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Journey to Iverness,
Urquehart and Warminster
Report for Millie

Ted Owens

Arrived in London, and with-
out leaving the airport caught

a plane for Iverness, Scotland.
There, got a room at the Caledo-
nian Hotel. I hadn’t the faint-
est idea of where [ was going or
what to do. I treaded the water
for several days, trying to figure
out the lay of the land. Finally
lined up a taxi driver named Ro-
nald Petrie, to drive me way out
of town late at night.

IVERNESS

The first night out there, Ron
dropped me off in the pitch-
black darkness, and drove off.
At midnight, there is no traffic
on that one, lonely road outside
Inverness. I was all alone in the
blackness. I felt my way toward
Loch Ness, and found a cliff im-
peding my progress. I jumped
down towards a tree growing
out of the cliff, and fell the rest
of the way.

It was freezing cold.

Soon a UFO appeared in the
sky, straight ahead and up over
me. Then one by one, three “fly-
ing sword UFO’s” appreared
out over the water, or on the far
shore, hard to determine. Final-
ly came time to get up to the top
of the cliff and over to the road
to rendezvous with Ron.

Ron drove up, lights off, and
we returned to Inverness, to my
hotel.

After the second night on Loch
Ness, I felt awful. Drained.
Turned inside out.

I figured I had done enough
at this location.

I strolled into a small shop

and saw a small pamphlet which

told about an old, haunted cas-
tle called Urquehart Castle on
Loch Ness.

I hired Ron to drive me
to Drumnadrochit, a distance
away, and put up at the Glenur-

quhart Lodge there in that small,

country village in the near vi-
cinity of Urquehart Castle.

URQUEHART CASTLE
I lined up a new driver at Drum-
nadrochit. Peter Wilson. He

rolled up at the lodge at 11:30pm,

and we drove way out to Urque-
hart Castle. It’s a huge, isolated
ruin of a castle.

He let me out, and I slipped
like a shadow through the gate
at the top of the road and tip-
toed down the long, long path
towards the castle, through an-
other gate, then left on a path
along the base of the hill below
the castle. Left far over to the
drawbridge, then up in to the
shadows of the castle. Through
the empty rooms and door arch-
es up to the top, to a parapet.

This was a Thursday night.

I telepathed to Space Intel-
ligence and to the Monster from
the parapet of the castle over-
looking the Loch. Moonlight
flooding down on my lonely fig-
ure atop this isolated old castle,
with the spooky loch below.

Soon a UFO danced up just
overhead in the sky, darting all
about, beautiful. And a column
of white light shot down from
the sky also.

Everything quiet, strange,
eerie stillness throughout.

I can sense that I am under sur-
veillance at the castle. By whom
or what, I do not know.

— insert at this point. May 9,
1975. Last night I awoke at 4:03
by the illuminated clock at my
bedside, and heard a voice talk-
ing to me from the foot of my
bed. An unemotional, flat, me-
chanical voice, instructing me
to do something. I listened to
it for about five minutes, then
dropped of to sleep —

Night again, alone, at the iso-
lated, haunted castle Urquehart.
Very dark and very cold. I move
through the ruins like a shadow
among the shadows. Up through

the arches, up onto my parapet
lookout overlooking Loch Ness.
The sky is covered with thick
black clouds. Pitch black dark-
ness all about. I telepath to the
SI’s, and to the monster.

Soon, an amazing thing
happens. A circle opens right
over me, in the sky. In this circle,
the stars and sky are quite clear.
Everywhere else in the sky, as
far as the eye could see, thick
black clouds cover the sky.
Finally the circle of clear sky
closes up.

At night, vibes were horri-
ble; terrible.

And everything was going
wrong.

And I didn’t seem like my-
self at all.

Extreme loneliness hit me with
a dull thud, again.

WARMINSTER
Lonesomeness pounds at me
like waves on the beach. Having
no one to talk to, or who cares,
or to do anything with, gets to
you. Just a hotel room.

One of the worst experienc-
es. All of this loneliness on this
European trip that [ am going
through.

During the night I hear
strange noises.

Suddenly there was a UFO right
up over me. Then a second UFO
flashed over me. Then two more
UFOs flashed right over me. It
was incredible. They were so
numerous, so wondrous to see.
Next an airplane flew onto the
scene. Finally a last, beautiful
UFO fluttered over me, flashing
on and off; silent, darting about
in sudden, quick movements
which only a UFO can do.

At time to leave my stand, [
walked down the dark hill to the
deadend gate. But no taxi. So
I decided just to keep on walk-
ing down the road. Am I glad
that I did; because in a few min-
utes, to my left, I saw something
moving.

Stopped and observed it.

It was a baby sheep, so cute
and darling. Standing to my left,
just beside the road, chewing
grass. Close by to it was a sec-
ond baby sheep, just as cute.

I watched them for a while,
then continued walking.

Now, I felt awful. My head
ached; my body ached; and just
deep down, I felt terrible. The
feeling is indescribable. The
Space Intelligences do not have
limited human bodies. They
have other-dimensional live
forces. Other physical laws gov-
ern them. So it must be up to me
to say “enough” when I have
had enough.

