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“An important book for those who seek deeper knowledge of the unknown, the afterlife, and the deep mysteries of the true nature of our reality. I trust it will be a great comfort for those who have had personal experiences with the paranormal and beings from other dimensions. A necessary contribution to the body of knowledge that has been withheld from the people of the world.”

MICHAEL TELLINGER, AUTHOR OF
SLAVE SPECIES OF THE GODS

“Thiaoouba Prophecy tells a remarkable story of contact with an extraterrestrial race who revealed to the author the truth about Earth’s history, Jesus’s creation with alien DNA, Lemuria, red-headed giants, and much more. Critically, this book will prepare you for an uncertain future.”

MICHAEL SALLA, PHD, FOUNDER OF
THE EXOPOLITICS INSTITUTE AND AUTHOR OF EXOPOLITICS:
POLITICAL IMPLICATIONS OF THE EXTRATERRESTRIAL PRESENCE

“I believe Michel Desmarquet’s account of his journey to the distant planet Thiaoouba is a true story. Many feel the 2025 arrival of 3I/Atlas in our solar system means we will realize we are not alone in the Universe. Desmarquet’s wonderful description of life in another world widens our minds, helping us see what we need to realize now. This is a must-read for anyone who wants to enter the cosmos for greater perspective and wisdom.”

BARBARA HAND CLOW, AUTHOR OF
THE PLEIADIAN AGENDA AND ALCHEMY OF NINE DIMENSIONS

“A powerful bridge to higher consciousness, urging us to prioritize spiritual evolution over material technology. It is a vital spiritual manual that inspires hope, teaching us that choosing love and spiritual growth is the only way to avoid global catastrophe and realize our potential as infinite beings.”

BOB FRISSELL, AUTHOR OF CATCHING THE ASCENSION WAVE AND
NOTHING IN THIS BOOK IS TRUE, BUT IT’S EXACTLY HOW THINGS ARE

“Thiaoouba Prophecy is a glimpse into an advanced world beyond Earth with evolved consciousness and ways of living in unity and peace. I love this book! It is a must-read for any curious soul wanting to know the origins of who we are.”

KAREN SWAIN, AUTHOR, SPEAKER, TEACHER, AND HOST ON ATP MEDIA

“One of the best alien abduction books I have read. The residents of the Golden Planet have reached a life with commendable values that we Earthlings would do well to emulate if we want to survive on our blue planet and overcome our warlike ways.”

PHYLLIS GALDE, PUBLISHER OF FATE MAGAZINE

“I read this book in the early 1990s and set it aside pending further investigation. Thirty years later I realized that this book contained even more truth and wisdom than I had first appreciated. ”

DUNCAN ROADS, EDITOR OF NEXUS MAGAZINE

“Desmarquet’s book about his extraordinary voyage—it cannot really be called an ‘alien abduction’—with super-intelligent extraterrestrial beings is a mind-blowing adventure into the physical, mental, and astral cosmos and strange planets. His information is so densely detailed it seems to defy the argument that this is just the author’s personal fantasy. If true, then what he learned during his journey in outer space must be carefully studied by human scientists, technologists, linguists, clergy, and philosophers.”

NANCY DU TERTRE, ESQ., “THE SKEPTICAL PSYCHIC” AND AUTHOR
OF HOW TO TALK TO AN ALIEN AND PSYCHIC INTUITION
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FOREWORD

TO THE 2026 EDITION

by Samuel Chong

This book had a powerful effect on me. So much so that I was compelled to spend $2,000 of my own money to track down its author. In 2016, I flew from Los Angeles to Vietnam, without even knowing the author’s exact address, simply to discover what else he knew but could not include in the book.

To me, Thiaoouba Prophecy was more important than any other book I had ever read. I traveled from Los Angeles to Phu Quoc, hoping for the best. I printed out a picture and took it with me. Upon landing, I showed the image to a local taxi driver and asked him to take me to where the bungalow was. On my second attempt, I arrived at the right location and met Michel.

Why Is This Book So Important?

I could not put Thiaoouba Prophecy down when I first read it. It shocked me and connected all the dots between the practical and the esoteric—answers I had been searching for, such as:

•How can we make the right decisions in life to find love, achieve true happiness, and gain financial freedom?

•Can we go back in time to witness our past? What will happen in the future?

•How can people develop extrasensory perception (ESP) or psychic abilities?

•Are ghosts real? What about reincarnation and near-death experiences (NDEs)? Why is reincarnation not explicitly mentioned in the Bible?

