across. Martin says, “Do you
know where we are, Sergeant Stone?”

PH: Who was there?

CS: Martin, the one that was with me throughout the entire event.

PH: Okay.

CS: Everything. I mean, he never aged, never aged. For many years, he
never aged.

PH: So what are you telling me, Cliff?

CS: I don’t know what I’m telling you. I only know…

PH: You’re saying that he may not have been “one of us.”

CS: Possibly. He never aged.

PH: Okay.

CS: That he was something else… but, he goes ahead, “Sergeant, where
do you think we are?” And, I said, “You know, sir, I don’t know where we
are, but I can tell you this much, we damn sure aren’t in Kansas.” So, I
started to piece together my life story, bits and pieces…

PH: Um, hmm. Where did you go? Did you go into an alternative… like
an alternative “star-gate” kind of interdimensional space, Cliff? Is that
where you went?

CS: No, I think it had a whole lot to do with knowing that I was not in
America, I was in a foreign country. And, not really knowing where it
was. I’d never been to Viet Nam before.

PH: I know your story. But, did you �ind out why you were supposed to
be there?

CS: The only reason to this day is that… remember, I said it looked like
some giant hand set the B-52 down?

PH: Yes.

CS: With it being shot up, it should have crashed, it should have been in
ten thousand pieces. It wasn’t. The wings were attached. The fuselage
was attached. The cowl assembly was attached. Everything… it was one



plane, except for the damage that was done by, I believe, a surface-to-air
missile.

PH: Yes, but Cliff, they were all dead inside, you said, right?

CS: They were all dead, but, they were all dead because of shrapnel
received in that hit.

PH: Well, I understand. Then why pick up the plane and land it nicely if
everybody was dead inside?

CS: I think that they were curious about how we kill one another. Why
do we do this?

PH: The duality of man?

CS: Curious about it being a weapon of war. Just like, you know, in 1965,
they actually went over an area that was a U.S.-based camp in Da Nang.

PH: Yes. I understand. But Cliff, can I ask you another question? The
being that you spoke to in the cave in Viet Nam… was it a Gray or was it
one that looked like us?

CS: In Viet Nam, for a better term, I would have to say it was like a Gray.
Ah… they had appendages that looked like… larger than what Spock
would have, but like Spock’s ears. Almost looking like a frog, only…

PH: Really!!!

CS: Yes. With a small slit for a mouth. And, once again, the technology,
because, they were talking in their language to me. I wouldn’t
understand them.

PH: Yes.

CS: It was technology. It seemed like ESP, because, it was like I was
hearing a voice in my head along at the same time hearing a voice in my
ears, but the communication was there for me.

PH: Were they tall or were they short?

CS: They were roughly 4 or 4½ feet tall, not your typical 3 or 3½ feet
tall.
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PH: So you wouldn’t call them Gray but you said they looked like frogs a
little bit, so they were just a different species, but they were intelligent.

CS: Intelligent and compassionate. I mean, the good thing is, like they
said, that a bug sprayed into my eye and cut the cornea. I have a medical
record for that, by the way.

PH: A bug spray… put a bug spray in your eye?



CS: Yes. And it cut the cornea of the eye. I had my eye patched for over a
week.

PH: Why do you think they did that?

CS: I don’t think they did. They were the ones that told me that they had
to treat me because medical science, our medical science would not
save my eye. I would lose the sight in that eye.

PH: So they were helping you there. Then they’re the ones that saved
you from that spray that you got from somewhere else. Right?

CS: Right. It wasn’t no bug. I’m quite sure the doctor taking care of me
had to come up with something. I was injured.

PH: Okay.

CS: So they had to come up with something. Have you ever heard of a
bug shooting a spray into somebody’s eye, cutting the cornea?

PH: No.

CS: I have a medical record to that effect.

PH: But why do you think that was done to you?

CS: They didn’t do it. When I went back there… there was a con�lict.

PH: So, this chamber in Viet Nam that was lit… you said it was almost
transparent because you could see outside, right? You were in there
when you were hurt?

CS: Yes. There was a section of it where you could look out and you
could see out. I even went ahead and asked the guys outside to dig.
When the shovels went into the ground you could see the shovels and it
was like there was nothing. When they pulled up and threw the dirt to
one side, all you could see was the dirt.

PH: You keep saying “we,” Cliff. Are there other people with you doing
this stuff?

CS: We had probably about forty people inside there.

PH: It was a regular mission that had a strange environment?

CS: We had at least a platoon.

PH: Yes, but are forty people interacting with these aliens?



CS: Uh, no. Everybody else pulled out. I have no idea how I got out.

PH: In other words, you were in there and you were in… what I’m trying
to place together is the time line. You were in there. You were injured.
They pulled out. You were left there and you met the aliens.

CS: Right. Because when I got hit, I went down.

PH: Okay.

CS: And I was, you know, in pain… uh… and one of them came over and
knelt beside me because at this time the �iring had stopped and it had
gotten quiet, and… me and he there. He didn’t call me by name at that
time… his one is injured. And another one came over and… he called me
by name. He said, “This one is Clifford.” CLIFF-ORD

PH: But tell me something… I mean do you get scared when that
happens or is this normal to you?

CS: No, you’re always afraid.

PH: You’re always afraid. That’s what I understand.

CS: You know, you’re never ready for it.

PH: I imagine.

CS: They can’t train you to be an interfacer. Our visitors choose people
very early in life and our government, or that sector that really controls
it, has to �ind these people.

PH: Yes, I know.

CS: And recruit them. Many aren’t willing: 1) to be found, 2) to be
recruited.

PH: I know. I understand, Cliff. I mean you make it really clear. I
understand the situation. And when you’re recruited, you can never get
out of it, can you, Cliff?

CS: No, you’re always with them. Even to this day.

PH: I imagine. I’m just trusting that you know how, what you’re doing
and what you’re saying, and that it’s okay for you, because I’m just
doing my duty and recording it…you know, the case. I’m not making any
judgments. I don’t really understand what’s going on, but my judgment,
my work is just to archive it, record it for the future. Probably a



hundred years from now, Cliff, because I don’t know if we’re going to
have any disclosure. Do you think we’ll ever have it?

CS: Eventually it’s going to happen. We’re not going to have any choice
in the matter. It’s about like, you know, one of the researchers in Britain
said, “Well, yeah, but they had this with these kids who created this
hoax.” It showed how our government would react if there was an
actual ET event in which they landed and we recovered them. It would
all be open and everything was made available to the public. The only
reason that happened was they created a hoax but they wanted
publicity for it. So it was done in areas where there would be a lot of
people see it, it was very elaborate, and it took them a whole day to
�inally decide, “wait a minute, this is a prank.”

PH: Yes, but where was this done? I don’t remember anything like this.

CS: In England. It was in the last batch of documents that was released
by the British government on March 3rd.

PH: Okay. So you’re reading every document. Okay.

CS: I read everything, young ‘un.

PH: I know, Cliff. I wished I lived next door to you because you’d help
me so much in my work. I’m going crazy just trying to �igure this out.

CS: See, my problem is not you. You know, you’re a reporter. You’re
reporting the facts as best you can as they are reported to you, and the
viable data that’s given to you. No reporter can go over all this stuff.

PH: Well, I know. I know they can’t go over all that stuff and I’m so busy
taking testimony and trying to connect the dots here that you, know…
but my next big project is your book, Cliff, so don’t forget about this. Has
anything happened recently?

CS: You know, something strange happened when I was working with
my kids at Job Corps. For three days, this owl remained there. Well,
everybody thought it was a strange owl and I said, “How many people
have ever seen a white owl three feet tall?” And, no one had. That was
the �irst time in their lives. And, I said, “Okay. Now go see if there’s any
record of a white owl.” Well, they came up with small things, of course. I
mean, some people who were abducted reported seeing a huge white
owl, and, one kid there who always called me “Pops” says, “You tried to



show us something.” I said, “What did I try to show you?” “That we may
not initially recognize an alien as an alien.” And, I said, “Well, what
makes you say that?” He says, “Pops, there is nowhere in the world that
an owl that big exists.” He says, “Me and my friends got permission to
stay up all night looking. We searched and searched and searched and
searched. Short of some cases of abduction where they reported seeing,
initially, the white owl.” They brought up Whitley Strieber which I
thought was kind of interesting because he reported that, but, beyond
that…

PH: Could they get close to this white owl?

CS: Oh, they got within maybe ten feet…that’s how they knew it was big.

PH: But did it look like an owl to them when they were ten feet away?

CS: It looked like a white owl with pink eyes.

PH: So that’s what it looked like when they got close.

CS: Oh, yeah. And, I mean I was even there and witnessed it with the
�irst batch that went there.

PH: Well, Cliff, you know, you called this being Korona. Is this the being
that you’re close to?

CS: With a K.

PH: Korona is the being that you’re close to. Do you see him very often?

CS: From time to time.

PH: Why do you have a problem with credibility among some
researchers like Kevin Randle?

CS: If they would bother to check the records, I wouldn’t. In other
words, I was TDY for 14 months. Also, there is a pen-and-ink entry and I
can show that on the micro�iche, thank God.

PH: What Is TDY? Explain. What is temporary duty? Tell me something.
Do you have these records? Do you have these records available? The
NBC school records?

CS: Oh, yeah, because, when you get ready for the E7 board, they send
you a micro�iche to make sure your records are…



PH: You know, Cliff, you’re going to make me come down there because
I can’t do this book without this stuff.

CS: Let’s see. No one ever came and asked.

PH: Yes, but you’re… I don’t know how to get… I will have to come down
before you re-release this book. I have to get the stuff. I have to get
copies. I can put the book together and you can have a rough copy, a
rough draft of the book, and you can look at it when I come down. I’ve
got to put some of this stuff in there.

CS: Then you will see.You cannot exceed temporary duty more than 179
days. In Moondust, every six months, new orders were issued, called
“hip pocket orders,” because you’d have a copy right there. Anyone and
everyone would provide you with anything you needed to get that job
done. Hip pocket orders were issued to people who were involved in
Projects Moondust and Blue Fly.

PH: Like you.

CS: Yes. Also NEST, Nuclear Emergency Response Teams.

PH: So this Fort Lee document shows that you were doing something
during this fourteen-month period?

CS: No, it shows that I was doing something for the year and month that
I was there and that I was not at Fort McCallum, Alabama for a year. I
went to Fort McCallum while I was stationed at Fort Lee, Va., on
temporary duty for three weeks to take the Non-Commissioned Of�icer
NBC course.

PH: This other stuff happened in that year, from December 1968 to
January 1970? Do you have anything other than that one document that
proves you were there?

CS: They gave me a diploma, but that was lost years ago. My parents
split up, and a lot was lost when they sold the home.

PH: What would be the alien interface cleanup, or crash retrieval
cleanup, be called?

CS: Nuclear biological and chemical warfare, same as for mundane
cleanup. You don’t reinvent the wheel.

PH: Are biological and nuclear substances involved?



CS: They could be. Some of the craft use anti-matter for their engines,
but some use things that we can’t even understand. There’s total
annihilation of energy, and as a result, there is residual background
radiation that can be picked up on a Geiger counter. Thirty to forty-�ive
minutes later, it’s no longer being picked up. If they have mechanical
problems and their nuclear collider causes a reaction with the anti-
matter, if it messes up you may have dirty debris which isn’t highly
radioactive but could cause cellular disruption and could be hazardous.

PH: Did you ever see angel hair or burnt �iber optics?

CS: Yes, it was like a massive spider cobweb only not sticky. It was pure
white, and I’ve held it in my hand, although not for too long because it
will disperse.

PH: Was it in the damaged part of the craft?

CS: We saw it in the open. Sometimes, if a craft was having mechanical
problems, there might be a fall of this substance.

PH: There was a sighting of angel hair over a soccer stadium in Italy,
and it was analyzed and found to contain glass and sand. The soccer
team stopped and watched the UFO!

