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FOREWORD 

le is unusual for scientists to keep diaries and even more unusual for 
them to make them public. While we know much about the intimate 
lives and personal motivations of musicians, movie stars and literary 
figures, the day-to-day life of scientists remains carefully veiled, as if sci
ence somehow arose spontaneously by a process which superseded the 
mere activities of mortals. 

Like most of my colleagues, I have followed this rule of silence for 
the last thirty years, never expecting that these Journals would be published 
before my death. But I have finally decided that I had no right to keep 
them private any more. Although they contain many passages that are very 
personal and some that are painful, they also provide a primary source 
about a crucial fact in the recent historical record: the appearance of new 
classes of phenomena that highlighted the reality of the paranormal. 
These phenomena were deliberately denied or distorted by those in 
authority within the government and the military. Science never had fair 
and complete access to the most important files. This fact has been 
alleged before, but never proven. The present book proves it. 

Publication was not considered when the pages of these Journals 
slowly accumulated in the form of copybooks, loose pages, letters and 
marginal notes. I simply regarded it as a useful intellectual and spiritual 
discipline to review for myself the events of each period, if not those of 
each day. At first this exercise helped me cope with the uncertainties and 
the rapid changes in my life as a student in France. Later, when I moved 
to the United States, the Journal became a confidant and, more impor
tantly, an adviser, a crystal ball, a tool to interrogate the future and to 
explore its potential. 

It turns out that the thirteen years covered here, from 1957 to 1969, 
saw some of the most exciting events in technological history: the first 
space adventures, the rise of the computer, the electronic revolution, the 
invention of advanced software, the flight to the moon, the first detailed 
images of other planets. As a young scientist I was a minor contributor to 
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FORBIDDEN SCIENCE 

some of these events, an avidly interested observer of others. These devel
opments which changed our world are well-documented in countless 
books. Behind the grand parade of the visible breakthroughs in science, 
however, more private mysteries were also taking place. The paranormal, 
with its claims and counter-claims about telepathy, dowsing, astrology, 
healing and other effects, was a matter of sharp debate and secret passion 
among believers and skeptics. And there were even more exciting events 
taking place: all over the world people had begun to observe what they 
described as controlled devices in the sky. They were shaped like saucers or 
spheres. They seemed to violate every known principle in our physics. 

Did these objects constitute the first signal of imminent contact with 
alien civilizations from outer space at a time when we were designing 
our own space probes? Governments took notice, organizing task forces, 
encouraging secret briefings and study groups, funding classified research 
. . . and all the time denying before the public that any of the phenomena 
might be real. 

What the media and the scientific world were told by those responsible 
for public welfare had little to do with what was happening. Anyone 
reviewing that period and looking solely at the official story will have 
no chance of coming to grips with the truth about the unfolding dra
ma. In fact, the major revelation of these Diaries may be the demon
stration of how the scientific community was misled by the government, 
how the best data were kept hidden, and how the public record was 
shamelessly manipulated. 

Witnesses of the strange occurrences numbered in the millions. But the 
study of their observations had been forcefully driven underground. It had 
turned into a fascinating discipline in a hypocritical modern world that 
claimed rational thought and open inquiry as its highest standard: it had 
become a Forbidden Science. 

No reminiscences of that era can be credible unless they are sup
ported by the daily record of conversations, meetings and research results 
made by a participant in the actual events. I kept such a record and I 
was such a participant, first as a direct witness to the phenomenon in 
1955, then as a French Government astronomer, and later as a comput
er scientist who played a significant role in detecting and publishing 
some of the major patterns behind the mystery and in arguing for its 
reality. In that phase of my work I was a close associate of Dr. J. Allen 
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Hynek, the man who was scientific consultant for the U.S. Air Force on 
the UFO problem for nearly a quarter century, specifically from 1947 

to 1969. 
Several factors make it important to bring these notes, however per

sonal and fragmentary, to the attention of the public. Only one book 
was published by a professional historian who took an interest in the 
field, but it is marred by distortions and errors of omission. And there is 
a growing misunderstanding of the actual role played by Dr. Hynek in the 
study of unidentified flying objects. 

Allen Hynek liked to remind us that beyond today's science there 
would be a twenty-first century science that would have to take into 
account phenomena that seemed paranormal to us simply because of 
our parochial mental attitudes and the limitations of what he aptly called 
our cultural provincialism. I hope to bring him back to life here, along 
with Dr. James McDonald and other figures of that era. 

The record stops twenty years ago, as I arrived in California where I 
now live with my family. I have augmented it with an Epilogue that 
brings the reader up to the present. Indeed, many important events that 
have taken place in the intervening period throw new light on the theo
ries I formed before 1969. Some of these theories have turned out to be 
quite accurate; some were wrong, and the true facts were only revealed lat
er. Other facts are still hidden. When they eventually come to the surface, 
as they must, it is my hope that this statement of the early years of our 
research into Forbidden Science may serve to highlight their true sig
nificance. 

I fully recognize that this is only one man's perspective on a series of 
very complex events. Because this book is a compilation of diaries, it 
contains opinions that are no longer mine and judgments I now regret, 
along with much evidence of mistakes I made along the way. I owe many 
thanks to Janine, to Richard Grossinger and especially to Lindy Hough at 
North Atlantic Books for their guidance in editing, pruning and stream
lining the text. However it was not appropriate, of course, to change the 
record. At this late date I can only beg the forgiveness of those who may 
eel that my pen, often "hurriedly dipped in the inkwell of frustration," 

was overly rash. 

Jacques Vallee 
San Francisco, January 1992. 
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1 
Pontoise. Christmas Eve 1957. 

Never again will I wait for Philippe near my house on Saint-Jean 
street. Such is the sudden realization that fills my mind, and these words 
seem to match the color of my wall covered with red ivy, the color of 
my whole childhood. 

Philippe is a high school classmate, an old friend. When I lived here 
in my parents' house, my house, he used to come and pick me up every 
morning precisely at ten to eight, on the way to school. I would already 
be in the street, walking ever so slowly, to give him time to appear at 
the turn beyond the grocery store. This went on for years, when we were 
eight, when we were fifteen. The perspective of things changed gradual
ly without our noticing it. 

Now life is separating me from all the things I have known. I sud
denly realize that this little town where I grew up is no longer my town; 
that I do not belong in the streets along which I walked in years past. 
Philippe is going away to study for a bachelor's degree in physics, my 
other friends are scattered far and wide. As for me, I am eighteen years old 
now. I am already forgetting the speeches of Cicero and the art of scaring 
away the neighbor's cat with my slingshot. Only last week, in Paris, I 
parted with my first mistress, a tiny girl from Britanny who cried at the 
movies. 

I am trying to enter the life of a scientist, of a man who peels apart 
new concepts like the skins of an onion to remove each layer. Yet on the 
other side, on the side of my ivy-covered wall, I have a hard time giv
ing up the slingshot kid. 

This anguish of a Christmas night filled with the books of old and the 
tree of tradition, this anguish is born of sorrow. There was a need for 
something that would mark the transition. Indeed everything will change 
again: my father will not live long. A certain pain in my brother's voice, 
a pain he could not hide over the phone, was the signal. 
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I will not be very demonstrative when the end comes. But this is 
Christmas and the bells, the obsolete bells of nearby Saint Maclou, ring 
at midnight, urging me to write. 

Consider the whole existence of a man, with all of the ramifications 
that implies in the existence of others, in their minds, in their con
sciousness: How can all that be annihilated by more or less simple chem
ical degradation of the cells? I understand why people still need to erect 
a God to store within it this kind of dilemma. Never again will I wait 
for Philippe. And soon I will no longer see my father, my old father, 
walking from one room to another in my old house. And my old house 
on Saint-Jean street must disappear forever as well, with all the stars that 
are above and the trees around it. How am I expected to find a grave 
big enough for all that? 

Paris. 10 January 1958. 

I spent New Year's Eve at the Mexican cafe, our Headquarters on 
Place de la Contrescarpe. It is a tiny square on the eastern edge of the 
Latin Quarter, surrounded by quaint shops and picturesque buildings, 
home to tramps and winos. The whole gang was there, including Granville 
and the Baron, my friend Claudine and others, unavoidable others. Now 
classes are starting again at the Sorbonne. 

My brother is a medical specialist. He has discussed our father's illness 
with his colleagues in Pontoise: there is no hope. 

Paris. 20 January 1958. 

A frozen impression, a strange release: My father is dead. Oddly, I 
don't have the feeling of having "lost" anything, of having less substance. 
On the contrary, I have this absurd sense: I have come closer to a certain 
reality. But here is the sorrow, to have lost in potential what I gained in 
knowledge. The new emotions I have just gained are useless. 

After I watched him die, and kissed him, I went out into the street. 
The first snow had fallen, in fine heavy layers, pure perfection against a 
great blue silent sky. I was astonished at the sudden beauty of the world. 

In today's society there can be no harmony among people like my 
father, my brother, and me. We disagree viscerally on too many subjects, 
from morality to music, or the war in Algeria. He was a stern conserva
tive and we yearn for change. That's normal, and also cruel. The Norm 
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excludes any tears: it rules, that is all. 
Will things go the same way for me and my children? Probably. Unless 

I find what I am looking for: well-defined substance, unbounded poten
tial within myself. Is that possible? 

Back in Paris, at the student house where I live, I am pretending that 
life carries me along normally. I have not taken anyone into my 
confidence. I want to keep all my strength for the future. 

Paris. 15 February 1958. 

The French Astronomical Society has just published an account I sent 
them of an unusual sighting of the first Sputnik. It's an observation I made 
last year in Pontoise, from the terrace behind the house. The event took 
place three months ago on Sunday, 24 November 1957 at 5:54 p.m. 
Watching the object, probably part of the booster rocket, I found it sim
ilar to Jupiter in apparent size and luminosity as it passed through Cas
siopeia. It got lost in the Southeast in less than two minutes. 

Having heard that the booster of Sputnik had broken up into several 
pieces I waited for any other object that might follow on a similar orbit. 
Indeed at 6:10 p.m. I saw a faint luminous trail with the naked eye. It was 
rising between the first two stars of the Big Dipper, in the direction of 
Polaris. I looked at it with a telescope given to me by my uncle Mau
rice, my father's brother. This instrument is an antique World War I 
artillery refractor with a magnification of 25 which enabled me to see a 
small orange point at the tip of the trail. I lost it after about 15 seconds, 
but the trail remained clearly visible in the sky and it drifted to the zenith 
at 6:30 p.m. I sent an account of the whole thing to the French Astro
nomical Society and to Paul Muller, head of the artificial satellite ser
vice at Paris Observatory in Meudon. Now it turns out that another 
amateur astronomer saw precisely the same thing from Joinville, and our 
two observations appear together in L'Astronomie.1 

Paris. 20 March 1958. 

The world is changing. This city has been shaken by sudden political 
upheaval. History is accelerating. I can feel it turning from its usual elu-
siveness to the consistency of a liquid or a jelly. The Fourth Republic is 
threatened from the Right, as a result of the lingering, impossible war 
in Algeria where a large, conservative and increasingly militant French 
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population remains. My friends among the students expect things to 
turn nasty. Trucks covered with greenish-brown fabric are in evidence 
throughout the Latin Quarter; jeeps equipped with radio transmitters 
drive up and down the Boulevard Saint-Michel. I have just seen half a 
dozen trucks filled with gendarmes parked in front of the Pantheon. 
They seem to be expecting a full-scale riot. 

French democracy may be about to pay for all the mistakes it has 
made over the years, especially this stupid war. Like my fellow students, 
I am outraged at all the lies spread by the bureaucracy, the censorship, the 
denial of the tortures committed in North Africa by the French Army: our 
country is engaged in the same kind of actions that we were taught would 
forever designate the German Nazi to the shame of the whole world. 
We wonder what this means for us. What kind of future are we studying 
for? 

Paris. 27 March 1958. 

I just wrote a letter to my mother, who is now alone in that big house 
my parents have rented in Pontoise for the last sixteen years: 

I got back safely last Sunday on that excellent train. I was back 
exacdy at 9:30 p.m. Some thirty cops were stationed at the subway 
entrance. They had machine guns and everything that is neces
sary in order to kill people. They were systematically stopping 
anyone who looked like an Arab. 

My work goes along well. I am studying hard for the Analysis 
exams, and now it's only a question of spending more time with 
the books and the homework problems. My goal is to pass the 
written part in June. 

I will make arrangements to spend more time with her at Easter. It 
makes me sad to imagine her alone in Pontoise. She has always looked at 
the world through the eyes of a great lady. She is quick to assess people's 
character, quick to rescue the lost child, to feed the poor beggar, to get 
angry at injustice. She comes from an industrious family of Protestants 
whose various branches extend all over Europe. Her parents went broke 
when the flood of 1910 wiped out their fur and pelt trading business. 
She raised her thirteen brothers and sisters by herself, and there was no 
opportunity for her to finish school. But her heart is as big as the whole 
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world and her mind has the direct intuition that needs no schooling. 
Recently I came across a picture of us taken when I was about eight 

years old, on the terrace in Pontoise. My father is dressed in his Sunday 
best, a three-piece suit and a tie. My mother holds my hand. I lean against 
the wall, without a care in the world. 

Paris. 16 April 1958. 

Normal work has become impossible, life is suspended. The Gov
ernment has fallen. Socialist leader Guy Mollet warns of "a crisis of 
Regime" and calls for a new Popular Front, while powerful appeals to a 
neo-fascist "Comite de Salut Public" (Public Salvation Committee) are 
heard from the Right. All this is drowned in idiotic commentaries by 
our well-informed media: "the crisis will be long and painful," a political 
journalist has stated in all seriousness; "the President expects to solve it 
rapidly." The President in question is Monsieur Coty, a nice old man 
who has never done anything rapidly in his life. I have heard another 
politician, Le Troquer, adding ponderously that "depending on the cir
cumstances, the crisis may be long or short." Only one thing seems clear 
to me: if the Assembly does not come to some decision soon, time will 
work in favor of an overthrow of the regime: we will either get General De 
Gaulle, or a new Popular Front. 

Paris. May Day 1958. 

The crisis has entered its fifteenth day. Fights have started. This after
noon I found myself on rue Mouffetard returning from a demonstra
tion in protest of the execution of a young Algerian. The Latin Quarter 
was full of sunshine. Around us the market was bustling with activity, 
with its open-air displays of fruits and vegetables, the stalls selling meat and 
fresh fish, flowers, ham and sausages. Suddenly, frantic screams made us 
whirl around: A struggle was erupting. Foolishly, we were tempted to 
watch and we came closer. A dozen men were engaged in a brawl in the 
narrow street. One of them, a fellow in his forties, produced a heavy 
stick and started swinging, but others jumped on him and the stick rolled 
away. As he freed himself, a gun in his hand caught the sun. Stunned, his 
assailants took a hurried step back. We did the same, with that sick feel
ing: who would catch the first bullet? I was less than ten feet away. He 
turned and rushed ahead into the crowd. 
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Someone yelled: "The cops!" The participants scattered down the 
side streets. 

Soon the entire area was surrounded, from the Gobelins to rue d'Ulm. 
Police buses blocked every corner, machine guns and radio transmitters 
in evidence. I saw a car and two motorcycles coming down the medieval 
streets of Contrescarpe. We ran away from them towards Place Monge. A 
helicopter flew low over the rooftops. Now there is a rumor that the 
man was a provocateur, that he worked for the police, who were seeking 
an excuse to come into the area in force. 

A huge black bus full of cops-, unable to wedge its way down the nar
row street to the church of Saint-Medard, was forced to drive backwards 
all the way up rue Mouffetard under the catcalls and the jokes of the 
shopkeepers, the peddlers, the old women of the market. 

The Latin Quarter, which has seen many a revolution down through 
history, remains effervescent tonight. The helicopter keeps flying in nar
row circles. 

Paris. 12 May 1958. 

Things are getting worse. A very bland politician named Pflimlin is 

attempting to form a new Cabinet. The Far Right seems ready to take 

drastic action to overthrow him and seize control. In our section of Paris 

there is an intense war of the walls. Graffiti of both sides, childishly, cov

er every fence, every available space. When we walk back from our evening 

coffee at Contrescarpe we can't resist scribbling over the rightists' slo

gans. Thus "Vive Le Pen" becomes "Vive Le Penis!" But we worry about 

the future, even as we confidently sing "Fascism shall not pass!" People 

look at the empty sky, naively expecting it to fill up at any time with 

paratroopers from Algiers in full battle gear, red berets on their heads, 

machine guns at the ready. 

Paris. 13 May 1958. 

The Prime Minister seems to have gained the upper hand: "It is an 
insult to suggest that I would permit Algeria to be lost," he says. "Algeria 
shall remain French." 

In the meantime, back in Algiers, an anti-Government demonstration 
initially scheduled for the middle of the afternoon has been delayed by two 
hours to allow it to gain strength by merging with a rally planned for 
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the same evening. The general strike is beginning. French troops have 
been ordered to remain in their quarters. 

10:10 p.m. The creation of a Public Salvation Committee has just 
been announced. Predictably, it is headed up by rightist General Mas-
su. The French who live in Algiers are taking to the street to greet 
Soustelle, an ultra-conservative politician. The University is in such tur
moil that normal studies are out of the question, many classes have been 
called off, others are constantly disrupted by demonstrations and politi
cal meetings. 

Paris. 14 May 1958. 

It is 9:40 a.m. Telephone communications between Algiers and Paris 
have been cut off by the Government. Maritime shipping traffic is being 
detoured to Tunisia. Several people have been arrested in Paris. In the 
Latin Quarter the excitement I witness is unprecedented. There is an air 
of insurrection in every gathering. 

Yesterday I joined a demonstration in the courtyard of the Sorbonne. 
Fine speeches were made, announcing great imminent movements on 
the part of "The People" and "The Masses." But it was hard to find two 
individuals in the crowd with the same interpretation of current events. 
Pflimlin, who is still in charge of the Government, has banned all polit
ical gatherings. De Gaulle is rumored to be in Paris, in an office located 
on rue de Solferino. 

Paris. 15 May 1958. 

Like every French citizen I am staying close to the radio to follow 
events in Algiers minute by minute. The Soviet Union has launched its 
third Sputnik, but in the current political frenzy no one seems to care 
that a major new step in the conquest of space has just taken place. The 
satellite weighs a ton and a half, and the booster rocket is in orbit along 
with it. 

