Dear Reader:

I don’t want to just leave this earth without telling my story to you about what I know to be true. You will find this very difficult to believe, but I assure you it is real. First I’ll need to go back to the year of our lord 1952 on a farmhouse built by Mr. Blackistone in 1684. As a child of a Polish born mother that came to America and that served in the woman’s Army Air Corp Near Roswell, NM, I had a unique childhood. While living with my grandparents on the Blackistone farm in Delaware I would often visit the old gravesite to trim the grass and say a prayer for the family that built the home I then lived in. My grandparents had fled Poland to escape the Nazis invasion and lived a life of profound faith in God. It is now hard to imagine living on a farm without running water or electricity, but my grandparents knew that lifestyle well. 

I’ll just cover the highlights as an outline so as to get to the purpose of this report. To me my life was not of survival, but more like a normal way to live as an independent person would live during the turn of the 18th century. Chopping wood and to carry water from the well was normal. Born with exceptional hearing and eyesight, I was able to hunt well, and with the help of a part Cherokee older cousin that taught me how to live like a Native American, I was better able to adapt to living in the wild than most kids my age. My cousin Phil was surprised to see that I could shoot well enough to kill barn swallows in flight. I never told him that I could see the 22 caliber bullets in flight and direct them with thoughts. Who would believe that anyway?

Now for the harder part to believe… One winter night as I was fast asleep in the West bedroom near the stairs, awakening by a strange pulsating hum, sitting strait up, I turned to the left to see three ghostly figures materialize in the next room as they were approaching my bedside. Please remember that we had no electric and I had never been to a movie or heard a radio show to that point. Two of the creatures looked like the gray aliens you see in the movies and the one in the center was much taller and looked different. As they got closer they told me to relax and go back to sleep telepathically. I lay back down and covered my head thinking they were Blackistone family ghost. The floating sensation I felt helped stop my nervous shaking before I blacked out.

The next morning my grandmother met me half way to the kitchen and asks if I was all right. She said that I had a very bad burn on the left side of my face and wanted me to see a doctor and that I looked very tired. I have come to believe that Aliens are real and that they have technology that is far ahead of anything we could even imagine. Now the big question is what do they want with the people of earth. Many folks will not believe what I have just said, so I can well understand their position. I must now give the readers a warning: This could save your life so read it well…I have noticed that people that like me do well and people that do not like me suffer and may often die within an average of two years! Do NOT go on with reading this if you find it to be the rant of a foolish joker. People dieing in front of me as they were cursing me is not an easy subject to recount. I’ll just say it happened to be a common occurrence ever since I could remember. Mean people suck and mean people sometimes die…enough said.

Now to the folks with an open mind and not an empty head I’ll continue…the years that followed I noticed some rather strange abilities that I passed off as just odd. After we moved to Wilmington about fifty miles north of the farm, we would drive to the farm to visit my grandparents every Sunday. With my sister in the back seat of the new Buick on our way to the farm I felt compelled to lay down on the floor with my back to the front seat. The telepathic message was like the one I received from the three ghosts.

Moments after laying down we T-boned another car on route 13 near Blackbird. Everyone except I was seriously injured and taken to the hospital. The police kept asking why I was not hurt. This was the first of many strange things that I noticed in my life where I was protected by some unseen force. 

While life in the city was easier than the farm, I did miss the quiet time alone in the woods.

One of the great things about the city was you could get enough money returning soda bottles for cash and receive enough to pay for entrance to the local swimming pool at Camby Park. The year I believe was 1959 while at the park I noticed about 12 flying saucers to the West of the park. When I got home I told my mother to call the police to report what I saw. After much debate she did allowed the call. The police were not much interested in what a 13-year-old kid had to say about seeing UFO’s. 

To my great surprise I had a visit the next day while at my friends home that lived around the corner from my grandparents home at 806 Brown Street. John Barowski’s father answered the door to find two Air force people in uniform asking to speak with me in private.

My mother stood with the air force officer to my left and the sergeant stood in front as another man entered the room dressed in black wearing a hat and dark sunglasses. I was asked to tell what I saw as follows: I saw bright round objects mostly in triangular groups of three flying in a manor not like any aircraft known. They were able to stop and turn on a dime and when they departed to an altitude near space they took off so fast that they appeared to vanish at about a 30-degree angle into space. Not bad for a thirteen-year-old kid the officer said of my story. (My SAT science score was in the top ten percent nationwide) For the next hour the air force guys tried to get me to change my story and I was growing tired of repeating myself. I then parroted back one of the officer’s stories as a way to make them leave. I noticed the officer look up at the guy in black for approval, as I could see the guy in black shake his head left and right. Now I knew I had to convince the guy in black and realized that the officer was taking his orders from him. So I came up with a better idea that got the approval from the big boss in black. The man in black never said a word to me even after asking him direct questions. He then folded his notebook and left followed by my mother and the officer.