CS: If you remember to put it into a tube, it will eventually turn into a
gas. If you taste it, it will make you sick, but there’s no taste. It looks like
cotton candy, though it’s not sticky. We had people in 1989 who were
seeing the entities, they were ten feet tall.

PH: Where were you?

CS: In Germany, but the Soviet Union was having reports of ten-foot tall
people. They had hundreds of people who saw these, and the entities
would �loat over fences. The whole situation is that no one had ever
heard anything like this. In September 1952, did you ever hear of the
Flatwoods WV monster? This was the same thing. Also, some of the
reports were very reminiscent of the Mothman, which was also similar
to the Flatwoods monster. And there were people who did get sick as a
result of being sprayed by something by these creatures, even in the
Soviet Union.

PH: Did you read these reports, or were these talked about?



CS: I actually got to go to the Soviet Union. There was a 501 Intelligence
battalion that was there, and we worked with the Soviet Union on that.

PH: Did you have any opportunity to talk to the Soviets about this?

CS: Yes, one lady there whom I’ll call Kathy. She was probably abducted
as a kid but she always referred to it as a dream. I asked her whether it
really happened and she said she felt more comfortable calling it a
dream. When it came time for me to go home, she asked me whether
she should tell them what had happened to her in her life. I said, no, if
you tell them, a lot of bad things will happen that you don’t want. I don’t
think you’re really ready to go through what happens to a person that
they think they can utilize.

PH: But there’s some coincidence that she was working in Intelligence.

CS: It’s because she had the smarts to do the job, and she happened to
be assigned to me as my interpreter. It wasn’t because they had
recognized anything special about her or any latent specialty she might
have, which was a good thing, because, she wouldn’t be an interpreter.
Her mission was to interpret from Russian what was being said and to
translate my words into Russian.

PH: Is Global Horizon a program like Moondust or Blue Fly?

CS: Moondust and Blue Fly are code names and Global Horizon is a pro-
word to identify a program, project operation or mission as pertaining
to some Sensitive Compartmented Information (SCI) content.

PH: These are vocabulary words for what? Are they programs?

CS: Yes, we have Project Moondust which is the project to recover
objects that differentiates whether it is of terrestrial origin, of foreign
origin, or extraterrestrial origin. Round Robin means the spacecraft of
another earthly foreign power. Global Horizon has to do with something
that did not originate on planet Earth, but, is arti�icial and survived
impact onto planet Earth.

PH: You were there, you did this, yet you have to go back and prove
what you were doing, you have to �ind the documentation. How ironic.

CS: You know, Andy Rooney had a saying, People will accept the facts,
but only if the facts �it in with what they already believe. People have
been involved in UFO situations, maybe only one time, but it affects you



for the rest of your life. No one’s a believer until they have an
experience. Most people who do, it will go to the back of their
subconscious and will only be brought up when someone asks about
UFOs. Most of us, it doesn’t have a real dramatic effect on our lives. But
someone who has an incident of high strangeness, it affects the rest of
their life. And there are tens of thousands of people now in this
situation. It affects how they interact with their friends, their families,
and their co-workers. The intent in getting this stuff out is so they can
say, “This is what happened to me, and I’m not alone.” Sometimes it’s
just an interesting story, but it can also help others who are going down
that path.

PH: You are a guy who is not into ego, you really are interested in
helping other people who have been go-betweens between humans and
aliens. You want to help them understand what their lives are like
because of what you have experienced. You are very altruistic. You’re
connected with humanity; otherwise you wouldn’t give a darn.

There was a story you told me about a bomber coming down, but I
didn’t realize all the people on the bomber were dead.

CS: It wasn’t because of ET destroying it, but I do think ET had
something to do with setting it down.

PH: There wasn’t anything wrong with the bomber, right?

CS: It had damage that would be consistent with the attempts by anti-
aircraft crews to bring it down, with missiles that they were not
supposed to have. Now again, there were a lot of things that we knew
about that we didn’t tell the American public, to ensure that the war
didn’t escalate. The Russians and the Red Chinese were helping the
Vietnamese at that time, with very sophisticated air defense systems
which allowed them to bring down some of our aircraft.

PH: The �irst time you went over there, were you �ighting as a regular
soldier or did you know they were going to use you in this way?

CS: The �irst time, I didn’t even know I was in Viet Nam.

PH: Where did you think you were?

CS: They didn’t tell us. We got on a plane, we got off, they didn’t tell us
anything. We had to give up our dog tags. There was supposed to be no



American involvement. We were not to be identi�ied. If something
happened there, you weren’t there.

When we went there, we knew there was something strange about the
aircraft. There were certain people there who had to do certain things
with it, and we were going to extract it. It should have been in a
hundred thousand pieces when it crashed, but it was like a giant hand
just set it down. It was cut into three pieces and the wings were cut off.
They used those giant cranes, weird looking helicopters that could
move a lot of cargo. They had a boxcar underneath them, and they could
remove that boxcar and just have the crane connected. That’s what they
used to remove that aircraft, because they wanted to go over that
aircraft with a �ine-tooth comb.

PH: So this was a strange aircraft that the US government wanted to
study.

CS: It wasn’t a strange aircraft, it was a B-52, but it was strange that it
went down in so few pieces. The damage that was done was like a small
missile.

PH: So you were part of the group that went to investigate that in 1969,
and they made you take off all your chevrons and everything, right?

CS: Yes.

PH: They didn’t tell you ahead of time where you were going?

CS: No, they didn’t tell us.

PH: Did you leave from Germany?

CS: No, we left from the United States. They told us we were going to
Florida on a training exercise. No one got off the aircraft when we
refueled; this was not normal procedure for a training exercise.  This
time, we were told to stay on the aircraft. This one guy got off and
looked around and said, “If this isn’t Oakland, I’ll kiss your hind-side.” At
which point the Colonel pulled out his .45 and said, “The next person
that opens their mouth will become a non-issue because I will not
hesitate to shoot. You will be briefed when we are airborne again.”

PH: Is this the same Colonel you met when you were nineteen?

CS: Yes.



PH: So this Colonel took you under his wing when you were nineteen
until you did whatever was your last job, and he was in charge, you
believe, of the ET reality?

CS: He was one of the top people. He was always there, and I think he
was assigned directly to me.

PH: When did you see him for the �irst time?

CS: In 1969, I was eighteen or nineteen years old. In 1968, I went in to
Fort Jackson, South Carolina and I was exposed to all the pictures and
everything. I knew what Top Secret meant, but I didn’t know what the
other words following it meant at the time.

PH: Was it Cosmic Top Secret?

CS: Cosmic is the highest, Sensitive Department Information (SDI) pro-
word for NATO. It was to ensure that only people with a strict need to
know would ever see these documents and photographs.

PH: Photos of what?

CS: Craft, and entities.

PH: That must have blown your mind, seeing photos of entities.

CS: But, I didn’t really know what I was seeing, whether they were real,
whether it was a test…I did know for a fact that I wasn’t supposed to
see it, because I knew I didn’t have the proper clearance.

PH: Just a quick question before we go back to Viet Nam. When was the
last time you saw this “Colonel”?

CS: Probably a couple years after I got out of the military.

PH: Did you hear from him before or after Robert died?

CS: I got a call from him when my son died. There was a big concern
then, and, a big cover up concerning the death of my son. But, I believe
that was more to do with trying to protect the woman who hit my son.
She told the truth about it, but, they had to bring in a crisis
management team because they thought there were a lot of people who
would need assistance. The person who was head of the traf�ic Division
of the Police Department, at that time, said the car was right there and
there were two pickup trucks. I was the �irst of any kind of law
enforcement there on the scene.



PH: The pickup trucks were suspect?

CS: They stopped the car.

PH: Do you think it was programmed?

CS: No, I think the woman actually accidentally hit my son. But, when I
went to tell my wife what had happened, the police of�icers stated that
an APB had been put out and they were looking for a small blue pickup
truck with three young males in it. At that time, the story was getting
out that somebody had taken a stick with a nail in it and had put it
through the spokes to make the motorcycle crash, but, that is
completely untrue. I know for a fact that in Viet Nam, you would have
politically sanctioned assassinations. One of the ways you would do
that, because a lot of people drove motorcycles over there, was to put a
stick inside the spokes when you stop at a red light. When the light
changes and people start driving off, the tires rotate and it pushes it in,
then breaks. If there’s a nail in there, it penetrates the tire and the bike
will go down. If you’ve ever seen pictures of traf�ic in Viet Nam, it’s
bumper to bumper and a rider will get hit many times before most
people even know the bike went down. That’s what I imagined
happening here, but, it didn’t happen.

PH: When you guys got off the plane, after being warned by the Colonel
not to talk, you were all quiet?

CS: After we fuelled up and took off, they gave us the information about
going on the recovery of a US aircraft that had gone down in a country
that was not friendly to the US. A lot of us were wondering what we
were needed for, but they indicated that this was a special aircraft. One
person asked what was so special, and was told that we’d �ind out when
we got there. They said because of the sensitivity of the mission,
everybody had to take every personal item out of our pockets and put
them all in plastic bags, the size of a sandwich bag. We labeled them
with our names and our ranks, and the bags stayed on the aircraft. It
was a commercial aircraft, not military, and we were supposed to
return on that same aircraft.

PH: Are we talking about the army, or the air force, or a rogue group?

CS: As far as I know, those three folks that were there were not part of
the army, navy, air force, but were part of the small nucleus that



controlled this.

PH: When you got off, what did you see? How did the entities come to
you?

CS: We landed at an airbase, and it was all dark. I saw bon�ires, and
everything else was pitch-black. We began to bank for landing, and I
saw the landing lights. When we landed it was obvious that we were in
an Asian country, but we didn’t know which. There was a chopper
waiting for us, and we boarded and took off. Another helicopter took off
with us. There was a little camp where we were supposed to stay until
we �inished the job. We walked about �ive miles from the helicopter
landing to reach the craft, and by that time it was beginning to get light.
I saw the craft, and it was the �irst time I had seen a B-52 up close, and I
had always thought they were bigger. I walked around the craft, and
when I reached the back, some of these grey entities came.

PH: These aren’t the guys you described once…

CS: Like the Pillsbury doughboy, with spindly arms and legs. About 4 to
4 1/2 feet high. I had my M-16 slung down, and they came out and said
my name. They pronounced it like “Clif-for-ord.” They asked what I was
doing there, saying I was not supposed to be there.

PH: What did you do?

CS: I freaked out. I called out, VC! We had no way of knowing where we
were, though later I found out we were in Cambodia, and I started
shooting. I wanted them to be Viet Cong. The bullets had no effect. They
followed us about a quarter of a mile to a stream, where the Colonel had
tents set up. There were people there who had never seen Americans
before, who spoke no English.

PH: Did you see the entities again?

CS: No. They kept saying I wasn’t supposed to be there. The government
wanted me in the military, working with UFOs. The ETs knew this
would happen.

PH: Do you feel that these ETs were hostile?

CS: No.

PH: What do you think they were doing there?



CS: I think they were concerned and checking to see what we were
doing. They don’t have a concept of war, and they can’t understand why,
if we are rational and intelligent beings, we would do this. They have
always been here, and have always had interaction with humans. Today,
that interaction is very dangerous and must be kept to a very limited
scale.

PH: Because they’re concerned that humans will do what you did, take
out their ri�les and start shooting.

CS: We will absolutely do that. It’s the human reaction. We react
violently and hostile against the unknown. I had had contact before, but
in the circumstances that I was in, why was I calling out VC? That was
the only point of reference that I had.

PH: Do you think they brought that plane down?

CS: I think they had it set down so they could survey the damage. They
had already seen World War II, but now we were doing things
differently. Remember, most B-52s were carrying nuclear weapons at
that time.

PH: Tell me about the cave you saw. You said it was transparent.