General Salan has stunned the country by delivering a speech which 
ended with "Vive la France! Vive l'Algerie Francaise! Vive De Gaulle!" In 
Paris the government called this statement an "optical illusion." But De 
Gaulle has answered the call by announcing that he was indeed ready, 
"as in 1945, to assume the widest responsibilities." What we are seeing is 
the unfolding of an obvious conspiracy to bring the General back to 
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power, and to bury the Fourth Republic. 

Paris. 27 May 1958. 

It is 1:40 p.m. Planes carrying paratroopers and units of the Special 
Forces are said to have landed near Paris. The French fleet is in Algerian 
ports. De Gaulle is definitely in Paris. Pflimlin vanished during the night. 
Has President Coty met with De Gaulle? There is talk of an insurrec
tion in the Southwest. 

Pontoise. 29 June 1958. 

I have learned that I flunked General Mathematics. This throws my 
life into further uncertainty. Yet passing this examination is a crucial req
uisite for me. Without it I can do nothing. All the recent political turmoil 
in Paris, the demonstrations, the strikes, have not helped my studies; 
neither has the life I have led, these last few weeks, with Claudine. She cre
ates a feeling of impossible nightmare. As dawn arrives, a weak whitish 
daylight leaks into her room through the curtains. We wake up in the 
low bed. I lose all sense of time. Since the first day, there has been an 
invisible barrier between us. 

It was on Monday evening that I found out that I had failed, after a 
huge scuffle to fight my way through the crowd of students and to get 
near the posted results. I spent Tuesday night with Claudine. This time 
I found her less tormented, more accessible. On the bedside table there 
was a love letter in fine handwriting, addressed to her: "My Darling 
Claudine . . . " I did not read it, but I was indiscreet enough to glance at 
the signature: it was from another woman who lives in the Midi. 

Paris. 21 July 1958. 

Finally, De Gaulle is here. What seemed unthinkable has happened 
quite naturally, in spite of all the Leftists who were clamoring that his 
return would surely trigger an insurrection, a terrible civil war. In fact, after 
a few days of disorder, during which madness did rule and newspaper 
headlines became huge, all the political parties have simply resumed their 
old intrigues as if nothing had happened. 

I saw Claudine on rue Monge. 
"Do we say hello?" I asked her. 
In response she simply gave me her hand. 
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"You would come and have a drink with me, if you were a true friend," 
I added. 

We went to the corner bistro and we had a cup of coffee. We were very 
close again, very tender. The next morning we took the train and went to 
Pontoise, where I now spend every week-end visiting Maman. My broth
er was there; his children cheered up Claudine. 

On Friday we had dinner with my friend Granville, who studies for a 
degree in pedagogy. I was rather somber at first, but I soon found it fun
ny to watch our strange bohemian group. We looked like the survivors of 
a wreck, a band of drifters united by their uncertain destiny. Claudine was 
terribly out of place in her red party dress. Granville had plastered some 
sort of white powder over his face. I was wearing a dirty old jacket. I 
had been painting my walls all day, fixing up as best I could the little 
room into which I will soon be moving, at the other end of Paris. My 
fingers were still spotted with paint. To make things worse we decided to 
eat at a fancy Chinese restaurant, where the waiters looked down on us in 
disapproval. Yet I felt this pantomime was a fitting way to bring to a 
close my two years of wandering in the old Latin Quarter, two years 
devoted more to the vibrant streets than to serious study on the hard 
benches of the Sorbonne. 

When we got out of the restaurant we danced on the sidewalk like 
three idiots, not caring about tomorrow. Yet later, on the Metro, Claudine 
held my hand in a strange, serious, almost desperate way. 

Paris. 7 August 1958. 

My friend Marcel was right the other day when he asked me: "Why is 
it so damned important for you to study science?" He was right, but 
only in asking the question. It would be a drastic limitation to dedicate 
myself exclusively to the study of science, like a priest dedicating himself 
to God. I will indeed study science, but I will do it with the knowledge 
that an appreciation for art, fantasy and sensitivity is not a "negative 
trait' that I ought to suppress within myself. 

During my first year at the Sorbonne I was frequently discussing 
these lofty topics with a girl who had befriended me. One day she brought 
a small package: "This is for you," she said. "It was among some books my 
grandmother left when she died. I think you should have it." It was His-
toire et Doctrines des Rose+Croix, by Sedir (1932). I lost sight of the girl, 
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but I have treasured the book ever since, and it is with me now, a source 

of inspiration and a tangible link to the deeper questions I long to explore. 

I want to look behind the scenes of our human existence. Unfortu

nately I have found no one who is able to answer my questions about for

bidden things: What is research? Does it consist simply in tiring our 

minds while looking for impossible solutions? Gould one find the ulti

mate secret by simply giving up the search, satiated with the pointless, 

superficial agitation of life, and looking instead at the infinite void 

beyond it? 

When we discuss love, sex and destiny Claudine cautions me: "You're 

only nineteen. At twenty-two you will run the risk of discovering that you 

have already known what most men only experience at thirty or even, 

for most of them, never." 

Funny how she still uses the formal vous with me. Perhaps it is true 

that I have been here, inside this particular body, for nineteen years. But 

in reality I feel that I have always existed. My brother is a hard-boiled 

physician, an agnostic and a cynic. But for his attitude towards life to 

be justified, the ancestral terrors I hear blowing through my soul would 

have to stop, the universe would have to become limited, time finite. 

Everything would have to die and go away. 

Paris. 8 August 1958. 

Who will tell me what death is? 

My father has ceased to think, to hear and to see. In the last few 
hours before he died he thought he heard music. He asked my mother if 
it was a piece by Bach playing on the radio. But do I feel any call from 
him? No: nothing but the whispers of eternity itself, which I cannot 
hush within me. Night beckons to me in a similar way, can I deny it? I can 
almost hear the night, falling in fine drops around me, when I am hold
ing Claudine's sleeping body against mine; and the starry night calls out 
to me too, a living mystery filled with other worlds. What is this attrac
tion of nothingness we feel, beyond the fabulous amount of matter radi
ating in the dark sky? So much substance, metals, energy, explosions, 
just to create the tiny point of a star in my eye! Nature is multiplying 
these orgies of time and distance beyond the understanding of my poor 
human spirit, and to prove what? The existence of Nothingness? 

Claudine, I sought the answer in your own life, in a tenderness that re-
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mained beyond reach. This strange privilege you afforded me, giving 
me your body without letting me touch your soul. . . . What were you 
afraid of? 

2 
Paris. 25 August 1958. 

Now I have my own room in Paris, close to Porte Champerret. It is 
one of the small rooms on the seventh floor of the building, under the 
roof, which in more elegant times used to be allocated to the chamber
maids of the bourgeoisie. The elevator only reaches to the sixth floor, 
then I walk up one more level up the servants' stairs. This is a tiny place, 
barely ten feet long and seven feet wide, into which the slope of the roof 
cuts an angle. But it is mine. I am in bed at last, lying under a blue blan
ket. It is 10:20 p.m. 

At first it was nothing but a dusty mess, to be truthful, my little 
mansarde. I was thrilled two months ago when Claudine told me it was 
available, because I have no money and I certainly cannot afford an 
apartment or even a studio. I have made some improvements: a few elec
trical connections, a movable lamp. I cleaned up the floor, I installed a 
small water tank above a wash basin (there is no running water, no sew
er: I carry the waste water and empty it in the lavatory down the hall). I 
put up shelves for my books. I nailed a piece of plywood to the wall and 
I painted it black to serve as a chalkboard for math problems. 

This part of the city was unfamiliar to me, but it is now coming alive 
through many tiny scenes, as I wait for the 84 bus every day, or as I take 
my breakfast at the Cafe des Sports. 

On Wednesday I found a letter from Claudine, so unsure of herself. So 
direct: "Pas ma fete a moi." Not my day. Write to me, she was asking. 

Is there another level of life and awareness? I have long been aware that 
I could pass almost at will from the plane of normal consciousness to 
•. . another plane. There are dozens of examples: all those circumstances 
when something like an electronic relay suddenly seems to close deep 
inside me, when time starts flowing at a different speed, when new angles 
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of reality are revealed. My strengths become more clear then, my body 
goes on automatic. The spirit flies off. 

Whoever possesses this "other kind" of thought recognizes it at once. 
It comes with the feeling that we do not really "exist" any more in this 
world than a single note in a symphony exists, or a single spark in the 
fireplace. We are both creators and tributaries of the universe we per
ceive. 

A chance meeting I recently had with one of my neighbors, a strange 
mystical man from the Middle East with an advanced degree in engi
neering and a passion for ancient texts, makes me experience once again 
this unusual ability of my mind. He noticed the urgency I was putting 
into my work. He told me: "You seek to create in order to fulfill some
thing within yourself. That's absurd, my friend. What is zero plus zero? 
Instead you should create through the mere desire to create: inspiration 
pure and simple. Never look at your own work. If you want to be a mas
ter some day you must find pleasure in creating without having a precise 
objective, without pursuing a rational goal." 

Paris. 27 August 1958. 

I am now reading a book called Mysterieux Objets Celestes,1 which is 
challenging the very depths of my mind. It was while browsing at the 
Bazar de I'Hotel de Ville department store that the title caught my eye. I 
grabbed it immediately. At last, an intelligent book about flying saucers! 
Yet I suppose that for those who are rooted in the ordinary world, it 
does not matter if a few researchers have found that the immense contour 
of other shapes, other civilizations, could be discerned beyond our world. 

Will these strange events begin again soon? Deep within myself I pas
sionately want them to wait for me, and to find me established in my 
future life as a researcher. This is an ironic thought, knowing as I do 
that I will probably die without seeing any solution to this immense 
problem, or without being able to contribute to it. 

On a more finite level I have a new girlfriend named Juliette. Some
thing tells me that some serious developments could take place between 
us. Claudine has awakened my instincts in this domain where I was 
blind, deaf and mute. Yet there has been nothing said between Juliette and 
me, not even a hint of a flirting gesture. Only the atmosphere getting 
heavier. 
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Paris. 1 September 1958. 

My interest in "flying saucers" goes back to the Fall of 1954 when 
there was a deluge of sightings in France, and indeed throughout Europe, 
from England to Italy. Every day the front page of all the newspapers, 
from L'Aurore to France-Soir, carried big headlines and surprising claims 
which the radio amplified with commentaries and on-the-air interviews. 
My father, a respected magistrate, a former investigative Judge who had 
been promoted to Paris as a Justice of the Court of Appeals, would scoff 
at such reports: in his profession, he pointed out, he had become leery of 
the weakness of human testimony. Especially that of experts. 

As a kid I remember hearing one of the earliest French witnesses, a rail
road worker named Marius Dewilde, telling his story to radio broad
caster Jean Nohain in a live interview on the evening news: "I had gone 
out to piss ..." he bluntly told the whole nation. He had seen two little 
robots next to a dark machine resting on the nearby railroad tracks. The 
air police found traces of a large mass. A strange ray issued from the 
object and paralyzed Dewilde. I believed his story at the time. I still do. 
During the three months the wave lasted I carefully gathered such clip
pings and glued them into a fat copybook. 

It was during the following year, a Sunday in May 1955, that I 
observed a flying saucer over Pontoise. 

My mother saw it first. She had been working in the yard, pulling 
weeds and caring for her flowers. She was getting ready to put her tools 
away to prepare the afternoon coffee, a sacred tradition in our family. 
She had to scream to get our attention, because my father and I were 
up in the attic, where he had his woodworking room. He was busy and 
did not consider such an event significant enough for him to come down. 
I rushed to a window that had a Southern exposure but could see noth
ing. I ran down three flights of stairs into the yard to join my mother, and 
then I did see it. 

What I observed was a gray, metallic disk with a clear bubble on top. 
It was about the apparent size of the moon and it hovered silently in the 
sky above the church of Saint-Maclou. I have no recollection of seeing it 
go away. My mother says it flew off, leaving a few puffs of white sub
stance behind. Remembering the war years, she first thought they were 
parachutes. 
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I was left with the single strong impression that we must respond; that 

human dignity demanded an answer, even if it was only a symbolic 

acknowledgment of our lack of understanding. I realized then and there 

that I would forever be ashamed of the human race if we simply ignored 

"their" presence. 

The next day I met with my closest friend Philippe at the College, 

where we were "cramming" for the Baccalaureate examinations. He men

tioned seeing the same strange object from his house, half a mile North 

of my position, on higher ground. He had watched it through binoculars, 

and confirmed my description. 

My father was sternly opposed to our making any kind of report. 

The family of a distinguished judge does not get his name into the papers 

with some flying saucer story. What we had seen must be some kind of 

new aircraft, he insisted, something explainable. I convinced myself that 

he must be right. 

Now Aime Michel has reopened the whole question: studying all the 

sightings of 1954, he has found that they fell along straight alignments 

that criss-cross the French territory. He calls this pattern "orthoteny," 

from Greek words that mean "drawn along a straight line." 

Paris. 9 September 1958. 

I have written to Aime Michel. My letter begins: 

I have just put down your book, and this is far from a gratuitous 

act On every fundamental point you bring reason where the 
best people who came before you gave us nothing but a multi

plicity of excuses. 

It is only with a few of his conclusions that I argue, when he despairs 

of our position with respect to the beings who control the objects. I find 

two arguments against this despair: 

1. Faced with "orthoteny" (the fact that saucer sightings seem to 
occur along straight lines), you compare us to an eight-year-old boy 
standing before Einstein's blackboard. Yet the boy, when he grows 
up to be thirty and is educated in math and physics, may be an 
even greater genius How can we believe that beings with the 
degree of evolution we can reasonably ascribe to "them" would 
not have methods of education superior to ours? 
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Of course, in order to educate us, they would have to find us worthy 
of a dialogue with them. When we probe their behavior, what do we 
find? The gap between their knowledge and ours does not appear to be so 
enormous. And they seem to reason along a set of concepts analogous 
to ours. 

2. If we believe the flying saucer witnesses who speak of seeing 
small hairy beings, we should also believe them when they claim 
to have seen these same beings along with others who were mor
phologically human. This implies a similarity of level between us 
and them. There are indeed differences, but mere "differences" 
can be bridged. I am only a math student, and my nineteen years 
do not give me that right to prophecy that some scientists are so 
quick to claim for themselves. But it seems to me that if we extrap
olate our civilization by fifty or a hundred years, we could well 
find round flying machines in our own future, as well as excursions 
beyond the solar system. 

I close my long letter by thanking Aime Michel for writing the book: 
"It gives us a reason to face the problem. It enables us to begin valuable 
research quietly. Serious work can start at last, because of you." 

Paris. 13 September 1958. 

How should one speak of a night of love? What is the use of words 
beyond meaning? I only want silence, warm lingering rest. My room has 
lost its arid, awkward face. Upon waking up, next to Juliette's long black 
hair curling up over the blanket, I cast an ironic eye on the word "Ascese," 
asceticism, which I had painted on a curtain in purer, lonelier days. This 
bed lost all shape last night, this narrow single bed torn away by pas
sion. Why should I describe our trust on paper, when I can still taste it on 
my lips? 

Paris. 16 September 1958. 

There are diverse ways towards life. I need to find one, and I need 
new ground on which to build, to open new roads: I must give free rein 
to a new intelligence within myself. I am not speaking so much of build
ing my own life as of achieving the final destruction of the lives of others 
within myself. I long for the end of adolescence, that worthless tumult. 
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How lonely I have been all these years! 

Paris. 21 September 1958. 

Aime Michel has answered me. He thinks that I underestimate the 
problem of communication between us and X: 

My book gives a misleading feeling of simplicity because of the 
restrictions I imposed on myself. There are some sightings, as 
credible as those I have quoted, where the witnesses saw the object 
disappear instantaneously without any spatial displacement. There 
are others where a solid geometric object changed shape in a frac
tion of a second. Can you imagine a pyramid turning into a cube? 
Remember what Poincare said about the fundamental importance 
of solid bodies in our logic. 

He points out that there are some domains in which no one will ever 
do better than man, not even God if He exists: Mozart's oboe and clarinet 
concerto, for instance. "There are human absolutes," he says. 

By the way, allow someone who was your age when you were born 
to give you some advice: you have a remarkably gifted mind. Do 
not let yourself get abused by the idea of "getting to the bottom of 
things," which is only a mirage. Cultivate your mind like a flower 
but be careful: the pavot is a flower. 

Pontoise. 12 October 1958. 

The qualifying examinations come two days from now. I have anoth
er shot at General Mathematics. When I read all this again later, I am 
not sure I will remember my obscure battle against the wind and the 
mud, the stupid fight in which I am now engaged as I try to get out of the 
quicksand of these studies. 

Today I have given myself solemn instructions for the creation of a new 
being. In two days I will go to this exam, this last fight. Do not be con
cerned with it. Born from me, leave me quickly. Bury me deep within the 
memory of Granville, Claudine and my other friends. I will be at ease 
there. Be free and go, as a little Sphinx who already bites and flies. I do not 
understand your enigma, but I believe in an escape towards the new 
dimension you represent. 
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Paris. 17 October 1958. 

I took the General Mathematics examinations on Tuesday and Wednes
day. I spent both nights in chaste, peaceful sleep near my "sister" Claudine. 
Everyone says that the examination was tougher than at the June ses
sion, when I failed. 

Pontoise. 27 October 1958. 

Success! I have passed the test. Egotistically, I savor this victory. I feel 
that I now belong to a new world, and I am proud of it. It is the same 
happiness I experience when I am patiently scanning the craters of the 
moon, or watching whirling counters in the physics lab and when I think 
of all the people whose lives are confined to the weekly movie, the soccer 
game and the nearest bistro. My inner happiness doesn't come from 
being different from them, and I certainly do not feel superior to them. 
But I am proud to have gained a wider vantage point on the world. 

Paris. 12 November 1958. 

My next goal: a bachelor's degree in science. How can I describe our 
crowded lecture rooms at the Sorbonne? Four hundred seats and eight 
hundred students, people sitting on the ledge of the windows, on the 
stairs? How can I describe this wretched French University system, against 
the backdrop of our continuing colonial wars which consume most of the 
available funds the government should be putting into education and 
the modernization of this old country? 

Our generation will have to re-invent everything. Centuries of civi
lization and philosophy seem of little help here. Contemporary artists 
from Varese to Pierre Schaeffer and from Dali to Miro have already 
destroyed the old standards and the old morality, bringing the blast of their 
dynamite all the way into the exploded language, freeing up design and 
painting, yet science still follows the ancient models. It too will have to be 
shaken up. Then everything will have to be rebuilt within a society that 
doesn't provide us with any useful models. 