•What happened to Jesus Christ? Why was he suddenly able to perform miracles around the age of thirty, yet little is recorded about similar abilities in his youth?

•Is there really a hell for those who have done wrong? With so many religious conflicts in the world, shouldn’t there be a universal belief or spiritual knowledge that reflects the truth?

•How was the Great Pyramid of Egypt built, and for what purpose?

•Why are there so many disappearances in the Bermuda Triangle and U.S. national parks?

•How and why were the statues on Easter Island constructed?

•Where did the moon come from? Are there artificial structures on its far side?

•Was there once life on Mars?

•What are the experiences and interactions between earthlings and extraterrestrials?

While some people may perceive this book as science fiction, it’s not. I found that the information provided could be verified across different fields, that this book contains specific, confirmable facts. This led me to conclude that the book was sourced from a reliable origin. I firmly believe that Michel personally visited another planet and received advanced knowledge, guidance, and warnings from extraterrestrial beings who have been watching over humanity throughout history. You can see from the previous list that this book covers topics we’ve all wondered about from time to time. Finally, we have some answers.

Since childhood, I dreamed of gaining knowledge through extraordinary means. I always felt that Earth’s scientific advancements were progressing too slowly for us to explore the universe. I longed to acquire knowledge from highly advanced extraterrestrial civilizations.

I devoted much of my time to reading books written by ET contactees, but most contained vague, unverifiable information. However, when I discovered Thiaoouba Prophecy, I immediately recognized that it was different—the content resonated deeply with me.

This book answers some of the bigger questions that have plagued humankind from the beginning of time. The book’s most important theme revolves around the purpose of life. “Man exists physically for the sole purpose of developing spiritually.” Many documented cases of past-life regression under hypnosis reinforce this same message. Furthermore, the book warns us that “material technology, without spiritual knowledge, is leading us to a global catastrophe.” The book tells us that the more we focus on material science as our one and only source of guidance, the more our spiritual selves are atrophying. And all the while, governments and private companies are spending more and more on technological advancements.

As a species, we grab onto technology before we even understand its implications for us and the rest of the world. At the same time, those advancements go toward building better and more destructive weapons. If we spent more time assessing the implications of some of these technological advancements before putting them on the market, perhaps we could develop more spiritually and do less harm to the planet and all life within. Technology should assist in spiritual development, not be used—as it is now—to confine and enslave people within a temporary monetary system and materialistic world.

According to what Michel reported the Thiaooubans saying, humans’ biggest flaw and block to spiritual enlightenment is materialism. We continually pursue acquiring more, whether that’s more money, more power, more stuff, more sex, more drugs. The list goes on. If we continue to focus on these material desires, we will never advance spiritually individually or as a people. The Thiaooubans showed Michel, and through him, us, how happy, peaceful, and talented we could be if we pursue spirituality instead of materialism and violence.

If more people read this book and understood the messages being put forth about human capabilities if only we tapped into our spiritual aspects, humans worldwide could have a real awakening. Yes, knowledge is power. Once we have the knowledge, we can rise up against tyranny in the world and collectively succeed through nonviolent resistance as Gandhi did in India.

I was so intrigued by the book that I decided to visit the author and learn about the things he had not written. In the postscript, Michel mentioned that he “had many other conversations with Thao [the extraterrestrial] that do not appear in this book.” He also wrote that he learned even more incredible things from his experiences that he was not allowed to discuss. The idea of him having “many other conversations” with these ETs piqued my curiosity, and I became determined to meet Michel.

Yes, I did visit him—twice. And I did learn about the things even more incredible than what he wrote. However, I was told not to reveal them publicly, and I agree—most people are not ready yet. That being said, Michel never forbade me from writing an article filled with hints and clues. That is exactly what I did. You can find this article, “Thiaoouba Prophecy” online on my website, thiaooubaprophecy.com.

Continuing Michel’s Legacy

Michel passed away on July 9, 2018, in Vietnam. Now, I bear the great responsibility of making his book known to as many people as possible. Please join me in this mission. Also, I suggest reading this book at least one more time as all the pertinent information in it cannot be gleaned in one reading. Michel himself suggests reading the book three times within the text, presumably because the extraterrestrials let on so much about human history, the universe, other ETs, and more that there’s no way it can all be absorbed in one reading. This is a truly unique book—every sentence within it has the potential to reveal an entirely new world.