CS: That was one of the more signi�icant incidents. When we were
inside, we could see out, and we’d laugh because you could see them
dig in and it was just like air. That was after I had already gotten to Viet
Nam, and we were going into this cave; we saw our people outside, like
a search and destroy team. That was also controlled most of the time by
the NSA. One side of the cave was like a big screen and we could see
them walking. It was strange, but it wasn’t plausible to us. We thought it
was Communist technology. There were rumors that the Communists
were planning to use bubonic plague as a weapon against us, and we
thought maybe this was what we were looking for. Less than a hundred
feet into the cave we had a radio that couldn’t even get static. We had a
runner from there, so we could still communicate. We got to this one
big opening where they had caverns that had been dug out in
preparation for a long, protracted war, but we saw the entities there.

PH: Describe the ones you saw there. You said they were like frogs?



CS: The color is hard to describe. It was like a greyish brown. They
looked more aquatic, and their eyes and mouths reminded me of frogs.
They had two little slits for a nose. The skin was rough, and they had
strange �ingers with sort of suction-cup things, but I can’t really be too
clear on this. People want descriptions, but it was hard to notice
everything.

PH: Were they scary to you?

CS: This is so hard to explain. There were no lights in there, but we
could see. Not too cold or too hot. When this happened, we started
shooting. When you turn on a light bulb, you look at it and you can’t see.
We all found our way back. I thought I’d only been in there for a few
minutes. Someone pulled me out, and everything went back to normal.
They told me they had to take care of my eye or I’d lose it. Next thing I
knew, I was outside. I �igured my people pulled me out. I have medical
records that show that some insects sprayed something into my eye
and I wore a patch over my eye for a week. Do you know of any insect
that can do that?

PH: Did your people really pull you out?

CS: I was never actually told how it happened. They told me when I
asked how they got me out of there, “We didn’t.” I think they have no
idea how I got out of there.

PH: Did these beings call you by name also?

CS: Not that I remember. I was in a lot of pain.

PH: Did bullets hit those beings?

CS: If they did, they had no effect.

PH: And those beings were not hostile?

CS: They were not hostile. We were shooting at them. We will always
react that way, with violence. It’s the way humans are. It’s been about
twenty years now, and, we will no longer send aircraft after a UFO to
�ire upon it. But, I guarantee you that every pilot who sees one wants to
open �ire on it.

PH: You’ve described different kinds of beings. Do you feel that there is
an imminent invasion, or are they just observing?



CS: I don’t think there’s any plan for invasion, but, there are also rogue
elements out there. These entities look different than us, some look
very similar to us, but, the intelligence and the essence of being an
intelligent species is there. That mandates that you can live at peace in
the universe. Rogue elements might be trying to impose themselves on
the universe, though I haven’t seen anything like that happen, and, I
think we would have help in that situation.

PH: There is one being you mentioned, named Korona. He is always
with you?

CS: Yes, they say they’re assigned to someone for life.

PH: Is he a grey?

CS: He’s green. Sort of human like, but with rough skin, not scales. Big
eyes, like teardrops with the pointed part in. He has a sense of humor,
sometimes misguided. I once asked him how I could know that he
wasn’t just my imagination, and he said, “Can your imagination do
this?” And he smashed a plate. Someone came in and asked me why I
smashed the plate, and I didn’t.

PH: Did he give you a message for humanity or for yourself?

CS: They’re actually trying to understand how we really work. You don’t
go in and say, take me to your leader. Heaven forbid, look at our
government right now. If our government was a family unit, they would
be the most dysfunctional in the history of mankind. If you say that, all
you’ll hear is what the leaders want you to hear. So they observe quietly,
living among us. They take one person early in life and they follow that
person throughout life. If you have a child who has imaginary friends,
and, they say they’re real, you might consider that he’s actually telling
the truth.

PH: Korona could empathize with your feelings?

CS: Yes, absolutely. When I was upset, he was upset. When I was little,
my mom was in the hospital and I ran and hid behind the sink, and I felt
this bony hand scratching the top of my head as if to say, you can run
but you can’t hide. I went running again and my aunt tried to make me
sit in a chair, but I couldn’t. Eventually I calmed down and Korona said
to me, “You’re too young for us really to explain, but we’re not ghosts,



and we’re not for everyone to see. Hopefully you will learn some things
from me, but I will learn a lifetime from you.” That was the �irst time I
was told why he was there and wasn’t going away.

PH: And somebody knew that this was happening.

CS: Captain Brown showed up in 1957 when I saw my �irst UFO. I was
six or seven years old, and, I knew that we were not alone in the
universe. A couple of weeks later, True Magazine came out with a UFO
story. Since it was a men’s magazine, the druggist wouldn’t let me buy
it. So, Captain Brown shows up and buys two copies of the magazine,
and says he’s interested in UFOs too. He bought me a root beer �loat and
talked to my parents, and, from that time on, we struck up a
relationship.

PH: You were in high school when you found out you were rejected
from military service?

CS: It was in November of 1967. We had a recruiter come to our high
school and I passed all the written tests, but failed the physical. I was
told that I was 4F, permanently rejected from the military service. On
graduation, I went back home, then got a letter from my draft board
saying they wanted to re-evaluate me. I took all the written tests again,
passed them again with very high scores, and was selected for Of�icers’
Training School if I wanted to go. I still had medical problems, and a
captain came out and told me they’d be sending me home shortly. A
colonel came out and sent the captain home, then asked me if I really
wanted to be in the military. I said I did, that I had a moral obligation to
serve my country. He said he’d give me a chance. I think he was there to
make sure I got into the military because of what was happening in my
life. For interacting with visitors, they don’t have a school for that. They
have to pick out people who have already been chosen by the visitors
for interaction. The bigger interest is what we are doing to ourselves.

PH: Whose bigger interest?

CS: Big business, for one.

PH: So, they’re using short-term strategies, and this was the short cut
they used to �ind people for this program.



CS: When we set out to become intergalactic travelers, we threatened
other ecological systems on other planets indiscriminately. So they are
concerned about what we’re doing. In order to do it without them
stopping us, we have to begin caring about the other guy. Our visitors
will let themselves be destroyed rather than hurt another race.

PH: Because they have a different ethic, not sel�ish.

CS: Look, we accepted slavery at one point in our history. It has never
been right, it has never been moral, but, it was accepted. Recently, we
have evolved to the point where we no longer accept it, we no longer
tolerate it.

PH: Do you think humanity will ever have spiritual growth?

CS: If we don’t, we will destroy ourselves.

PH: So we have no choice. We have to evolve with our technology, also.

CS: You have to evolve with your technology or you fall victim to it.
Remember that movie I told you about, the 1958 Power of Decision?
SAC existed for two purposes: it would deter war by making any
country that planned to attack the United States with nuclear weapons
understand that there would be no survivors. That we would survive
long enough, with enough power, to annihilate them. In the movie, the
Soviet Union evolves enough to think they can do it. It shows that we
failed our initial assignment and did not deter nuclear war. The second
mission was the total annihilation of whatever force attacked the
United States, by dropping more nuclear bombs on them. All you have
to do after you have won the war, which would last only 36 hours, is to
survive for the next twelve years. Anything growing, worldwide, it’s no
longer edible. Same for livestock.

PH: So it’s not really a deterrent, but game over.

CS: We destroyed ourselves by our technology.

PH: How old were you when you got your �irst assignment after
entering the army at age eighteen?

CS: Nineteen. Pine Gap, Pa. was one of the �irst times I walked up to the
craft and they were all dead. I walked up alone, because if anything was
going to happen, they’d only lose one person. I was sort of thinking that
maybe it was man-made, but when I got a good look I realized it wasn’t.



PH: Did you ever go to one that had anything alive inside?

CS: Oh yeah.

PH: Can you ever talk about this, legally?

CS: There’s no way you can ever legally talk about it, they’ll shoot you.
They only care about what you can prove. Say there’s a �ilm, and you get
that �ilm out. They will kill to keep that �ilm from getting out. If we have
an airliner up, and we know that there’s a hijacker on board who is
going to strike a target, there is a standing order to shoot it down over
the least populated area possible so as to minimize the loss of life. This
shows that we see it as morally right to violate our own laws in order to
protect life.

When it comes to UFOs, we have no idea what world reaction is going to
be when we say not only have we made contact with ET life that is even
more intelligent than us––so vastly intelligent that we’re like ants––but,
that they have been among us for millennia; that there’s nothing to
worry about, they’re not evil. How many people do you think will buy
that? Remember that human reaction we talked about? So, the whole
situation is that the fear factor is there. How are we going to tell the
world population that we are not alone in the universe? And, what the
reaction is going to be to that, we don’t know yet.

PH: But you know, you said you were going to do this for the people
who have had the experiences, Cliff, but you know, you also need to do
it for the being that knelt over you in Viet Nam and said, “This is
Clifford.” You need to do it for him, too.

CS: Well, young ‘un, I know that. I know that because the whole
situation is that we all too often, I mean, the biggest thing I have is the
fact that where is our morality, where is our compassion when it comes
to the beginning? I mean, I love my dog but some people just have dogs
to have dogs. You know what I’m saying?

PH: Yes, I know. You’re saying that you can identify with these entities.
You said that at the Disclosure Project, but you have a responsibility to
these entities, too, Cliff, because, for God’s sake, you got to meet them.
You know, I haven’t seen anything, but I’m still working––like a blind
person––in this.



CS: You’ve got to remember one thing, young ‘un, you say you haven’t
met anyone. You may have, and once again, the lesson I taught my kids…
you may not have even recognized him. Many people may have met
someone or had interaction with someone not of this world and not
even have recognized the fact that it wasn’t a supernatural event…that
it was actually an interaction with beings from another world.

PH: Well, I’m hoping that that was the case. However, you know for a
fact that you did. And, when you know for a fact you did, it’s a
responsibility to them, too.

CS: Yes, young ‘un, it’s a heavy responsibility that I never asked for.

PH: Do you think the people should know?

CS: I think the people should know, and I think there are a lot of people
out there who do know. But, I also know people who have lost their
families because we lied and said there was nothing to it. The two
police of�icers who chased the UFO for 67 miles, and saw a being, have
been attacked by those who didn’t see it and by debunkers. One of�icer
took a photo, but, his life was destroyed. People want to know why he
didn’t shoot. What if it had been a person dressed up, and he had shot
at it? Young ‘un, every time I go and give a talk I get physically sick. The
reason that happens is that I’m afraid, too, but, it’s something I feel I
need to do. And the reason I need to do it isn’t to entertain people, I
need to do it because those people who were involved, no matter how
small it might be, those people are hurting. They need to know that this
really did happen to them. They need to know that there are other
people out there like them. They need to tell, if no one else, their
families that this happened to them. Because, there’s little things you do
in life that the family is going to sit back and wonder, why does Dad, and
sometimes why does Mom, do this or that. And, they don’t want to
sound crazy to their families. So, if they have some nut like me out there
saying, “Look, these things really happened,” and can provide a little––
just a sliver––of circumstantial evidence that these events really occur
and there is really something going on, that encourages them that now
is the time. They may never come out and tell the public, but they can
tell their families. And, at some point, they can sit back and take pride
in the fact that their father, their mother, their great-grandfather, their
grandmother played a key role, no matter how small, in the making of



history that will ultimately clash with our future. Because, you can only
keep this under wraps for so long. Then the next question is: What
impact will it have when they release this to the world? They don’t
know. The Royal Society, when they met, they were making it clear, we
don’t know. Now, that being the case, just radio contact—what can we
expect of people who all their life have been conditioned throughout
the world to believe these things don’t exist wake up one morning and
somebody says there was a crash of an object with beings not of this
world. And we need to tell you that they’ve been here for a long time.
They mean us no harm but we can no longer keep this secret. The
events that occurred last night are of such a widespread knowledge we
have no way that we could even create an effective story to cover it up.
Too many people know about it, too much of the media has got it out,
and there is no way we can cover this up. Now, 1) There is going to be
anger at the governments for not telling the people these things were
reality and having them prepared for just such an event; 2) There is
going to be fear, and, I’ll state fear, not panic, because people are going
to be worried about their families and where is all this leading to. Are
we on the verge of an intergalactic war? Now why do I say are we on
the verge of an intergalactic war? We are socially conditioned to believe
that should an intelligent race of another planet outside our solar
system truly come here, we are conditioned to believe the only reason
they would want to do that is for conquest of this planet. We are
conditioned to believe that, young ‘un through our media. Remember
Hawking? Be careful if you make contact with a world out there that’s
not friendly to us, they may come here in force, not to go ahead and
share all their knowledge, but to enslave us. Remember Hawking saying
that?

