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STORY - PART 1
THE MYSTERY IS REVEALED:
"MARIA HAD A CHILD WHO WAS HALF EARTHLING AND HALF ALIEN"

The incredible interstellar event that caused earthly wrath due to the birth of an extraterrestrial child.

I will begin by recounting my experiences, how and why I came to have them, but I will not dwell on stormy
or scandalous situations. I will only say that the extraterrestrials came to my house (in 1964) after midnight,
after announcing their arrival throughout the day, making it clear that they came in peace and that I should
not be afraid. They told me that they had to make a Revelation to me. The "Revelation" was that my son was
half Earthling and half alien. (In that year, 1964, Maria was about 34, and her son was about 18).

I had been widowed for four years (in 1960), after being married for 15 years. Because my mother was
dying, she betrothed me on 28 October 1945 to a young man from the oligarchy, Rubén Dario Moyano,
whom I married on 24 November; I was 15 years old. On 28 October of the following year, my son (Luis
Felipe) was born.

Well, they came at midnight and made that "revelation" to me. The next day, we talked about it with my son,
and to my surprise, he said, 7 already knew, I was expecting them.'1 told him about the revelation, and he
said, T know how they did it." 'How do you know?' I asked, and he said, 'If they sent me to write a book, how
could I not know? Just keep me in the loop and when they take you, pay close attention to everything, how
they come, how they enter, where they take you, how they dress." 1 said, "They told me they had 'mental
transmission, thought capture and mental domination', a 'little paint' (!). They told me they needed me to
carry out a mission, but that first they would take away some of my senses and, in exchange, give me others.
Like improving my mood, taking away my fear, making me docile, taking away my ability to analyse,
reason, etc...

I continued, my son insisted that I be alert and watch them, and I said to him, "Yes, when they want me to,
since they control my mind, and I can see, hear, walk, but sometimes they immobilise me, either by numbing
my tongue, or when they want me to speak, and when they don't, I can't,” and my son said to me, "I already
know that. How they proceed, how they act with you, that's what I want to know."” No one better than him to
know.

I explained to him that sometimes I was lying down, sleeping, and it was as if, with a pulse or mentally, it

seemed as if a magnet was lifting me up, and I, like an automaton, got up. One day, I was able to experience

it very clearly. At my son's insistence, I realised that I would open the door that was locked, and they would

come in through the dining room. My son slept in the bedroom, so he never
He woke up; I would say they put him to sleep. On one occasion,
they searched everything, from Felipe's electronics workshop, and
took a radar lamp that my son had. In the morning, when he
checked, he noticed that it was missing. I looked, because they told
me they had come in peace, and when I opened the door, I thought,
"Ah, it's the boys..." but this time they came with some little
dwarves, no more than 50 centimetres tall, wearing little nylon
buses, butter-coloured, with a hood that covered their heads and
ears, leaving their faces exposed. Their faces were butter-coloured,
verging on ash, a kind of field mushroom, I don't know

as sweating. They were the ones who turned everything upside down.

They had a kind of radio about 20 cm wide and 30 cm high with a small antenna; they put it on a sideboard
and when I wasn't looking, I tried to take it away from them. One of the little men took a kind of gun from
his waist and sprayed me with a liquid that vaporised. I started jumping and screaming because I was
freezing, and I said to the ones who had brought them, who were physically like us Earthlings, "Didn't you
say you came in peace?" And they said they thought I wanted to take the device away from them, and I said,
"Yes, I wanted to take it away because my son asked me to."



I wanted something from you to prove that you were really there," and they told me that they would check it
at the appropriate time, and they left; and I felt a chill. What I thought at the time was that this must be how
fire extinguishers work (?), forgive my ignorance.

The first time they came, they said, ‘How's it going, Maria?'; that's my nickname, and I thought,

how do they know that? I asked them. They told me they had known me since before I was born, and I said
to myself, "Yes, how stupid of me to ask,” "Not only that," they said, "We've always been watching you!" 1
was no stranger to them. Yes, I always felt like I was being watched.

