UFO, OCCUPANTS AND SEX

IN COLOMBIA

Was this another A.V.B.-type close encounter case in South America?

Gordon Creighton

are much indebted to Sr. Ignacio Darnaude of

Sevilla, in Spain, for forwarding to the Editor a
photostat copy of an article which was published,
with many photographic illustrations, in the magazine
Vea in Bogota, Colombia (issue No. 270/271 of
December, 1976). I have translated the article and
present the main parts of the text interspersed with
short paraphrased sections, with a personal comm-
entary as a conclusion.

The story concerns a cowman named Liberato
Anibal Quintero, employed on a farm near El Banco
in the province of Magdalena in the northern part of
the South American republic of Colombia. A cow-
man who, as he admits, has suffered a decidedly
sharp jolt in the even tenor of his tranquil peasant
existence.

One evening (the report does not give the date)
Liberato arrived home from work. He has a wife and
three small children, and lives in a house on the
estate where he tends a herd of some 40 cattle. He
walked in, took off his sandals, and threw himself
down on the new hammock that his wife — she
rejoices in the splendid name of Brunilda, (Brun-
hild) — had recently brought back from a shopping
trip in la Guajira. Soon he was fast asleep, and snoring
loudly — which, as his wife subsequently told the
press, was the first odd thing she noticed about him
that night, inasmuch as he normally never snored
at all.

She lay awake for some time watching him, and
unable to sleep. Then a thunderstorm broke, with
much thunder and lightning, and this woke Liberato
up. By then, Brunilda, having given her smallest
child his last breast-feed, had dropped off to sleep
herself.

Liberato felt ‘“queer...As though something odd
was going to happen to me.” He felt he absolutely
had to get up out of the hammock. He was nervous
and sweating, and realised that his own movements
and sensations were not quite normal. He crossed
himself, recited a Paternoster, and dashed out of the
house.

It was now two years since he had taken this job
as cow-hand on the farm known as La Vida Tran-
quila (“The Tranquil Life”). Little did he realise
that he was in for anything but a tranquil life that
night. (His own first name, Liberato, or *““Liberated”
is ironical enough too, for he was. about to find
himself involved in a scene that might be thought
fully up to the standard of what passes for
“liberated” among the more trendy circles of our
times.)

Outside all was normal and quiet. The heavy rain
had stopped and stars were beginning to appear in
breaks in the clouds. Liberato found himself walking
towards the cowsheds, which were some consider-
able distance from his house. But he felt there was
something “heavy” and “difficult” about his move-
ments. He proceeded slowly forwards, feeling him-
self, as it were, ‘“‘controlled by some inexplicable
external force.”

Coming to the brook that cuts across the farm at
this point, he stopped and washed his face. The time
was now about half an hour past midnight.

Just before reaching the cowsheds he became
aware of a vivid beam of light which lit up the sky
and, instinctively, he threw himself down on to the
ground. The light drew steadily closer. He tried to
get up, but his legs gave way under him. At last he
managed to crawl into some bushes and secrete
himself in a hollow from which he hoped he could
observe without being seen.

The egg-shaped craft

As Liberato described it later, ‘“Everything seemed
strange. At first I thought I must be dreaming, but
soon I realised that none of it was hallucination, but
all real enough. A big luminous craft, shaped like a
hen’s egg, was slowly descending from the sky,
vividly lighting up the whole area all around. And it
changed the temperature. Because just previously,
after the heavy rainstorm, it had been quite cool,
And now suddenly it was like an inferno — an ab-
solutely unbearable heat.”

Terrified, he continued to watch as the strange
craft touched down close by the cowsheds, its light
now so vivid that it dazzled and blinded him. For a
few seconds there was a dead silence. Then came a
heavy metallic noise, as a small ladder appeared on
the side of the craft and came down towards the
ground.

Liberato continued: “lI was by now more scared
than ever. I wanted to run for it, but that was im-
possible. I was simply nailed to the spot. However
much I wanted to bolt, I simply couldn’t do it. I
tell you, I swear to God, my fear was so great that
I couldn’t move from the spot.