PH: Yes, I do.

CS: They don’t like us to be involved in war. They don’t understand it.

PH: What about when the ETs met with Eisenhower, the human-type
guys…

CS: Eisenhower would say, “You know, we all want peace. But, the
situation is that the countries of this world will always have that
mistrust.” And he says, “You know, you don’t understand the politics of
the world.” And, they said, “We understand that you have your



differences. But, why can’t you live and strive for peace for the
betterment of your own humanity?” And, of course, Eisenhower was in
full agreement, wishing the countries of this planet could live in peace,
free of war.

PH: I’m sure he was in full agreement. But, was there an anti-nuclear
message there, too?

CS: Absolutely. They wanted us to understand how futile going to a
nuclear war could be and how easily they could stop it.

PH: How easily they could stop it…huh?

CS: They’ve already demonstrated that…

PH: Okay. That’s what Robert Salas needs to hear, okay? Because, he’s
the one that was there when the missiles went down. In other words
they could stop it. They could stop it. Thank God some people have
courage to speak up but most people live in fear. It would shock the
living daylights out of most of them.

CS: Absolutely. Now, you and I are not a problem. We already know.
Most of the world doesn’t. My message has always been a message of
hope, and the reason I want it to be that, we have enough people out
there saying, “They’re here! They’re hostile! We’re on the end of their
food chain! Nothing we can do about it, but we thought you should
know!” That’s not the message that should be put out. Most are not
hostile. If they were, they would have destroyed us long ago.

PH: I believe that is why some UFO stories are hard to digest. This “fear
factor” is part of the cover-up. This is a message of hope. Thanks for
your honesty and sense of integrity. Cliff, your story will become part of
the UFO archives for future
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Portion of an Interview with Clifford Stone about Crash Retrievals
 
PH: Cliff, tell us about aliens who look like us. Can you repeat the story
you told me about their living in Texas among humans. The family from
Texas, they said they look like us, right?

CS: Yes.

PH: There was a mother, father and two boys?

CS: Mother, father and son.

PH: And they look like us. You don’t know where they came from; you
just know they were aliens.

CS: I wanted to get a security clearance, so I was talking to the Security
Clearance Operations Of�icer. I didn’t know I already had a security
clearance, but all these things I was doing required a security clearance,
and I didn’t have one, as far as I knew. So I went and talked to him. He
told me a story about when they had this hurricane in 1977 or 1978. He
said it destroyed the whole community. And this one young man saw a
young girl very upset by this, and he thought he could cheer her up and
let her know that there’s other life out there. So he said to her, would
you like to see the family’s �lying saucer? And she starts to smile. So he
said, I will show you the craft that’s in the barn. So the next day they
went over, the whole family, and there were these Air Force guys there.
And they left. I can tell you they moved the family to California.

PH: When you hear a story like this, Cliff, do you ever wonder if there
are other situations like this?

CS: Oh, there are.

PH: There are. And there’s no way we can know, can we?

CS: Right, there’s no way.



PH: Because I wanted to tell the world, Cliff, that they’re not all just
greys. So when you say they look just like people, all that most people
have in mind when they think of ETs is the greys. They can’t imagine
greys with families and children. They don’t know that there are
human-type aliens. That’s why I asked you the question.

CS: Some of them look like us, but all of them have an aspect that ––I
don’t understand it completely, but it’s what you’d call alter-
dimensional. They have families, just like us. And, one thing it’s hard to
tell anybody is that they accept the existence of what we call God. We
are slowly approaching that time when we will be able to scienti�ically
prove that something survives physical death. Once that happens, we
will be well on our way to a greater understanding of that which we call
God.

PH: Did you ever hear of other beings among us?

CS: Oh, yeah. If your child comes to you and says he has friends, and you
can’t see those friends, and he insists they’re not imaginary, then take a
look at him. Don’t take him to a child psychologist or someone like that,
because all they’re going to do is say there’s nothing there. That’s not
going to make his friends go away.

 

Cliff ’s friend Joe clari�ies the story that Cliff alluded to in his disclosure
project testimony:

 

J: Another case, in 1969, happened at an Air Force Base––I think it’s in
Virginia. He met one of the ETs. He was sitting across from the ET and
the ET said to him, “Look at his eyes, I’m afraid.” This is the one he
helped to escape. This is where he had communications with the Visitor
that the government didn’t know about.

PH: So Clifford helped this being escape…

J: They told the Colonel that the Visitor wanted to talk to him alone
because he wanted to show him something. So everybody got out of the
room. Clifford got somebody to get wire cutters and cut the fence
around the perimeter where they had this Visitor, and then Clifford was
told that they were going to come and pick him up. The ETs were going



to come pick up this Visitor and get him out of there. The wire fence
was outside, around the perimeter. In the building, it’s set up so that it’s
very compartmentalized, you can’t just go through. So he helped the
Visitor escape and then they got through the wire fence. Now, when the
craft landed, he said they were shocked because they said, “Clifford, you
shouldn’t have done that, they’re not always friendly.” Clifford said, “No,
they are always friendly. It’s you who are not always friendly and who
say they are not.”

The agenda of a lot of the people interviewing, they always think that
the Visitors are evil. That sells books. But, Clifford said that when he
saw the craft land, he was trying to �igure out how heavy it was by the
indentation that it leaves. If you think about it, if you land an aircraft on
grass, it’s always going to leave an impression. He told me that one of
the craft he was in was about thirty feet in diameter. But when he was
inside, he tried to measure it with a 100-foot measuring tape, and he
ran out of tape.

The being said, I’m afraid. He felt the fear from the ET. He helped
the being escape, and they thanked him for doing that. The truck driver,
the one who cut the fence with the wire cutters, said I could get court-
martialed for this, but this being is a friend of ours.

Only the Colonel said to him, “No, not all of these beings are friendly.”

Clifford Continues:

PH: So they didn’t court-martial you.

CS: They tried, but I was cleared. I had a strong interest in UFOs. I have
all the documents.

PH: And they never hurt you for letting the guy go. They never did
anything. They kind of understood that he needed to go and they let
him, but I don’t understand where he came from in the �irst place.

CS: There’s a whole lot…if anyone comes up and tells you that they
know exactly what happened, it’s not true. Things aren’t always what
they seem to be. Like a solid wall. I went through the wall. They stated,
a lot of times, that things aren’t as they seem. They showed me a door,
they pushed me. I went through the wall. The whole thing is complex.

PH: So a lot of it is open ended.



CS: Yes. I can go so far with some of this stuff, but…people talk about
sending me out to wait for the next UFO crash. UFO crashes are unique;
they don’t come on a schedule.

PH: So you never knew when you would be called out. When you were
doing this, what kind of work were you doing? Nuclear biological clean
up?

CS: I was doing normal things. But, I was working very hard and
everyone noticed I was getting a little strange. My wife went to my
commanding of�icer and asked him why I was spending so much time at
work. I had to. I did a good job for my service. I was doing my duty.

PH: You had different jobs, different duties and you were away for long
periods of time? We have to make that really clear. It will become
important that we show these documents.

Pictured above and below: Paola Harris interviews Clifford Stone. Photos courtesy Paola Harris



 



Pictured above: Clifford Stone, Paola Harris, Rob Simone and Larry Landsman, Roswell, New
Mexico



Pictured above: Tom Hamlin, Paola Harris and Clifford Stone, October 2, 2011, Roswell, New
Mexico.



Pictured above: Vittorio Paccaccini (Brazil), Paola Harris and Clifford Stone in Clifford’s living
room, 1997, Roswell, New Mexico.



Part III: Radio Interview
 

The following transcripts are a part of public record, since Clifford
has done many interviews on radio and television. He was also on
Disney’s TV show Alien Encounters, which aired in 1995 in just a few
cities at midnight. It was a very strange method of airing a promotional
piece. Robert Urich was the narrator. While it didn’t show anything new
and was an advertisement for a theme park attraction, it treated the
curiosity of UFOs and aliens as a real event that was actually happening.
It was presented as a serious documentary.

This may be part of subtle disclosure effort, a slow, methodical
release of information to educate our future generations. In any case, we
all agree that education is important and while the reader has heard
much of Sgt. Stone’s story in the last interviews, here are his exact words
and feelings. Let this be considered a recorded archive for all future
generations. ––Paola Harris
 
Transcript from Clifford’s Radio Interview
 
“If he was a guest, why did we treat him as a prisoner of war? And surely
Sir, what you’re telling me, when you tell me am I aware of the uniform
code of military justice as it applies to aiding and invading the enemy in
assisting a prisoner in their escape, you are not implying that he was a
guest.
“The intent of destroying those documents, and I charge the Air Force
with this now, and the small nucleus within the intelligence community, I
charge them with destroying those documents to keep the people who are
investigating what happened here at Roswell from becoming public.
What I’m stating right here I know for a fact to be true, simply because I
lived it; I worked with it.” ––Clifford Stone
 

“I’m Clifford Stone, I’m 50 years old. I was, at 50 years, for the
better part of 46 of those years, I have been involved with UFOs,
although at the beginning, I didn’t know that’s really what I was
involved in. As I went through my childhood and into my teen years, I
had strange events that took place. Eventually, I got in the military and I



found out once I got in the military, these events would follow me also.
In order to try to seek answers to the events that had happened in my
life I started to collect a large volume of documentation on the UFO
phenomenon.

“I have a strange story to tell. The story is unlike a lot of what you
hear, but it’s my story and I know it to be true because I lived it. I can’t
say who’s right, who’s wrong in the �ield. I’d like to see everybody that’s
involved in UFO research to have one vision and that vision is
ultimately getting the truth out to the American public. That would
mean that every UFO researcher would have to put their differences
aside, not have their own agendas––their own concept of what the
truth is, but to seek out the truth that can be documented––that has the
evidence, the strong evidence there.

“Over the course of the years of the UFO investigation as it was
of�icially handled by the United States Government, the United States
Government stipulated that there was only one Agency involved in
those investigations. That, being the U.S. Air Force. Actually, in the
beginning, it was the Army Counter Intelligence Corps that handled
UFO investigations. We of�icially got started on an of�icial program as a
result of the sighting of June 24, 1947. The CIC, the Army Counter
Intelligence Corps was involved in those investigations and would
remain so until the Air Force became a separate entity in 1947 as a
result of the National Security Act of 1947. In 1947, September 17th of
1947 the National Security Act came into play. September 23rd 1947,
the Army Air Corps became the United States Air Force. Those people
who were in CIC that went over to the U.S. Air Force immediately took
over investigation of the UFOs.

“With the large number of UFO reports coming in to the U.S. Air
Force, it was seen that there was a necessity to have a clearing house, if
you wish, to receive UFO reports and give some contention that they
were getting of�icial notice. The Air Force then set up what was called
Project Sign. Project Sign came into existence January 22nd, 1948. The
Press referred to it as Project Saucer. This was to protect the code name
‘Sign’ from the American public, as the code name itself was classi�ied.
In February of 1949 the report was released on Project Sign stipulating
that all UFOs could be explained away by hoaxes, the illusions and
misidenti�ication of known phenomena or aircraft seen under unusual



conditions. The Air Force released this report knowing fully well that it
was incorrect. This did not stop the in�lux of reports coming in to the
U.S. Air Force dealing with UFOs.