And I have.

I'had adeep cut on my thigh this
morning, withred edges around it.
About two inches long, puffed and
swollen. I didn’thave it before.

When I awoke it seemed
like my usual 9 AM wakening.
But 3 PM in the afternoon?

My eyes werered, and there
was aredness of myupper chest
and neck. WhenItouched it, it
turned white, like sunburn does.
Exceptl hadn’tbeen under any sun.

What happened last night?

When I went outside to walk,
I found myself walking aimless-
ly, without purpose or direction,
quite unlike me. I felt all mud-
dled up inside, and confused.
My timing was bad and I could
not judge how to cross streets.
In short, I was not myself; not
Ted Owens, sure-footed, fast
moving, fast reflexes, knowing
usually where I was going and
what [ was doing.

If this disorganized state of
affairs would be due to a post-
reaction to the work the SI’s did
on me, then I'd just have to wait
to get over it.

I remembered the first time
Space Intelligence had modi-
fied my brain, in Mexico, and it
took years to get over it. [ had
become disorganised and con-
fused, and wandered for some
years, quite unlike my natural
self, until my mind had cleared.

A phrase keeps creeping into
my mind:

“The hill is the only reality.
Your life is an illusion.”
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Kelioné | Ivernesa,
Urkeharta ir Varminsterj
Rasyta Milei

Tedas Ovensas

Atvykau | Londona, ir net neis-
¢jes 18 oro uosto iskart sedau i
lektuva, skrendantj | Ivernesa,
Skotija. Atvykes ten, uzsisakiau
kambarj Kaledonijos viesbutyje.
Neturéjau né menkiausio supra-
timo, kur keliausiu ar ka darysiu.
Kelias dienas tiesiog $Sniukstiné-
jau, kas kaip. Galiausiai sutariau
su taksi vairuotoju vardu Ro-
nald Petrie, kad vélai vakare jis
nuves mane uz miesto.

IVERNESAS

Pirmaja naktj Ronas islaipino
mane visiskoje tamsoje ir apsi-
sukes nuvaziavo atgal. Vidury
nakties tuo keliu uz Iverneso
niekas nevazinéja. Buvau vienui
vienas. Pasukau { ta pusg, kur
zinojau esant Lochnesa, ir ne-
trukus man kelig uztveéré uola.

Buvo labai salta.

Netrukus danguje pasirodé
NSO, priekyje vir§ mangs. Vie-
nas po kito pasirodé ir trejetas

,,skraidanciy peiliy“ pavidalo
NSO, kurie iskilo i§ vandens,
arba gal i§ uz eZero, sunku pasa-
kyti. Galiausiai atéjo laikas kilti
iuola ir grizti prie kelio, kur
turéjau susitikti su Ronu.

Jis privaziavo iSjunggs auto-
mobilio Sviesas, ir mudu grizom
i miesta, { mano vieSbuti.

Po antrosios nakties prie Loch-
neso jauciausi klaikiai i§sekgs.
Lyg isvirkscias.

Nutariau, kad $ioje vietoje
nuveikiau pakankamai.

Parduotuvéléje pamaciau
nedidelg brositira apie seng Ur-
keharto pili netoli nuo Lochneso,
kurioje vaidenasi.

Pasisamdziau Rona, kad pa-
vezty mane iki Drumnadrochito,
taigi gera kelio gabala. [sikiiriau
Glenurkuharto svec¢iy namuose

mazyciame kaimelyje netoli
Urkeharto pilies.

URKEHARTO PILIS
Drumnadrochite susiradau
nauja vairuotoja, Peteri Vilsona.
Jis privaziavo prie sve¢iy namy
pusg dvyliktos vakare ir mudu
leidomés link Urkeharto pilies.
Radom didziulius jos griuvésius,
atsiskyrusius nuo viso pasaulio.

Islipau i§ automobilio ir
kaip $esélis islinkau pro vartus,
ties kuriais kelias baigési. Pirsty
galiukais nutipenau ilgu ilgu
keliuku link pilies, pasiekiau
antruosius vartus, tada — takeliu
kairén éjau palei kalvos $lai-
ta, vél i kairg link pakeliamo
liepto tolumoj, ir nériau i pilies
Sesélius. Per tus¢ius kambarius,
dury arkas, iki pat virSaus.

Buvo ketvirtadienio naktis.

Prie turékly, nuo kuriy
matési ezeras, telepatiskai
susisiekiau su Nezemiskomis
bitybémis ir Pabaisa. Ménulio
$viesa uzliejo mano vienisa
figlira Sios atokios senos pilies
vir§ingj, atsispindédama man
pries akis telkSan¢iame vaiduo-
kliskame ezere.

Ilgai netrukus pasirodé
skraidanti léksté, guviai nardé
dangaus skliaute, grazi. | zemg
smigo Sviesos kolona.

Aplink né garso, keistuma,
Siurpi ramybé.

Biidamas pilyje jauciu, kad
mane kazkas stebi. Nezinau,
kas.

