For decades now, North Carolina has ranked
fourth in the nation for the number of UFO
encounters(some with occupants), while South Caro-
lina ranks eleventh in the country for the same rea-
sons. This article concems my own encounter with a
Man-in-Black (MIB) following a series of illustrated
UFO talks, sponsored by Centrum Films of Atlanta,
Georgia in 1974.

The film company took advantage of my investi-
gations and research of over 1,500 case histories that
I had studied in person since 1940 from every corner
of the Earth. I was hired by Centrum Films to help
promote their film titled UFOs: Target Earth which
was being shown all over the United States, but in
Missouri, in New York and in South Carolina as a
start.

On this occasion, as well as those that followed,
I was hired by Centrum Films to give an illustrated
UFO lecture(with UFO slides, followed by a ques-
tion-answer period) twice a day in the afternoon and
evening, which preceded the movie feature. At the
close of each show, I handed out some information
sheets and questionnaires to the crowded audience.
This part of the program was wrapped up with a ques-
tion-answer period, which was well received.

My sixty-five years of UFO research and inves-
tigations had changed me from a skeptic to a firm
believer of the UFO reality. Investigating UFOs had
long since proven to be an exciting and rewarding
experience. However, make no mistake about it, I
was to soon discover that there was a dark side to my
pursuits for UFO truth, as I was soon to learn.

UFO eyewitnesses and investigators, on a global

they spoke to others about their UFO experiences.
Even I was about to face an “unknown visitor” of
this type for my first and only time.

Following the always popular question-answer
at the close of my talk in Columbia, South Carolina
at the Plaza 3 Theatre, I was leaving the theater for a
cup of coffee across the street, when I was stopped
by a mysterious person. If I recall it correctly, he
seemed to be dressed in dark clothing. The weird
looking guy was a swarthy man with a strange ac-
cent. He asked if I would join him for a cup of cof-
fee and some doughnuts and then we could return to
his car for further discussions privately. I noticed
then that his car was a long and black vehicle.

The strange man reminded me of an Iranian due
to his accent and other features. Years before I had
worked in the YMCA with an Iranian lifeguard in
Easton, Pennsylvania.

The stranger told me that in his opinion, the pub-
lic was not ready for the information that I had given
them at the theatre. As we talked in his car, it finally
dawned on me for the first time, that he had attended
my first lecture appearance.

The man who appeared to be an MIB guestioned
me for thirty-five or forty minutes and startled me
with the question, “Would you be willing to sign an
oath of secrecy?”

“Not if I found all the answers I had been seek-
ing.” I said.

The stranger’s next approach was an attempt to
bribe me by offering me $12,000. Though I could
have used the money at the time, I refused the offer.

Suddenly the mystery person became abrupt. His
voice grew rough and his attitude turned cold. He
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