“Getting all these reports, they were �inally forced to acknowledge
that Project Sign did not die in February 1949, but that it continued.
The name had been changed by virtue of ‘Sign’ being compromised they
changed it to Project Grudge. Thus, it would remain Project Grudge
until 1952 at which time it was then identi�ied as Project Blue Book. It
would continue as Project Blue Book until its demise in December of
1969 at which time they stated we would no longer be investigating
UFOs. However, this was not to be the end.

“What was unknown to the American public was that behind the
scenes there was a much more broader investigation in UFOs dealing
with more reliable sightings. The military sightings. The sightings that
were being reported by astronomers. The sightings that were being
reported by scientists. These had a code name too. I don’t know what it
was from all the way back during the time that we had the investigation
into UFOs, beginning with the Foo Fighters during the Second World
War when we de�initely took an interest. But that’s when we of�icially
got involved in the so-called UFO phenomenon. The Foo Fighters that
were being seen by our pilots and the air controllers in the towers alike
were something real. Something that showed intelligent control, that
took evasive action. There was a great desire to �ind out. The United
States Army, under the auspices of General McArthur, created what was
known as the United States Army Interplanetary Phenomenon
Research Unit. In 1943, McArthur was able to ascertain from his CIC
people that, de�initely, there were interplanetary craft visiting our
planet––that were observing the World Event we called, at that time,
the Second World War––and that, if they proved to be hostile, we would
have a great dilemma.

“This fact that I’ve told you has never been made public to the
American people. They know of the Interplanetary Phenomenon
Research Unit, but they don’t know actually when it began.

“We know also from the release of documents from the FBI, that
Blue Book was never in charge of anything. Very quietly behind the
scenes, from the beginning, from 1947 to 1953, January of 1953 to be
precise, OSI–– Of�ice of Special Investigations–– those elite people who



came over from the Army CIC, who were doing the initial investigations,
were the ones that were in fact, monitoring the UFO situation there at
Wright Patterson, Blue Book would get watered down reports,
particularly are the really good signi�icant reports.

“In January of 1953, a unique event took place. The United States
Air Force created a very elite unit. This unit would be known as the
4602nd Air Intelligence Service Squadron. General Burgess suggested
to Captain Ruppelt that they had a unit, a very unique unit, that was
speci�ically designed to go out and do �ield investigations––that if this
unit was permitted to do the UFO investigations, we would �inally be
able to get to some pay dirt. Ruppelt, in his book, his 1956 book titled
Unidenti�ied Flying Objects alludes that he was the one who suggested
to Burgess that this came about. The Blue Book �iles dealing with the
AISS, the Air Intelligence Service Squadron �iles, clearly shows that it
was Burgess that made this overture to Ruppelt. The 4602nd had a
wartime mission. The wartime mission was the �ield exploitation of
downed enemy aircraft and personnel and the exploitation of enemy
documents. It had no peacetime mission.

“Now, at its conception, it had a peacetime mission. That
peacetime mission was to do the �ield investigations of Unidenti�ied
Flying Objects. To interact with those investigations of military
personnel of highly trained observers such as scientists, astronomers,
and personnel who were considered highly credible observers, who
knew what they were talking about as far as giving accurate data in the
observations that they made. They also created a new program,
unknown to Project Blue Book. Every UFO report going in to the Air
Materiel Command, later to be called the Air Tactical Intelligence
Center, �irst went through a clearing-house.

“Operation Blue Fly was now in full Operation. The intent of
Operation Blue Fly was the immediate �ield exploitation and recovery of
any enemy, or presumed enemy craft went down in the Continental
United States or friendly territories overseas–– as well as the �ield
exploitation and recovery of advanced technologies. This included the
recovery and �ield exploitation of those items of which we call
Unidenti�ied Flying Objects. So it would continue well after the end of
Project Blue Book. Blue Book ended, as I said, in December 1969.



“In 1987 the Air Force was to acknowledge that Operation Blue
Fly had in fact had its name changed. Moondust, also which was the
overall �ield exploitation, also had its name changed. When we �inally
got Congress to ask about these two speci�ic projects, even though I had
them under appeal–– which means by law, the classi�ied documentation
had to run the gauntlet of the appeal action–– that they were not to be
destroyed, they were not to be done away with, but by virtue of
Congress asking the hard questions ‘What about these �iles, as they
pertain to UFOs?’ the Air Force was to come back and state that all their
documentation on these particular operations and project, Operation
Blue Fly–– Project Moondust, had been destroyed.

“The intent of destroying those documents, and I charge the Air
Force with this now, and the small nucleus within the intelligence
community, I charge them with destroying those documents that keep
the people who were investigating what happened here at Roswell from
becoming public. Because, within those documents you would learn of
U.S. Air Force Detachment 35. You would learn that U.S. Air Force
Detachment 35 collected data, pictures, reports, graphs and physical
evidence that, in 1947, information was gathered. Sometime between
1947 and 1952 those �iles were transferred to Detachment 35. In short,
Roswell was the scene of at least two, possibly more, UFO crashes.
Those crashes were not of Project Mogul, of weather balloons. The Air
Force had in its possession in 1995, when Congressman Schiff himself
was asking for the information as to what happened here in Roswell,
New Mexico, a complete �ile folder; and, they were lied to, as was the
General Accounting Services, and told that they didn’t have any
documents. We have the cover of the listing of those projects that
Detachment 35 was involved in––Roswell was one of them––clearly
indicating that they had the �ile as turned over to them by the U.S. Army
CIC.

“I personally have seen some of that information.
“What happened in July 1947 here in Roswell, was in fact, the

crash of two or more Unidenti�ied Flying Objects, which later were not
to be Unidenti�ied. We positively con�irm that they were inter-planetary
craft–– from some other place within our Galaxy... they did not originate
in our Solar System–– complete with bodies. We recovered the debris,
we recovered whole crafts of these entities. They had reverence for



their dead. I can tell you that we did not maintain, for too awful long,
possession of the bodies.

“In one instance, there were �ive entities. Three were dead, one
was seriously injured that died later as a result of its injuries, one was
not that bad as far as its injuries went. I cannot con�irm whether it was
returned alive or dead. I do know that we had a problem because
medication, as we understand it, doesn’t work for them. Food that we
eat, that may be healthy for us, was poisonous to them, so synthetics
had to be applied. And, how that went about I don’t know because I
wasn’t in the position to have a need to know.

“What I’m stating right here I know for a fact to be true simply
because I lived it–– I worked with it.

“Such an event happened while we were on what’s called an
FTX–– a Field Training Exercise–– at Indian Town Gap, Pennsylvania in
late 1969. I know it was during the winter months simply because it
was cold and I was wearing a �ield jacket. When we set up, we were told
that this was a Soviet craft that went down and that the Soviet craft was
to be extracted by us. We had to make sure there was no threat to any
life or anything of the sort, by moving into the area, and checking for
radiation, checking for any contaminated areas within the area as far as
having hot spots there.

“After we got there and I got all set up with the �ield phones and
everything, I was then requested by the of�icer in charge on site, not my
OIC, to move into the object that we were closing in on, the object of our
interest–– to go closer to it and try to take readings off our Geiger
counter, which was an APD27 that monitored surface radiation. I
grabbed the APD27 and started to follow orders and started walking
toward the craft. The craft was… I still refer to it as heel shaped… like
the heel of a shoe. It had, like, a canopy, except the canopy didn’t �ly
open like a canopy of a jet aircraft. They had side doors on the side that
would slide open. I can’t tell you what the bottom looked like. I can’t tell
you too much about the front because it was nosed in, but as I got
closer, the place where it went into the ground, it made a real good
indentation in the ground. As I got closer to that, I could see one of the
entities hanging out of this little hatch built on the side of the craft.

“Once I got there and I saw this opening and I got to see the entity
there, I started to call for an of�icer. And, I remember real distinctly, I



would go ahead, ‘I need an of�icer here, I need an of�icer up there,’ and
the of�icer that was in charge kept yelling back, ‘You don’t need no one
up there, no one’s coming up, just go ahead, give us your readings, what
do you see?’ And, I couldn’t give him a full explanation, I mean, you
were taken back, you were shocked, you were going… I had stated, ‘I
need an of�icer up here,’ and uh, I remember even once, ‘I really need an
of�icer up here!’ But, then I started to go ahead and give the readings.
The readings were not altogether that high, not that much more above
background radiation. The unique thing that was in the span of several
hours, there was no radiation above background radiation.

“I wasn’t involved in the actual recovery with the crane of the craft
itself, but this right here would be the event that would go ahead and
ultimately lead to more and more things.

“The next event that would take place would be the situation
where we wound up going into Viet Nam, although we were not told
that it was Viet Nam we were going to. We were actually told it was a
�ield training exercise in the Florida Everglades. When we landed at
Oakland, California, one guy said, ‘If this isn’t Oakland I will kiss your
hind side.’ The one person that I have always called ‘The Colonel’
immediately drew a 45 and said, ‘The next person that opens their
mouth I will personally blow their head off.’ So, you could have heard a
pin drop.

“We landed. We were not told where we were at; it would not be
in town. We went back to Viet Nam and landed in the same place
several months later, that I had realized, oh that was Bien Hoa we
landed in. We got to the staging area, we got out equipment, then we
started to walk into the area we were supposed to be going to where
there was supposed to be some type of item we would recover. As we
went in, to the place which I �irmly believe to be Cambodia, the �irst
thing that we came across was a river crossing. The river crossing, we
found out there were other people that had been there. The reason we
knew there were other people there, we had bodies there. U.S. service
members, that had been shot, it was nothing…very conventional
weapons. Nothing like lasers or very exotic ray guns…weapons of
destruction of man.

“We got to a place where we found a B-52. Plugged full of holes by
what appeared to be a close air burst or perhaps even a collision with a,



what we call a SAM Missile, that’s Surfaced Air Missile, that’s what SAM
stands for, it’s an acronym. The unusual aspect of it was, it appeared
like some big giant hand plucked it out of the sky and set it down there
on the jungle �loor. When you have a plane coming in, to crash, if it
noses down and crashes you got billions of pieces. It’s not one whole
craft, or essentially intact. If it comes in at an angle, the trees where it
hit, they are severed at the top up to the point where it impacts then,
you have all kinds of pieces on the jungle �loor. This was in whole as
though some…as though it was just set down there like some child’s toy.

“When we got there, we knew that we were approaching
something unusual just by the fact that it was still intact, and it
shouldn’t have been. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that it should
not have been this way.

“When I saw this craft, I was taken back and I was curious,
probably more so than the others. I went around looking at the craft
and, we were looking straight in on the craft. I went around looking at
the craft not really thinking of where I was at or thinking about running
into anything. When I got around to the other side, I was taken back
when all of the sudden I heard, like in my head, but like we were
talking, a voice said, ‘Clifford, what are you doing here? Why are you
here?’ And I looked up and I was startled. For a lack of better terms and
the only way I can describe it is that these entities looked like your
typical greys, 3½ to 4 feet tall, a little taller than what they normally
state when they say they are 3-3½ feet tall. When I started to back out, I
started to �ire. Don’t know why.

“I guess you could say at this time, I was afraid. Others were afraid
too. But as we started to leave, or as I started to come around to the
other side of the aircraft, back tracking the way I went, I wasn’t thinking
of Alien, I wasn’t thinking of inter-planetary spacecraft, and I didn’t see
no craft there at the time, but I went ahead and I was yelling ‘VC, VC, VC.’
By the time I got around and joined the other troops that were there,
we all started to �ire. But our bullets weren’t effective. Whatever we
threw at them it had no effect. We’d knock them down and they’d get
right back up. We were falling back, as we fell back we continued to �ire,
even if the M60 we had, had no effect. The M79 had no effect, the M79
which is a grenade launcher. And, we got back and crossed the river till
we felt that we weren’t being followed.