— Cia trumpas intarpas. 1975 m.
geguzés 9 diena. Praeitg nakti
pabudau savo zadintuvo §vie-
soje trys minutés po ketvirtos
valandos ryto ir iSgirdau balsa,
sklindantj nuo mano lovos
kojtigalio. Saltas, mechaniskas
balsas diktavo man kazkokias
instrukcijas. Klausiausi apie
penketa minuciy, tuomet vél
uzmigau —

Vél naktis, vél esu vienas su
vaiduokliais atokioje Urkeharto
pilyje. Tamsu ir Salta. Slenku
pilies griuvésiais lyg Sesélis tarp
kity Seséliy. Apgraibomis per-
einu dury arkas, pasiekiu savaji
turékla, nuo kurio matosi Loch-
nesas. Dangy uzkloj¢ sunkiis
tamsis debesys. Kur bepazvelg-
tum, aklina tamsa. Telepatiskai
susisiekiu su NB ir su pabaisa.
Netrukus nutinka kazkas

nuostabaus. Tiesiai vir§ mangs
atsiveria dangus ir pro apskrita
proper$a debesyse matau staiga
ryskiai suspindusias zvaigzdes.
Visur kitur, kiek siekia akys, dan-
gu kloja sunkis stori debesys.

Galiausiai apskritimas dan-
guje vél uzsidaro.

Nakti atmosfera buvo
Siurpi; siaubinga.
Viskas buvo blogai.

Ir as lyg nebebuvau as.

Nepakeliama vienatvé uzslinko
kaip griaustinis, vél.

VARMINSTERIS

Litidesys uzgritiva nenumal-
domai kaip vandenyno bangos
papludimi. Kai néra su kuo pasi-
kalbéti, nei kam rpi, nei su kuo
drauge ka daryt — tai priveikia.
Tik viesbucio kambarys.

Viena blogiausiy patir¢iy.
Visa vienatveé, kurig man tenka
iSgyvent Europoje.

Nakti girdziu keistus garsus.

Staiga tiesiai man vir§ galvos
atsirado NSO. Tada praléké
antras. Po ju — dar du. Buvo
nejtikétina. Ju buvo tiek daug,
tokiy puikiy. Tuomet praskriejo
léktuvas. Galiausiai vienas NSO,
nepaprasto grozio, Smésteléjo
vir§ mangs, vis pranykdamas

ir vél atsirasdamas blaskési be
menkiausio garso, bet imiai ir
vikriai, kaip gali tik NSO.

Kai atéjo laikas palikti savo
posta, nusileidau prie varty.
Taksi nebebuvo. Nusprendziau
tiesiog eiti keliu. Ir gerai, nes uz
keliy minuciy pastebéjau kazka
pakeléje judant.

Sustojau isizitiréti.

Tai buvo ériukas, toks gra-
zus ir mielas. Stovéjo Salikeléje
ir rups$nojo zolg. Tada pamaciau
ir antraji, lygiai toki pat miela.

Kuri laika | juos paziiiréjgs,
¢jau toliau.

Dabar jauciausi klaikiai. Galva
plyste plyso; kiing gélé; giliai
Sirdy jauciausi siaubingai. Néra
kaip apsakyti Sios blisenos. Ne-
zemiskos blitybés neturi riboty
zmogisky kiiny. Jy gyvybinés
jégos kituose matavimuose. Jas
veikia kiti fizikos désniai. Todél
viliuosi, kad pats galiu nuspresti,
kada man gana.

Ir man gana.

Siryt radau gilia pjauting zaizda
savo §launyje, raudonais kras-
tais. Keliy centimetry ilgio, pati-
nusi. Anksciau jos neturéjau.

Pabudgs jauciausi lyg devin-
ta valanda ryto, kada esu pratgs
keltis, bet buvo trecia valanda
dienos.

Mano akys buvo paraudg,
kaklas ir kritiné taip pat. Palies-
ta oda pabalo, lyg biity nudegusi
sauléje. Tik as nesideginau jo-
kioje sauléje.

Kas gi vyko praeita naktj?

1s¢éjes pasivaikscioti supra-
tau, kad klaidzioju be aiskios
krypties ir tikslo, kas man visai
neblidinga. Jauciausi kaip su-
jauktas ir buvau sutrikgs. Netu-
réjau laiko nuovokos ir vis ne-
susigaudziau, kaip pereiti gatve.
Trumpai tariant, a$ nebebuvau
a§; ne Tedas Ovensas, kryptin-
gas, greitas, tikslus, gerai Zinan-
tis, kur eina ir kg daro.

Jei 8i sumaistis yra reakcija
i Nezemisky biitybiy man pada-
rytus dalykus, telieka palaukti,
kol praeis.

Pamenu, kai jos man pir-
makart modifikavo smegenis,
Meksikoje; prireike ilgy metuy,
kol atsigavau. Buvau issiblaskes,
sutrikes, kelis metus klaidziojau
kaip nesavas, kol protas vél pra-
$vies¢jo.

[ mintis vis grizta ta pati fraze:
“Kalnas — vienintelé realybé.
Tavo gyvenimas — iliuzija.”
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(Sveicarijos) menas dabar) it RED A.i.R.
rezidencijoje Amsterdame (www.red-
lightartamsterdam.com) 2009 m.
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