“At one point I felt I was about to swoon, but
then I felt a new access of strength and just sat
there where I was. But I nearly let out a yell when
I saw a number of people coming down out of the
machine, carrying what looked like lights or torches
in their hands.”
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Short beings

“I recall very clearly how they looked. They were,
as I calculate it, less than 1% metres in height. They
were white-skinned, with flattened faces, very high
cheek-bones, quite thick eyebrows, and round prot-
ruding eyes. I don’t think they had either eyelids
or eyelashes. There were also three women, with
long hair, who came down out of the machine after
the men. They all seemed very much impressed, and
were looking about them on all sides.”

Liberato seemed fatigued as he described it all
later to the magazine representative, and had to
pause from time to time in his account. He looked
pale, and asked for a short respite so as to refresh
himself. Brunilda brought him a glass of water. He
drank half of it, and then went on:

“] was still unable to move. I was terrified as I
watched those little men and women, and remained
where 1 was. But then suddenly one of them was
there, right beside me. I tried to make a dash for it,
but they caught me immediately. Those little folk
were a lot more nimble than I am, or any of you.
They caught me by the hand and it felt as though my
hand was burning. Then, with a mighty effort, and
using my fists, I knocked at least four or five of them
down, but they were too many for me, and my
strength was soon exhausted.

“Then suddenly they seized hold of me in the area
of the spinal column and that was the end so far as
any resistance by me was concerned. From then on-
wards they had me completely under their control.
I lost consciousness at that point, and when I came to
my senses again, after I don’t know how long a lapse
of time, I found myself inside a room with extra-
ordinary lights...”

Inside the craft

“My right arm felt very painful, and I could see
on it, quite plainly, a mark something like the mark
left by the needle when you have an injection. I
think they had taken blood from me. And a great
deal of blood too, for I have been having fearful
headaches ever since.

“As soon as I recovered consciousness my whole
body felt racked with dreadful pain, just as though
they had given me a tremendous thrashing. But even
greater was my astonishment when I found three of
those women at my side, giving me a sort of massage
on the back and trying — so it appeared — to relieve
my pain.

“When I felt them caressing me like this, I was
astounded. But what amazed me most of all was that
the women massaging me were completely naked and
in an inviting and provocative posture, clearly ready
for anything. I admit I am very fond of women, but I
swear to you that at that moment I just didn’t know
what to do. I started to take a good close look at
her. She seemed very nice. Her breasts were well
formed and not very large. I attempted to kiss them,
and she offered no objection. After that, everything
was dead easy. She was completely naked, and so
was I. I went on kissing her, from the breasts down-
wards, and I noticed that she had no navel. I became
very excited and took her. She seemed absolutely
insatiable, very, very ardent... She was extremely
hairy, her legs were very short, seeing that she her-
self was so short, but her legs were very well made
all the same, given her size. Her skin was very soft,
and her hips were nice, very nice.

“I don’t know how long I stayed with her. But
when I had had enough and wanted to break it off
and go home, she held me back. I felt just like a
pinioned child, and my fear now began to be greater
than ever before, even greater than at the outset.
This woman, whom I had held in my arms a few
seconds before, now emitted a series of noises like the
barking of a dog, and she was answered with barks
from other beings elsewhere in the craft.

“I was exhausted by now. But suddenly two more
women made for me and gave me a strange yellowish
stuff to drink, and this completely restored my
vigour. How long a time had elapsed by then, I have
absolutely no idea.

“The first woman had left me utterly exhausted.
But the most amazing part of it was the drink they
gave me, which restored me physically as though
nothing had happened! I reckon the whole affair
with the three of them must have lasted at least three
hours. All I can remember now is that after I had had
the first woman everything went black around me.
And then suddenly I felt the prick of the injection
again. But this time it was not in my right arm but
in my back, in the area where they had been care-
essing me so much.”

Thrown out in the field

“I awoke again finally to find myself lying on the
grass. Dawn was just breaking. With vast difficulty I
managed to get to my feet and make a dash for home
to tell my wife and finally my workmates all about
what had happened to me. My mates armed them-
selves and went back to the spot where I had fallen
into the hands of strange beings. But there was no-
body there. Nothing, except just a vast silence. All
there was to be seen at the spot was the marks left
in the ground by the machine out of which those
women came — those women who, weird as they



were, have left me with some disturbing memories.
Every time I think about it, I get a ringing in the
head.”