I continued in the morning, as my son insisted on asking why they didn't want to contact him... "Of course,
because I'm a technician, because they won't pass me, but they make you look good and paint you the way
‘they' want you to be! Why don't they take me?"

I'll tell you an anecdote:

When my son was attending technical school, where he was studying electronics, one day they called me to a
meeting. [ went, since they had only called me. The engineers and teachers were there, and I figured it wasn't
good news. Imagine my surprise when they told me not to send him to the technical school anymore. I asked
them, "Why?" and they replied, "Because your son doesn't need to be taught; he learns on his own." 1 said,
"Yes, what's really happening is that you can't stand him anymore and you're using that as an excuse.” And
they said, offended, "How could we do that?" To which I replied, "Haven't you heard of child prodigies?"
And they said, "Yes, don't tell me he's a child prodigy, because I'll laugh from now until tomorrow." - And
they say to me: - "Well, start because he is, but don't tell anyone because you'll lose him, let him grow up
normally,” and they say to me:

"Why waste money? Don't you work so that he can study? It's so that he doesn't have to sacrifice himself'to a
bad habit."”

So I said to myself, "What do I do now?” And I read in the newspaper that a degree course in Public
Relations was starting. I told my son, with the clipping in my hand, "Go and sign up for this." When my son
read it, he grabbed me by the shoulders and said, "Come here, old woman, come sit down, let's talk. Tell me,
have you gone crazy? How am I going to go to that course? Can't you see it says, 'For students with a high
school diploma'?" For students with a high school diploma?" And 1 said, "What do you care? You go, sign
up, and that's it." He went, signed up, and was so surprised that there were professionals, businesspeople,
students with high school diplomas, and he was the youngest and the only one who knew anything, who
raised his hand, who gave answers. Once he said to me, "Mom, how did you know I knew?" End of story.
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I continued, and immediately afterwards, as it had been drizzling during the night, he said to me: "Let’s see
where they're coming from," and he said: "Today, today, look!" On the damp ground were the footprints of
the dwarves and normal ones. He followed them and they ended up next to a hundred-year-old olive tree
where my son used to sit, because when he opened his arms upwards, which were as thick as a two-litre milk
jug, they formed a perfect seat at the base. The trunk was so thick that not even three men could embrace it.
The incomprehensible became understandable, because, as time went by, we learned why they suspended the
ship in the air above the olive tree, not to climb, because they made a "chup" sound, and rise up, they entered
and closed the hatch, "chaf," and moved on to something else. The olive tree was a source of spiritual
energy, and I believe that everything about them is based on energy. Well, my son's curiosity satisfied, he
left for work.

On one occasion, [ was able to explain to my son that they, the "Extras,"” let me speak if they think it is
appropriate. Otherwise, of the countless times they have taken me away... Logically, they leave in your
memory what they think is convenient, and what isn't, they erase, or else, you are totally unable to speak,
because your tongue is numb; you can see, walk, hear, but not speak (many husbands would like to know
"the secret"). In this account, I explained that they told me they had mind control, thought transmission, and
"mental domination". Just by looking at you, they use these powers when they see fit, and depending on the
case, with a pulse, and partial or total domination, which is the most classic thing they do, hence they say,
"she's paralysed!" I would say, unable to move this or that limb or sense, it is systematic, effective for the
different tasks they have to perform. I am not saying that it is right or wrong, I am only limiting myself to
what [ was told to do, since years ago [ was forbidden to talk about the subject. Today, they suggest that I
write about it, and I am doing so, without removing or adding anything. I believe that the key points with
which this plot will unfold are now clear.

Well, I will continue with my pregnancy, which was certainly "embarrassing." On one occasion, I realised
that I was on a stretcher. There were three doctors in white coats, three on each side of the stretcher, six in
total, including both men and women. The stretcher was on the floor, and I was looking up at them from the
ground.