SAMUEL CHONG is a motivational keynote speaker on wellness, resilience, and mindset, leadership and positive change, health and well-being, spirituality and NDEs, extraterrestrials (ETs), ancient mysteries, and esoteric knowledge.

A lawyer in California and a certified court interpreter and Chinese translator, Samuel Chong visited Michel Desmarquet, the author of Thiaoouba Prophecy, in 2016 and 2018, and he was instrumental in arranging for the Chinese publication of Desmarquet’s book, which has been a bestseller in both China and Taiwan, a rare phenomenon. Chong graduated from UC Berkeley with a BA in economics, Universidad Carlos III de Madrid with an MA in financial analysis, and Northwestern California University School of Law with a JD. Chong currently resides in Los Angeles, California.

Please contact Samuel Chong at schong2@go.pasadena.edu or visit his website, thiaooubaprophecy.com, if you wish to interview him on your podcast or have him speak at an event.


FOREWORD

TO THE 1993 EDITION

by Howard Hencke

There are ways of receiving information from a higher level of consciousness, and there is knowledge about the laws of all existence and how we would live a better and easier life: through intuition, through astral traveling, and through actual physical experience.

Michel Desmarquet was chosen to do the latter, and that associated with a mission of the people of a planet of a higher, more advanced, and enlightened existence, to bring to us messages and knowledge so much needed at this critical stage of development on our planet to construct a bridge to the next higher step in our ladder of evolution.

As it appears, Michel had been taken to a planet, spiritually and technologically so far advanced that it’s in a position to take on the role of a mentor for those planets still on a lower evolutionary stage in this galaxy, a role that is naturally foreseen for a more advanced planet in the hierarchy of our universe.

It is important to realize that Michel has confirmed what we have always known, and what we have recognized as our unique free will to reflect upon situations, assess them, and make decisions for the way we want to act.

It is still up to our free will whether we ignore the tidings brought to us and cling to the self-made concept that humans are different from nature and can afford to live outside of it, or to use our mental and emotional capabilities to reach the insight of our free will is nothing but the limitations to think, feel, and act within the realms of the laws of this nature as these apply to every other nonhuman system.

After having read Michel’s report of his journey, four conditions have become very apparent to me:

1. Everywhere in this universe (the galaxy), there exists a material or physical world.

2. Likewise, there exists everywhere a nonmaterial or nonphysical world that is the one to which we have given the name spiritual world.

3. Both worlds are only the two antipodes of form manifestations that make the entire universe, which is all existence, possible: namely, energy.

4. It is the understanding and subsequent mastery of the behavior of this energy—the so-called metaphysical laws that enable us to come to terms with the proper handling of the physical world—not vice versa.

Michel Desmarquet’s book is not only a straightforward report of his awesome experiences but also the many doubts he (and others of us) expresses as he goes through a world so paradisiacally different from ours and yet so familiar to us, for intuitively we feel and know that the real difference between them lies only in the maturity applied to handle the abundance the universe provides for us.

The proof for the truth of Michel’s report does not lie in the forgotten pieces of metal or untaken photographs of what he has seen: It lies in the common sense that his news expresses and the verifiability of the principles that he conveys, many of which he has not the scientific and metaphysical education to confirm.

Will Michel Desmarquet’s role as a messenger, and more importantly, his information, be acknowledged?

Our daily experience tells us that we humans have taken a destructive path on this planet and, in fact, in our whole development. Whether we will stubbornly and childishly adhere to steering against the flow of the river we swim in or be part of it for the harmonious and enjoyable experience of it, is up to the wisdom in the conclusions we draw. The big institutions we have set up will not (because they cannot) help change direction, nor will the custodians of the universe, as they abide strictly by the law of noninterference with others’ endeavors to come to wisdom and thus evolution.

The quantum leap in consciousness we hear so much about these days cannot be organized or institutionalized; it is bound to take place in the heart and in the head of every individual, for this is so by the very laws of nature.

HOWARD HENCKE is the author of Involution/Evolution and the Development of Consciousness.
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Believing is not enough . . .
You need to KNOW
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I have written this book as the result of orders received and that I have obeyed. Further, it is an account of events that happened to me personally—this I affirm.

I imagine that, to some extent, this extraordinary story will appear to some readers as science fiction—a story entirely invented—but I do not have the imagination that such a fabrication would require. This is not science fiction.

The reader of good faith will be able to recognize the truth in the message I transmit from my new friends to the people of the planet Earth.