After they had gone I grabbed the sergeant by his arm and asked him to tell me that the government knows what it was and I asked him to please tell me that they were not Russian aircraft. He smiled and said, “ You’re a pretty smart kid”. I told him I would not speak of this again if he would just tell me the truth; He did, and that was the end of it until now. He said that the government would soon tell the American people and ask me to remain silent until that time. It’s been long enough and now the truth needs to be told!

Our move to the suburbs in 1960 was not fun until I got my drivers license and a Honda CB-160. I took Karate from Kim in Newark for about two years while in High school. Kim D. said he was in the book of “Who’s Who” as second best in the world and was more famous than Bruce Lee. He had me teach his Black belt class after being there for about a year and a half because I was able to win every sparing match with every student as well as with Kim joined by his two best black belts at the same time. I weighed around 140 pounds at six foot three inches tall. (Remember the story about the flight of a 22 cal bullet…) That was very strange but true. I was able to see and react quicker than anyone in the school. Kim ask me to go with him to the World Open to be held in Washington D.C that year (1966?). He said he would be driving one of Elvis’s Cadillac’s. What sold me was the offer to be introduced to his friend Bruce lee. Green hornet was my favorite show. He refused to let me drive( Sure enough, when Bruce saw Kim he came running over to give Kim a big hug, much to my surprise. Note: I got to stand next to Bruce and “Odd Job”, (Bruce’s body guard) ringside when chuck Norris won the Triple Crown and was first to shake Norris’s hand after his win. You can see what I looked like if you look for the kid wearing a green jacket with two dragon patches. My teacher must have told Bruce about how good I was because Bruce ask me to do a private sparing match with Chuck. I told Bruce that I was just a white belt and did not bring my gee. He even offered to give me his black belt if I would fight Norris.  I was tempted but declined.

Drafted into the Army on August third 1967 and sent to Ft. Bragg, NC for basic training where I had to fight using padded sticks, I won every fight with knockouts. My first win was with the NC pro heavyweight champion Bill Chambers. He died from a hard left delivered that sent him flying through the air about ten feet or more. The boxing coach for the US Army lost an exhibition fight with Bill Chambers a week earlier. The last guy I had to fight was the D.C area kick boxing Champ two years running and was a third degree Black belt. He quit in the third round. I was careful not to hit him too hard after killing Chambers earlier. The medics worked on Bill for a long time to get his heart going again. Thank God he lived! I did not like to fight and complained to the sergeant about having to keep fighting all week long while the losers just had to fight one time. The next week I was told to stand near the edge of the exercise field and wait as the rest of the company went on to train without me. After about ten minutes a chopper landed next to me an officer walked over and ask if I was the guy that beat the Army boxing coach. He said that he wanted me to fly back with him to join the ranger school and that he was the commandant of that school. Strange but true! 

While training at Bragg I pissed of a sergeant so he told me to be the first one to jump from the top of the third level off a thirty-four foot tower wearing full gear and holding my M-14 rifle. I did a complete flip and landed on my feet, but the next five guys were carried off on stretchers, and then the captain arrived to chew out the asshole sergeant. 

Fast forward to AIT Ft Ord, CA where I had to run ten miles with our A42 infantry training company. I came in first with two CA marathon runners that were gasping for breath as they ask why I was talking normal and breathing through my nose with no sweat. (More about that later)

Jump to duty station in Germany where I got invited to join the Army Pistol team. This gets very strange even to me. I was able to put all five shots in the exact center of the target every time. It took the coach a long time to believe his eyes. He even had me shoot at separate targets before he believed. The exact center has an “X” in it that is white and the size of a 22 cal. hole so you can see if any of the white of the X is showing, the shot was not exactly in the center. (Five shots and NO white). I was made to shoot at five separate targets and did the same thing. That gave the coach a fit as he said what I did was impossible because it has never been done before…Ever! He made me sign and date the target in front of our Battalion commander. About a month later as I was walking back from the snack bar, two MP’s slid their jeep to a stop next to me and asked if I was Willis. The passenger got out and threw me in the back and sped off telling me that the president was on the phone and wanted to speak with me.

As I was being tossed around I told them to stop with the BS and tell me the truth. They were pushing me up the steps to the coach’s office as I could see the coach and other shooters looking at me with fear. The coach begged me not to say anything that might upset the commander in chief because he did not want to spend the rest of his life with me making little rocks out of big ones. He looked pale and scared. Still thinking it was an elaborate joke; I decided that I would play along. It was a long talk with the chairman of the joint chiefs because Nixon was called away to an emergency meeting. Earl Wheeler kept me on the phone for a long time because I told him I was not interested in representing the US in the Olympics. He ask if I was the same person that the two runners from Ft. Ord said beat them and that I had no sweat on my face or body and was breathing normally.