Brunhild speaks

Brunilda Aguirre, Liberato’s wife, was described
by the newspaper as of frail physique (decidedly
unbefitting for such a name!) and of a decidedly
uncommunicating nature. She was, however, now
said to be more peevish than ever. Questioned as to
how she felt, she said:

“Well, I’ve got my reasons. I'm not jealous, but
after all, who would like to have to do what my
husband was forced to do? I don’t know why those
bitches should have picked on my husband who,
up till now, had never been unfaithful to me, though
he’s fond enough of the women. My husband means
absolutely everything to me and I can’t do without
him. As a matter of fact, on the night when it
happened I had noticed that he was already acting
very strangely. And especially when he came back
home from work and took off his shoes and lay
down on the hammock. Normally he never snores.
But that day he snored... and how. I never used to
put faith in all that talk about men and women from
other planets, but now I've got to believe it, in view
of what has happened to my husband. And there’s
another thing too. I myself have seen a strange
machine, just like my husband described it, flying
about around here these last few days. Let’s hope
to God anyway that they don’t come back again
for Liberato. Because if they did come back, I think
it would just be the end of me, for they’d leave him
completely sterile! We've already got some children
of course, but all the same it would be a terrible
state of affairs.

As for me myself, well, I don’t think I would be
capable of doing what my husband did. I'd sooner
be killed than subject myself like that to someone
you don’t even know. And from another planet
too! No — that wouldn’t be decent! That would be
too much!”

What the owner of the farm thinks

The owner of the Vida Iranquila farm, a lawyer
named Miguel Antonio Pina Vega, was gravely con-
cerned when he heard the strange adventure related
by his cowman, and promptly arranged for him to
be given a thorough medical examination by a doctor.

Asked by the journalist to comment on the case,
the lawyer spoke as follows:

“] have around twenty hired hands on the farm,
and Liberato Anibal Quintero is a man whom I
consider to be totally trustworthy. He is a serious
hardworking fellow, who drinks very little. He has
no vices, like narcotics or that sort of thing, and
indeed he doesn’t even smoke cigarettes.”

He reckons Liberato to be one of the most eff-
icient of the workers on his farm: “One of the best
men [’ve ever had. I've never had any sort of trouble
with him, nor do 1 expect to have any after the
statements he has just made. But, there is no doubt
about it, it certainly does come as a shock to you
when you hear a story like this. I was told about it
that same morning, when I went across to collect

the day’s milk. My first thought was that it must be
some sort of sick joke, but later I was able to see
that Liberato was clearly telling the truth and I felt
his story was even further confirmed when the
doctor, by whom I had him examined, told me that
the whole thing is quite possible and that Liberato
Anibal Quintero is perfectly normal, so that any
possibility that he might be suffering from some
sort of hallucination is absolutely ruled out.”

The doctor’s findings

The local doctor, Dr. Manuel Villanueva Amaris,
was one of the few people who do not find the
cowman’s story in any way astonishing.

He carried out a medical check-up on Liberato,
at the request of the owner of the farm, Sr. Pina
Vega. His statement, as given in the press account,
is as follows:

“Nothing in the man’s story surprises me in the
least. I myself have had the opportunity to read a
whole lot of descriptions lately, given by perfectly
serious folk — for example one of them was an
Argentinian doctor — regarding the presence of
extraterrestrial beings amongst us, and I have also
seen many further cases described in the news-
papers and in magazines and journals. As regards
the examination which I made of Liberato Quintero,
everything that I found bears out his story, inas-
much as he is in perfectly normal health. His neuro-
logical condition and his responses, as well as all
the tests I carried out on him, have yielded entirely
satisfactory results.”

Dr. Villanueva emphasised that he finds the
cowman's story in no way improbable, and went on:

“I certainly am not one of those who will criticize
him. These are questions that we have got to think
about very carefully and they must.be the subject
of profound study, inasmuch as mankind has in
fact been attempting to ascertain whether or not
there are living beings on other planets, and there has
been abundant evidence that this is so, as we can
see from these many cases which are now becoming
everyday happenings, proving that such beings do
indeed exist, and that they have been coming here
and visiting us.

“I personally would like very much to have such
an experience as the peasant Liberato Quintero has
had. But when you want it, it doesn’t happen to you.
A great pity! It could be a really nice experience!”

That is the end of the extract from the Colombian
magazine.