Paris. 13 November 1958. 

A kind of quiet harmony is spreading around me. Perhaps it comes 
with the fog over Paris, which drowns the trees and the car headlights; or 
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with the emotion in a friend's handshake in a Paris cafe, or the fall of 
dead leaves swinging all the way down to the wet pavement like a jazz 
melody. Perhaps it comes with the words of scientific reality exchanged 
among young men in impeccable white coats in the corridors of the 
Radium Institute, where I now attend some of the lectures. 

There are many lessons to be drawn from ancient Magic. For we are 
still in the Dark Ages: Consider our churches, our Lords! Look at the 
serfs here, the Baroness passing by in her beautiful coach, our men-at-arms 
swinging their sticks'. See our fortresses, our quaint coins, our narrow 
minds! See the little compartments of our science humbly growing in 
the midst of public indifference. The only new fact is the uncontrolled use 
of this science by the government and the military. The wise men of the 
Middle Ages, at least, knew how to hide their discoveries behind obscure 
Latin paragraphs. If necessary they took them into their graves. 

I spent a long time talking to Claudine the other evening, in an ugly 
bistro on rue Saint Jacques. The place looked like the inside of a sub
marine. But we were warmly squeezed against each other, like good close 
friends. 

Paris. 22 November 1958. 

The little cafe is very poorly lit. We have made it our headquarters 
because we are used to the fare. We bring along our mistresses, the girls 
bring their lovers on the back seat of little Italian motorcycles called "scoot
ers." We are these peculiar, privileged creatures, etudiants. We have friends 
who arrive from Japan or China. They speak slowly, with the peculiar 
tone of voice that becomes those who have travelled far in spite of them
selves, and have seen much. They play absent-mindedly with the match
boxes left on the table, they drain their cup of coffee, and go back to the 
Sorbonne to apply for another travel grant. There is nothing here of the 
intense discussions I used to have with Granville and with Marcel, from 
which arose something mystical. Instead we confront serious, rational 
ideas. Coffee and conversation are thick with the dust of learning. 

Occasionally I drag Claudine here, literally, by the hood of her white 
and blue coat. She is older than I am. She laughs at being treated like a 
kid. I write lyrical things, strange poems. People tell me I'm young, with 
the tone of an insult. Since I am always hungry (at the student restaurant 
they serve us pure shit), I stay here to fool my stomach with coffee and to 
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work on topology problems. I draw funny shapes on ashtrays. My heart 
isn't in all this. I am growing tired of all the silliness of Paris. 

Paris. 5 December 1958. 

Instead of promoting mass communications one should isolate each 
man, isolate him inside himself, in order to build up his spiritual life. 
How useless, stale and empty is the intellectual life of this famous Rive 
Gauche! How flat are the sex stories, how uniform are all these "origi
nal" people, gossiping about the obsolete Absolute! 

Pontoise. 13 December 1958. 

Since the death of my father almost a year ago, Maman has been liv
ing in this large house on Saint-Jean street. Her neighbors are provin
cial bourgeoises who share nothing of her enthusiasm for space exploration. 
The other day she heard on the radio that a team of English astronomers 
had bounced a signal off the moon. "Hello!" They said. "Hello!" answered 
the lunar surface a few seconds later. When Maman told her neighbor she 
had heard the exchange the lady looked at her skeptically: "My good
ness," she said, "you must be spending all your time at that window!" 

Pontoise. 14 December 1958. 

Slowly, I am beginning to understand the feelings of people, I appre
ciate better their complexity. Could I have been touched? No, who could 
be touching me? Juliette has disappointed me, and Claudine is "just a 
friend." But I am beginning to understand those who love and to realize 
the complexity of the relationship between spiritual and physical pleasures. 
I seek the terrestrial foods, without flaw or complication or pretense. 

Paris. 16 December 1958. 

Now I am fed up with our little group which always meets at the 
same cafe near Port-Royal. Fed up with the people themselves, their 
humorless lives, their habit of talking forever about the same meaningless 
details of their petty lives. I want to move away. 

Every chance 1 get 1 rush to a little open-air bookshop on the Boule
vard des Italiens which sells used science fiction. I devour everything, 
r o m Van Vogt to Heinlein and from Jimmy Guieu to Asimov. 
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Paris. 22 December 1958. 

Everything seems to confirm a single observation: we are living fake 
lives, absurd lives in today's cities. Nothing actually exists of these so-
called "acts" and "opinions" of ours. Truly important decisions are made 
beyond our observation, beyond the control of ordinary citizens. Every
thing we see is fake, a stage drowned in movie fog. We come and go like 
puppets in search of their own strings. 

I long to send this message to a wiser man somewhere in time, far 
away: "You should know that down here we are managed, surveyed, and 
classified like insects by police and publicity men, or simply by the 
mechanical stupidity of our own bureaucracy." 

Slowly, revolt after revolt, torture after torture, this earth will eventually 
emerge into its true history. In the meantime I am eager to learn what is 
outside all these events, I want to see the mechanism beyond time itself. 

Paris. 6 January 1959. 

Juliette wrote to me today: "Do not wait for me tonight, or tomorrow, 
or ever. It is too hard for me to start again, to rebuild something." 

I felt deeply hurt. Everything seemed to be collapsing. But the storm 
has now swept the sky clean. 

3 
Paris. 10 February 1959. 

A proposal: To go straight ahead, wisely and quietly, without jeal
ousy or hate . . . To walk through one's life in long equal steps. To put 
everything we are, especially our love, into our gestures. 

At night I try unsuccessfully to travel in spirit through the whole 
night of Paris: I am quickly brought back to reality when a ten-ton truck 
rumbles down the canyon at the base of this huge building; in the next 
block a tall chimney throws up torrents of black smoke; hideous yellow 
dogs, taking hideous old yellow ladies on a routine walk at the end of a 
leash, piss all over my scooter parked on the sidewalk... I have to pull my 
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thoughts away from these sordid scenes. 
I drape the covers over the shoulders of the girl sleeping next to me. 

We commune in warmth and tenderness. Some day we will leave this 
city for a place where we will no longer be cut off from nature. 

Janine is a schoolteacher from Normandy studying for a Master's 
degree in child psychology under Professor Piaget. She has moved into the 
room next to mine, a pretty brunette with green laughing eyes. For some 
reason she thought I worked as a photographer. We happen to own the 
same records, easily heard through the thin wall at night. We made love 
for the first time a week ago, and we have been together since. 

Paris. 28 February 1959. 

Without forethought I have started to write a novel I call The Praxiteles 
Network. It has to do with the adventures of a group of kids amidst the 
ruins left by war. The idea came over dinner with Granville, who told 
me of "something silly he was writing for a publisher, hoping to make a 
few francs." I decided to do the same for fun, without any plan. I am 
letting the story develop. A year ago I found it hard and painful to write. 
I am surprised to see how much easier the process is becoming. 

The other day I found a note from Janine under my door: 

I went away from your room utterly distressed, probably because 
what you say resonates deeply within me. You will get through 
because you see things, not in terms of yourself but in a detached, 
impersonal way. I have not reached that point yet. I feel I will 
only be able to achieve this after resolving some conflicts that I 
do not master, because I don't know where they come from. 

Paris. 2 March 1959. 

I am in love with her. I was speaking of a high point, of new horizons, 
yet I wasn't even able to see the landscape. Now I feel like a pilot in flight 
who suddenly breaks through the clouds and watches the sunshine illu
minating some wonderful island below.... 

we are crazy. We are two crazy lovers. Janine has set a new machine 
into motion within me. She is holding my life on the highest wing of 
the storm. 

I have finished and set aside the manuscript of The Praxiteles Net-
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work. I have begun with even greater enthusiasm a science-fiction novel 
called Sub-Space? I condense my current life within it: in the middle of 
a big stupid city there are people who love and search; they are forced 
to go beyond the limits of the world both outside and within themselves. 
It's a fun process, because the story writes itself in fury and disorder, car
rying me at a gallop pace. When I see a new protagonist, he often moves 
without warning out of the context I had prepared for him. I am just as 
unable to say what my character Alexis Nivgorod will do in fifteen pages 
as what I will do in thirty years. 

Janine poses a deep question to me. She is carrying within herself a 
powerful secret anguish. Our love goes faster than light. 

At night the glow of the record player scatters iridescent droplets all 
around my room, and over the night shirt of simple white fabric she has 
dropped on the dark red carpet. 

Paris. 13 April 1959. 

The weather has turned hot and heavy. I have to stay in Paris to study 
in the midst of mirages. The random notes I write down in these pages are 
only useful because they provide me with a standard, a reference point 
among all the illusions. 

It is so hot today that the asphalt melts, sticking to the feet and to the 
mind like caramel candy. The ugly buildings, with their rococo style, seem 
to crush our lives under the weight of their dripping ornaments. Dust is 
flying, soft and sour, over Place du Chatelet. Tourists stare at the column 
through their binoculars. Who needs science fiction? No telepathic Martian 
with green tentacles will ever be more weird than they are. This city is 
only livable when you walk along with blinders on, going about your own 
business. You pay a high price for trying to get out of the maze, to think dif
ferent thoughts, to discover an alternative to common customs. 

Within French society are lines of equi-stupidity which cannot be 
crossed without much pain and a huge energy quantum. This is an atro
cious, absurd, unjust system. 

In the meantime I am within it, whether I like it or not. I have no 
choice but to get a bachelor's degree, sitting on the benches of the Sor
bonne next to a few battalions of armored girls from the Catholic Center 
and a bunch of stubborn, narrow-minded fellows whose sole ambition is 
to graduate quickly to earn more money and buy bigger cars. Fortu-
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nately I have the greatest teachers I could hope for: the whole Bourbaki 
school of mathematics4 has come back to Paris now that the old guard of 
French academics has died off. Thus I study under Godement in Analysis, 
Chevalley in Set Theory; a team of internationally known mathematicians 
has decided to train the mass of the younger students like me rather than 
concentrating on a small group of higher graduates. They are an exciting 
Faculty, but I am tired: I haven't had a vacation in three years. 

Pontoise. 25 April 1959. 

I just saw a movie about volcanoes directed by Tazieff. It contains a 
strong, appealing idea: No point on earth is immune to a sudden eruption. 
In space the most ambitious realizations of Man only rest on a thin lay
er of the planet; in time they can be encompassed within the first page of 
the topmost book in a pile of volumes as tall as the Eiffel Tower. I do 
like this idea. It satisfies me to think that the Arc de Triomphe, for 
instance, that "bearer of eternal symbols" of military glory and horrible 
death is actually resting on the original boiling magma of the planet 
which makes a mockery of this exalted hoax. Thought and sex are the only 
human activities which are not totally ridiculous. As soon as man makes 
a gesture which is not intended for love or for discovery he is nothing 
but a dirty little beast, a swindle, a pest unto the universe. 

Pontoise. 1 May 1959. 

Fantasy alone is what should drive me forward. It is a tumultuous 
torrent, but my boat is sturdy enough not to capsize within it. 

I had forgotten what Spring could be in blessed Ile-de-France, with 
these towering branches in bloom, these multiple levels of sumptuous 
colors in the leaves around us, and the majesty of the huge pine tree in the 
neighbor's yard. 

There is a song by Jacques Douai: 

Que sont mes amis devenus 
Que j'avais de si pres tenus, 
Et tant aimes? 

(What has become of my friends, 
Those I loved so dearly, 
And held so close?) 
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My friends have melted away in the breeze, in the mud of the fields, 

the sand of holiday beaches. 

Pontoise. 13 May 1959. 

At twenty years of age my contemporaries are attracted by powerful 
myths: the myth of intellectual comfort, of material riches, of a "career 
path" to success and respectability among the bourgeois, leading to qui
et retirement. At forty their minds are sclerosed. Rare are those who keep 
a strong spirit till the end. I think of my father as an exception. His spir
it came through in the way he would open a book by Barbey d'Aurevil-
ly, the way he taught me the difference between oak leaves and aspen 
leaves as we walked through the woods. 

It was he who showed me how to make a slingshot, bows and arrows 
out of branches of hazelnut tree, whistles out of reeds. He had grown 
up between Caen and Cerences. He knew all the tricks of the clever Nor
man farmers. 

Once he took me above the Pontoise railroad station, along the road 
to Rouen, to show me some large flat stones buried in the fields. They 
were the remains of an older highway: the road built by Julius Caesar 
when he crossed the Oise on his way to Great Britain, nearly two thou
sand years ago. From these trips with him I learned about the depth of 
time and the widely scattered wonders covered with moss and weeds, 
just waiting to be discovered and pulled out. 

The changes of the post-war period took my father by surprise. He was 
shocked by the selfishness of politicians, the brash explosion of the media. 
He regarded the new movies as a social evil. French society was shaking 
free of its older models: the songs became irreverent, the moral refer
ences imposed by the established order collapsed. A free-thinker, a fer
vently independent mind, deeply devoted to the ideals of the Republic (a 
framed Declaration of the Rights of Man was hanging on the wall behind 
his desk), he was not part of the traditional Old France of religion and 
wealth. Yet when I confronted him about the stupidity of the Algerian war, 
as my brother before me had confronted him about France's attempts 
to keep its colonies in Indochina, he sought refuge in simple-minded 
slogans ("My country is never wrong") which infuriated me. 

It is very important to refuse to take any of the predetermined paths 
society offers us. There are no predetermined paths in nature, only rela-

26 



SUB-SPACE 

tivity of directions and goals. True initiation deals with the Whole, and 
with love. 

What is Destiny? Are some individuals just carried along by events, 
while others spin around in narrow circles, unable to find a solution to the 
simplest problems? Events do happen at the right time if one knows how 
to place himself at the spot where their greatest probability of happening 
lies. Destiny might simply be a measure of this ability. 

Paris. 5 September 1959. 

These pages are nothing but a schoolboy's notebook, in the strange 
classroom we call life. 

Over the bridge at Bezons, the huge deserted bridge, twilight made the 
sky gray and mauve as I was riding through tonight on my way home. 
The wide road swept up and I could see nothing beyond it, only the tall 
street lights flooding the wide pool of asphalt, thin lines of sodium over 
the moribund Summer. Suddenly this huge bridge appeared to me as a 
fine and rich thing, a novel image of beauty. I felt the approach of Win
ter. Under the rain or under the nourishing fog the most ordinary objects 
suddenly seem able to meditate and resonate beyond our wildest thoughts. 

Life in my little room is reduced to bare threads. I have passed a new 
batch of examinations. I will gladly walk away from the Sorbonne, clutch
ing my science diploma. Janine only comes to see me in the evening, 
when she mends my unstable existence. She has completed her Master's 
degree in psychology, and the Administration has reassigned her to a 
school in Amiens. Emotionally, we are both ready to leave Paris behind. 
Already, she has moved her things out of her own room. 

My thoughts are already shifting to the flat landscapes of the North of 
France, to the city of Lille where we have already made a few quick explo
rations together. Lille is not too far from Amiens. Janine will be able to 
come and visit me often. I relish the idea of moving to a city where I do 
not know anyone, where nobody expects me to be. I like the sad, gray, 
quiet suburbs of Lille and its small, one-dome observatory where I will be 
studying towards a Master's degree next year. In Paris they teach astron
omy without ever showing you the sky. The lecture halls are crowded 
with hundreds of students who have no interest in the subject but need 
the credits. 

I was created in the form of a man. This is supposed to be obvious: "I 
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am a man." Yet there is an infinite distance between "me" and "the man 
I am." We can only shape our life through the control of everyday acts, 
with that fine knowledge of the structure of destiny which is provided by 
the constant proximity and vibrant awareness of death. 

Science, too, is supposed to be obvious. But it is nature which is 
important, not science. Physics is nothing but a user's manual, a cookbook 
based on a narrow conventional language. Physics is a confession of 
weakness. I can only believe in simple, beautiful things. Why do they 
show us science as such a complicated structure? There is nothing very 
complicated in the world, only states of mind which get in the way and 
complicate simple things. 

Paris. 24 September 1959. 

Today is my twentieth birthday. 
I am only myself when I am with you. 

Paris. 8 October 1959. 

Alone in my room, I wait for Janine. Winter is coming, my winter. 
This city is moribund, except for two movies by Ingmar Bergman that 
have just been released. It is odd, how his songs of death are supplying the 
only spark of life in these dull gray buildings, these idle masses of stone. 

4 
Lille. 24 October 1959. 

Childhood: the spring itself is forgotten when we can see the river 
rolling along. Yet it is the same water, in color and in taste. The memo
ries of man, as far back as he goes, are lost in question marks. And the very 
source of being, one's origin, remains as exciting a mystery as the state that 
follows death. 

The records of our ancient dreams are the most fascinating of all bed
side books. They paste an ironic smile over today's freshly hatched plans. 

I was born in an interesting year, 1939, a point of low birth rate for the 
French nation because of the combined effects of brewing international 
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tension and the lack of marriageable males, a long-term consequence of 
the massive killings of the First World War. It was in 1939 that the first 
digital computer was demonstrated,5 and that Roosevelt learned from 
Einstein's secret letter that an atom bomb could be designed and built. 

Even the timing of my birth, on 24 September, was poorly chosen. 
The Second World War had been declared just three weeks previously. 
German planes were preparing future campaigns by executing bombing 
raids against strategic objectives. Pontoise was high on the list. It had 
both a highway bridge and a railroad bridge, and held the key to Nor
mandy. The Luftwaffe was pounding away at the little town. The midwife, 
who lived on the other side of the river, was unable to come. It was the 
doctor who delivered me amidst the sound of the first air strike. My 
father was fifty-five, my mother was thirty-nine, and I had a brother 
who was finishing High School. 

A few short months, and the invasion of Hitler's Panzers came from 
the East and the North. A great panic swept the French population into 
a mad exodus. My parents left Pontoise on 10 June 1940 to seek refuge 
among our cousins in the safer province of Normandy, where they spent 
several months. I naturally have no memory of it. One day a former 
neighbor who was passing through Normandy told my parents what had 
happened to the fourth-floor apartment where they lived, and where I had 
been born: the Germans had entered Pontoise on June 11th. The day 
had been marked by numerous incidents. It was alleged that a sniper 
had hidden himself in the attic of our building. Wehrmacht soldiers 
rushed in and threw incendiary devices into every apartment, then they 
just watched the whole structure turn into ashes. The fire destroyed my 
parents' small treasure: a few pieces of furniture, many books; but we 
had escaped with our lives. Amidst the great tragedy of Europe that was 
known as being lucky. 