How did he know about that? Do they keep files on people of interest?

After leaving the Army in July 26th 1969 I was in college when I got home to fine a letter from the local FBI office telling me to call them immediately. I called them and they said I was to report to their office right away. Two special agents took me on a tour from the basement to the top floor where they would introduce me to everyone in the building, as they would explain their work at the FBI building. We arrived at boss’s office where I was offered $26,000 a year with a car and credit card if I would join them as a special agent. That was a lot on pay for a young guy. I ask if I could ask my wife and get her approval. He said that would be fine. My wife said she would not move To D.C. and that was final. I should have left her but she was pregnant with my child.

The point of this story is to suggest that there is an alien connection to our world that may have powers that are hard to believe or understand. The universe has planets that are millions of years older and others younger than our earth. If you stop and think about what our future may hold for us humans in the next thousand years, you can better understand the potential for the existence of a race of very highly advanced humans. Did they mess with my DNA as a child? Are there other people out there that have been altered, and to what purpose?

While working in a “search for Eric Rudolf as a volunteer at a dark pitch-black camp site near Andrews, NC, I was tasked with standing guard at the entrance to the park. The looped dirt road with-in the park was littered with debris of rocks and tree branches. You could not see your hand in front of your face while looking up at the night sky. As I heard someone approaching at a fast pace without the aid of a flashlight, I used my light to search him for night vision and found none.

He said that he was told to not talk to me but decided he needed to ask me questions about anything strange in my life. He claimed to be able to see me give off light that lit up the camp like daylight. Yes I was skeptical, but had no other explanation how he could have traversed that rough terrain without falling on his ass.  I would like to confirm this ability to see people that give off light with some proof. Bo Gritz had gathered folks from around the whole country and may have found people with strange abilities.

With all of the reported sightings of Aliens and flying saucers, why do we still write these folks off as being crazy? I never told my shooting coach that I did a test to see if I could hold my pistol to the side and just watch the bullet in flight and still hit the target. I followed the flight of the bullet to the exact dead center without looking at the gun…Now do you understand why I have a problem with other folks not believing me?

There are many other strange stories about hard to believe events, but either you believe or not will make no difference.

This is my recorded statement so others like me will take some comfort in knowing that they are not alone…

PS. A little extra about why I believe there are aliens actively involved on this earth: In the mid 60’s my science teacher, Mr. Cole liked that I scored in the top ten percent nation wide and I liked to pick his brain after class. While helping him clean up one day he ask me what I thought the strongest force in the universe was. I said that it was fusion. He replied with “guess again”, and I said I had no other guess. After a long pause he told me that it was electromagnetism. He played a cat and mouse game with this conversation for a long time before he revealed his purpose for the talk.

 He said the he was tasked to stay with friends working on a top secret project at Los Alamos, NM to get ideas of how to build a new science lab for the new McKean H.S. His friends told him that they were building an anti-gravity drive system based on alien technology. I was shocked at what I had just heard from a teacher that was a no nonsense science teacher. I was asked to never tell anyone about what he was about to share with me. After I promised him he told me how it worked and what the device was capable of doing. (See more:  

http://www.disclose.tv/action/viewvideo/11113/The_Secret_to_TRUE_Anti_Gravity_REVEALED_/ 

It could reduce the gravitational pull of the earth by about 89% and produce enormous amounts of electrical energy as well and it also reduce the effects of inertia and displace time. Please remember that this was what we had back in the mid 60’s.

Fast forward to 1999 in North central Idaho where a friend told me about what he saw fly over our neighborhood. He described a craft the size of two football fields that came from the East in a manor that a star trek spacecraft would do as it came out of warp drive. It flew westward at near hover speed and then departed in a flash to the West. He said it was a triangle shaped craft with blue/gray painted bottom. My friend works for Boeing and is a pilot. Guess they found a use for the anti-gravity drive…

I hope that some day this information will be told to the world so that the world will demand to be given clean energy. I do understand why such information must be kept secret, but I worry that the wrong people for the wrong reasons are keeping this information to themselves for selfish reasons!

At near the end of my life I feel compelled to tell what I know. I will also pray that my grandkids will be protected, as I have been all these years. I would like to talk with other folks that know more about what is going on with aliens. Most people do not want to look foolish by talking about such things, but if we are ever to know the truth, we must tell what we know without the embellishments! 

Just the facts as we have witnessed them may lead to the big picture. Do it for the grandkids before its too late. Please…

“The story of Walt Willis”, may be found on you tube.

