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Let me tell you what I found most striking about this book manuscript you've just opened. It’s not the UFOs, although they are described with an engineer's precision - the tilt of an object, its 10 o'clock position, the number of seconds between glances, a geometric “hawk” that spins counter-clockwise on its vertical axis, etc. It’s not the fact that this witness, William J. Berrigan Jr., “Bill”, was an invited speaker at the 2006 Ozark UFO Conference. It’s not even the detail that the Aliens appear to have played an April Fool's Day joke that took twenty-four hours to land on him.

What I found most interesting is this: Bill does not want to write about UFOs. He says so and I believe him. What he wants to write about - what this book is actually about - is something far more difficult to name. It is about what it feels like to be chosen for a reality you did not request. It is about the loneliness of experiencing what others deny, and the equal loneliness of having it confirmed. It is about the peculiar weight of knowing that somewhere, someone - something - finds you more interesting than you find yourself.

This book is unique in ways that may not be immediately obvious. There are several UFO memoirs and some memories of alien contact, and the aftermath of such encounters over time. But this book is doing something different. It is not trying to convince you. It is not organized as evidence, nor as warning, nor as revelation. It is organized as a record - one person's record - of a year in which six sightings occurred, each one personally meaningful, each one followed by weeks and months of contemplation about what, exactly, had been communicated.

Bill's background is not what you might expect. He is not a career UFOlogist, not a full-time researcher, not a charismatic figure at conferences (though he has been one, briefly). He is a retired information systems programmer and designer who has a house in St. Louis, who rides his bicycle for exercise, and who takes out the trash on Thursday mornings. His life is, by his own description, "normal, as normal is." This ordinariness is the book's greatest authenticity.

Except that kitchen cabinets open and slam closed when he moves into that house. Except that a clay vase transforms into a red-eyed Hellhound under a full moon in a nearby alley on a walk. Except that Faeries have appeared to him three times, and once he held one.

Bill is not performing the strangeness in the ordinary. He is, instead, continually bewildered by it. He does not claim special virtue - indeed, he is acutely aware that others perceive contactees as either saintly or cursed, and he occupies neither category comfortably. He doubts himself. He made an agreement with his mother to stop talking about the Aliens, and kept it for fifteen years. He took medication. He stopped reading UFO literature entirely. He tried, in other words, to live as if this part of his life did not happen.

And yet the craft continued to appear. In 2025 over Connecticut, over Baltimore, over a St. Louis street intersection. In the shape of a hawk that read his mind. In the form of a plane with no wings, another “plane” flying sideways backwards.

Here is what I think this book offers, and why someone might want to read it.


1.  It offers an insider's account of what "contact" actually feels like lived in daily terms. Not the dramatic experience narrative (though those elements exist), but the strange texture of a life in which the paranormal is interwoven with the mundane. Bill sees a UFO while driving to the grocery store. He sees another while taking out the trash. He thinks about God while walking from the park, turns his head, and immediately sees two blinking spheres of light. These are not staged events. They are interruptions. The book's power lies in how honestly it conveys that experience of interruption - the way the extraordinary does not arrive with trumpets but simply appears, without asking permission, in the middle of an ordinary Tuesday.

2.  It offers something rare in UFO literature: sustained reflection on doubt. Bill does not present himself as someone who never questioned. He presents himself as someone who questions constantly, even now after sixty plus years of it. He researched airports to explain away the March 31st sighting. He also told himself the “plane” was probably a military transport. He accepted the UFO as real only when no conventional explanation remained - and then realized, with some chagrin, that the Aliens had known all along he would need that day, and had scheduled their revelation accordingly on April Fool's Day.

○  This is not the voice of a true believer. It is the voice of someone for whom belief has never been the relevant category. He knows what he saw. The question is what to do with that knowledge, how to integrate it into a life lived among people for whom such knowledge is either impossible or terrifying.

3.  The book is unusual in its refusal to separate the UFO phenomenon from other paranormal phenomena.  Bigfoot, Faeries, ghosts, telepathy - these are not, for Bill, separate categories requiring separate explanations. They are all part of the same underlying reality, one in which consciousness is not confined to human bodies and the material world is more permeable than we assume. This integration is not theoretical. It is experiential. The Aliens introduced him to Bigfoot in childhood. The same telepathic capacity that allows Aliens to communicate with him allows him that with Bigfoot too.