“After all this happened, everybody was told, ‘Okay, we’re going to
go back to the staging area, and from there we will leave.’ We went back
to the staging area, and I was waiting for the choppers to come in and
take us out. When we got back there, we had other troops there and
they had what we call a TP Medium tent set up. Inside the TP Medium
tent was a �ield table and a folding chair, a trash can, pens and pencils,
and a legal sized yellow notebook. The person I called the Colonel told
me, ‘I want you to go back there and I want you to go ahead and write
down all your thoughts from this incident.’ I went back and I wrote
down everything that was coming to mind. Don’t know exactly what I
wrote, but this was not uncommon for me to do this. ‘How do you feel
about this incident, was there anything that you felt that we didn’t feel?
Just put it down no matter how crazy it sounds.’

“I eventually got bored, and I started to play tic-tac-toe. Now if I
had made a mistake on any of the papers, there was this trash can, and I
was to wad this paper up and throw it in the trash can. When I played
tic-tac-toe, I decided this was foolish and I got up, tore the paper off,
and I wadded it up and I put it in my pocket. When I went outside the
tent I got chewed out big time because I had the piece of paper. That
piece of paper, even though it was nothing more than where I played
tic-tac-toe, it was considered to be classi�ied.  It was considered to be
classi�ied waste. I wasn’t to have it in my pocket. Nothing, no papers
were to come out of there. No matter how trivial. I hadn’t been briefed
along that aspect so I was not expecting anything like that and I had not
known that to be the case. It would not be until later on that I would
begin to understand that this was in fact the case.

“Anyhow, they went ahead, hit me up on that, and I decided it’s,
you know, time to go ahead and do what I could do. Once I completed it
I said, ‘You know, this is what I feel about it, this is all I can say about it.’
At that time, I got to leave. I got to leave with the person called the
Colonel. Two other people, everyone else that came there with me, had
already left. We went back––got on a waiting C141 Star Lifter and we
went home back to the United States and I was returned to my unit.
There was nothing more. I was put down like it was a TDY, and it was
put down that I was TDY in Hampton, Va. I don’t believe we have
anything there in Hampton. This was to be the START, not the END of
events along those lines.



“They would get stranger. They would get to the point where I
would have direct contact and interface with species––other entities,
not of this world. Where I would have open conversations with these
entities. That I would be considered what they would call an interfacer.
And, that one time, I would go ahead and even assist in one of those
entities escaping. Now some people would guess all this was science
�iction.

“I know what I’m stating right now to be the truth. Because I’ve
lived it.”

 
After this announcement, that he was chosen in the military as a

contactee due to his experiences as a child, Clifford Stone goes on to
say…

 
“There were several other instances that occurred, most of the

time being asked, ‘What do you think about this incident––what do you
think about that incident.’ A lot of times it would deal with
documents/photographs. And then, one day, I was picked up by a black
staff car. I don’t remember if it was a Dodge. It was a staff car; it was
black, not tinted out windows or anything like that. Except for the U.S.
Government plates, you wouldn’t be able to recognize it from another
black car of the same model and make. Be it a Ford or a Dodge, ‘The
Colonel’ was back there. He gave me a brie�ing that they had detained
an illegal Alien. Well, the illegal Alien wasn’t from a country that you
would �ly to, and this was being made clear in the documentation. I was
to familiarize myself before we got to the location where we were going.

“Now, I �igured we’d be going to Ft. Belvoir. We wound up going to
a wooded area. The wooded area was at an Air Force base, and I want to
say it was Bowling Air Force Base, but I’m not even sure of that. When
we got to the area, I was taken back to a room… if you saw the �ilm
called Alien Interview… the room I walked into was dark, but, I assure
you, the �ilm footage they were taking… you could see the people. No
one was wearing a mask. I didn’t wear a mask. There were several
people in the room. I’m not for sure how many. By the time we got there
maybe six, seven, people, maybe one or two more. As soon as I got in, it
was like when you’re awaking from a deep, deep sleep, and it’s late
afternoon, and you begin to think it’s morning. That you slept all



through the night and it’s morning, but that’s the way this was with me.
It was like I was stunned, because, there was the creature. The creature
was like a chalkish-white, greyish tint… I don’t know how to put it into
words… an off color white…not grey, not white, but a mixture in
between.

“When I went there, it had its head down like this. When I walked
into the room, its head started to go like this very slowly. Then it looked
up at me, and there, you get to see its eyes. And, like a buzz saw going
off in my head three words, and I mean those words stuck out, and
those three words were, ‘I AM AFRAID.’ And, I started to verbalize,
because I… it was hard for me to understand that anything that I was
thinking, it could pick up on. But, uh, I went ahead and I asked, ‘Why are
you afraid?’ And, when I was told, when I was stating this–– verbalizing
it–– the entity told me, that’s the only term I have is ‘entity,’ because I
don’t know what else to call them. I never heard the term EBE used, not
once, while I was involved in this. I had never heard the term EBE until
the MJ12 document surfaced. I had never heard the term Majestic 12.
And some of the things that are in some of the documents that are
coming out are not consistent with the things that happened to me
while I was there.

“That’s all I can really say. I can’t… the purpose of this is to try to
put it from my perspective from the events that happened to me. But,
you need to understand when I call these visitors ‘entities,’ I have no
other term…t hey are as human as you and I, but I don’t know how else
to explain them. I can’t call them Norwegian, I can’t call them
Australian. They’re not, they’re not from this planet. So, ‘entity’ is all I
know–– that’s the only term that I can really use as a reference point.

“But anyhow, when I went in there and he started telling me that,
‘you don’t have to speak verbal––I can understand what you’re saying
without you uttering a word, and it’s probably better.’ So once again,
thinking it, and I mean like, I would think it, I would hear in my mind
what I was saying, and the entity would respond. And I said, ‘Are you
not a guest here, are you not here of your own free will?’ His response
was, ‘I’m a prisoner, I’m captured. And I am afraid.’

“So, I had a whole lot of mixed feelings about the situation and I
said, ‘What do you mean that you are afraid?’ And so, I don’t know how
to put this into words. But I could feel, I could feel what this, this entity



was going through. I felt the fear and the anguish, and I realized every
place that he had been taken was at gun point. That there was the
situation where he was being told he was a guest at every turn of the
corner, but he was being handled as a prisoner. I said, ‘Well, what about
your people? Will they be coming to get you?’ He says, ‘They were going
to pick me up where I was at before your people arrived.’

“Now I don’t know whether this means that he was left behind?
Was there a crash there that was involved there, and yes, there was. But,
he was there and they detained him.

“They went ahead, took the, uh, creature there. I was to be, at that
time, they were telling me, ‘You’re going to do the interface.’ Well,
what’s the interface? Well, the interface is when you have the ability to
pick up, in your mind, what these entities are saying, since they
themselves can use telepathic powers. I went ahead and talked to the
entity and I had to verbalize, because there was a person, I think they
call them a stenographer, or something like that, who could take down
if I said something very fast, he could take it down real fast. But
whatever I would say, he would take down. Then the Colonel would go
ahead, if I would say something that they wanted there to be more
clarity to, he would say, ‘Have them explain this, have them explain
that.’ But at the same time that we were doing this, the entity and
myself, were carrying on a dialogue of ourselves. No one else was aware
of that, I was not telling them that aspect. I found out later on there
were other people who did the interfacing that did the same thing.

“But I also found out at this time that if he could just get out of
that room, and just a couple of feet beyond the perimeter, of the fenced
in area–– which the fenced in area was in the compound–– and it was
held up by–– I don’t know how to put this–– but maybe 8” squares, it’s
like a barbed wire fence but it’s in 8” squares… I’d probably have to
draw you what I mean. We went ahead and I asked if we could, if I could
have a break. And I went out to get a soda, there was a friend of mine
there, I could tell you his name, but I don’t think I have the right to do
that at this time. When I went out to talk to, I guess I can use his �irst
name, Mike, I told him what was going on.

“He had been involved in some of the stuff. As a matter of fact he
was a truck driver. He drove the low boys on a couple of recoveries. He
didn’t want to get too involved and he didn’t want to talk too much but I



asked him to assist me in something I had to do. And he said, ‘Okay,
what do you need?’ I said, ‘I need wire cutters.’ And he said, ‘You gotta
be crazy.’ And, I said, ‘No, I really need them.’ And, he got them for me. I
told him where I wanted them put because we went out–– I smoked
cigars at that time–– and I pointed out exactly where I wanted him to
leave them, and, I told him, ‘Make sure no one sees where they’re at.’

“In 1954, contact was made at the CIA headquarters. During that
time they used an interfacer from the Of�ice of Naval Intelligence. The
questions they asked were questions that the scientists knew, but knew
that the ONI agent could not possibly know. Colonel Friend sat in on
one of those sessions, and Colonel Friend made this observation: that
the questions that are asked are never the right questions. The
questions we asked were never the right questions either. So nothing
changed all the way up to 1969, the time this incident took place, all the
way back to 1954. We never asked the right questions, but in my
perspective, I was asked the right questions.

“These were not insects, they didn’t come from an anthill. They
were not some toy robot put together that a child plays with, grows
tired of and maybe even destroys in the process, but these were living,
breathing creatures, just as mortal as you and I. They had feelings; they
had families. They had a cultural society. The one thing that they didn’t
have was hate, hostility. They had anger, but the anger, from what I
observed, and I don’t know how to explain it better, than stating––it
was an intellectual anger. They could not comprehend how a species
such as us that had such great potential to do such wonderful and
marvelous things could do such horrible, nightmarish things to one
another.

“Therefore, hopefully you can understand some of the concerns,
some of the panic that this little entity felt at that time.

“I went ahead, when I went in after the break, I told the Colonel at
that time that the entity was telling me something I hadn’t been telling
them. The Colonel said, ‘Okay, you want to tell me what it is now?’ I said,
‘Better still Sir, I need to get everybody out of this building. I need you
to go ahead, get somewhere around, a hundred yards away. I need to be
here with this entity. I may have to free one hand, so if you will, leave
the key to the...’ There were handcuffs that they had chains in between
that weren’t like you know, like the ones that the police used. I said, ‘…



because I may have to free one hand.’ Well the Colonel was at �irst,
hesitant. And I said, ‘We’re going to get to see something very
spectacular here…but I have to be here to assist this entity.’

“Well the immediate question he asked, ‘If we pull back, are you in
any danger?’ I said, ‘I don’t think so but I am willing to accept that risk.
This may be something very important for all of us.’ It was important to
me. It was very important to me. I had already decided what I was going
to do. Whatever the consequences were, I knew what I had to do. So I
went ahead and convinced them that they needed to pull back roughly a
hundred yards because there was some danger. I knew as soon as they
�igured out what I was doing, there would be a hundred yard dash, but I
�igured that if I worked fast enough, that I could accomplish what I
wanted to do.

“So I asked him how many feet out he would need before
something could happen. He said, ‘They’re close by now.’ He said, ‘If I
get 10-15 feet outside this perimeter, I will be able to survive and be
picked up by my kind.’ So, I went ahead, took the wire cutters where
Mike had put them...where I had asked him. After he put them there,
and after everybody got back, I went out. I had a radio. It was a headset,
military type. They weren’t very good. They didn’t last very long in the
military. We referred to them as Prick9s, PRC 9s, the �irst space age
head set, I guess you could say, that was used by the military. After
everyone got back, I said, ‘Okay, we are going to start the sequence of
events at this time.’ And I told everyone, ‘Watch the skies.’

“By this time it was dark. I don’t remember whether it was cloudy.
I know there had to be a moon, because we had light, and there was no
light around the building itself. There was no light around the
perimeter. This wasn’t one of those areas where you wanted to see
movement inside. The important thing was to contain what was on the
inside. All the windows were boarded up. We went through…it was a
long one-story building just like I was in before. It was a standard type
building that was used in the Second World War. We went out through
the backside from where they were at and went over to where we could
start cutting the hole in the wall, so to speak. I got the entity out, then
the entity said, ‘Don’t come with me.’