One of them made a "trac, trac..." sound with his foot and raised the stretcher up to their height, and from
there I don't know anything else, because they put me to sleep, and I don't think it was with anaesthetic. The
doctors were all terrestrial. Another time, they had me sitting in a chair and there were also three on each
side of me, and they were digging around, and I don't know what they were doing to my head, I couldn't feel
anything, like they were running their hands through my hair and touching my skull, like the other time, no
pain, but I was stiff while they did their thing.

They told me, "We're going to take you to show you something." They took me to a place across Antarctica.
At that moment, I looked down from the "ship" and saw the Antarctic ice, the deep, hellish crevasses with
no end in sight. What surprised me was the terrifying silence, and I think that's what it must be like on other
planets, or on the Moon, which even then (in July 1969) had not been visited by Armstrong, Collins and
Aldrin, the three American astronauts. I think about this today, but at the time it was all unknown to me.




I would like to point out something that has intrigued me until today. It was the first time they took me across
Antarctica: I was distracted from the ship, contemplating that captivating, spectacular landscape, my eyes
drinking it all in, so many things awakening my curiosity, as I didn't know if they would take me back. I was
so absorbed that I lost track of my surroundings, or perhaps they did it on purpose, because I noticed that the
ship was moving towards a huge slope, with plenty of room to slide down it, which was covered and compact
on both sides, like entering between two mountains. Either I was distracted or they played a trick on me or
induced a distraction, because I saw the slope, steep, and then I don't know if it went into a precipice, nor do
I know how deep it was, since the slope is imperceptible. What I do know is that I suddenly found myself in
front of what I called "Paradise". This is remarkable: there was no sun, no artificial light, yet the illumination
was total, it was a divine light, like that of the "Aura", but everything radiated a spiritual halo that did not
hurt the eyes, like the whiteness of Antarctic ice, which is rather harsh. I would say it is a heavenly
illumination. And of course, finding myself at that depth, with that almost unreal spectacle, I was dazzled,
stunned, [ would almost say that they were scrutinising my reaction, and well, if they were watching, they
must have acknowledged it.

I continued, looking inside the ship, which was completely compact, with electronic or energy boards,
buttons, lights, and all kinds of devices that displayed numbers. We arrived and I thought, if paradise really
existed, this must be it, the greenery, the exotic plants, it was an oasis in the middle of ice, the temperature
was mild, there were lakes, what I didn't see were animals, but if this was paradise, it should only be home
to snakes, and therefore cobras. I saw a bus in the air at the height where they put the power lines here.

They dropped me off in a large field. I almost went crazy. It was flat grass, despite the ground having small
mounds about 30 cm high. The grass was partly pink, almost a faded lilac, and partly yellow, verging on egg
yolk, also faded, and sky blue. I threw myself down and began to roll around, overcome by a feeling of
happiness, a voluptuous ecstasy, a madness I had never experienced before, of feeling... close to the sky,
without weight, without a guilty conscience, like a baby, a being free of the burdens of this world, light as a
leaf, without guilt of my own or of others, a heavenly state; and suddenly the "Extra" after letting me frolic,
said to me: "Come, I'll show you something,” and took me to some enormous, let's call them pools, and said:
"You see, this is what we feed on."

It was a type of moss, I would say, if I had to classify it. I think it was chickweed, from what I know. It's
like a moss that's a bit saw-toothed and can be eaten in salads. They call it "chlorella," the moss.



Then I asked him, "And how do you eat it?" and he said, "Come, I'll show you the fridge." The fridge for
them, for me, was the square space that would be our kitchen, with the walls covered with coolers, and in
the middle, a long, milk-coloured marble table, about 4

m. and on one side, like a counter, but also made of marble, he opened the cabinet and took out several jars,
and told me that this was how they prepared it, one in powder form, another with molasses, another
granulated, and he said to me: "And for the gluttons, who can't go without chewing, in the shape of rosettes".
Like our pisingallo corn, or pororo. And he said to me: "The moss is called 'Chlorella’, it has the vitamins
needed for subsistence.” | should mention that in that kitchen, where the refrigerators were, there was no
tableware whatsoever, nothing at all. The refrigerators had the same doors as ours, but they were metal-
coloured, and the walls, what little was uncovered, were covered with white or cream-coloured tiles. Of
course, I didn't see the sky, because when I looked up, I saw what I already described: a bus travelling
through the air. I should mention that the 'Extra’ who was briefing me on everything was wearing a black
jumpsuit that looked like shark skin because it was sweaty or damp, unlike the first two times they came to
my house, when they wore jackets and trousers.