When they returned to Pontoise they rented a small house on the 
nil! that overlooked the river, a rocky escarpment where medieval walls 
used to defy the invasions. A little knowledge of history would have dis
couraged such a move. The medieval fortified site of Pontoise was the 
birthplace of alchemist Nicolas Flamel. It was once so prominent and 
wealthy under the banners of Saint Louis, the White Queen and Philippe-
Auguste that its cathedral was larger than Notre-Dame in Paris, but it 
was consistently attacked throughout the centuries because of its key 
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position on the river. Every invader since Julius Caesar had crossed the 
Oise at that spot. The British and the Americans now needed to destroy 
the bridge to cut off Hitler's forces from their reinforcements. They 
bombed the river, reducing many houses in the vicinity, including the 
one we rented, to mere dust. 

I remember my mother picking me up in her arms and walking 
through the rubble. I stared at a door frame still standing amidst the 
destruction: it was all that was left of our previous home. Fortunately, 
just the day before, we had been evicted by Anna, our greedy landlady 
who was hoping to rent her house more profitably to some German 
officers. In fact that scene, too, has remained as one of my earliest mem
ories, my mother holding me with one arm while striking Anna with 
her kitchen rag in utter frustration. 

This time my parents wisely moved farther away from the river, to 
the house on Saint-Jean street. 

One evening the Resistance blew up the switches of the railroad station. 
We went up to the attic to watch the drama unfolding. My father, who 
had been at Verdun in the previous war, had a very sure sense of dan
ger. He also knew that our cellar afforded no realistic shelter and that 
we were better off watching the battle. For a five-year-old child the spec
tacle of war was a fantastic game, a splendid education in the unrelia
bility of the world. I remember the rails being thrown up in the air like 
matchsticks. In later weeks and months waves o^ airplanes came from 
the West, flying towards the Ruhr in triangular formation. I watched 
aerial dogfights in which wings were torn off. German batteries would fire 
pitilessly at the bodies of helpless Allied pilots swinging down from the 
bright blue sky at the end of their white parachutes. Every day in the 
garden we gathered tinsel and radar-fooling "chaff." Soon came the 
mighty rumble of Patton's tanks, behind which marched tall laughing 
Americans with chewing gum in their mouths and nets over their helmets. 
Interminable truck convoys took over the main roads. 

Slowly my parents resumed their existence, watching every franc and 
every sou. In my father's papers, under the heading "rebuilding," I have 
found an official document dated from 1953, eight years after the end of 
the war. It read: 
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The undersigned expert went to the new domicile of the person 
who has suffered the loss. He observed that no professional effects 
were in existence, except for a few books. The furniture currently 
used by this individual and his wife is old furniture coming from 
his mother's home. 

My father never owned a house, a car or even a telephone. 

Lille. 27 October 1959. 

I am early for a physics class. Sitting in my car near the University I 
can see the wet cobblestones, the kids in their hooded coats fighting 
against the wind that shakes my old Renault 4CV with violent blows. 
Behind me the storm sweeps the Square Philippe Lebon in the gray 
morning. It picks up dead leaves and sends them flying clockwise around 
the statue. A shiny black car slowly drives by. The driver lowers his win
dow and calls out to his girlfriend on the sidewalk. She stops, turns 
around; I see her eyes moist and wrinkled with stormy rain. She laughs as 
she joins him. I cannot hear what she says. They are lost down the street, 
absorbed into the mystery that lies beyond the corner where an orange 
light continues to blink stubbornly. 

The rain batters the roof of my shelter. The howling wind blows, as it 
did last night in the fireplace of the room I am renting in a drab sub
urb South of the city. Girl students walk close to the walls like ghosts 
in their white raincoats. They look like the Touaregs of Morocco, their 
faces hidden by scarves and high collars. 

Here in Lille abstract things seem easier to grasp. Abstraction lies in 
wait within every object and every gesture; every wall seems to contain an 
idea, fine and straight as a javelin, luminous and precise as the spot of an 
oscilloscope. 

Aime Michel writes to me: 

Any progress of the mind consists in gradually stripping away the 
preconceived ideas, the systems you have inherited. You are right 
to stir all that up. But do not expect to find the idea that will 
reassure you, "the Truth" if you will. Above all, Truth means under
standing why we don't understand. Wisdom is to be able to mea
sure what is certain and what is uncertain in science, a feat most 
so-called "scientists" are incapable of accomplishing. 
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Lille. 21 March I960. 

This evening we opened the dome of the observatory at 8:30 p.m. 
and we took three spectra of Arcturus (each a twenty-minute exposure) 
with the refracting telescope, a fine old instrument twenty-one feet long. 
We worked until 3 a.m. 

Lille. 15 April 1960. 

My first job: 1 have been making a little money by doing lengthy 
hand calculations of the integrated energy of eleven open "galactic" clus
ters, among them the Pleiades, Praesepe, Hyades and Coma for a research 
project headed up by Professor Kourganoff. I also compute the inte
grated color. Each calculation represents a long set of operations with a 
Marchant tabulating machine. 

Although Lille University is one of the first campuses in France where 
programming of electronic computers is taught, we do not have any 
means of computation at the Observatory. Everything is still done by 
hand. Even the decision to teach about the new technology has caused 
something of a scandal: there was no one on the Faculty with any expe
rience in programming, so we have to take a course which is taught (and 
taught quite well) by a local IBM engineer. To save face the University has 
asked a prestigious academician, Professor Kampe de Fe'riet, to come 
from Paris twice a week to lecture on information theory. This gives the 
course on computers some semblance of respectability in this tradition
al, conservative institution 

Lille. 26 April 1960. 

One o'clock in the morning. From my little whirring car I step out 
into the silence, cross the deserted street to my room. I will sleep like 
an animal. Tomorrow I must work on the math problem with a friend. 

Last Sunday I went to Paris and by chance I met Granville. Has he 
changed? Not at all. He is so identical to the image of him I have kept that 
he is able to say: 

"You see, I have been waiting for you, on this park bench, for the 
last three years " 
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Lille. 8 June 1960. 

The crowd moves ahead like a mechanical storm, tough and swirling, 
heavy with obscure prophecies. We follow it, walking down the wide 
streets. We pass houses where landladies sit, knitting in the moist darkness 
of their hallways like spiders in their holes. The new sun is crushing the 
city. Men in shirt sleeves are taking the bus. 

Lille. 10 August 1960. 

Some months ago I sent an application to the Rosicrucian Order,6 

whose French branch has its headquarters in Villeneuve-Saint-Georges. 
Now I find their documents to be an interesting spiritual complement to 
my scientific training. Every month I receive a set of course material 
through the mail. It includes both theoretical reading and instructions for 
simple rituals, promising insight into higher realities. 

Lille. 19 October 1960. 

Janine and I were married today at the Lille City Hall. We had made 
arrangements with a friend, a research associate at the Observatory, to 
be our witness, but the law required a second one. On the sidewalk 
before the University entrance I found one of my classmates: 

"How would you like to be a witness at a wedding this morning?" 
I asked. 

"Whose wedding is it?" 
"Mine!" 
He laughed and looked at me with the indulgence reserved for lovers 

and other simple-minded folk. 
"When is it?" 
"In half an hour!" 
We were married at 10:30. It was a very relaxed and informal affair. It 

isnt the external trappings that count, or how much one spends, but 
what we feel inside. We took our witnesses to the local student bistro 
for a couple of beers before returning to class. 

Lille. 12 February 1961. 

I've written a letter to Georges Gallet, the editor of the science-fiction 
collection for Hachette, the large Paris publisher to whom I have sub-
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mitted my manuscript of Sub-Space: 

My protagonists are simple researchers coming out of the crowd 
under pressure from fantastic events. They are "awakened" to the 
absurdity of the world in which they have lived until then. They 
have to conquer it, not only outside but within themselves. The 
monsters from sub-space illustrate this transformation— At the 
end of the book the world appears no less absurd than it was at the 
beginning, but a dozen scientists have understood its genuine 
depth. 

I end my letter with a timid request for a personal meeting. 

Lille. 20 February 1961. 

We now rent a single large room on the fifth floor of a hotel near the 
railway station, in the center of Lille. In one corner is a small kitchen 
with a primitive stove. There is no elevator. The bathroom we share with 
other tenants is five floors below, behind the bar. Our favorite dinner is a 
plate of Frankfurt sausages with French fries and mustard, eaten in some 
cheap bistro, listening nostalgically to Edith Piaf who sings Milord: "Vos 
peines sur mon coeur, et vos pieds sur une chaise..." 

Many thoughts are rushing through my brain. The tension between 
the high potential and the petty reality of yet another series of exami
nations to prepare causes me both exaltation and pain. Early this morn
ing Janine has gone to her work in Amiens, leaving my room full of 
sunshine. I am immersed in my notes from the astrophysics course, 
taught with great wit and wisdom by Vladimir Kourganoff. 

Lille. 22 February 1961. 

Janine and I have good long talks in the evening, until midnight. We 
discuss the course of our earlier studies and I see a similar force within 
both of us, a vision of life, an anticipation of the future, a certain way of 
committing ourselves to it. Something inside us seems to know where 
the path leads. It is as if we were marching towards another world, and as 
if we knew that other individuals throughout the earth are going in the 
same direction to meet us there. Perhaps we are going towards Paul Elu-
ard's other universe which, as he says so eloquently, "lies within this one." 

Each new discovery brings with it renewed silence. For those who 
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have pierced the barrier, words have never represented more than the 

emerging part of thought. Beyond words is the second meaning, the 

third meaning, the true ones. 

Since September I have been working on a new science-fiction novel 

entitled Dark Satellite.7 I am writing very fast, swept along by passion 

and Janine's kisses. Every evening I am anxious to read the new pages 

to her. 

Lille. 23 February 1961. 

Georges Gallet of Hachette has answered me: 

I will be happy to see you if you come to Paris, any day next week 

at your convenience, as long as you let me know forty-eight hours 

in advance. In the meantime do not worry about your Sub-Space. 

You will probably be pleased to learn that it is among the manu

scripts we have selected for the Jules Verne Prize. 

Lille. 20 April 1961. 

Too many ideas at the same time. I lack a roof, a job, in short life 
itself. How simple everything would be if I could just accept to be "a stu
dent." But I am not content with University life. Quite different is the 
world I see when I visit Hachette on Boulevard Saint-Germain in Paris, 
where Sub-Space is now under serious consideration for publication. I 
meet other writers there, free spirits, thinking minds like Jacques Bergi-
er, who has recently published, with Louis Pauwels, The Morning of the 
Magicians. Reigning over this world of creative confusion Georges Gal
let is warm and generous, jovial. He becomes enthusiastic as he talks 
about the early days of sci-fi, when he discovered that novel form of 
American popular literature as an interpreter with Allied troops during 
the war. He has met most of the classic U.S. authors and is a friend of 
Forrest Ackerman, the legendary collector of weird tales, who lives in 
Los Angeles. 

Lille, 23 April 1961. 

Psychology has to start from the relationship between man and the 
tools that link the psyche to the environment. But our tools have changed, 
changing the environment in turn and offering new paths of develop-
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ment for man's intelligence to follow. Properly speaking, man has not 
"gone into space" yet, contrary to what journalists are fond of saying. 
Gagarin and Sheppard have simply flown higher than the others, but 
they did reach a new realm outside the atmosphere of Everyday Life. 
Tomorrow we will truly take mankind away from the earth, squirting 
humanity into the blackness of real space, deep space, splashing the 
universe with our childish laughter and our profound terrors. But that 
adventure may be a devastating test for us: The old type of man will 
not survive it. 

The human being who will be able to function in space is already 
living among us. He has always been within ourselves, in every cry of 
despair of the soldier cursing the sky, every heartbeat of the young girl 
looking at the rising moon. Our scientists, romantics of the Sputnik era, 
may speak eloquently about the future, but they fail to see the mysteries 
buried in the present: infinity brushing against us in the anonymity of 
crowds, galactic trapdoors at the street corner 

Those who are dead to the potential of the earth will also be dead 
when they fly into space. Those who have not eagerly expected the sud
den glow of a star amidst fast-changing clouds will never be able to grasp 
its reality, even if some day they happen to hurl their rocket ship into 
the burning blast of a supernova. 

What seems like the most opaque fabric from a distance appears 
under the microscope as a network of loosely textured threads. The 
human eye can see through the toughest of metals, if it wants to. 

Lille. 26 May 1961. 

One of Janine's psychology teachers at the Sorbonne, Professor Rene 
Zazzo, wrote in 1946 in The Future of Intelligence:^ 

The metaphysics of the irrational is an excuse for every shameful 
act, every surrender. I know that it seems to answer a need for 
spiritual liberation, and I also know that this need has led the 
poets of surrealism and the philosophers of supra-rationalism to 
some magnificent attempts to reach beyond the world of everyday 
habit... but beyond reality what we find is still reality, only rich
er. Beyond reason what we find is still reason, only wider and 
deeper. 
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He adds: 

Nothing is obscure except through our ignorance; nothing is fan
tastic except through our terror. It is by refining our reason that we 
will discover the laws and the rhythm of those things that are still 
hidden, not by some indescribable experience, some vague ecstat
ic intuition, some Dionysiac drunkenness 

It would be absurd to imagine that we will simply be able to transplant 
our old mental habits to Mars or Venus. There will be a major change this 
time, perhaps even a conscious one. In this sense, Zazzo's faith in rea
son is well-founded. 

We are just entering into the world. We are going into a universe 
from which technical difficulties had kept us. Until now we could be 
satisfied with a contemplative, idealistic or romantic attitude. Planets, 
solar systems, comets and galaxies were topics to be discussed under the 
heading of speculative philosophy or position astronomy. This will no 
longer be the case tomorrow. They will become our familiar landscapes, 
our everyday risks. In that new world we will have to learn again how 
to love, to cry, to laugh. The earth will no longer provide appropriate 
standards. 

The European countries are making a number of grave mistakes right 
now in this domain. They are incapable of resolving their ancient cultural 
contradiction between "literary" and "technical" modes of thought. They 
are headed towards asphyxiation of their creative faculties. Any nation 
that approaches space research with the mindset of a graduate of Ecole 
Polytechnique** is a nation that will not survive the very first discoveries 
from that research without some major changes. 

Sources of imagination are drying up in Europe. This is an amazing 
fact. Literary people are cut off from reality because they stubbornly 
remain blind to the technical underpinnings of the modern world. They 
cannot feed their younger public with new hopes or new images. As for 
the scientists, they deny or they ignore the cultural value of their own 
work. The way they look at science fiction is a case in point. Many view 
it with contempt, as a lower form of literature. Their science has lost all 
contact with the public. The chasm that a man like Flammarion10 had 
once succeeded in bridging between the man in the street and the sci
entists has been opened again, and widened: modern scientists are becom-
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ing needlessly, hopelessly specialized. Zazzo writes that "nothing is fan
tastic, except through our terrors." But our terror is a force that propels 
us forward. This new terror may be the most dynamic, generous attribute 
we have, and the only thing about us which is still pure. 

Lille. 31 May 1961. 

We will soon be going back to Paris. I have completed my examinations 
for the Master's degree here. The time has come to finish the operation. 

Kourganoff has told me that the artificial satellite department at Paris 
Observatory was looking for people: I am applying for a position under 
Paul Muller, the same man to whom I had sent my Sputnik observation 
of November 1957. But in the long run Kourganoff tells me that I will be 
wasting my time if I stay there: "Artificial satellites do not have any real sig
nificance for science," he insists. Already last year he tried to discourage 
me from taking courses in programming: "Electronic computers are just 
toys for engineers." 

In saying this he is merely reflecting the opinions of the academic 
mainstream. Four years ago the world was amazed to learn that the Rus
sians had launched the first artificial satellite. My father did not believe in 
it any more than he believed in flying saucers: "Communist propaganda," 
he stated immediately. It was only when the conservative papers confirmed 
the news that he was forced to admit the evidence. But he never agreed 
that an astronaut would some day orbit the earth: "Man cannot get out 
of his sphere," he would say. 

Even professional scientists were caught completely unprepared. No 
less an authority than the Astronomer Royal of Great Britain had said, a 
mere four months before Sputnik, that "Space Travel is Utter Bilge." 

Lille. 9 June 1961. 

In Dark Satellite, which takes place on Venus in the twenty-first cen
tury, I had to invent a social system that would replace both Marxism 
and Capitalism, since it is hard to imagine that either of these could sup
port the expansion of human activity beyond the earth. I have dreamed 
up a new political organization called Peripherism. Under Peripherism 
the world would be structured, not as a consortium of big nations, but as 
a network of smaller regions. Most of Europe, for instance, would break 
up into areas similar to the old Provinces, with autonomy for well-defined 
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cultural, linguistic and economic units which would receive key services 
from the larger world. I imagine autonomous regions linked together 
through a giant computer that could manage Martian bases and lunar 
cities, as well as terrestrial units. The key idea in Peripherism is that by 
breaking down the major countries into their local components it would 
be much easier to defuse cultural antagonisms, to force people to be 
responsible for their own destiny, and to create an enormous federation 
serving everyone's interests. 

I do not know what the destiny of Dark Satellite will be, but Georges 
Gallet has told me that Sub-Space had won the Jules Verne Prize. I have 
just signed the contract with Hachette. There will be a first printing of 
15,000 copies, and a prize of 100,000 francs.11 

Paris. 14 June 1961. 

The medal of the Jules Verne Prize was given to me today at the Eif
fel Tower by the pretty hands of actress Mylene Demongeot, who kissed 
me on one cheek while Janine smiled. More formally, someone from 
Hachette gave me my check, photographers took pictures and the Tout-
Paris gorged itself on caviar and petits-fours. 

Georges Gallet, kind and good-humored as usual, was greatly amused 
by my shyness. He took me aside: "Do you have any idea how much all 
this costs, renting the Eiffel Tower for a day, and all this food?" I replied 
that I did not. "Eleven million francs," was the answer.12 Suddenly the 
check of one hundred thousand I had folded into my wallet had taken 
ridiculously small proportions. It was clear that all these people had not 
come to see me, or to read my book. This was purely a promotional 
event for Hachette. If I suddenly dropped dead they would all go on 
eating caviar and petits-fours as if nothing had happened. A wonderful, 
humbling lesson in the true meaning of literary glory! 

