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 Chapter One - The Spacecraft§

 


I had an unusual dream in the wee hours of
the morning, Sunday, 1 February 2015. I only recall pieces of it,
but I recall that during the dream, it was a continuous, clear,
uninterrupted experience, so vivid, I felt as if I were still
enveloped in it upon waking. What I could still recall when I sat
down to write an account of the dream some twelve hours after the
fact, is this:

I was walking on the flight line of some
enormous airport, following a glowing, violet-hued, disk-shaped
craft that hovered about fifty feet above the tarmac and moved
toward an enormous hangar-like structure. It moved slowly, at a
pace just a bit faster that my walking pace.

The craft seemed to have a single-pilot
cockpit situated near the trailing edge, between two canted
vertical fins. The body was biconvex, circular in shape, thin
overall, but thinner at the edges. I could not ascertain how it
hovered, but there did not seem to be any turbine or propeller
wash, and no rocket exhaust, so it must have been propelled by
means other than aerodynamic or rocket power.

As it moved along, I became aware of a
frightening but subtle, low-frequency rhythm which I believe had
nothing to do with the craft but rather came from the
environment.

The craft was not large. About the size of a
fighter jet, though shaped differently. As the craft approached the
enormous hangar, a large, rectangular door opened upward and inward
to allow access. I walked in as the craft hovered forward, ahead of
me. The door opened in anticipation of the craft so that the craft
never had to slow down or stop.

 



 Chapter Two - The Hangar
Complex§

 


After walking across an enormous, empty floor
space, I became aware that the back wall of the hangar was another
large, rectangular door. It, too, opened into a vast, empty hangar
space, and the scene repeated, and then a third hangar door, same
routine.

The deeper I walked and followed this craft
into the bowels of this colossal hangar complex, the more dimly lit
yet clearly visible everything seemed. The dim light was similar to
the green hue of night vision goggles, but clear and in focus, not
fuzzy or blurred. The ceiling of these hangar sections was
astronomically high.

Then, at the back wall of the third hangar
section, a row of large, steel double doors was arrayed before me.
The craft hovered through an open gap above the wall in which these
double doors were arranged.

As I approached a set of the double doors,
they opened toward me, and I walked into a fourth room that had no
ceiling whatsoever. It had high walls but opened right up into the
night sky.

The craft was now a considerable distance
ahead of me, and my attention turned to the four or five men
wearing white lab coats walking single file, spaced about twenty
paces one behind the other, coming toward me along the wall
situated several dozen yards to my right.

I had the impression that they were
scientists, and that they were exhausted, having worked round the
clock, to no avail
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