After these incursions, they would deposit me at my house, and by deposit I mean that they would lift me up
in their arms and leave me on my bed. It took me a few minutes to regain the use of my body and be able to
move. Only then did the immobility they had deliberately induced in me disappear, and when I managed to
move, I started crying out of helplessness, out of not being able to move my body dynamically, to jump out
of bed and see him leave me. What infinite anguish! It is uncontrollable despair. I don't want to be here
anymore, after seeing and knowing that there is another reality that is nothing like this one, one of
indescribable peace.

What is my feeling of helplessness, a loneliness that encompasses my entire being, an emptiness, empty of
space, of time, as if | were alone in this world. Why? It is a need to no longer be, to not want to be like in an
immense desert, an ocean, stretching out my arms and perceiving nothing, as if [ had been emptied inside,
feeling hollow, not knowing what to do, since I was taken out of my world, or the world I had created for
myself.

(Editor's note: Having read Luis Felipe's book, we can assume that what Maria felt is the nostalgia of the Spirit
(which is her) for her world, which is not this one, this Material World, in which we are prisoners).

How am I today? My life changed from the moment they visited me, and then they took me away and

showed me another reality. I would almost say that that is reality, and here on Earth we are prisoners, with no
possibility of leaving. That is why thinking minds want to escape, upwards, and that's when They connect
and try to make us see reality, (the truth) that was hidden from us. I wonder, is there another reality? It is
dramatic to explain, to be explained, and to be understood in its proper measure. Let's say, for example, that I
must have been on certain occasions, call it what you will, up or down, it is a reality totally different from the
one | "normally" inhabit. (Then) I ask myself, what is the real reality? ... It is totally disturbing. Just think
about it: in a matter of minutes or seconds, after having ventured into an unknown dimension, I must
immediately reinsert myself into my current world, continue with the rhythm and daily tasks, with the rest of
humanity... ...it is unsettling, not to mention disturbing, to contemplate the change in structures and
landscapes just like that. It is like being in another unfamiliar city that is not familiar to you.

For more than 50 years, I have experienced these phenomena, and now that we have reached the year 2000,
everything must be clarified, specified, and reported. Nothing should remain hidden, as the moment of truth
has arrived. This is my truth. I speak only of what I know and have seen. I cannot speak, nor should I, about
what I do not know or have not seen. I want to make it clear that I am not trying to influence anyone. I am
simply recounting and describing what I am being asked to detail, specify, and report, which was revealed to
me at the time to be disclosed on this occasion.

I will continue on another occasion. (In the winter of 1969) they_took me and said, "Come, we will show you
something." 1 found myself inside a place where there was a large roll of barbed wire surrounding the wall,
and the "Extra" said to me, "Come, I will show you something." 1 followed him and we stopped next to a
reinforced door, like those in banks, curved at the top in a half-moon shape.



combination lock and large bolts, turns it until it opens, and says to me: "Come in, come in." And it was a
large hallway, or rather a tunnel, with no end in sight, on either side of the wall, and from wall to wall, it was
about 2 metres wide. There were beds, like bunk beds, but built into the wall, four stories high. There were
blond boys wearing only briefs, with blond hair on their chests, arms and legs, and physiques I had never
seen before, physiques that cannot be achieved with exercise, unless with anabolic steroids, or I don't know
what.

They were all the same, like clones, I would say between twenty and twenty-five years old, their eyes were
closed, so I said: "Are they dead?" and he said: "No, they're asleep, but watch out when they wake up," and
he said: "Let's go," and before leaving he manipulated something on the wall that maintained the room
temperature.