The high points of the afternoon for me were the chance to meet 
rorrest, the "father" of Barbarella, who has designed a magnificent cover 
tor my book, and Daniel Drode, last year's laureate, who had an even 
stranger experience than mine: 

I was a soldier in Algeria," he told us, "stationed at the edge of the 
Sahara. I was staring at acres of hot sand beyond the nose of my machine 
gun. The field telephone rang. It was my Colonel. Drode, he said, you 
have just won the Jules Verne Prize. Report to Paris immediately. He gave me 
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an exceptional two-day leave." 

Poor Drode barely had time to fly to Algiers, and from Algiers to 

Paris, where he arrived without any sleep, changed into civilian clothes, 

rushed to the Eiffel Tower, was kissed by a lascivious movie star, watched 

the Tout-Paris gorging itself on eleven million francs' worth of delica

cies, and flew right back to the front lines. 

"I thought the sun was giving me hallucinations," he added. "Peri

odically I had to take my eyes off the sights of my gun, pull out the 

bronze medal from the pocket of my uniform and stare at Jules Verne's 

face to be certain all that had actually happened!" 

5 
Paris. 12 August 1961. 

I believe in terror. I believe in glimpses of beings from Beyond seen in 
dreams, reflections on layers of time. I have become interested in the 
saucer phenomenon again. 

The flying saucers! For years 1 have thought about what we saw in 
Pontoise, that bright afternoon in 1955. I have tried to fathom what 
kind of research may be going on in "high places" and what data must be 
kept in the official files. I wrote to Aime Michel when he published the 
book in which he announced the claim that apparently unrelated sight
ings of a single day occurred along straight lines. Our correspondence 
has continued, without reaching any conclusion about the nature of the 
problem. Now the subject is taking on a new aspect. 

This is not at all a propitious time for me to become actively interested 
in this particular problem. Since June I have become a government 
employee serving on the staff of the artificial satellite service of Paris 
Observatory. Actually we are part of the recently created Space Com
mittee, which reports to the Prime Minister. I have a beautiful card in my 
wallet, where my picture is struck diagonally with the official tricolor. 
Naively, I started work here with great enthusiasm, assuming that we 
would be engaged in genuine research, in the highest quest for truth. 
That is not what I found. 

40 



SUB-SPACE 

The artificial satellite service is located at Meudon, on a high plateau 
near a fine forest from which one can see the whole of Paris. The staff is 
composed of three scientists under Paul Muller, with three secretaries 
and a computer programmer. Our mission is to track as many orbiting 
space objects as possible to keep every ephemeris up to date. The orbital 
elements we calculate are later used to improve theories of the shape and 
weight distribution of the earth, and to advance the calculation of satel
lite trajectories. Our equipment is primitive. During the day we com
pute the visibility windows of each satellite to build up an observing 
schedule; we answer the mail from the public; we plot the passages of 
the objects over a map of Europe; we run the programs that reduce the 
observations of the previous nights, using an old IBM 650 located in 
the former stables of the King's mistress in Meudon castle. We use theodo
lites, small but highly maneuverable telescopes that can be pointed quick
ly and with high precision. Every night we set them up in the dewy grass 
under the open sky. We patiently wait for our satellites to come and we 
aim our instruments at them as they cross the sky: "Its like hunting rab
bits," says Monsieur Muller. We use a red traffic light down in the valley 
in Clamart as our reference point, azimuth 265 degrees 19 minutes. 
Electrical cables power the lights on the circles of the theodolite, the 
tape recorder, the precision chronographer. 

After each series of observations I go back inside a nearby dome where 
we have set up our field office. Under the creaking floor I can hear the rats 
scurrying around. Rubbing the sleep from my eyes I reduce the data to 
punch up a Telex tape which will be transmitted to the U.S. Navy in 
Paris and, from there, to the Smithsonian Astrophysical Observatory in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts. In the nearby woods strange animals wail 
and scream. There is an owl that shrieks with an especially disturbing, stri
dent cry, like a slaughtered baby. 

Occasionally we observe objects that remain unidentified. Thus on 11 
July at 10:35 p.m. I saw a satellite brighter than second magnitude. I had 
time to log a few data points. On another occasion several of us record
ed no less than eleven points. The next morning Muller, who behaves 
uke a petty Army officer, simply confiscated the tape and destroyed it, 
although a similar object had just been tracked by other astronomers at 
oesanc^n and by Pierre Neirinck, a satellite expert based in Saint-Malo. 

Why don't we send the data to the Americans?" I asked him. 
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Muller just shrugged. 
"The Americans would laugh at us." 
He seems terrified at the idea that the morning papers might come out 

with the headline: "Paris Observatory tracking something it cannot iden
tify." Muller is a tough man who believes in discipline and a simple world 
where everything is neatly labeled. His previous career in astronomy was 
based on measuring the angular separation of thousands of double stars, 
the most painstaking work imaginable. He approaches artificial satellites 
in the same spirit. 

We receive many letters from the public because artificial satellites 
are a hot topic. Many contain mad theories, deranged proposals com
plete with convoluted color diagrams and prophecies of the end of the 
world, of imminent doom. Many others simply submit sincere and accu
rate observations of various satellites which we can readily identify. I 
spend about an hour every day answering such letters, since we are a 
publicly financed service of the French government, with a duty to 
respond to public inquiries. 

One morning Muller read to us passages from a letter he had just 
opened. It came from none other than Aime Michel (who doesn't know I 
work here): "A few years ago I have been unfortunate enough to publish a 
book about flying saucers," the letter said. "I have been the recipient of 
hundreds of reports describing observations that are of potential interest 
to science. I am in poor health and I have reason to believe that I suffer 
from a brain tumor. I would like to turn over all my records to an insti
tution such as your observatory, where they can be preserved. Even if you 
do not agree that research on these phenomena is warranted, at least the 
records should be protected from potential destruction after my death." 

"You see," said Muller with contempt, "thats another letter for the 
crackpot file. Although properly speaking Aime Michel is not really a 
crackpot, he is a crook." ("Ce nest pas un fou, c'est un escroc.") 

What could I reply? I felt incensed at the narrow-minded stupidity, at 
the injustice of this remark. Aime Michel sought no money, no publici
ty in return for his offer to turn over all his files. It was a proposal from a 
truly desperate man. 

I went home to this one-bedroom apartment we are renting on the 
edge of Les Halles. I sat at my desk and I wrote a letter to Aime Michel, 
suggesting a meeting. 
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Paris. 20 August 1961. 

I am just coming back from my first meeting with Aime Michel. He 
lives in an apartment in Vanves, just South of Paris, on the second floor 
of a building that overlooks the park. I barely caught sight of his wife, who 
opened the door and ran off shyly into the darkness of the hallway with
out speaking to me. He greeted me and took me into his office, a warm 
little room with a desk overloaded with papers, piles of books, articles 
in various languages, many letters. Notes are pinned to the fabric which 
covers the walls. 

In control of that mass of information is an amazing gnome of a 
man, short and deformed, who barely reaches to my stomach. Yet he 
radiates a kind of beauty that is unforgettable, a beauty that comes from 
the mind and from the nobility of his piercing eyes. He shakes his bald 
head and lights up with a wonderful smile as he tells me: "You know 
the worst thing about being crippled as I am? I will never be able to kick 
some of these arrogant scientists in the derriere as they deserve!" 

Yes, he tells me, he wrote this letter to Muller because he is fed up 
with flying saucers. He has amassed so many documents that he will 
never be able to process them all by himself. He thought he was close 
to a breakthrough a few years ago when he discovered his famous align
ments among the sightings, but the underlying order, if there is one, 
eludes him to this day. All of that cries out to be checked by profession
al scientists. If he turns out to be wrong, so be it. At least he will be free 
from the anguish of bearing this awesome responsibility by himself. 

He is utterly disheartened by the onslaught of bitter criticism he has 
received from the so-called "rationalists." They go so far as implying that 
he has actually invented the observations, drawing the lines first and 
then writing to newspapers in the towns that fell on each alignment to 
inquire about possible sightings! One of the most rabid of the group, 
cosmologist Evry Schatzmann, has even told him: "Your alignments can
not possibly exist, since flying saucers cannot exist!" 

Well, let them take all these letters," he says as he lifts piles of 
envelopes from his cluttered desk. "Let them check, they will find that all 
tnese people do exist. Then correlate what they have seen with the news-
Paper clippings, with all the published documents'." He pauses, looks 
me straight in the eye: 
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"They will find out that I am not lying." 
He is surely not lying, I tell him. But truth will not impress those 

people. I describe what has happened to his letter to Muller, and I quick
ly add: 

"Don't worry, those who do all the real work at the observatory are the 
young researchers. We program the computers, we track the satellites at 
night. You don't need official recognition from the old guard, what you 
need is some people who will roll up their sleeves and do the real work. 
What do you want me to do?" 

"Are you serious?" 
"I wouldn't have come to see you if I wasn't serious." 
He whistles softly. 
"That changes everything." 
He remains silent for a few minutes. He looks out at the park, then 

brings his eyes back to me: 
"There is one thing you could do. You see, my alignments don't real

ly make any sense if they stop at the French border. If they are real, they 
must indicate a world-wide pattern. Every one of them must be a section 
of a great circle. It would be interesting to take some of the best-authen
ticated straight lines and to extend them around the world, to see where 
they go. Would you know how to do that?" 

"I wouldn't be a very good astronomer if I couldn't compute a great cir
cle." 

"That would be a lot of work." 
"I'll use an electronic computer." 
I assure him I will find a way to discreetly use the IBM 650 at Meudon 

to perform this calculation. I can see he is skeptical that I will actually get 
to work on the problem. Many people have promised to help him before, 
and he has never seen them again. 

Even the Americans, with their enormous technical means, don't 
seem to have done any real analytical research. 

On my way home I have started to think about the data reduction in 
spherical coordinates. I have decided to begin with the Bayonne-Vichy line 
which links no less than six independent sightings made on the same 
day of September 1954, as the French wave was just beginning. 
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Paris. 28 August 1961. 

A letter mailed today to Aime Michel provides him with the track of the 
Bayonne-Vichy line computed as a great circle of the earth. I did the first 
calculations by hand, using only the two end points. But that will already 
enable him to plot the coordinates on a map and to verify his hypothesis, 
using foreign cases this time, well beyond the French borders. 

Paris. 24 September 1961. 

Aime Michel has answered me: the great circle was remarkable, he 
wrote. Intrigued, I called him on the phone this afternoon from the sub
way station. (We don't have a phone at home. It would take money to 
get on the waiting list and three years to obtain the equipment.) He 
explained to me why he was so excited: the line goes through three major 
areas of high concentration, linking saucer waves in Brazil, New Guinea 
and New Zealand. In the latter case the line goes exactly over the harbor 
at Wellington, where a celebrated observation was made. Is that signifi
cant? 

On September 1st a former astronomer from the satellite service 
called us: he had seen another mysterious object at 22:00 UT. It was 
near the zenith and as bright as the American Echo satellite. Janine saw one 
on September 3rd at 20:01 UT. Muller himself has recorded several 
unknowns with his staff. He classifies them as "aircraft" or "mistake." 
Later they get lost. 

Paris. 26 September 1961. 

Today a very discreet conference about flying saucers took place at 
Meudon observatory. I had succeeded in getting the whole stafTof the ser
vice to attend, except for Muller, of course. I have started to use the IBM 
computer after hours and on weekends to compute Michel's great cir
cles. Our staff programmer is teaching me the assembly language of the 
o50 to enable me to encode my algorithm into this antique machine. 
1 his is a formidable engine with a 2,000-word drum memory, and it 
takes up an entire room. It looks like a locomotive, and it occasionally 
sounds like one. 

A scientist named Pierre Guerin, who is a planetary expert with the 
Astrophysical Institute and a friend of Aime Michel, has joined our 
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group. He told us that in his opinion the saucers existed and were prob
ably operated by space visitors. They could be biologically advanced in the 
evolutionary sense with respect to humans. 

Guerin, a tall fellow with jet-black hair whose family comes from the 
rebellious Vendee, is prone to snap judgments and doesn't like to be chal
lenged. Yet I did question his conclusions about the occupants. I still 
see all assumptions about "their" superiority as grossly premature. 

We debated whether or not it was desirable to seek official recognition 
for the subject. I am not so sure it would be a good idea. With official 
recognition would come bureaucratic procedures, lengthy delays, com
mittees about everything. The people entrusted with the power to super
vise the research and to control the budget would be the same old 
scientists who have denied the reality of the problem all along, and have 
called Aime Michel a crook. Our research would be emasculated by their 
lack of creativity and their need to reduce everything to that dull state of 
uniformity they mistakenly label as "rationalism." 

Paris. 27 September 1961. 

We have to be very careful now or I could lose my job. Our little 
gathering yesterday has been noticed and the staff of the observatory is 
already gossiping about us. The people next door to us belong to a group 
headed by Dollfus, who does balloon-based astronomy. They know 
Guerin very well: Dollfus and Guerin are both former students of Gerard 
de Vaucouleurs, and both are interested in Mars. Now the group wonders, 
why would Guerin, who is a planetary expert, come to Meudon to talk to 
satellite trackers? It seems amazing to me that people should find it sus
picious and undesirable for scientists of adjacent disciplines to talk to 
one another. Isn't that what science is all about? The maps I have been 
drawing are also attracting suspicion. Fortunately for me, nothing looks 
as much like a satellite orbit as a plot of Aime Michel's Bayonne-Vichy 
line! 

All this work after hours or on Saturday and Sunday gives me very 
valuable hands-on experience at the console of the computer, but the 
learning curve can be very frustrating, because our equipment is notori
ously unreliable. 

The most beautiful sound I have ever heard is the pure and highly 
musical hum of the memory drum of the IBM 650 when the computer 
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dies. All power goes out. The motors are still. The console lights stop 
blinking and of course the program is lost. I become aware of the summer 
sun in the dusty courtyard behind me. I hear the birds playing and 
singing. But it takes many minutes for the big drum to slow down to a 
complete stop. The high pitch gradually turns into a sustained, thrilling 
note, unnoticeably shifting to a rumble, then just a murmur. Eventually, 
the drum joins the rest of the computer in death. 

This kind of incident happens to us once or twice a day because our 
power supply often fails. Even when things are working properly this 
computer is very slow. The satellites go around the earth in ninety min
utes, but it takes the machine two hours to compute an orbit, so we are 
always hopelessly behind. Yet many of our astronomical colleagues con
sider this computer an example of extravagant waste. They are jealous 
of us: Think of all the shiny telescopes one could buy with the same 
money! 

Paris. 28 September 1961. 

We have now measured with as much precision as we could the posi
tions of the best documented sightings on BAVIC (as I now call Bay
onne-Vichy) and a second prominent line. Janine has begun a list of 
coordinates for all the points mentioned in Aime Michel's book. We 
have bought stacks of detailed Michelin maps which cover the whole of 
France. Unfortunately we do not have the luxury of sending investigators 
to every location: we have to take the best information we can from the 
published data: Some errors will be unavoidable. To reduce their impact 
I am computing the great circles through a least squares fit. 

I continue to write science fiction. Fiction magazine has just pub
lished one of my short stories, Les Calmars d'Andromede. 

Paris. 14 November 1961. 

Another trip to Vanves to see Aime Michel, who hands me a copy 
ot the world's first sighting catalogue. It was compiled by a man named 
^uy Quincy, who lives in North Africa. This is a very valuable resource, 
even if its entries are often sketchy, because it covers over a thousand 
cases. It is a typescript of which only a handful of copies are in existence. 

By plotting the computer data on the map I have made a curious 
observation: The first three great circles I have computed, which were 
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selected because they linked the most remarkable cases, happen to inter
sect in a single point, near the town of Cernay in Alsace. 

Paris. 25 November 1961. 

Janine and I are now doing a study of the correlation between the 
frequency of sightings and the distance of planet Mars, which comes 
closest to the earth every twenty-six months. The resulting curve is strik
ing. Guerin tells us he had not expected such a clear-cut relationship. 

If the saucers come from space, why don't we see them when they 
are at a great distance from the earth? Recent experience with artificial 
satellites has shown that even a small sphere can be detected with the 
naked eye at an altitude of hundreds of miles. And a simple theodolite 
enables an observer to detect much fainter objects. Could this mean they 
don't actually come from outer space? We have no answer to this puzzle. 

Paris. 7 December 1961. 

Aime Michel has given me another list by Guy Quincy which covers 
landing reports. Today I have reviewed all of my notes and I have updat
ed our first catalogue. Janine has been assigned a job as a psychologist 
with a school near Gare de I'Est. After work she helps me by putting on 
index cards every single sighting we can find. Aime Michel believes that 
daily alignments of sightings are characteristic of saucer waves but he 
agrees with me there is nothing magical about a twenty-four-hour inter
val. In fact he once thought he had discovered a twenty-three-day period 
between the most important cases, but he could never confirm it. 

Janine and I are tired. She is afraid that I will fall asleep at the wheel, 
so some nights she drives with me all the way to work in Meudon. 

Pontoise. 31 December 1961. 

Taking advantage of the holidays I have plotted on a world map all the 
landings prior to 1954 and all the significant observations before 1947. 
There is no pattern, no law at all. Now I am trying to find out what 
researchers in other countries may have done on this problem. 

Last week, while browsing along the Seine among the boxes of the 
bouquinistes, I was able to purchase French editions of a book by Major 
Keyhoe and of Flying Saucers Have Landedhy Leslie and Adamski. The lat
ter is utter fantasy, with fine fake pictures of a "Venusian saucer" that is 
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nothing more than a dining room lampshade or some such ordinary 
object photographed at close range. 

Seen through Keyhoe's book the attitude of American scientists and 
military men is quite disturbing. They behave like a well-organized insect 
colony whose life is suddenly disturbed by an unforeseen event. The Air 
Force's inability to think about the world in terms of anything other 
than the Air Force itself strikes me as particularly curious. For example, 
when they decided to study the flying disks they created a commission 
composed of rocket experts! And their idea of active "research" is to chase 
the objects with their jet fighters in the hope of shooting one down— 

In the whole history of the problem Aime Michel has perhaps been the 
only man who looked at the evidence humbly and calmly. To me this 
phenomenon is not simply something that should be investigated, it is a 
psychological test: the first great collective intelligence test to which 
mankind has been subjected. The sightings put into question both the 
structure of our society and the laws of our physics. Naturally we are 
free to run away from this test, as our scientists are currently doing. 