* * * * *

For those who will get excited about such things,
the similarities between this case and that of Antonio
Villas Boas (A.V.B.) are numerous and striking
enough. (For example the general description of the
shape of the craft; the metal ladder let down; the size
of the entities; their white skin, their high cheek
bones; their “‘barking speech’; their taking of blood
from their victim; and the bright illumination within
thw UFO.) However, there are also dissimilarities.
Thus, the “women” here described are said to have
protruding eyes and to be very hairy, whereas A.V.B.



GREAT NEW BOOKS...

The Crack in The Universe JEAN-CLAUDE BOURRET

Translated from the French by Gordon Creighton

This is an exceptional book on Flying Saucers.

® For the first time ... the French Minister of Defence speaks.

® For the first time ... more than twenty international scientists agree to tell us where they have got to in their
investigations into the Flying Saucers.

L ] For the first time ... photographs of this new flying saucer wave are gathered together in one book.

® For the first time ... eye witnesses who have had incredible experiences agree to relate their encounters with
extraterrestrials.

Here is the most serious and also the most gripping book perhaps yet published about Flying Saucers.

240pp, 12pp illustrations, ISBN85978 029 5 £4.25

The Undiscovered Country STEPHEN JENKINS
Adventures into Other Dimensions
What have the ‘little green men’ associated with UFO sightings in common with the recurring myths of folklore and
fairy tale? Where do ley-lines, lines of force which are held by some to be responsible for much of the traditional
topography of the English countryside, fit in? What is their connection with ghosts and other religious apparitions?
Stephen Jenkins, English schoolmaster and instructed Buddhist, historian and Ufologist, has researched these
and other apparently disconnected subjects with a rare lack of pre-conception. His is uniquely fitted to pursue these
remote trails, for he has personally investigated bizarre incidents from the ruins of Yucatan to north eastern
Mongolia. A knowledge of Tibetan, Mongolian, Manchu, with intensive original research into the system of Maya
heiroplyphic writing, has helped him. In 1970, while Lecturer in the State University of Mongolia, he received in-
struction from a high Mongolian lama into the Wheel of Time system. He was the first westerner to be so taught.
This exciting book offers the serious student new material for further investigation in mysterious and
fascinating areas.
Demy 8vo, 288pp, illustrated, SBN 85434 073 X £3.95

Omens of Awareness DAVID TANSLEY
Probably one of the most exceptional books ever to have been written on the subject of flying saucers, Omens of
Awareness originated as a challenge to the theory held by Von Daniken, Blumrich, the Reverend Barry Downing and
others, that the Prophet Ezekiel was a UFO contactee and flew in an alien craft from outer space.

Remarkable parallels between the whole range of UFO phenomena and the realities of the Yaqui sorcerer don
Juan are explored, impelling the reader to consider the possibility that the alien craft and their humanoid crews that
are seen in our skies may well arise from that inexplicable force that don Juan calls an ally.

Photagraphic evidence is given which strongly supports the contention that there are links between UFOs and
the actions of the etheric formative forces that are the matrix of Creation. A whole new concept of the power
source of UFOs is developed by bringing together the theories of jet propulsion expert Lieutenant Plantier and the
investigations of Von Reichenbach, Babbitt, Keely and Wilhelm Reich into the universal life-force. Control of this
force would give man unlimited free energy and the capacity to travel anywhere on this planet in aninstant, and
there is some evidence to suggest that the discovery has already been made and suppressed.

An exciting and unique book.

Demy 8vo, 320pp, illustrated SBN 85435 1345 £5.35

The Cosmic Pulse of Life TREVOR JAMES CONSTABLE
The Revolutionary Biological Power Behind UFOs

During twenty years of publishing UFO books we have struck much gold. But The Cosmic Pulse of Life is certainly
one of the greatest strikes we have ever made.

This is an epochal work that explains the revolutionary biological energy behind UFOs. It is the record of how
one many did what thousands of astrophysicists, exobiologists and ufologists have been unable to do: break through
to the technical roots of the UFO mystery and demonstrate the presence of invisible, alien life in our skies.

With photographic evidence, the author shows that there are two main types of UFOs — intelligently construct-
ed craft and biological organisms native to our atmosphere. He demonstrates how both types are mutually con-
fused when they materialise to human sight. He penetrates directly into the invisible to obtain his evidence. By
catching invisible UFOs on film, he opens technical and theoretical vistas of mind-bending consequence.