This message, in spite of numerous references to races and religions, reflects neither racial nor religious bias on behalf of the author.

MICHEL DESMARQUET,

January 1989


They have eyes but they do not see
—ears, and they do not hear . . .

THE BIBLE
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I awoke suddenly, not knowing how long I had slept. I was completely awake—fresh and alert—but good God, what time could it be? Lina was sleeping beside me, her fists closed, but then Lina always sleeps . . .

I had no desire at all to go back to sleep, and, besides, it was possibly already five in the morning. I got up, made my way to the kitchen, and checked the clock. Only 12:30 a.m.! It was unusual for me to wake up at such an hour.

I took off my pajamas and dressed in trousers and a shirt. Why, I had no idea. Neither can I explain why I went to my desk, took a sheet of paper and a biro, and watched myself write, as if my hand had a mind of its own.

“My dear, I’ll be away for about ten days. Absolutely no need to worry.”

Leaving the note by the telephone, I headed through the door and onto the veranda. I avoided the table on which last night’s chess game remained, with the white king still in checkmate, and silently opened the door leading on to the garden.

The night seemed to be suffused with a strange brightness, which had nothing to do with the stars. Instinctively, I tried to recall what phase the moon was currently in, thinking that perhaps it was about to rise. Here, in the northeast of Australia, where I live, the nights are generally quite clear.

I descended the outside stairs and headed toward the pandanus. Usually, at this time of night, we would have a veritable concert from the frogs and crickets whose chirring sounds fill the night. Now, however, there was a heavy silence, and I wondered why.

I had only walked a few steps when, quite suddenly, the color of the philodendrons changed. The wall of the house, too, and the pandanus—all were bathed in a kind of bluish light. The lawn seemed to undulate beneath my feet, and the ground beneath the pandanus waved also. The philodendrons distorted, and the wall of the house resembled a sheet floating in the wind.

Beginning to believe that I was not well, I decided to return to the house when, at that precise moment, I felt myself lifted quite gently from the ground. I rose, slowly at first, above the philodendrons, and then quicker, until I saw the house becoming smaller and smaller below me.

“What is happening?” I exclaimed in utter bewilderment.

“All is well now, Michel.”

By then, I believed I was dreaming. Before me, a human being of impressive size, dressed in a one-piece suit and wearing a completely transparent helmet on “her” head, was looking at me—friendly and smiling.

“No, you are not dreaming,” she said, answering the question in my mind.

“Yes,” I replied, “but it always happens this way in a dream, and in the end you find you’ve fallen out of bed and have a lump on your forehead!” She smiled. “Further,” I continued, “you are speaking to me in French, my native tongue, and yet we are in Australia. I do speak English, you know!”

“So do I.”

“It has to be a dream—one of those stupid dreams, moreover. If not, though, what are you doing on my property?”

“We are not on your property, but above it.”

“Ah! It is a nightmare. You see I was right. I’ll pinch myself!” I accompanied the words with the action. Ouch!

She smiled again. “Now are you satisfied, Michel?”

“But if it’s not a dream, why am I here sitting on this rock? Who are those people over there, dressed in the fashion of the last century?”

I was beginning to distinguish, in a milky light, people talking, and at a slight distance, others moving around.

“And you, who are you? Why aren’t you normal sized?”

“I am a normal size, Michel. On my planet we are all this size. But everything in good time, my dear friend. I hope you don’t mind me calling you that? If we aren’t good friends already, I am sure that we will be soon.”

She stood there in front of me, intelligence reflected in her smiling face and goodness emanating from her entire being. It would not be possible to meet anyone with whom I could feel more at ease.

“Of course, you may call me what you wish. And what is your name?”

“My name is Thao, but first, I would like you to know, once and for all, that this is not a dream. Indeed, it is something quite different. For certain reasons, which will be explained to you later, you have been chosen to undertake a journey that very few earthlings have made—particularly in recent times.

“We are, you and I, at this moment, in a universe that is parallel to that of Earth. In order to admit you, as well as ourselves, we have made use of an air lock.”

“At this instant, time has stopped for you, and you could remain here twenty or fifty of your earthly years and then return as if you hadn’t left. Your physical body would remain absolutely unchanged.”

“But what are these people doing?”

“They exist as well as can be expected, and, as you will learn later, the population density is very low. Death only occurs by suicide or accident. Time is suspended. There are men and women, as well as some animals who are 30,000, 50,000, or even many more Earth years old.”