“Along about this time, we did get a light show. The shape of the
craft I can’t tell you. To me, it just looked like a series of bright multi-



colored lights in the sky with, right in the center, a bright white
pulsating light. It came over and the object actually went down over the
entity. It wasn’t like, ‘Scotty, beam me up.’ It came over and went down,
then picked the entity up. I assumed that there was an opening in the
bottom. After it did come down, there were indentations in the ground,
there were no burn marks. It was as if it did set down on four different
points that we found that were equal spaces apart. Not wheels, but like
a ball being pressed down on the ground. There was some considerable
weight. There’s a machine that they have that they can put down into
where the ground was impacted to tell you what the weight was. I don’t
know what the weight of the craft was supposed to be, but I do know
they did that test.

“The Colonel, when he got there, was very angry with me and
asked me, ‘Why did you do what you did?’ And I told him that this
person, this entity, was just like us, and was far, far from home and was
afraid just like we would be. I could identify with that fear. Not at that
time, but, within several months, I would �ind myself in Viet Nam. And,
although that is still on this planet, on many occasions I had time to
re�lect back on assisting this entity to escape. And to think about how I
felt being in Viet Nam, in a country far, far away. I just want to bring it in
to try to �ill the blanks out as to where it makes us feel. To try––how do
I put this––to try to go ahead and give some visualization as to how we
would feel being in harm’s way in a country 10-15 thousand miles from
home, let alone many light years from home.

“So, I had a way of being able to identify some of the fears I felt
with this entity, but it still would not be the same.

“The Colonel asked me if I was aware of the provisions of the
UCMJ and code of military justice as it applied to assisting the enemy to
escape, providing aid and comfort, and I told him, ‘Yes, Sir, I was.’ And, I
was. I was very aware of that. I said, ‘But I was told that this individual
was a guest.’ And, he said, ‘Well, he is, but we needed to get some vital
technical information from our visitor.’ And, I said, ‘Well, if he was a
guest, why are you referring to my being in violation of certain laws of
the uniform code of military justice by assisting him in getting away?
Why is it I even had to assist him in getting away? If he was a guest, why
did we treat him as a prisoner of war? And, surely Sir, what you’re
telling me, when you tell me am I aware of the uniform code of military



justice as it applies to aiding and abetting the enemy––in assisting a
prisoner in their escape––you are not implying that he was a guest.’ Of
course, he tried to back-pedal this. And, I told him, ‘You do what you
must to me, but I have no regrets in what I did, and, if I had to do it all
over again, I would do the same thing…’ that we had no right to hold our
so-called guests as prisoners. We have NO RIGHT to do the things we
were doing to that entity there. We had NO RIGHT to have that entity
feel fear. In short, from the President of the United States on down, it
should be, ‘Let this little guy go, let’s help him get to a place where his
own kind can pick him up.’

“We were evading, trying to keep his own kind from picking him
up, but one thing I’d like to point out; he was detained in another
location that was far removed from where he was at that time.

“How many bodies do we have pickled away and stored? How
many ETs do we have in some cell? We don’t have any, because see; we
are the inferior society here. We are the Neanderthal. Their technology
is so far ahead of us that if they were hostile, they would have already
taken us over. We would already be enslaved by them. That is not their
agenda. They knew where he was at. They would either retrieve him, or
should he be killed because of our stupidity? Because of our
inhumanity, if he was to be killed, they would recover his remains
because, see, they too have respect for their dead. Though in this
instance, we’re the barbarians and they are the civilized culture. Their
purpose for being here is very, very peaceful and we probably won’t
even get to that because of the time limitations of making these tapes,
but I want to point that out.

“I want people to understand that they’re NOT hostile. They didn’t
come here to enslave us. Before Men had a language they could have
enslaved us, because they were there, then.

“Anyhow, needless to say, I wasn’t court martialed. The Colonel
went ahead and smiled and said, ‘I understand. I know how you feel. I
know how you have compassion for other people, and in this business,
that’s your weakest link.’ He said, ‘But in the future, let me make the
decisions.’ And I asked him if he could ever make a decision like that,
and he said, ‘Stoney,’ not Sgt. Stone––Stoney was that name that even
my troops called me––he said, ‘On more than one occasion, I have.’ And
he said, ‘You need to know, we never shot an entity in captivity since I



have been involved in this program. It may have happened before
because I wasn’t the �irst to arrive, but I can tell you, every case that I
have been involved in I understand exactly where you’re coming from. I
understand exactly what’s going on here and I understand that there’s a
close connection between you and these entities.’

“And he said, ‘It’s not by accident that you’re here, there’s a
reason, and the reason is this: we need you more than you need us.
Whether you know it or not, and I don’t think you do, you know a whole
lot more about the UFO phenomenon than we know, and we need that
expertise. You know things that you don’t even know you know. So, it’s
no accident you’re here. It’s no accident you’re going to be in other
places tomorrow, the day after...because, we need you, but we need you
to work with us. And know, at least on my part, the agenda is not for
making weapons. It’s not for making the United States more powerful in
the next war. It’s to ensure that, should we ever come across any type of
hostile threats from some other planetary system, or from space, that
we would have the technological capability of defending ourselves.’

“And I immediately started to re-iterate, ‘They’re not hostile.’ At
which time he said, ‘You’ve got to understand, not all contact with Alien
species has been, nor shall it be, always of a friendly nature. Some
contact will be hostile.’

“Later on, after I got out of the service, I began to have a better
understanding of what that meant. And it’s not a threat. They’re not
going to land here and take us over en masse. If you had an
independent state scenario, we would put up formal defenses, but,
ultimately, we would lose. Our technology is not on par with theirs, but
then, very subtly, a much more sophisticated technologically superior
race would intercede on our behalf, neutralizing a threat. Once that
threat was neutralized, just as quickly and as rapidly as they showed
up, they would leave without taking a bow. Leaving us to wonder, in the
aftermath, what happened.

“Prior to the age of four, I lived a normal life like any other kid.
The events that led up to, even me, getting into the military, started
right about that time. I didn’t want to see what I was seeing. Yet, I was
doomed to see these things. I didn’t know who to talk to because no one
was listening. And then, one day, I went up to Kelso’s Drugs––that’s the
drugstore that’s on the corner there on 11th street. I ran into an Air



Force of�icer, Air Force uniformed Captain. I was trying to buy a copy of
the book, a magazine that came out on UFOs that was released by True
Magazine, it was a True Magazine special but by virtue of True
Magazine being a men’s, being identi�ied as a men’s magazine, I couldn’t
buy it; I was too young. Captain Brown stepped up behind me and said,
‘You have an interest in UFOs too?’ And I looked up, saw he was a
Captain, and said, ‘Yes, Sir.’ He said, ‘Well, so do I.’ He went over, got
another copy and said, ‘I’ll take two of these magazines.’ I also felt good
because here was a person in uniform, a Captain, nonetheless, in the Air
Force, who was listening intently to what I had to say about the events
that had happened in my life. Who was able to understand that there
was a fear element there, but he was trying to reassure me I had
nothing to be afraid of.

“Then, when we got up to leave, he said, ‘Well, I got one of these
magazines for you, but I’ve got to check with your parents �irst to see if
it’s okay if you can have this.’ We went on to my home. He introduced
himself to my Mother. Talked to my Mom. When my Dad got home from
work, talked to him. And he was trying to make him understand that
while there was no evidence that UFOs exist, there were strange things
happening and that I may have a key to certain information that they
don’t fully understand. So, we became very good friends. From that
time on, Captain Brown would remain a Captain––which I wouldn’t
know till I got into the military––for far too long as a Captain. Prior to
me getting into the military, allegedly, Captain Brown was killed in a
crash of a T-33.

“With all these events taking place in my life, you had this
ambition to go into the military, and work directly with this type of
situation. You wanted to work with UFOs. You wanted to help to �ind a
solution. And you felt you were because of Captain Brown.

“There was a Sergeant Pope that showed up at our school. I was
going to Teays Valley High School at the time, which was in Asheville,
Ohio. Roughly two miles from the back gate of Lockbourne Air Force
Base. I wanted to go into the Air Force but, I thought, now I had an
opportunity to go in. Sergeant Pope talked a good story, so I signed up.
Right there in High School. I still had to go to school through June of ’68
before I could go in, but they have what’s called a Delayed Entry



Program. I signed up for the Army in what they called the Delayed Entry
Program.

“The �irst two or three days that I was there, I was sent over to the
Army hospital there, and I was to give out Medical Records. After the
second or third day, I was put on cleanup detail. Not permitted to go to
class but I was now supposed to go to the Post Intelligence Of�ice and
we were going to clean up the of�ices there. When I got there, one man
who was on Special Assignment from Washington, as I was told, never
being told where from Washington, went ahead and said…and started
to ask me questions about how do I like the Army, did I plan to make a
career out of it? And he considered me a good soldier; all perfectly
innocent statements, but then he said; ‘You know what I’m really here
for?’ And I said, ‘No, Sir.’ He said, ‘You know a lot of people are against
the Viet Nam war.’ And I said, ‘Yes, Sir.’ And he said, ‘Do you know that
right here there’s a little place that’s an anti-war establishment down in
Columbia, South Carolina?’ And he smiled and he said, ‘Do you know
what the name of that place is?’ I said, ‘No, Sir.’ He said, ‘It’s called the
UFO.’ And I said, ‘Oh, yes Sir, I wouldn’t know about it, I’ve never been
there. I’ve really got to �inish up cleaning up here, I’ve got class
tomorrow.’ He said, ‘How do you feel about UFOs?’ ‘I haven’t really given
it very much thought, Sir.’” He said, ‘Are you sure?’ Well, my Mommy
didn’t raise no fool. I was not going to bring UFOs into a military
environment that I wanted to succeed in, but he had brought up the
subject.

“Over the course of several months, this person was to expose me
to quite a few elements of the UFO phenomenon. When he started to
talk about UFOs, I tried to evade the subject. UFOs and military service
didn’t mix. So I said, ‘Well, I really don’t know what you’re talking
about.’ He chuckled a little, ‘Now, come, come, private Stone, you have
an interest in UFOs don’t you, how do you really feel about them?’ And I
said, ‘I really hadn’t given it much thought.’ He said, ‘I know better than
that. I know you’ve given it thought.’ Then he started showing me
documents. Documents dealing with UFOs. Then he showed me
pictures.

“At the time, I had no idea what ‘top secret’ slash a word, or two
words meant. I now know what those mean, but I didn’t know this, I
didn’t have a security clearance. I wasn’t supposed to see this stuff. And



I told him right up front, that, ‘You know, I should not be viewing this
stuff. I should not be seeing this stuff.’ And he told me, he said, ‘Private
Stone, I am not showing you anything that I have not been directed to
show. I have speci�ic permission to show you what I am showing you.’
And I said, ‘Oh you do? For what purpose?’ And he said, ‘That I cannot
tell you. But there is a reason for why I am doing what I am doing.’ So
for the eight weeks that I was there, I never went to school. Never saw a
typewriter.

“Several weeks after I got back there, I got a call from Jack. Jack
asked, ‘How would you like to come up here to Washington and see we
really do at the NSA?’ And I said, ‘I’d love that.’ He said, ‘Yeah, we can
talk over old times at the NBC School.’ And I said, ‘Okay, I don’t know
how I’m going to get up there.’ ‘Don’t worry about it, I’ll send a staff car
for you.’ Well, a car showed up. I went ahead. This was on a Friday
afternoon. I put in for a three-day pass and went up to Washington.
Actually, I think it was Alexandria, but it was the NSA Headquarters.
Jack wasn’t there, a couple of his friend were. They said, ‘Oh yeah, we
heard all about you. We’ll go ahead and keep you company till Jack gets
free. Oh, by the way, have you ever visited the Pentagon?’ And well, at
the time no I hadn’t. ‘It’s a very fascinating place. Let me take you and
show you what it’s like.’ So the one guy took me.