Paris. 21 January 1962. 

I have revised the flow-chart of my great circle program. Guerin has 
given me some useful advice for an article about the Mars relationship. He 
suggested I send a copy to his former mentor Gerard de Vaucouleurs, a 
French astronomer now established in Texas, and to a man named Allen 
Hynek who is the scientific consultant to the U.S. Air Force on the prob
lem. Both are open-minded, he assured me: they visited Aime Michel 
with Guerin in Paris four years ago and they were impressed with his 
data. I have agreed to put my real name on the article, even if it ends 
up being published in a magazine like the British Flying Saucer Review. I 
should have the guts to take a stand. 

Since the first of the year I am no longer working in Meudon. I 
resigned, fed up with the pettiness of French astronomy in general and with 
the narrow-mindedness of Muller in particular. It is a small incident that 
nnally drove me to quit. One evening, driving back from visiting my 
mother in Pontoise, I saw that the sky was quickly getting overcast and that 
satellite observations would be unlikely at best that night. I went to bed 
mstead of reporting to the station. The next day Muller was very upset. 

But the sky was overcast," I said. "I thought..." 
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He interrupted me: 
"That's exactly your problem, Vallee, you think too much." 
Perhaps that was a compliment? In any case I have looked at other job 

opportunities and I have quickly discovered that I could earn twice as 
much as a research engineer with an electronics firm. I now find myself 
with more advanced computing tools, and more stimulating people who 
are in touch with reality. 

A scene that would be amusing if it was not a tragic illustration of 
French scientific bureaucracy took place after I handed in my resigna
tion. Muller made several valiant efforts to get me to return, stressing 
the fact that a retroactive raise had recently been given to astronomers on 
the government payroll to correct the blatant injustice of their low salaries. 
Naturally, this raise was due to me even if I maintained my resignation. 
But the administration denied it. I had the audacity to take my com
plaint all the way to the head accountant who had his office in the main 
building of Paris Observatory. 

It was my very first visit to that august institution. I was awed by the 
impeccably polished hardwood over which the great Leverrier had walked 
and where a line in the floor materialized the Paris meridian. I admired the 
shining copper of the antique instruments on display, the magnificent 
rooms with their period furniture and their dignified portraits. In these 
glorious surroundings the accountant turned out to be a cowering bureau
crat who was not used to being challenged. He tried in vain to argue 
against my retroactive raise. I left the observatory with a modest check in 
my hand and a very bad taste in my mouth. 

Paris. 24 January 1962. 

Guerin has sent a draft of my Mars correlation article to Gerard de 
Vaucouleurs. Aime Michel has mentioned it to Yves Rocard, who is direc
tor of the physics laboratory at Ecole Normale Superieure. Rocard appeared 
to be intrigued. He recommended that it be published quickly. Aime 
Michel's health is better: His worry about a brain tumor has turned out 
to be unwarranted. 

He also told me the funny story of how he had met Guerin. After 
his book came out in 1958 he received a very irate letter from him, la
menting the shortcomings of his methodology. He called Guerin and 
came to his lab, ready for a confrontation. 
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"Why did you send me a letter full of insults?" He asked. 
"What insults?" replied Guerin, genuinely surprised. "I wrote to con

gratulate you!" 

Paris. 26 January 1962. 
Janine has introduced me to a statistician who is her teacher at the Psy

chology Institute. We need advice to evaluate the significance of the cor
relation we have found between the frequency of unexplained sightings 
and the proximity of Mars. At first, however, she ran into some strange 
reactions on the statistician's part. 

"Where does the data come from?" He wanted to know. 
"That doesn't matter," she said cautiously, since I had lectured her 

about keeping our study very quiet. The gossiping that surrounded us at 
Meudon has made me very nervous, and we don't want to get Guerin 
into trouble. She added: "This is a purely theoretical question." 

"Not at all," insisted our friend, "these numbers look to me like astro
nomical parameters. Are you sure this doesn't have anything to do with 
Mars?" 

It turns out that he has a colleague named Michel Gauquelin who 
has been doing his own clandestine study, an attempt to disprove astrol
ogy while demonstrating to his students the power of the statistical 
method. He did expose for them the myth of the zodiac, but the rest of 
the calculation backfired: he found a strong, unexpected correlation 
between certain positions of the planets at birth and the professional 
destiny of the individuals in his sample. There is an unexplained "Mars 
effect" which affects many people born with the planet just above the 
horizon or just beyond the zenith. 

We soon met Gauquelin, and we laughed when he and his charm
ing wife Francoise revealed their secret to us. They laughed too, when 
we told them where our own data came from. 

Michel Gauquelin agreed that Janine's correlation computations were 
on the right track. He has given us some suggestions regarding the type 
of statistical test we should apply. 

Paris. 28 January 1962. 

For the last two days I have been making a copy (by hand) of Aime 
Michel's card file, which holds a thousand cases. Each card is a reference 
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to a raw document, so it is hard to estimate how many actual cases the file 
represents. There is a huge amount of work ahead of us. On the same card 
I sometimes find four or five observations. Most of the time he had only 
noted the date, the time, the place and a reference number, so I am left 
very hungry and frustrated: "Bloemfontein, most interesting!" 

Later the same day. 

I have just finished copying the cards for 1958, 59 and 60, some 400 
cases in all. Since there was almost no overlap with the Guy Quincy cat
alogue I started worrying about the stability of our correlation with Mars, 
so I ran a comparison between the two sets. The results were beyond 
my expectations: Here are two researchers taking their data from inde
pendent sources, in different countries. Three out of four cases in Michel's 
files are not known to Quincy, while the latter has many cases from 
North Africa and from America. Remarkably, not only do the peaks 
coincide, but the details of the distributions match too. Could this mean 
that the percentage of errors in each file is actually very low? Are geo
graphic and population factors playing a weaker role than we thought? Is 
Aime Michel right when he says there would still be a noticeable wave in 
the Fall of 1954 if we threw away all the French cases? 

In spite of the late hour I went out again among the produce trucks 
and the streetwalkers of Les Halles to find a public phone at the Reaumur 
subway. I called Aime Michel to give him the monthly sighting figures and 
to ask him to think about their meaning. 

Paris. 31 January 1962. 

This afternoon I went back to see Guerin in his office on Boulevard 
Arago. I have a lot of freedom in my new work, as well as a measure of 
intellectual independence that was denied to me at the Observatory. 
Guerin works in a long, dark, dusty office in the basement of the Astro
physical Institute. Gerard de Vaucouleurs used to work in that room, 
which he left long ago for the wide open spaces of Texas. By the way, 
says Guerin, he is looking for an assistant, preferably someone who 
understands computers. If I was ever tempted to move to the United 
States, he could be a point of contact 

We have to keep our voices low when we discuss our forbidden sub
ject: the walls are thin. He likes my article about Mars. At no point do I 
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argue that the correlation is a "proof" of anything. We are simply attempt
ing to analyze a phenomenon. 

What the saucers are doing on earth eludes us completely. The type of 
observation that troubles me most is what Aime Michel calls the "medusa": 
an object comes down from the sky, hovers a dozen feet above the ground 
and drops a small probe that touches the earth and goes back up. This 
suggests that they are taking measurements, but it doesn't correlate to 
anything we know. As for the landings, we do not have any good expla
nation either: could it be that our visitors are simply trying to get used to 
earth's gravity? 

Paris. 7 February 1962. 

Aime Michel has given me the address of Dr. Hynek, who is director 
of Dearborn Observatory at Northwestern University in Evanston, near 
Chicago. I have mailed my Mars correlation article to him, to de Vau
couleurs and also to Richard Hall, of the civilian research group NICAP13 

We have finished copying Aime Michel's cards for all cases after 1954. 
Through a friend who is doing his military service at the French Air 

Force headquarters, I have had access to the saucer files they have been 
quietly maintaining since the early fifties. They are full of well-docu
mented sightings, including a remarkable incident in which an object 
was tracked on radar over Morocco. 

Paris. 9 February 1962. 

A demonstration against the extreme right turned ugly last night. 
Mad with hate, the cops charged the crowd, forcing it to retreat down the 
stairs of the subway station at Charonne. The iron gates had been drawn 
shut. Still the policemen, many of whom belong to neo-fascist groups, 
charged viciously, beating people with clubs and rifle butts, pressing 
them against the bars. In the panic several men and women died, crushed 
under the weight. 

I was deeply shocked as I drove home through the area of the Bastille 
on my way back from work a few hours after these atrocities were corn-
nutted. Today the whole area remains stunned, in deep mourning. There 
ls a palpable, terrible sense of catastrophe, of despair, a feeling that 
reminds me of the dark days of the German occupation as I was aware of 
them as a child. I am fed up with such violence, fed up with this country 
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and its absurd political intrigues. How could anybody ever build some

thing of value here? 

Paris. 29 February 1962. 

I went to see Robert Kanters in the offices of Denoel on rue Amelie 

this afternoon. He is an affable man who heads up their science-fiction 

collection, Presence of the Future. He likes Dark Satellite, but he wants 

me to rework the end of the novel. 

It is a strange experience to write science fiction here. The area where 

we live is still the Paris of Baudelaire, or of Villon. It has not changed 

much in centuries. On our street a dozen pretty girls stroll along the 

sidewalk by day and by night, wearing the shortest possible skirts and 

whispering sweet suggestions into my ears every time I pass them on my 

way home. We have agreed, Janine and I, that we would never "own" 

each other; that we would keep the wild freedom of love that gives a 

unique meaning to life in general, and to our life together. I must confess 

that I take advantage of this freedom: I would lie if I said that I was 

always deaf to my neighbors' suggestive invitations. 

The streets are throbbing with tempting pleasures. Every night, all 

around us Les Halles celebrate life. Huge trucks bring the produce from 

the four corners of France. Workers unload the beef and the salad crates, 

the cheese and the pallets full of strawberries, lining them up on the 

sidewalk among the vagrants waiting for a chance to steal an apple, the 

poor students looking for a night job, the bag ladies rummaging in the 

trash, the glittering whores parading before the truck drivers, displaying 

their Parisian style before the farmers from Perigueux or from Brest. I 

watch the whole picturesque scene with lusty amusement. 

Paris. 15 March 1962. 

Yesterday I brought back all his index cards to Aime Michel. The 
more we make progress in this research, the more upset I feel with the con
straints under which we have to do this work, outside of normal hours, on 
weekends and evenings. In spite of all the improvisation, the computer 
programs to reduce the observations and compute the great circles are 
now ready, and we have a sizeable catalogue at our disposal. Isn't it time 
to place our work on a solid footing, instead of this suffocating, childish 
clandestine business? We need a stable structure within which we could 
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do some real science. 
"I've decided to move to the United States," I told Aime Michel yes

terday. "Even at the electronics company where I work, I am simply 
doing technical research on problems whose solutions have already been 
discovered across the Atlantic." 

When I paid a visit to the U.S. Embassy, however, I came away dis
couraged by all their forms, by their haughty handling of us "aliens," by 
their bureaucracy. I hope this is not the real face of America. 

Again Aime Michel promised to mention my ideas to Yves Rocard, 
who will perhaps find a way to keep this work in France. Why can't we 
find a discreet laboratory somewhere where I could shelter my research? 

When I think about it I am fairly sure that no one in France, not 
even Professor Rocard, can do anything. He may be one of the "bosses" 
of French physics, a leader of the atom bomb program which is dear to De 
Gaulle, yet his rationalist colleagues might hurt him professionally if 
they found out he has an open mind on subjects like dowsing and flying 
saucers. I find this especially ironic, when the man who directs nuclear 
tests from the flagship of the Pacific fleet isn't allowed to spend a few 
francs to explore the frontiers of science with a handful of his friends. 

We also speculate about the work going on in America. Aime Michel 
suspects they have not even gone as far as we have. He bases this opinion 
on the fact that "Project Blue Book"14 has a staff of only three people. 
Their files are almost useless, judging from the overly complicated ques
tionnaire designed for them by a team of psychologists, which breaks 
down every case into meaningless details. As Dr. Hynek told Aime Michel 
when he saw his files: "You're luckier than I am—at least when you read 
your documents you can find out what actually happened!" 

Paris. 24 March 1962. 

1 have obtained permission to use the computer all day, and everything 
is now ready for the calculation of Aime Michel's largest "network" of 
alignments. I wonder what will come out of this massive effort. 

In the evening, when we do not go out for a walk or a movie, Janine 
and I listen to the marvellous songs of Jacques Douai: 

Nos plus beaux souvenirs fleurissent sur l'etang 
Dans un lointain chateau d'une lointaine Espagne: 
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lis nous disent le temps perdu, 6 ma Compagne! 
Et ce blanc nenuphar, c'est ton coeur de vingt ans . . . 

(Our finest memories are blooming on the pond 
In a far-away castle in far-away Spain: 
They speak to us of all the time we lost, my Darling! 
And this white water-lily, your twenty-year-old heart...) 

Paris. 26 March 1962. 

Nothing of any significance has come out of the computer. I find no 
remarkable pattern so far in the distribution of the great circles, so our 
research is stalled. 

My employer has taken delivery of a new machine from IBM, the 
first 1620 model they have shipped to France. Our engineers are aston
ished: it is entirely built of removable printed circuit cards bearing tran
sistors instead of the traditional tubes; even more remarkable, many 
connections are wire-wrapped rather than soldered. When something 
goes wrong the IBM maintenance man runs a diagnostic program, 
removes the bad card and replaces it with a new one without troubling to 
identify and fix the specific device that has failed. 

I picked up one of these cards from the trash, put it in my pocket, and 
went to see Aime Michel. 

"I want you to imagine that we live in the fifteenth century. You are 
the learned abbott of the monastery, you have read all the available lit
erature of Antiquity and you are familiar with the full extent of science. 
I am a farmer who has just found an object in his field, and I bring it 
to you to find out what I should do with it. Here it is, Father." 

He took the card between his fingers, turned it around carefully this 
way and that, and finally gave it back to me: 

"Burn it, my son, it is the work of the Devil!" 
Indeed, what could a fifteenth-century scientist do with such a piece 

of technology? Even if he had been such a great chemist as to analyze 
the composition of the transistors, and had had the formidable insight to 
guess at the existence of germanium, would he have detected the impurities 
in the germanium? And if by some miracle he did, would he have con
cluded that these impurities had been put there on purpose, to create the 
effect of semiconductivity? And wouldn't we be in the same position 
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with respect to a piece of flying saucer hardware, if it happened to fall on 
the earth? 

Paris. 5 April 1962. 

We met with Cristian Vogt yesterday. He is one of the founders of 
the Argentine research group CODOVNI, based in Buenos Aires. He 
told us that our current research was far ahead of anything he had heard 
about, including official American studies. Apparently the U.S. Air Force 
gathers a lot of data but doesn't really do any analysis. It only looks at 
the sightings case by case. He also told us about some cases in Argentina 
that appeared to fall on my extension of the BAVIC line. 

Today Guerin called me at work with an exciting observation. He 
had noticed that the three great circles I had computed divided the equa
tor according to a defined scale, with a basic unit of 12.4 degrees which 
turns out to be related to the Martian mean time. Could we have found 
a genuine law? The elegant geometric pattern formed by these three great 
circles does seem to be more than the product of coincidence. Guerin 
also asked me how the contact was going with the University of Texas. I 
told him I was waiting for a firm job offer. 

Paris. 16 April 1962. 

Taking the bull by the horns I have decided to punch the totality of 
our data into IBM cards. Such a file will be essential if a serious profes
sional study is undertaken some day. Janine is helping me set up a card 
format and a code for the sightings. We keep accumulating new cases 
from every book we can find. 

We are always afraid of being overheard when I call Guerin over the 
teleph one from the office. Our colleagues would be intrigued if they lis
tened to us as we say things like: "There has been a landing in Nor
mandy and a vertical cigar over North Africa..." Therefore I have devised 
a code which also turns out to be a good classification system for the 
sightings. I designate the landings as Type I, the vertical cigars as Type II, 
and so on. 

It we moved to Texas we wouldn't have to hide this work. 

Paris. 21 April 1962. 

Instead of going to the movies or to the corner cafe we spend every 
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evening punching cards. After work we now make it a practice to go to the 
magnificent facilities of IBM France on Place Vendome, where the key
punch units are freely available to IBM customers. There we are able to 
type, sort and print to our heart's content. 

The De Gaulle government, trying to protect the French language, has 
made it a rule that all high-level computer codes must now be in French. 
Fortran programmers cannot write "Go To 103" any more: They must 
express it as "Aller a 103." This is fine, except that there are very few 
experts at IBM France who are of a high enough level to understand the 
intricacies of the compilers (the special programs which translate the 
languages themselves into the code which is executed by the machine), and 
they now spend all their time correcting the numerous new versions that 
keep arriving from the United States. They do their best to translate the 
instructions themselves, but they don't have time to translate all the error 
messages. 

Last night at IBM we met a disoriented Frenchman who was staring 
at his output without understanding. 

"Look," he told us, "this says: CORRECT SOURCE PROGRAM, yet 
the program wasn't executed!" 

We had to explain to him that the English wording definitely did 
not mean that his program was "correct." On the contrary it was an 
urgent invitation to correct it.... 

When we come out at midnight we find Paris calm and clean, washed 
out by the Spring rains. We drive quietly from light to light, in Janine's 
blue Renault Dauphine. This highly civilized city will wake up again 
tomorrow in its well-ordered world. From the patient stars has come a sign 
we are trying to decipher. At the end of our own night, we do not know 
what kind of awakening we will find. 

Paris. 17 June 1962. 

Yesterday I finished computing all the alignments in Aime Michel's 
book. I still find no pattern. So much for the idea that the great circles 
might generate a regularly spaced set of intervals at the earth's equator, as 
we had speculated with Guerin. But we have not given up the search for 
patterns. 

After eliminating from our data the cases that are explainable by con
ventional causes we now have 2,437 entries on file. We are going ahead 
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with the keypunching of 500 selected observations for which we are 
computing precise coordinates. In the meantime the U.S. Embassy has 
begun to process our visa application. 

Marigny. 10 August 1962. 