“But why are they here, and how did they come to be here? Where were they born?”

“On Earth . . . they are all here by accident.”

“By accident? What do you mean?”

“It’s very simple. You have heard of the Bermuda Triangle?” I nodded. “Well, quite simply, in this spot and in others less well-known, this parallel universe becomes confused with your universe so that there exists between them a natural warp.

“People, animals, or even objects finding themselves in the immediate vicinity of a warp are literally sucked into it. Thus, you can have, for example, an entire fleet of boats disappear in several seconds. Sometimes a person, or persons, can pass back into your universe after several hours, several days, or several years. More often, however, they never return.

“When a man does return and relates his experience, the vast majority of people don’t believe him—and if he persists, he is assumed ‘crazy.’ Most of the time, such a person recounts nothing at all, realizing how he will appear in the eyes of his peers. Sometimes, too, he returns amnesic, and if he recovers some memory, it is not of what happened in the parallel universe, and therefore sheds no light on the subject.

“There was,” Thao continued, “a typical case of this passage into a parallel universe in North America, where a young man literally vanished while going to fetch water from a well that was situated several hundred meters from his house. About an hour later, family and friends set out in search of him, and, as there had been a fresh snowfall of about twenty centimeters, it should have been quite simple—they had only to follow the footprints left by the young man. But right in the middle of the field—the footprints stopped.

“There were no trees around, no rocks on which he could have jumped—nothing strange or unusual—the footprints just stopped. Some people believed that he had been taken by a spacecraft, but that could not have been, as you will see later. This poor man had quite simply been sucked into the parallel universe.”

“I remember,” I said. “I did hear of that particular case, but how do you know all about it?”

“You will find out later how I know,” she replied enigmatically.

We were interrupted by the sudden appearance of a group of people so bizarre that again, I wondered if this was all a dream. About a dozen men, accompanied by what seemed to be a woman, emerged from behind a pile of rocks a hundred meters from where we were. The sight was even stranger, since these human beings appeared to have stepped out of the pages of prehistoric records. With the gait of gorillas, they brandished enormous clubs, which modern man would not have been able to lift from the ground. These hideous creatures were coming straight for us, howling like wild beasts. I made a move to retreat, but my companion told me there was nothing to fear and that I should stay still. She put her hand on the buckle of her belt and turned so that she faced them.

I heard a series of small clicks, and five of the strongest-looking men fell to the ground, motionless. The rest of the group stopped cleanly and began moaning. They prostrated themselves before us.

I looked again at Thao. She stood like a statue, her face set. Her eyes were fixed on those people as though she was trying to hypnotize them. I later learned that she was giving orders by telepathy to the female of the group. Suddenly, this woman got up and began, it seemed to me, to issue orders in a guttural voice to the others. They then helped remove the bodies, carrying them on their backs to the pile of rocks mentioned earlier.

“What are they doing?” I asked.

“They will cover their dead with stones.”

“Did you kill them?”

“I had to.”

“What do you mean? Were we really in danger?”

“Of course we were. These are people who have been here for ten or fifteen thousand years—who knows? We don’t have time to establish that, and besides, it is of no importance. Nevertheless, it illustrates well what I was explaining to you a few moments ago. These people passed into this universe at a certain time, and they have lived in that time ever since.”

“It’s frightful!”

“I agree. However, it is part of natural, and therefore universal, law. Furthermore, they are dangerous because they behave more like wild beasts than human beings. Dialogue would not have been possible between them and us, just as it is not possible between them and most of the others living in this parallel universe. For one thing, they are unable to communicate; and for another, they, less than anyone, understand what has happened to them. We were in real danger, and, if I do say so, I have done them a favor just now, of liberating them.”

“Liberating?”

“Don’t look so shocked, Michel. You know quite well what I mean by that.

“They are liberated from their physical bodies and are now able to continue their cycle, like every living being, according to the normal process.”

“So if I understand correctly, this parallel universe is a curse—a kind of hell or purgatory?”

“I didn’t realize you were religious!”

“I just make this comparison to show you that I am trying to understand,” I replied, wondering how she could know whether or not I was religious.

“I know, Michel, I was only teasing. You were right in explaining it as a kind of purgatory, but of course, this is quite accidental. In fact, this is one of several accidents of nature. An albino is an accident, and a four-leaf clover can also be considered as an accident. Your appendix is just as much an accident. Your doctors still wonder what use it could possibly have in your body. The answer—no use whatsoever. Now usually, in nature, everything has a precise reason for existing—that’s why I list the appendix among the natural accidents.