This book is breath-taking in its revelations.

Demy 8vo, 450pp, illustrated ISBN 85435 194 £4.55

The Other Atlantis ROBERT SCRUTTON
Not strictly a UFO title. But what a book! Revelations of a genuine Lost Continent and the forgotten race which
lived on a huge island-continent north of Britain and called Atland — 'The Old Land’. In 2193 BC it was destroyed
in an enormous cosmic cataclysm of the type suggested by Velikovsky. But some of the inhabitants escaped, and a
rare almost-forgotten record of their birth, history, adventures, religion, laws and daily lives was preserved.
Demy 8vo, 260pp, illustrated ISBN 85978 021 X, £4.25.
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The Priory Gate, Friars Street, Sudbury, Suffolk



said that his little piece of homework had slit,
Chinese-type eyes which were blue, and his account
shows that she was certainly not hirsute.

In any case, many of the more thoughtful students
of our subject are nowadays beginning to realise that
all our ideas about the existence of a whole plethora
of different types of UFO creatures are probably
fanciful and nonsensical. It is highly likely that no-
body of our species is yet in a position to say for sure
what any of these creatures of the demon kingdoms
really look like. Those who have read the account
(FSR Vol.21, No.2) of the investigation of Peter, the
young man whose car was seemingly teleported by a
UFO in 1974 over part of the route from Rhodesia
to South Africa, will recall the replies that Peter gave
when he was asked, under hypnosis, what the entities
looked like (remember, Peter was in a very deep
trance):

“They looked how I wanted them to look. They
looked like a duck, then it looked like a duck; if
it looked like a monster, then it looked like a
monster.”” (sic)

It is already widely realised that the endless
cataloguing of lights in the sky — and maybe even of
UFOs on the ground — is in all probability totally
useless. And, if this revelation by Peter is correct,
then it looks as though we are also wasting our time
utterly when we make our frantic attempts to
compile lists of various differing categories of “UFO
entities.” (I regret to have to admit that probably
nobody has spent more time on this sort of exercise
than myself.) For it is still very possible that only one
kind of creature is responsible for the whole gamut
of parapsychological and paraphysical phenomena
which we at present choose arbitrarily to pigeon-
hole in separate compartments with neat labels like
“Ufology” and ‘‘Spiritualism” and ‘‘Fairy Lore,”
etc., elc.

Our good cowman assumed of course that he was
being entertained by “‘extraterrestrial’ ladies, because
this idea of ‘extraterrestrial visitors” and ‘“‘Space
Travel”” and the like is the latest fashionable gimmick,
almost certainly fed into the human mind by these
creatures themselves, who are evidently past masters
at leading us by the nose.

For myself, I can only say that I see nothing
whatsoever in the cowman’s story that proves — or
indeed that even suggests — that his lascivious little
playmates hailed from the Pleiades or from ““Christ-
ofix” or from points beyond. I suggest that what we
have here is simply one more manifestation of the
activities of a demonic population which shares
this planet with us — and possibly always has done.

Hints of precisely similar experiences may be
found running right through the whole vast liter-
ature of “Fairy Lore,” in which tales of ‘fairy
lovers” abound. (See, for handy reference, Dr.
Jacques Vallée’s excellent introduction to these ideas,
Passport to Magonia.)

Where I think that accounts such as those of
A.V.B. and of the cowman are admittedly rather
different from the conventional “fairy-lover” tales
of the past is in their very much greater frankness

as regards the details. I suspect that many of our
old tales of ‘““fair-lovers” would also have been a lot
more explicit had they been gathered and published
in what is so quaintly described as a “permissive”
age, like the present, instead of in the more prudish
times of, say, the 19th century, when so much of
the fairy lore was issued in published form.

One final point. Someone is bound to come up at
once with the neat and sensible explanation that our
Colombian cowman simply made it all up, having
already read the A.V.B. story. This I do not believe
for one' moment. In the first place, South America
is vast and it is a mighty far cry from A.V.B.’s
home village in South-West Brazil to the cowman’s
home near Panama and the Gulf of Darien. While we
do know that the A.V.B. story actually appeared in
Spanish earlier than in Portuguese (namely in an
Argentinian edition of a Brazilian magazine) we do
not know that it was ever published in Colombia.
While Argentina and Colombia both have Spanish as
their languages, they live at opposite ends of the
enormous South American Continent.