A few days' rest at the home of Janine's parents in Normandy, not 
far from Bayeux. Through the window I see the vegetable garden, the 
cabbage plants and the neighbors' rabbit cages. Beyond that, a few hedges, 
some bushes blurry with rain, and the open fields. To my left the quiet vil
lage climbs the hillside. As I sort out my notes, new ideas come to mind. 
Now I think of publishing everything, even if we don't have a perfect 
key that will unlock the mystery. At least we can vindicate Aime Michel 
by proving that his alignments do exist, that he did not make up the 
data. But what do they mean? And could they be only the product of 
chance? 

At last the letter we had been waiting for has arrived from Gerard de 
Vaucouleurs in Texas. He confirms that he is offering me a position as a 
research associate in Austin. Also a letter from Antonio Ribera in 
Barcelona. Janine is compiling new index cards based on the volumi
nous files of Charles Garreau, which Aime Michel first used as the basis 
for his book. They give us one more way to calibrate and extend his 
work. 

Fat with the rain, this little town sleeps in blissful ignorance of our sci
entific puzzlement. Marigny will be my last real memory of France. 

I will leave without much regret. Since the Charonne episode of last 
February I have felt disgusted. In vain have I expected any indication 
that De Gaulle would take disciplinary action against the thugs in his 
police forced Wouldn't the opposition, communists and socialists, com
mit similar crimes if they had the chance to get into power? The hypocrisy 
or French society has become obvious to me, under the veneer of the 
convoluted commentaries in Le Monde or the snobbish style of L'Express. 

In the countryside near Marigny dogs howl, furiously foraging in the 
hedges. Behind their enclosures, cows complain noisily. A romantic moon 
spreads its light over the fields. We are already thinking of what it will be 
hke to sail to New York on the Queen Mary. 
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Pontoise. 15 September 1962. 

From the little plywood dome on top of the roof I spent an hour 
observing the planets, aware that this may be the last time I looked at 
the starry sky from my old house. I followed Jupiter and Saturn with 
my telescope. The night was clear, the moon very bright. For old time's 
sake I tracked a satellite for one minute on a nearly horizontal trajectory 
from the West to the Southwest. 

Robert Kanters tells me that Denoel will publish Dark Satellite in 
November. 

Paris. 18 September 1962. 

Pierre Guerin and I have paid a visit to Paul Misraki in his beautiful 
Paris apartment. An excellent musician, well-known for many popular 
songs (most notably "Tout va tres bien, Madame la Marquise"), he is also 
a deeply reflective man and something of a religious scholar. He has just 
published a book entitled Les Extraterrestres, in which he argues that 
some religious miracles, notably Fatima, could have the same cause as 
modern saucer sightings. And what about the vision of Ezekiel? He 
showed his manuscript to a Catholic bishop, who told him that he was 
presenting a perfectly valid interpretation of the facts. Although the 
Church had a different interpretation, this was not a matter of dogma, and 
he did not require the Imprimatur. 

Pontoise. 13 October 1962. 

All our books and personal effects are now locked inside three large 
green footlockers over which I have painted our destination in big white 
letters: Austin, Texas. Amidst my parents' old furniture, in the house on 
Saint-Jean street, how incongruous these words seem! 

My mother has helped me dismantle my old observation dome. 
Fiction has published a second short story of mine, L'Oeil du Sgal. 

Robert Kanters tells me that Dark Satellite will be in the bookstores next 
month. I won't be in Paris to see it. 
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Austin. 29 November 1962. 

On the way to Texas we spent two days in New York City to rest 
from the rough sea journey on the Queen Mary. We stayed at the Taft 
Hotel near Times Square, feeling very much like tourists crushed by an 
alien city. We took the obligatory trip to the Empire State Building and 
Greenwich Village and tried to forget the uncomfortable entrance into 
New York harbor. We were unimpressed by the first human contact with 
America. Contemptuous bureaucrats kept all passengers waiting for 
hours, like mere cattle, at the Customs Office. 

We flew from Newark to Texas on a four-propeller plane that stopped 
in Washington and Dallas before landing here. We have found a tem
porary place to rent. People smile at our halting, imperfect use of English. 
But the weather is magnificent, and I have become acquainted with the 
University campus. 

Now the movers have delivered the boxes containing all our sight
ing files, and we are busy reorganizing them. Here I will be free to do 
my own research in my spare time, and to use the computer facilities 
whenever I want to, so we have made great plans to extend our cata
logues and to punch more data into IBM cards. We don't have to hide 
anymore. Janine argues rightly that our coding system is too limited: it 
drops some important features of the sightings. 

We are going to turn one room into a study, complete with file cabi
nets and space for specialized magazines. I have ordered several books 
in English to expand our library. 

Austin. 10 December 1962. 

For $800 in cash we have bought a real American automobile, a 
1958 Buick Roadmaster. It is black, huge, a real gangster car, with a red 
leather interior. There are switches for everything: raising, pushing back 
and tilting the seats, putting up the radio antenna. The starter is located 
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under the gas pedal, a fact which confused us at first. Janine has already 

found a job as a research associate in the Testing and Counselling center. 

After one look at her Sorbonne diplomas the University granted her the 

equivalence with a Master's degree in psychology. She is auditing gradu

ate courses in statistics to familiarize herself with American terms. De 

Vaucouleurs is planning to send me to MacDonald observatory in a few 

weeks, and there is talk of my attending a conference on the exploration 

of Mars in Colorado next June. 

MacDonald Observatory. 15 February 1963. 

We just drove up from Austin to the snow-covered top of Mount 

Locke for a series of observing sessions. My main task is to take a series of 

galactic spectra, starting with N G C 1741. We are using the prime focus 

of the 82-inch telescope, a huge monster lodged inside an enormous 

dome. The night is windy, fairly clear. Our target galaxy was discovered 

by Stefan at Marseille observatory, Gerard tells me. He even recalls that 

Stefan was using a Foucault telescope with a wooden mount. 

Back in France another short story of mine has appeared in Fiction. It 

is entitled The Planets Downstream.1 I was surprised to see that the same 

issue contained a review of Dark Satellite by Gerard Klein, who calls it 

"one of the most interesting French science-fiction novels we have been 

able to read in recent time," and he goes on: 

The description of the Paris of the future he sets up in a few pages 

is a little masterpiece, as well as his precise but too fleeting images 

of foreign worlds, of alien machines. It seems that the language 

pulls the author forward, forcing him to venture to the edge of 

the comprehensible. His wild rush launches him into a maze 

where time and space and the multiple, misleading appearances of 

parallel worlds are mixed together. 

After analyzing the various characters and situations in the novel, 

which he compares to Sub-Space, he concludes: 

One could attempt a finer analysis of the themes of Sub-Space 
and Dark Satellite to try and elucidate (the author). But I believe 
he will do it soon enough himself when he emerges from his own 
poetic torrent, from his own formalism. He will then place the 
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nearly unique explosion of his spontaneous style at the service of 
a surer, more acute awareness. 

Boulder. 24 February 1963. 

I am spending two weeks in Colorado at the National Bureau of 
Standards to discuss problems of two-dimensional data analysis with a 
French-born senior scientist and his staff, and to learn about computa
tional techniques which we can apply to two of our current problems: the 
mapping of Mars and the reduction of background data in galactic pho
tographs. Janine came along with me. 

We drove through the Sangre de Cristo mountains which were covered 
with snow, and offered an awesome vision of extraordinary beauty. 

Yesterday I witnessed an animated discussion about Vietnam at a 
party attended by many staff members. After a few drinks the French 
scientist cautioned his American friends about getting embroiled into a 
full-scale war: The Vietnamese will push you out, he said, just like they 
threw us into the sea. 

They responded angrily, suspiciously, nearly accusing him of being 
in league with international communism. He tried to explain: 

"Don't give me that garbage, I fought in the Mekong delta long before 
you did, I was a French officer," he told them angrily, turning red in the 
face. "You don't understand the situation. You can't even imagine the 
conditions there." 

They wouldn't listen to him. America is so much more powerful, 
they said with quiet arrogance, "you can't compare what happened to 
the French with what would happen if we went in there." These people 
have blinders over their eyes, dangerous blinders. 

MacDonald Observatory. 2 March 1963. 

We are back at the observatory, in a little house that looks down into 
the deep valley. In the evening several deer come to our door, begging 
for bread and apples. On our way back from the Bureau of Standards 
we drove through those high points of saucer history, Amarillo and Lub
bock, where a celebrated photograph of lights in formation was taken 
in the fifties. We stopped in the latter town to mail postcards to Aime 
Michel and to Pierre Guerin. 
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MacDonald Observatory. 4 March 1963. 

Last night we succeeded in taking two spectra, respectively of IC 
4296 and NGC 4258.1 worked with Gerard and Antoinette, again using 
the prime focus, but tonight we suffer from poor visibility. There were low 
clouds to the North of us, and the moon was bright in the sky. It was 
9:30 p.m. when we were able to start on our main objective, NGC 4258. 
The temperature on the telescope bridge was barely above freezing. The 
sky became overcast again, so we had to stop half an hour after midnight, 
after less than three hours of exposure, a duration which is too short for 
the deep-space objects we are trying to capture with the spectrograph. 
From our position high inside the dome I had a fine view of the Texas 
landscape through the wide opening, all the way down the mountain. 

MacDonald Observatory. 6 March 1963. 

We are aiming the telescope at NGC 4258 again. It is a galaxy where 
Courtes has reported a hydrogen spiral we are trying to confirm by tak
ing a series of spectra under different angles. We had to stop after only a 
one-hour exposure, but we returned to it later and remained on target 
until 5 a.m. 

After I close the dome and park the telescope I go into the darkroom 
to develop the film, having rehearsed every gesture so many times I am 
able to execute it in complete darkness. The result of all this work is a tiny 
blur striated with spectral lines, half the size of my fingernail. 

Austin. 30 March 1963. 

I am expanding my library, reading UFO books in English by Keyhoe 
and by Waveney Girvan. In spite of my interest in the subject, I find 
this kind of literature incredibly boring. The style is atrocious, many of the 
ideas are childish. The data alone may have some value. As for Charles 
Fort, author of The Book of the Damned, he is witty and well documented 
but sometimes he tries to prove too much. 

Austin. 9 April 1963. 

Along with the staff of the Astronomy Department I recently attend
ed a seminar on models of the universe. The approach to the problem is 
fairly simple: you begin by assuming that the universe is uniform and iso-
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tropic (with the same properties in all directions), and from this hypoth
esis you begin to write down the equations of its past, present and future 
behavior. Then you consider the body of observations that "prove" that 
the whole thing is expanding. By drawing the light cone which repre
sents the path of the radiation that reaches the earth you can show that an 
infinite region of the universe is not observable. Next you "infer" that 
the entire thing is rotating, although you have just demonstrated math
ematically that you were observing approximately zero percent of it. 
What kind of a joke is this? 

The astronomer who gave the lecture was profoundly Christian and 
saw in cosmology the ultimate proof of the existence of God. 

I came away very unsatisfied. Wouldn't the universe be large enough 
to have some parts that expand while others contract? Aren't we confus
ing local statistics and universal laws? And what about those fundamen
tal, everyday phenomena that are still a puzzle to our current science, 
such as gravitation and consciousness? Shouldn't we try to find a rea
sonable way to account for them before we generalize? Until human 
thought has a theory of itself, what is the value of cosmology? The answer 
is that it is a useful and necessary exercise but it may not tell us very 
much about the real nature of the space around us. 

The same criticism, of course, applies to the very idea of God. From 
some unexplained local phenomena that were reported at the dawn of his
tory (the burning bush, the pillar of fire) people have erected the conve
nient model of an omnipotent creator. This is silly. The correct conclusion, 
in my opinion, would be to acknowledge that an unrecognized form of life 
and consciousness exists close to our earth. It is not necessarily cosmic in 
nature any more than our astronomical observations are necessarily telling 
us the shape of the entire universe. In fact, if there is a God, it is an 
information anomaly that would prevent the universe from being isotrop
ic: It would violate the premises of the whole argument. 

Austin. 11 April 1963. 

A letter has arrived from Guerin, who is talking about spending his 
vacation in Alsace, at the point where three of our great circles intersect. 
Aime Michel wants to send his own Martian statistics to astronomer 
Shklovski in Moscow, who is rumored to be interested in extraterrestrial 
life. I don't think that will do any good. Tired of the term "flying saucer," 
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which sounds overly sensational and already implies a certain answer, I 
now refer to the problem as "the Arnold Phenomenon" after a celebrated 
witness, businessman Kenneth Arnold. 

I am drafting a complete report on our work. I wonder what impact 
its publication would have. I also realize now that I need a doctorate if I 
want fellow scientists to listen to me, whether I talk about UFOs or 
about computer science, which I now find more interesting than astron
omy. 

Austin. 15 May 1963. 

To what insights can higher consciousness take us? In my attempts to 
see more clearly where traditional teachings lead I iind that the Rosicru
cian tradition is still the most attractive source, the one to which I return 
again and again, perhaps because it is so humble and does not pretend to 
have all the answers. 

What is that feeling, that attraction of an unseen presence that seems 
to be speaking to us across centuries of darkness? The elements of esoteric 
history I found in the book by Sedir given to me years ago by a friend at 
the Sorbonne continue to resonate for me. Behind all the jargon and 
the lofty words there is something to be discovered, a truth about ourselves 
that reveals its grandeur in the glow of candlelight, in the vague nuances 
of the night reflected by mirrors. 

This is not the silly black magic that invokes devils or deities to gain 
riches and power. Nor is it the enchantment that comes with orgiastic 
dance and possession. It is a more subtle and demanding search; a per
sonal, solitary investigation through one's own life, a confrontation with 
the very mind of the world. 

As I study these texts it is also becoming clear to me that whatever else 
these old hermeticists were doing, they should be credited as the real 
founders of modern thought. In spite of its occasional obscurity this 
material represents a profound body of work. It may be the only sig
nificant and successful effort to preserve the intense spirit of earlier ages 
within the knowledge of modern science, even if I find it simplistic to 
invoke a "Supreme Guide of the Universe." Anyone who has looked at 
remote galaxies, as I did, through a deep-space telescope, should realize 
how far we are from understanding the higher levels of consciousness, 
how low we stand on the scale of cosmic things. 
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Boulder. 3 June 1963. 

We are back in Boulder for a conference on the exploration of Mars, 
where two kinds of scientists who do not speak the same language are 
trying to argue with each other: the astronomers speak of the reflectivity 
of the green areas and the spectral features of the red areas, while the 
space engineers want to know if the green areas are edible and if the red 
areas will corrode the tracks of their vehicles. 

I have just heard a talk by Dr. Franklin Roach at the National Bureau 
of Standards. He has recently served as a consultant to NASA in the sci
entific training of astronauts. Given the narrow field of view visible from 
the Mercury capsule, scientific opportunities are severely limited, he told 
us. It is even difficult for the pilots to recognize any constellations. 

Roach also mentioned that Gordon Cooper was the first astronaut 
to see the Milky Way from space. He observed the zodiacal light, but 
he was unable to see the solar corona because of the scattering caused 
by the thick windows. 

He also mentioned several phenomena reported by the astronauts, 
which did not immediately have explanations. Thus John Glenn saw 
some strange particles outside the cabin. It turned out they were attached 
to the capsule: He could make them go away by hitting the window 
with his fist. An observation made by Gordon Cooper has not been 
explained yet. It turns out that during the day the astronauts see the 
earth surrounded with a blue halo. At sunset, for a brief instant Cooper 
saw an intense orange luminosity which is not fully understood. The 
appearance of the sky, too, poses some problems. Cooper saw something 
like "haze" underneath his capsule. 

Psychologically speaking, the worst fears of the experts about the neg
ative effects of space have not been verified. Cooper kept his good humor 
throughout his flight, taking frequent short naps. The dreaded "split-
off" effect (it was speculated that the astronauts might not want to come 
back to earth) did not take place. What did happen is a harmless illu
sion called "capsulo-centricity": the astronaut has the impression that he 
can make the whole universe move around his cabin and that he can 
bring the earth into view just by pushing a button, while he remains 
perfectly motionless in space. 
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Austin. 10 June 1963. 

Central Texas is a paradise. There are woods and hills here, big oak 
trees, huge butterflies and endless miles of shoreline along the artificial lake 
where the Astronomy Department holds its Sunday picnics. People are 
relaxed and friendly, they seem to have all the time in the world. A small 
white wooden house on the edge of campus shelters our love. Squirrels run 
around the shaded roof, playing hide and seek with us. There is white dust 
on the dry roads. Behind us a wooden bridge goes over a creek. 

Janine tells me she is pregnant. She is radiant, more beautiful than 
ever, calm and sweet. We miss nothing of France. If I had remained in 
Paris I might still be spending my nights tracking satellites, and I would 
have to watch every word I said. 

The science work, however, is not as exciting as I had hoped, although 
I greatly admire Gerard de Vaucouleurs. He left France in 1946, incensed 
at the rigid attitudes of the astronomers of the time. He wanted to study 
planets and galaxies. The former were too close, and the latter too far 
away for traditional French astronomy, which concerned itself primarily 
with the fixed stars. When he was told that nothing new could be found 
about galaxies, since "Hubble had done it!," he became infuriated at 
such an absurd statement: Hubble, a great American pioneer of galac
tic research, was the first to acknowledge he had barely scratched the 
surface of the immense new domain he had discovered. Gerard went 
away from France, first to England and Australia (where he specialized in 
the little-known galaxies of the Southern sky) and later to Texas. He 
works very hard with his wife Antoinette, but there is no future for me 
here without a Ph.D., although I am busy with several large and inter
esting projects, including the preparation of their catalogue of galaxies for 
publication. 

I was hoping to work on planetary problems, but this expectation 
has not materialized, except for a few efforts related to the Mars map
ping project we have undertaken for NASA. Washington provides little 
support. It is as if planetary scientists were afraid of seriously tackling 
the real questions before them. 

With the approaching Summer comes a stifling, muggy heat that 
slows down the thinking process. 
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Austin. 14 July 1963. 

We went over to de Vaucouleurs' house for lunch today. We spent a 
pleasant afternoon with him and his wife. He brought the conversation 
to the subject of flying saucers. We talked about the questionable quali
ty of the photographic data and about the Air Force's equivocal posi
tion. Clearly the problem is not as frozen here as it is in Europe. I remain 
confused, however, about de Vaucouleurs' own outlook. He is open and 
encouraging to me in his comments, but he always approaches the sub
ject from a skeptical viewpoint, and he has not drawn out my deeper 
thoughts. I am reluctant to remain in Austin, in spite of his support and 
the friendly hospitality Antoinette and he have extended to us. I am anx
ious to move on with my research and perhaps to pursue a Ph.D. else
where. I have decided to contact J.Allen Hynek, in search of a more 
definite approach to the observational material. 