“People living in this universe suffer neither physically or morally. For example, if I hit you, you would feel no pain, but if the blows were strong enough, although without pain, you could still die from them. This might be difficult to comprehend, but it is so. Those existing here know nothing of what I have just explained to you, and it is fortunate because they would be tempted to commit suicide—which, even here, is not a solution.”

“What do they eat?”

“They don’t eat, nor do they drink, because they don’t feel the need to. Here, remember, time has stopped—those dead won’t even rot.”

“But that’s terrible! In all, the greatest service that one can render these people would be to kill them!”

“You raise an important point there. Effectively, it would be one of two solutions.”

“What is the other?”

“To send them back where they came from—but that would pose great problems. Because we are able to make use of the warp, we could return many of them to your universe, and thus liberate them, but I’m sure you are aware of the enormous problems that would create for the majority of these people. Here, as I have already said, you have people who have been here for thousands of years. What would happen if they found themselves back in the universe they left so long ago?”

“They might go insane. In all, there is nothing to do.” She smiled gently at my affirmation.

“You are certainly the man of action we require, Michel, but beware of jumping to conclusions—you have much more to see.”

She put her hand on my shoulder, having to incline forward slightly to do so. Although I didn’t know it at the time, Thao measured 290 centimeters, exceptionally tall for a human being.

“I see with my own eyes that we made the right choice in selecting you—you have an astute mind, but I cannot explain everything to you now, for two reasons.”

“Namely?”

“First, it is still too soon for such an explanation. By this, I mean that you must be instructed further on certain points before proceeding beyond.”

“I understand—and second?”

“The second reason is that they are waiting for us. We must leave.”

With a light touch, she turned me around. I followed her gaze and stared wide-eyed with surprise. About one hundred meters from us was an enormous sphere, from which emanated a bluish aura. I later learned that it measured seventy meters in diameter. The light was not steady, but shimmered, resembling a heat haze when one looks from a distance at sand heated by the summer sun.

This enormous sphere shimmered about ten meters from the ground. With no windows, no openings, no ladder, it appeared as smooth as the shell of an egg.

Thao signaled for me to follow her, and we set out toward the machine. I remember that moment very well. During the short time we took in approaching the sphere, I was so excited that I lost control of my thoughts. A constant stream of images flashed through my mind, resembling a film in the fast-forward mode. I saw myself relating this adventure to my family, and I saw again newspaper articles I had read on the subject of UFOs.

I remember a feeling of sadness swept over me when I thought of my family, whom I loved so much; I saw myself caught, as though in a trap, and it occurred to me that I might never see them again . . .

“You have absolutely nothing to fear, Michel,” said Thao. “Trust me. You will be reunited with your family very soon, and in good health.”

I believe my mouth fell open in surprise, triggering in Thao a melodious laugh, such as is rarely heard among us earthlings. That was the second time she had read my thoughts; the first time I thought might have been a coincidence, but this time there could be no doubt.

When we arrived in close proximity to the sphere, Thao placed me in a position opposite her and about a meter’s distance away.

“Do not touch me under any pretext, Michel, whatever happens. Under any pretext—do you understand?”

I was quite taken aback by this formal order, but I nodded.

She placed her hand on a type of medallion I had noticed earlier attached at the height of her left breast, and with the other hand, she held what resembled a large biro [ballpoint pen], which she unclasped from her belt.

She pointed the biro above our heads and in the direction of the sphere. I thought I saw a green beam of light flash from it, but I couldn’t be sure. She then pointed the biro at me, her other hand still on the medallion, and quite simply, we rose, simultaneously, toward the wall of the machine. Just when I was sure we were going to collide with it, a portion of the hull retracted like an enormous piston in the core of a cylinder, revealing an opening, oval in shape, of about three meters in height.

We regained our feet, Thao and I, on a type of landing inside the craft. She let go of her medallion, and with a dexterity that suggested she had done it often, she refastened her pen.

“Come. We can touch each other now,” she said.

Taking me by the shoulder, she guided me toward a small blue light, so intense that I had to almost half close my eyes. I had never seen a color like it on Earth. When we were almost below the light, the wall on which it was located let us pass. That is the only way to describe it. From the way in which my mentor was leading me, I could have sworn I was going to have a handsome lump on my forehead, but we passed through the walls—like ghosts! Thao laughed heartily at the shocked expression on my face. That did me good. I remember that laugh—like a refreshing breeze and reassuring at a time when I was not feeling at ease.