In the second place, the magazine article about the
Colombian cowman is illustrated with six or seven
photographs which show the cowman and his wife
and children. These photographs indicate that they
are very poor, underprivileged sort of folk, dwelling
in quite primitive conditions. We are not told whether
Liberato is literate or not, but, on the basis of my
knowledge of South America I would be prepared to
bet that, unlike A.V.B.,, who had had a little
schooling, and was attending night-classes in literacy,
the cowman may well be totally illiterate and his
humble home may well not contain a single book.
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ENCOUNTER ON DAPPLE

GRAY LANE: Part |

Ann Druffel

VER the past few years, ufologists have become

blase about reports of alien humanoids, occurr-
ing in all shapes, sizes and colours. The encounter on
Dapple Gray Lane in Palos Verdes, a fashionable
coastal community in Southern California, however,
might stretch credulity to the limit.

This report nevertheless comes from two sober and
intelligent young men, well educated and gainfully
employed. The case also contains three unique
factors: 1. The primary witness is himself a UFO
investigator, having researched cases for a major U.S.
UFO organization; 2. Some of the entities or “‘occ-
upants’’ involved were of non-humanoid appearance;
3. The experience, in part, seemed to be a “project-
ion”’ or advanced hologram.

We shall call the primary witness John Hodges to
preserve his anonymity.T He first became acquainted
with the author when he became aware of her long-
standing interest in UFO phenomena above and in the
Santa Catalina Channel. This body of water lies
between the coastline of Southern California and
Santa Catalina Island, twenty miles offshore to the
southwest (Figure 1). The area has for at least thirty
years been the scene of UFO reports of all kinds —
surface sightings of hazy craft which cruise leisurely
in full view of military installations, aerial spheres
bobbing in oscillating flight, gigantic cloud-cigars,
and at least one report of an underwater UFO with
uniformed occupants. However, the Dapple Gray
encounter is possibly the first land sighting of -occ-
upants around this area.

John Hodges, aged twenty-nine, lives four miles
inland from the coast and often visits beach areas
overlooking the Channel. He contacted the author
in March 1976 regarding sightings he and friends had
made of Channel phenomena. His accounts seemed
reasonable and valuable. After about two hours of
interview, Hodges seemed to gain confidence in the
author. He ventured a most unusual report con-
cerning an encounter with what he termed ‘“‘two
extraterrestrial beings.”

Dapple Gray Lane, where this encounter occ-
urred, is a pleasant tree-lined road, somewhat isolated
and about three miles from the coast. About 2.00
a.m. on a clear, cool night early in the 1970s, Hodges
and a friend, Pete Rodriguez (pseudonym),
confronted two strange creatures in the road. They
were about six feet from the witnesses’ stationary
car, illuminated in their headlights. To the young
men’s conscious memory, the fright and constern-
ation they experienced at the inexplicable sight
overwhelmed them. After staring a few seconds at
the odd little entities, they manoeuvred the car
around the area where the creatures stood and
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Fig. 1: Part of Southern California

tore off down the darkened street toward home.

In Hodges’ own words, here is his conscious
memory.l “Something blocked me. I don’t even
remember the year. My buddy Pete and I had a
friend who was a big wheel at the Institute of General
Psionics. He was always trying to get me to join.
It was like a parapsychological church. Mike and 1
went to his studio apartment and were rapping with
him till the wee hours of the morning, not especially
about parapsychological phenomena, but mostly
about girls.

“About 2.00 a.m. Pete and I decided we’d split.
Our car was parked facing south on the deadend
street. We walked up the path, out the driveway and
north along the road to the car. We could see where
we were going — no problem. We got in the car,
turned on the lights and directly ahead of us were
two ‘extraterrestrial beings.’

“Pete only remembers the larger one to the right,
but I remember both of them. One was about the
size of the trunk of a human body, and the other
the size of an overgrown softball. They were both
the shape of brains with the dura matter still intact —
kind of a filmy bluish. On the larger one was some-
thing red. It resembled a hematoma, or a rupture, or

+ Name and address on file — EDITOR.