The folks from Fiction have written to me: They will be printing one 
of my stories, The Artificial Satellite, in their special Anthology of French 
science fiction for 1963. 

Austin. 4 August 1963. 

We are awaiting Hynek's answer to my suggestion of a meeting in 
Evanston. In the meantime I am printing out our entire catalogue. I 
miss the good long talks I had in Paris with Aime Michel, that extraor
dinary mind, and with Pierre Guerin. 

Austin. 27 August 1963. 

We went to Mexico City for a week of vacation, and upon our return 
we did find an encouraging letter from Allen Hynek. I am answering 
him with the suggestion that we travel to Evanston to see him on Septem
ber 7th. 

This week away from Austin has given me a new perspective. We 
should not stay in Texas, beautiful as it is. Professional astronomy is a 
held with only a small number of scientists who hate one another and 
fight over tiny budgets, ignoring the giant forces that are reshaping the 
world around them. I admire de Vaucouleurs' insight and dedication, 
and I do not have any quarrel with the older generation of astronomers 
who did so much pioneering work, but I am discouraged at the atti-
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tudes of many among the younger ones. They show little interest in oth

er scientific disciplines, and they have no exposure to the wider industrial 

reality around them. They underestimate the real potential of computers, 

a fast-changing technology to which I am increasingly attracted. 

I think it is criminal not to put more emphasis on planetary studies. 

In this respect I find it ironic to be working with de Vaucouleurs on the 

Map of Mars project for NASA. Our map will be ten times more accurate 

than any previous one, suitable for the reduction of the photographs 

that will soon be taken by the Mariner probes.2 But in the process we 

are part of the last chapter in the history of classical Martian astrono

my. From now on, all the important studies of Mars will be based on 

space probes. The great tradition of earth-based Mars observations which 

comes to us from Galileo and Kepler through Schiaparelli, Antoniadi, 

Maggini and de Vaucouleurs himself, ends in our machine and in this 

printer spitting out the coordinates of hundreds of fuzzy spots at 400 

lines per minute. 

Austin. 18 September 1963. 

Last Friday we flew away from Austin. We landed in Chicago at night, 

after a stop in Dallas. Janine was especially happy to make this trip: since 

her childhood she has been fascinated by the very name "Chicago." She 

has long had the intuition she would visit the city some day. Chicago 

and Samarkand. 

On Saturday Hynek called us at our hotel and we had quite a con

versation for a first meeting. It lasted all day and into the whole of Sun

day: we had so much to talk about! He is a warm and yet a deeply 

scholarly man, with much energy and a great sense of humor, an open 

mind, and a deep culture that comes from the sophistication of his Czech 

ancestry3 It is hard not to be impressed by his sharp ideas and his eager

ness for action. He has a lively face where piercing eyes are softened by a 

little goatee that makes it hard to take him completely seriously. He took 

us on a tour of Dearborn observatory, a charming old building among the 

trees of the Northwestern campus, at the very edge of Lake Michigan. 
I had planned to take time out to look for a job in Chicago, but 

Janine and I were both tired on Monday morning and found no energy 
to go downtown. However, a new possibility has come up: Hynek has 
found out there is an opening for a systems programmer at the Techno-
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logical Institute, right at Northwestern University. I will look into it seri
ously. 

After reviewing all our results in detail for two days Hynek said it 
was imperative to publish them as soon as possible. This implies a series 
of decisions. First I will need advice to find a publisher. Perhaps my 
French literary agent will be able to give me the name of an American 
house he knows. It will be easier to pursue these contacts from Chicago 
rather than from Austin, which is outside the mainstream. Second, I 
realize that this book will be an unprecedented statement by an 
astronomer arguing for the reality of the saucer phenomenon. If I remain 
in Austin professional pressures are inevitable, since the department 
works closely with Harvard Observatory which is directed by arch-skep
tic Donald Menzel, who has just published his second debunking book, 
The World of Flying Saucers. I do not want to put my friends there into 
such an awkward position. 

Above all, I want to work closely with Hynek. There was an immediate 
bond between us. I am struck by the balance he has achieved between the
ory and practice; he understands solitary research but he is also a very 
good team builder. He has a genuine understanding of science but his 
sense of culture saves him from the pitfalls of specialization. His house in 
Evanston is full of books on all kinds of subjects. There are classical 
records everywhere, and current issues of the cartoon-filled New Yorker on 
the coffee table. He is an ethical man, with a realistic view of the politics 
of science and the role of the military. After our very first meeting he 
tried to call Colonel Friend to suggest that he join us in Evanston right 
away. I like this impulse, it comes from a man of action who can make 
quick judgments about people. Warmly, his wife Mimi offered to help 
Janine when the baby comes. 

Austin. 21 September 1963. 

We are packing again, ready for Chicago where I did get the systems 
programming job. I will leave astronomy behind without much sorrow, 
to start a new career in computer science. A Pakistani friend is just return
ing from a tour of East Coast observatories, including Washington and 
Harvard. He shares my impression that the field is becoming dull: "All the 
people I saw," he told me, "seemed engaged in pedestrian work, with
out much passion, without fervor, without the driving ideas that could lift 

73 



FORBIDDEN SCIENCE 

their lives above the routine drudgery of academia." 
We will take the big black Buick, driving through Oklahoma, across 

the Mississippi and the plains of Illinois. Janine is six months pregnant, 
as beautiful as ever, as enthusiastic as I am about moving to another 
unknown city, another life. 

7 
Chicago. 19 October 1963. 

Barely one month after our first meeting with Hynek, we are settled 
in this furnished three-bedroom flat we are renting on the North side, 
halfway between Evanston and the Loop, as people call the downtown 
area. We have a large living room with wood everywhere, a bay window, 
and bookcases with glass doors on either side of the fireplace. Next to 
the living room, my little office looks over Bryn Mawr Avenue. At the oth
er end of the apartment are the large kitchen, the porch and the back 
stairs. There are people living on the floor above us, about whom we 
know nothing. The owners, a cheerful Greek couple and their children, 
live downstairs. 

On the Northwestern University campus in Evanston I audit Hynek's 
astronomy class when I am not developing computer programs for the 
Biomedical Department. My work at the Technological Institute—a 
large modern building which faces Lake Michigan—gives me access to 
the main campus computer and a more comfortable salary than the 
measly $600 a month I was earning in Texas. Yet I have not recaptured 
my spiritual balance. I count on this weekend to renew contact with 
my friends in Europe. An exciting letter arrived this morning from Aime 
Michel: he is giving up free-lance journalism for a job with the French 
radio research center, where he will work under musical genius Pierre 
Schaeffer. 

Chicago. 2 November 1963. 
Hynek and his wife came over for dinner Monday night. They were 

surprised, they said, at our fast transition from Texas. Things are also 
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moving rapidly on the research front. During his class on Thursday 
Hynek mentioned his relationship with the Air Force: just the previous 
day he had visited the Project Blue Book office in Dayton. He was going 
to need some research assistants, he said, to analyze the accumulated files 
and to test the investigators' conclusions. Having said this, he stroked 
his goatee thoughtfully and added that he had already discussed the idea 
with the Air Force, and that it had been approved. 

I asked if citizenship or a security clearance would be required, since 
I am still a French citizen. Hynek answered that not only were the files 
unclassified, they might well end up in the trash if some general sud
denly decided that the whole phenomenon was unworthy of study. He 
welcomed my involvement. Another member of the class, Nancy Van 
Etten, asked a pragmatic question: she wanted to know how much we 
would be paid. Not much, answered Hynek; and he gave her a copy of 
Special Report #14 to read.4 

Chicago. 9 November 1963. 

My major concern now is to create a small elite team around which a 
real scientific effort could get organized. This brings my thoughts back to 
Michel and to Guerin. Aime is a remarkable and dangerous man. His 
imagination, coupled with a sharp sense of humor and a powerful brain 
often propel him too fast. Guerin is very different. He is an island of 
intense thinking, but he has to preserve an image of conformity inside the 
old astronomical citadel where he works. He cannot afford to let his col
leagues guess what lofty thoughts are burning through his mind when he 
passes them in the hall. Actually, very few of them put a high priority 
on real science. They worry much more about their pensions, who will get 
elected to the Labor Union Committee, whose budget will be slashed 
next year. 

Chicago. 15 November 1963. 

The French manuscript of my monograph about the "Arnold Phe
nomenon" is on its way to a Paris literary agent who has promised to 
look actively for a publisher. Hynek has suggested that we hold the first 
meeting of our new UFO Committee at his house on Sunday. He told me 
frankly that he counted on me to be the driving force of this group, 
because he had practically no freedom of action with the Air Force. That 
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is a crafty way to use me without his taking any personal risk, but I am 
willing to play the game. I have resolved to come to every meeting with 
a written list of specific points to be discussed. My objective is to pull 
the problem out of the quagmire where it is stuck. I want to try and 
convince the Air Force that this is a serious scientific question, that it 
isn't limited to the United States, and that it isn't necessarily just the 
business of the military to investigate it. Current American attitudes 
about the issue are based on shaky statistics whose only strength is the 
appearance of authority of the electronic machine that produced them. 

As I become familiar with the files, I am struck by their backwardness, 
compared to the level of sophistication we had reached in Europe. There 
is not even a general index of Air Force data, and no compilation of cas
es comparable to Guy Quincy s list. Even Hynek still talks as if landing 
reports did not exist at all. 

Chicago. 17 November 1963. 

We have just had our first meeting of the UFO Committee at Hynek's 
house in Evanston. Janine was there as well as Nancy Van Etten. We 
spent a great deal of time on organizational issues and on the definition 
of the problem itself. I still would like us to call it the "Arnold Phe
nomenon," or any such term that would break with the sensational and 
somewhat pejorative term "flying saucer," or the overly used and abused 
acronym "UFO." But the Air Force terminology is hard to change, and 
we are stuck with those awkward words "Unidentified Flying Object." 

Mimi Hynek, who thinks the whole subject is utter nonsense, argued 
emotionally against me. She did not believe there would ever be a time 
when the topic would be seriously studied at a major university under the 
term UFO, Arnold Phenomenon or any other name. Hynek watched 
us fight, cleaned his pipe and refilled it in silence. Wisely, he avoided 
getting into the dispute. 

My next objective is to develop a formal classification of sightings. 
Hynek finds the idea interesting, so I have started to read and to ana
lyze the Air Force files, working from his own carbons of the Dayton 
documents. I extract the significant data, and I put them into our own file 
after translation into French. This will enable us to compute new, inde
pendent statistics. 

76 



BLUE BOOK 

Chicago. 19 November 1963. 

It is practically on a full-time basis that I now work on the saucer 
problem. Janine, who is resting at home since her delivery is approaching, 
does a huge amount of work calculating the longitudes and the latitudes 
of the best sightings. This often leads her to a critical re-appraisal of certain 
cases and to correcting old errors in our documents. Now we need to test 
the very existence of Michel's orthoteny. The question is no longer to ver
ify that his alignments exist, since I have already validated them. But I 
need to test whether or not they might simply appear as a result of chance. 
I have convinced myself that the appropriate methodology for this is sim
ulation, sprinkling fictitious sighting points over a geometrical shape rep
resenting France, and systematically looking for all possible alignments. 
Without a computer, of course, this would be out of the question. 

While my programs are running I spend long hours at the library at 
Dearborn Observatory, catching up with the recent literature on the 
physics of the solar system or making notes for our UFO study. I often hit 
theoretical snags, as I did in the correlation between the frequency of 
sightings and the distance of Mars, and I need to discuss such issues with 
Hynek. Fortunately his office has two doors, one of which opens up into 
the library itself. Thus I see him practically every day, even when we do 
not have a formal meeting scheduled. 

Chicago. 23 November 1963. 

The assassination of President Kennedy yesterday is one of those 
events history uses in order to show us how little we have progressed 
away from barbarism. It deprives us of a sincere man who gave the world 
a remarkable lesson in genuine democracy. Beyond this it puts a tragic halt 
to the acceptance of new social concepts, from civil rights to the con
quest of space. Certainly the forward march of the Western world will 
have to be resumed sooner or later—science itself makes this unavoid-
able—but who will expand the framework of our political system, as 
Kennedy had started to do? 

I discover with surprise to what extent I had judged and admired my 
new country through Kennedy's actions. This brutal death reminds me of 
the existence of a volcano of violent realities underneath the orderly 
unfolding of our best plans. 
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The real Beyond is not that which follows death but that which 
stretches underneath life itself. In this sense the saucers are a potential 
source of cultural and strategic upheaval, just like yesterdays killing in Dal
las. Just as in Dallas, we are dreadfully unprepared. 

Chicago. 28 November 1963. 

The computer simulations have now produced some remarkable and 
unexpected results. Every evening I have been bringing home the statis
tics generated by my latest simulation program, to study them with 
Janine. There is no longer any doubt about the distressing fact they 
demonstrate: Aime Michel's networks can indeed appear as a result of 
chance, with the same precision as the actual sightings. This throws into 
question everything I have said and written before about orthoteny. The 
problem with the earlier tests was simply that they did not take into 
account the peculiar topology, the geometric shape of the French territory. 

Accordingly I may have just destroyed much of what I was going to 
publish. I will know it for sure when I recompute the totality of the pat
terns Aime Michel had constructed by hand with his maps of France. I 
now expect to see the whole theory collapse. Of course a few exception
al alignments will remain . . . and also the saucers themselves! The key 
to the mystery escapes beyond our reach once more. However I refuse to 
be discouraged. Perhaps it is even a good thing for us to go back to the 
proverbial drawing board. I am anxious to finish these calculations and to 
take a trip to France in a few months to discuss the results with Aime 
Michel himself. 

Mimi Hynek, whose son Ross was born just a few months ago, has 
been very generous with us, giving Janine some practical lessons in the 
handling of babies. They have four other children: Paul who is about 
two years old, Joel who is a teen-ager, and two older kids who have 
already left home: Scott and Roxanne. 

Chicago. 3 December 1963. 

Tonight Janine sleeps at Grant Hospital, our son Olivier next to her. 
He was born at 6:48 this morning. They are both doing very well. While 
waiting for them to come home, I continue to read the UFO cases from 
the Air Force, some of which are as fascinating as the most sensational cas
es in the published literature. Captain Hector Quintanilla, the man who 
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currently heads up Project Blue Book, has promised to visit us next 
month. 

Chicago. 4 December 1963. 

This afternoon I saw Janine and my son at the hospital again. She is 
happily resting. We are both recovering from the tough period before 
her delivery: the move from Texas, the uncertainty, the trauma and the 
psychological upheaval that accompanied Kennedy's assassination, our 
intense work on the UFO files, and her increasingly disabling pregnancy. 
Our son is an angel: I am going to be crazy about this little fellow. Janine 
has a very pleasant, cheerful room: she is impressed with the way the 
hospital runs. 

Our doctor, who was recommended by our landlady, is a Greek. So are 
most of the staff and the patients at the hospital. Since Janine's black 
hair gives her a Mediterranean look the nurses frequently burst into her 
room happily giggling in Greek, and they wonder what is wrong with 
her when she doesn't respond. 

The first snow has fallen on Chicago. There is a festive mood about 
everything. The world is fresh and clean. In Evanston the snow-laden 
branches around the quaint old building of Dearborn Observatory give 
a picture of perfect peace. 

In the used bookstores of Clark Street I have found five more vol
umes about flying saucers. I am now thinking of restructuring my 
manuscript into a more complete overview of the problem. 

Chicago. 22 December 1963. 

Janine is home and we are getting used to life with a baby. I admit I 
am fairly helpless when Olivier cries in the middle of the night. As soon 
as I brought him back to the house with Janine, our landlady put honey 
on his lips, according to Greek tradition, "so he will be sweet all his life." 

Hynek flew to Dayton again this week to visit the Air Technical Intel
ligence Center (ATIC) that has responsibility for Project Blue Book.5 
He reported on the results of his visit during our sixth meeting, which was 
attended by Stanley Roy, a new astronomy student. The staff of ATIC, he 
says, regards us very pragmatically as a group of nice young enthusiastic 
scientists who might eventually provide them with a convenient alibi if 
Congress, or the Air Force brass, ever ask pointed questions about the 
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handling of the problem. By using us to verify their statistics they will be 
able to appear open-minded and genuinely concerned with proper sci
entific methodology. At the same time, however, they did not count on the 
amount of real work we have already accomplished. Captain Quintanil-
la and another officer will be here on January 16, and they have invited 
us to visit Wright Field. They told Hynek they would be delighted if 
the phenomenon turned out to be a massive, genuine scientific mystery: 
the Air Force would rush before Congress to get a multi-million-dollar 
boost in its budget! 

During our meeting I stressed the need to inject new methodology 
into the field. Sooner or later I believe the Air Force will be forced to 
make such a change. Janine and I now find ourselves in a unique position: 
no one else has had access to the private documents in Europe and to 
the French and the U.S. military files as well. There are still many holes 
in our catalogue, of course, but the trip to France we are planning to 
take in March will give us a chance to complete the study of Aime 
Michel's files, which will fill most of the gaps. 

Chicago. 23 December 1963. 

In recent discussions with Hynek, I pointed out that the saucer ques
tion may well be part of a complex series of scientific realities, but it also 
plunges deep into mystical and psychic theories. I found him very recep
tive to this idea. We must also ask ourselves if an extraterrestrial inter
vention might have been a factor in man's early history, specifically in 
the early development of civilization and of biblical events. As Paul Mis
raki has shown in his book, the immense machinery of the Angels and the 
divine messages delivered by Jehovah amidst lightning and thunder could 
be interpreted as a celestial manifestation rather than a divine one. The 
return of such phenomena today could be explained by the need for 
some "unknown superiors" to boost our religious vaccinations. Some 
super-scientific group of cosmic origin, considering mankind as its own 
creation and seeking to experiment on us, or to guide us benignly towards 
galactic status, might behave as the saucer operators do. 

Another question then arises: Has the future spiritual state of man 
already been achieved by some individuals? Have certain gifted men 
already achieved contact, on some plane, with those who may be guiding 
our psychic evolution? 
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