I had often spoken with friends of flying saucers and was persuaded that they did, in fact, exist—but when you are actually faced with the reality, so many questions cloud your brain that you think it will burst. Of course, deep down I was delighted. From Thao’s manner toward me, I sensed that I had nothing to fear. However, she was not alone: I wondered what the others were going to be like. In spite of my fascination with this adventure, I still doubted if I would see my family again. Already, they seemed so far away, when only several minutes earlier I was in my own garden.

We were now gliding at ground level along a tunnel-shaped corridor that led to a small room, the walls of which were of a yellow so intense that I had to close my eyes. The walls formed a vault—exactly as if we were inside an upturned bowl.

Thao covered my head with a helmet made from a transparent material, and I found, by opening one eye, that this enabled me to tolerate the light.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Better, thank you, but that light—how can you stand it?”

“It is not a light. It is just the present color of the walls in this room.”

“Why ‘present’? Have you brought me here to repaint them?” I joked.

“There is no paint. There are only vibrations, Michel. You still believe that you are in your earthly universe, when you are not. You are now in one of our super long-range spacecraft, capable of traveling at several times the speed of light. We will be leaving soon, if you will lie down on this bunk?”

There, in the center of the room were two boxes—rather like coffins without lids. I stretched out in one of them and Thao in the other. I heard her speak in a language unfamiliar to me, but very harmonious. I wanted to lift myself up a little but couldn’t, being held by an unknown and invisible force. The yellow color progressively disappeared from the walls, to be replaced by a blue that was certainly no less intense. The “paintwork” had been redone . . .

One-third of the room suddenly became dark, and I noticed minute lights sparkling like stars.

Thao’s voice was clear in the darkness. “These are stars, Michel. We have left Earth’s parallel universe and will be leaving your planet further and further behind, to take you to visit ours. We know you are going to be greatly interested in the journey but also in our departure that will be quite slow, for your benefit.

“We can watch on the screen you see in front of you.”

“Where is Earth?”

“We still can’t see it, being almost directly above it, at approximately 10,000 meters altitude.”

Suddenly, a voice could be heard, speaking what seemed to be the same language Thao had used moments earlier. Thao answered briefly, and then the voice spoke to me in French—excellent French (although the tone was more melodic than is typical) welcoming me aboard. It was very much the “welcome aboard” of our airline companies, and I recall being quite amused by that—in spite of the unique situation in which I found myself.

At the same instant, I felt a very light movement of the air, and it became cool, as though air-conditioned. Things began to happen quickly. On the screen appeared what could only have been the sun. At first, it seemed to touch the edge of the Earth or, more precisely, South America, as I later learned. Again, I wondered if I could be dreaming. Second by second, America was shrinking. Australia couldn’t be seen, as the sun’s rays had not yet reached it. Now the contours of the planet could be distinguished, and we seemed to move around the globe, to a position above the North Pole. There, we changed direction, drawing away from Earth at an incredible speed.

Our poor Earth became a basketball, then a billiard ball until it finally disappeared—or almost—from the screen. Instead, my vision was filled with the somber blue of space. I turned my head in Thao’s direction hoping for further explanation.

“Did you like that?”

“It was wonderful, but so fast—is it possible to travel at such a high speed?”

“That was nothing, my dear friend. We took off very gently. Only now are we traveling at full speed.”

“How fast?” I interrupted.

“Several times the speed of light.”

“Of light? But how many times? It’s incredible! What about the light barrier?”

“I can well understand that it appears incredible to you. Not even your experts would believe it—it is, however, the truth.”

“You say several times the speed of light, but how many times?”

“Michel, during this journey many things will be intentionally revealed to you—many things, but there will also be details to which you will not have access. The precise speed of our spacecraft is one such detail. I’m sorry, for I know it will disappoint you not to have your great curiosity for all things satisfied, but there will be so many new and interesting things for you to see and learn that you must not mind too much when information is withheld from you.”

Her manner indicated that the matter was closed, and I didn’t insist further, sensing that to do so would have been rude.

“Look,” she said to me. On the screen, a colored dot had appeared and was growing rapidly.

“What is it?”

“Saturn.”

The reader must forgive me if the descriptions I give are not as detailed as he/she might wish, but it must be understood that I had not yet recovered all my senses. I had seen so much in so short a time, and was somewhat disoriented.