“When we got to the Pentagon, we went in to a side door, went
down a corridor. I was given a badge to wear. I could go wherever he
went. No one questioned it. We went through this one door and took an
elevator. Went down maybe one level, maybe two, I’m not really sure
which. He went through this one door which was just a long corridor.
And, at the end of the corridor there was a door. We started to walk
down there. It was perfectly silent. I don’t remember us talking too
much about anything. I remember that it was, you know, like, totally
white. And, it was like we were walking in a “D” shape where the D was
on the bottom and the curvature on top, down this corridor. We �inally
got maybe half way down the corridor and he said...he stopped and
stepped in front of me and he said, ‘You know, not everything is as it
seems to be. For example, really, this right here is not part of the wall.’ I
looked behind me and it looked like a wall to me. And I said, ‘What are
you talking about?’ Then he said, ‘Well, this isn’t a wall.’ Then he pushed
me and I said back to him, ‘This is crazy, what are you trying to do?’ I



fell through the wall. Once I fell through the wall, I realized I went
through the door and I got up still thinking, ‘This is really ridiculous,
what are you trying to prove?’

“As I got up, I turned around. I can’t remember the color of the
room. I don’t remember any pictures, but there was this �ield desk. And
a �ield desk is just like a table that’s set up with nothing on it. And I
can’t tell you what the chair was but there was a chair. Sitting in that
chair was a typical version of the Grey, if you wish; the small spindly
body, the large head, the very large dark eyes. Standing on either side of
the entity was a perfectly human man who was dressed in a civilian suit
complete with tie and everything. When I looked up, when I looked into
the eyes of this entity, you could see everything going on in your life,
but it wasn’t like it was all starting from A, B, C, D, it was all garbled, but,
I mean, you could see things. It was like a buzz saw going off in your
head. You could sit back, and you could see events in your life from
childhood all the way up to the present. And I remember grabbing my
head. I don’t know how to describe how I felt; just like a buzz saw. And I
remember falling on my knees. I wanted it to stop, but I didn’t know
how to make it stop. I don’t know how long that lasted, but I remember
that, after I went down on my knees I grabbed a hold of my head like
this. Not touching my ears, not covering my ears, because my ears
weren’t hurting. And I remember looking down like this, then falling
forward.

“When I woke back up, I was back in Jack’s of�ice, allegedly. Being
in his of�ice, as I was told, I said, ‘What happened?’ The two guys that
were with me said, ‘Oh, you must have dozed off; you must have been
really tired.’ But that was no dream! I know it wasn’t a dream, and I
know that what happened there was real. Why did it happen? I don’t
know. Was it part of an initiation? Possibly, but this was the beginning,
of a whole new experience within my military career.

“It wasn’t but a few short weeks after that, that I was to take my
OIC which was, Lieutenant Snyder. I was to take him to a place there at
Fort Belvoir, Virginia to an auditorium where he was to be briefed on
certain aspects of the NBC quick reaction team. Now, these were only
of�icers on the inside of the auditorium. There was no special set up
where they had high security all around the building. No guards; armed
guards out there with orders to shoot to kill if somebody tried to breech



the door. As I said earlier, I only kept about $25 so I didn’t have the
money to go to the snack bar. Some of the other troops they went
ahead, but there was me and there was the Air Force, an Airman; an
Airman First Class. We stayed behind. I had some snacks with me. He
had some stuff with him.

“There was a stairwell leading to the balcony where we were. We
went up that stairwell. Once again, no guards, nothing to try to stop us,
nothing to impede us, nothing to make us think that what we were
doing was wrong. When we went up to the stairs, we sat there, we
couldn’t hear what was going on, they had like a Plexiglas between us
and the people downstairs that were involved in the brie�ing.
Eventually they started to show…now this was �ilm footage, but they
had still pictures in the �ilm footage…they had actual �ilm footage of
what you would call a typical UFO. Take your pick––cigar shaped,
wedge shaped, saucer shaped. Then you had the entities. Some were
alive, some were not. But, when they hit up on all of this, me and the
Airman, we did not think we were seeing anything out of the ordinary.
We actually thought what we were watching were pieces of trailers of
science �iction �ilms. I had seen quite a few science �iction �ilms––so had
the Airman––so we tried to identify what science �iction picture we
were seeing.

“As we tried to identify those pictures, we didn’t know that there
were people standing behind us. Then all of the sudden we had people
yelling at us asking us what were we doing there. And we didn’t know
what to say, you know, we were just sitting up there eating, watching
what was going on down on the �loor below in the auditorium below.
They went ahead grabbed ahold of us right back here by the nape of the
neck, pushing us down the stairs. When we got down the stairs they
pushed us out the door and they pushed us out into the Army OD Green
panel van, meaning it doesn’t have any windows or anything. It had
lights back there, but they didn’t turn the lights on for us. When they
pushed us in the van, they told us to get used to it. We may �ind
ourselves in a place where they’d have to pump sunshine into us.

“They took us to a one level building. There, they took us into a
room. The room had two beds and it had maybe a 15 watt lamp, or light
bulb in the lamp, and, only one lamp, it did not have anything else
outside of that––that we could ascertain. But they knew what we were



doing in there. Anyhow, we could not �igure out what we had done
wrong. We �inally concluded that somebody might have heartburn if
they knew all these people were sitting back there watching trailers of
science �iction movies. We were young kids. I was 19 and he had to be
along the same age, but they put us in there and left us in there for a
couple of hours and they came and got us, both of us. And, they took us
back into a room where there was this, once again, little �ield table. And,
there we had three people. We had two people who were asking us
questions and we had one person who sat up against the wall, didn’t do
anything, and he’d sit there with the clipboard and he would write. And,
he’d look up, he’d write and he would look up. They kept asking us,
‘What did you see, what did you see.’ We told them what we had seen;
we didn’t see anything wrong with it.

“After a couple of hours, they put us in our room, then come and
get us. Again, and for a couple of more hours, they’d go through the
same questioning. You got to the point where you’d take sleep over
eating. Now they made sure you got water. Water was necessary for life,
you had to have water. They made sure you got plenty of water. But you
were demoralized, you were tired, you were hungry, you were sleepy.

“This went on for a total, for the Airman, for about 3 days. On the
third day, they went ahead, told the Airman, ‘What did you see?’ And the
Airman stated I didn’t see a darn thing. They went ahead, looked at the
guy who sat in the corner with the clipboard. The man looked down,
wrote, looked back up like this, then looked up like this, and nodded
like this. Then they told the Airman, ‘Okay, you’re gonna have to sign
some papers. You may or may not be with an NBC team again.’ But,
what happened there ‘never happened.’ Then he said, like I said ‘I never
saw nothin’. So they took him out. I went ahead and said, ‘Okay, it
worked for him, so now I was going to try it.’

“So, I went ahead and I stated I didn’t see anything. The guy with
the clipboard goes ahead and writes. I looked over to him and smiled
knowing he was going to say the same thing––he was going to nod his
head and I was going to be gone. When he wrote whatever it was on the
clipboard he looked up like this, then looked up like this, and went like
this. Immediately, they started hitting me up and were telling me that
‘We could put you in places where they would have to pump sunshine
into you. Where you’ll never see home again, you’d never see your



family again.’ That has an effect on you when you’re a 19 year old and I
was 19 years old at the time.

“I went ahead, after this incident happened, and kept trying to tell
them that I didn’t see anything, but it would take �ive days, going into
the �ifth night, that they �inally decided that they were going to give me
a chance. That I was never there, didn’t see anything and if anyone ever
brought it up, this was what I was supposed to say, ‘I didn’t see
anything, I was just out about the town.’ Period. The events that took
place there never happened.

“So they had a form. You had to sign that form. I don’t really know
what the form said because I never read it. But then, when I left, when
they took me back to my unit from Ft. Belvoir they took me back to Fort
Lee, Virginia. They let me off in front of my billets. I went in and I
remember the �irst thing that I wanted to do was go to bed. I was so
tired so I went to bed. When I went to bed, everything seemed fairly
well. I got woken up the next morning by what we call the CQ, Charge of
Quarters, and he told me that the 1st Sergeant wanted to see me down
in the orderly room. I ran on down to the orderly room and when I got
to the orderly room, I �ind that the two people who were there, doing
the interrogation, not the one that was doing the clipboard––he was
absent––they were asking me where have I been. What had happened
in those �ive days that I had been gone. I went ahead and told them, ‘You
know what happened, you were there. Why are you asking me this?’
They immediately started to cuss at me and chew me out and tell me,
‘No, no…you were AWOL for �ive days.’

“I started to identify these people as my terrorists. I didn’t know
how to answer their questions. I immediately recalled to mind that
when you are a prisoner, all you are required to give is your name, rank,
service number and date of birth. And, as they asked me questions, I
went ahead and I kept giving my name, rank, service number and date
of birth. Name, rank, service number, and date of birth. Finally, the one
guy said, ‘I’m going to go get us something to eat.’ And, the other guy
said, ‘No, I think what we should do is go ahead and waste this
individual.’ And, it got to be a little scary, but �inally, the one guy that
said he was going to get something to eat told the other guy and said,
‘Look, you go and get something to eat––bring it back here for the three
of us.’ And, the guy was saying, ‘No, no, I think we should waste this



individual. He’ll never be able to keep his mouth shut, he’ll talk.’ The
other guy said, ‘I’ve got con�idence he’ll go ahead and get with the
program.’

“Anyhow, the one person left to go get something to eat, and the
other guy goes ahead and tells me, ‘We’ve got some coffee, if you want
some coffee?’ I said, ‘Yeah.’ So, we sat down. I went ahead and said,
‘What do you guys want to hear?’ ‘Nothing, nothing. Listen, you’ve been
involved in UFOs all your life.’ And, I said, ‘Well, I’ve had an interest.’
And, he said, ‘No, no…it’s more than an interest. You’ve been involved.
We would like for you to go ahead, and, from time to time, be our
of�icial ‘unof�icial’ expert on events that take place. After all, at the end
of this year the Federal Government is going to come out and tell the
truth about UFOs.’ And I stated, ‘What might that be, Sir?’ And, he said,
‘You already know. They do not originate on Earth.’ He said, ‘If you’ll just
play ball with us, you’ll get to have a better understanding of those
things you’ve had an interest in all your life. Maybe even a better
understanding of yourself. But, the one thing you have to do is keep
your mouth shut when we call you in on an of�icial ‘unof�icial’ capacity.’

“You had to agree to it. Well, there is nothing more you can do. I
mean, I saw myself being placed some place where they’d have to pump
sunshine in. So, I went ahead and I agreed that it was �ine, we’d go
ahead, I would do what they asked. After all, by the end of the year, we
would be having a situation where I would be able to state, ‘Yeah, I was
a part of this––we are announcing that UFOs are interplanetary.’ Of
course, they were referring to the Condon Committee.

“The Condon Committee decided that UFOs were not
interplanetary. And, contrary to what a lot of people really know about
the Condon Committee, the Condon Committee was the Air Force’s
contracted investigation of the UFOs through the University of
Colorado. Twenty percent of the UFO cases that they investigated could
not be identi�ied or explained away. Condon himself stated that, if there
was at some future date a viable scienti�ic method in which to
investigate UFOs, that they should be looked at again. Most people
aren’t aware that the Condon Committee Report actually stipulates that
aspect of it.

“But, I went ahead and I agreed that I would do that particular
aspect of what they were asking me. That was to change my life forever



from now on in. From there on in, I would be involved in the of�icial
‘unof�icial’ aspect of UFO investigations. A lot of people think that
means you sat in a little room playing solitaire until they state that we
are going to investigate a UFO whether it was a UFO crash or that
there’s a dead Alien lying along the side of the road. That’s not what this
is all about. You have a REAL job in the military until that particular
area where you are at, something happens. When that happens, then
you wear an entirely different hat. From the late ‘70s to the time I got
out, I very subtly and behind the scenes, tried to get information out
dealing with UFOs. I went after the documentation seeking those
ultimate documents that will once and for all expose at least the tip of
what we really know.

“And, I do believe we have those documents now.”



Part IV: Documents
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