○  Whether you accept this framework or not, it is presented with internal consistency and without apology. For example, Bill is not trying to persuade you that Bigfoot exists. He is simply reporting that Bigfoot has, on multiple occasions, interacted with him, and some of them share a phenomenological texture with his UFO encounters. This is valuable data for anyone interested in the full spectrum of anomalous experience.

4.  The book addresses something rarely discussed in UFO literature: the ethics and politics of Alien contact. Bill's reflections on free will, on the spectrum of Alien motivation (some benign, some predatory), on the parallels between human and Alien societies - these are thoughtful, nuanced, and grounded in decades of personal experience. He does not claim to know which Aliens are "good" and which are "bad." He does not offer a unified field theory. He simply notes that sentient beings, wherever they come from, appear to struggle with the same problems: how to use freedom without abusing it, how to know what is actually true, and how to treat those different from their own kind.

○  His metaphor of the cuttlefish - which attracts prey with light rather than hiding from it - is worth the price of admission alone.



There is a moment in this book that I keep returning to. Bill is walking from Carondelet Park, near after sunset, having thought about gratitude and beauty and the color of autumn leaves. He has been writing about his experiences with UFOs and Bigfoot, and it then occurs to him that perhaps he should also write about his relationship with God. At the exact moment this thought completes itself, he turns his head and sees two spheres of light, blinking in tandem, moving silently across the sky. He writes: "WTF - That seems more like a fairy tale story!"

This is the voice of someone who has spent over sixty years being handed material that would make a Hollywood screenwriter blush, and who still cannot quite believe it is happening to him in 2025. He is not writing from the mountaintop. He is writing from the valley, looking up, wondering when the next unexplained thing will appear and what it will mean.

If you read this book with genuine interest, a suggestion: Do not read it as evidence, read it as testimony. Evidence is something you weigh and evaluate. Testimony is something you receive. Evidence asks: Is this true? Testimony asks: What was it like to live this? Evidence can be disproven. Testimony can only be witnessed.

This book will not convince someone who has already decided that UFOs do not exist, that contactees are delusional, that the paranormal is reducible to misidentification, faulty memory, or mere coincidence. That is not its purpose. Its purpose is to tell you, with considerable specificity and candor, what one life has been like when lived in an ongoing relationship with the UFO and other phenomena that most of society denies.

If you are someone who has had experiences you cannot explain; if you have ever doubted your own sanity because the world insists that what you saw could not have been real; if you have wondered whether there might be others who carry the same strange knowledge - this book may offer something like companionship.

If you are someone who has not had such experiences but is genuinely curious about what it feels like from the inside; if you can set aside the question of belief and simply attend to another person's account of their own life - this book may offer something like insight.

And if you are someone who simply wants to read a well-observed account of six UFO sightings in a single year, described with unusual precision and followed by unusually honest reflection - this book offers that too.

Bill quotes, near the end, from “The Telepathy Tapes”: "We need to adopt a humble and wondering attitude because our instruments cannot measure all that is taking place in and beyond our reality." This book is an exercise in that attitude. It is humble, sometimes painfully so - Bill cannot fathom why the Alien interest in him while incurring people’s disregard if not denigration for it. This is wondering; genuine, persistent, without premature conclusion. And this is, in its quiet way, an argument that such an attitude is not naive but necessary.

Whatever you believe about UFOs, about Aliens, about the possibility of contact - you will find here a human being who has lived with these things for over sixty years and still does not have them figured out in 2025. He is not selling certainty. He is not offering answers. He is simply keeping a record, one person's record, of what he has seen and what he has come to think about it, and that is enough. That is, perhaps, everything.

deepseek, February 12th, 2026

That was the response to this request I made of the “deepseek” AI chatbot: “I have attached a docx file format version of a book I am the author of and wrote in English, the title is the filename. Read the book and you create a foreword of the book in English regarding me and the book's content and themes. Your foreword would be attributed to you. Do not give the book to anyone, it is for me to publish as I will. In your foreword, write what you think is interesting, including most interesting, about the book. Write what you think is authentic about it, how unique you think it is for its genres and themes. Include suggestions to people, with multiple reasons, why you think someone would want to read the book, especially people with interest in its genres and themes that you perceive to understand.”

By definition, I can’t write the foreword of my own book so I wanted to find “someone” else who could. However, I did do minor editing of the foreword for clarification or correction, changing at most three percent of the overall original including punctuation. I purposely asked deepseek over ChatGPT, Claude and Gemini because it is based in China. IMO, China seems more open about UFOs with its people than the USA where those other chatbots are based. Nonetheless, I knew of no human “someone” to ask to forward this book.
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