As we approached, the famous Saturn grew rapidly larger on the screen. Its colors were wonderful—incomparable to anything I had ever seen on Earth. There were yellows, reds, greens, blues, oranges—within each color, an infinite range of nuances mingled, separated, grew stronger then weaker, creating the famous rings and being confined within them . . .

It was an amazing spectacle, which filled more and more of our screen.

Realizing I was no longer restrained by the force field, I wanted to remove my mask so as to see the colors better, but Thao signaled that I should do nothing.

“Where are the satellites?” I asked.

“You can see two, almost side-by-side toward the right of the screen.”

“How far away are we?”

“We must be approximately 6 million kilometers away or perhaps more. They know exactly on the flight deck of course, but to give you a more precise estimate, I’d have to know whether our ‘camera’ is on full zoom or not.”

Saturn suddenly disappeared from the left side of the screen, which filled again with the color of space.

I believe it was at that moment I felt exalted, as I never had before. It hit me that I was in the process of living an extraordinary adventure—and why? I had asked for nothing and had never contemplated the possibility (who would have dared?) of experiencing such an adventure.

Thao got up. “You can do the same now, Michel.” I obeyed and we found ourselves again, side by side in the center of the cabin. It was only then I noticed Thao no longer wore her helmet.

“Can you explain to me,” I asked, “why just now, you were still wearing a helmet while I was able to accompany you without one, and yet now I have one while you don’t?”

“It is very simple. We come from a planet bacteriologically different from Earth, which, for us, is a veritable culture medium. Thus, in order to contact you, I was obliged to take this basic precaution. You, yourself, were a danger to me, but you are no longer.”

“I don’t follow you.”

“When you entered this cabin, the color was too intense for you, and I gave you the helmet you are now wearing, which was specially designed for you. Indeed, we were able to anticipate your reaction.

“During the very short time the cabin was yellow and then blue, 80 percent of the dangerous bacteria in you were destroyed. Then perhaps you felt a coolness in the air, similar to when an air conditioner is working; this was another form of disinfection by . . . let’s call it radiation, although that is not the correct word—it cannot be translated into any Earth language. In this way, I have been disinfected one 100 percent, but you still have enough bacteria to harm us considerably. I am going to give you these two pills, and in three hours you will be able to consider yourself as pure as one of us.” As she spoke, she took a little box from beside her bunk, removed the pills, and held them out to me, along with a test tube containing a liquid that I supposed to be water. I swallowed them both, lifting the base of my helmet to do so. Next . . . Well, everything happened very quickly, and it was all very strange.

Thao took me in her arms, put me on the bunk, and removed my mask. I saw that happen from two or three meters from my body! I imagine that certain things in this book will seem incomprehensible to the unwarned reader, but I saw my body from a distance, and I was able to move about in the room just by thought.

Thao spoke. “Michel, I know that you see me and hear me, but I am not able to see you myself; therefore, I cannot look at you when I speak to you. Your astral being has left your body. There is no danger in this—you needn’t worry. I know that this is the first time this has happened to you, and there are people who panic . . .

“I have given you a special drug in order to cleanse your body of all bacteria that is dangerous to us. I have also given you another drug that has caused your astral being to leave your body—this will last three hours, the time it will take to purify you. In this way, you will be able to visit our spacecraft, without danger of contamination to us and without wasting time.”

As strange as it seems, I found this quite natural—and I followed her. It was fascinating. She arrived in front of a panel that slid open to let us pass into one chamber after another. I was following at some distance, and each time, if the panel had already closed by the time I reached it—I quite simply passed through it.

Finally, we reached a circular room, about 20 meters in diameter, in which there were at least a dozen “astronauts”—all women and all about Thao’s size. Thao approached a group of four who were seated in enormous, comfortable-looking armchairs, arranged in a circle. When she sat down in a vacant seat, the four heads turned toward her questioningly. She almost seemed to take delight in making them wait: finally, she spoke.

I was again charmed to hear that language—the assonance was quite new to me, and the intonations so harmonious one would have thought they were singing. They all seemed to be greatly interested in Thao’s report. I supposed they were speaking of me, believing correctly that I was the main purpose of their mission.

When Thao stopped, the questions streamed forth, and two other astronauts joined the group. The discussion swelled and developed a tone of increased excitement.

Not understanding a word of what was being said, and having noticed on entering three people positioned in front of screens displaying three-dimensional images, more or less vividly colored, I approached to
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