We left and the "Extra" followed us for a few metres. There was a kind of counter with a sentry box, about
three or four metres long. He saluted the man at the counter and said, "General, what shall we do with her?
Shall we take her upstairs or downstairs?" And the General replied, "No, downstairs. Put her on the bed and
leave the light on." As we walked, I looked around. It was like a barracks, everyone was dressed in military
uniforms with caps, and each soldier was moving around, going up to other soldiers and handing them
internal reports from the institution. But I saw that they weren't like our soldiers, and I asked the "Extra”,
"What is this?" He replied, "4 barracks." 1 said, "No, the place where we are.” and he said, "Berlin." I took
one last look at everything and saw that the uniforms were a different colour, and the caps were different. |
don't remember anything else... and I saw him carrying me in his arms, putting me on the bed and wanting to
turn on the lamp as the General had instructed him, and he clicked and clicked, pulling on a chain of metal
balls that was on the lamp, but it was broken and only on the third "click" did it turn on. I looked at him
motionless and he hurried to leave, and as soon as he crossed the doorway, he immobilised me, as if my
immobility had been cut, I jumped up and ran after him, but when I reached the courtyard he made a "chup"
sound... and rose up into the air. I climbed the ladder and reached the terrace, and I saw the huge ship on the
terrace. He went inside and closed the hatch. I stayed there shouting and gesticulating, like the "penate
fourteen", and instantly, they start up like a siren, with a hellish noise that to me was "electronic, high-
pitched, vibrating". I fell to my knees, clenching my teeth so hard they ground together, and clutching my
ears and head, as if they were about to burst.
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On another occasion when they took me, while I was inside the ship, I was able to see that they couldn't see
me when [ was in the middle of the ship, as the material is compact. I turned, as usual, to the bed and started
crying, and as a result, my son was asleep or they put him to sleep.

I will say that this happened in a boarding house that we had been renting for a month, because one afternoon
they told me that we had to leave urgently, that I had to leave urgently, and I put two sets of underwear and
street clothes for my son and myself, because I escaped leaving all the lights on, and that I should go pick up
my son from work and we would leave my house for a month. So they came to where I was staying, at the
boarding house, because there was danger at my house. This happened in the winter of 1969, more than 30
years ago, when there were no genetically modified foods, cloning, etc.

What I would like to point out is that when I am talking about all this, in vitro fertilisation was not yet being
carried out, at least not publicly, and very little was said about extraterrestrials. However, one of the times
they were at my house, the next day it appeared in the newspapers that several people had seen it, and that
the UFO had stopped at a tower, presumably to suck electricity for the ship, and I wonder, do they run on
electricity?

Another thing: when the "General" told the "Extra" and asked him, "What do we do with her, take her up or
down?", and he said, "No, down." 1 wonder: where are we, up or down?

The next unknown, or clarification, is that in 1969, when they showed me the blond boys in the tunnel, I
didn't know anything about cloning, and today it doesn't surprise me, but that image lingered for a long time,
as it was so unusual at the time. Similarly, the military uniforms were a lighter shade of brown with bright
red trim, as was the front of the cap, where it sits on the head.

Another thing that surprised me at the time was the barbed wire, rolled up next to the "wall" but separated by
about 40 or 60 cm so that the guard could walk around the other sentry boxes, "armed", of course. This
surprised me in 1969, but not today. But I wonder if that was the infamous and cursed "wall", which was
isolated, the people in a country, from there, to today I realised, endless conjectures, and what was I doing
there! (The Berlin Wall, torn down in 1989/1990)

Another thing was seeing those boys with their exuberant physiques, their eyes closed, all looking the same.
I was greatly surprised and wondered how they fed themselves and met their other physiological needs.

Another thing was that when they took me away, they made me wear a black dress, which I had bought
because I thought it was (like) from outer space, even though I hadn't seen one yet, just from pictures in
magazines... And [ wore it with a belt, also "outer space", with a big buckle, like stainless steel.

Another thing was that when they took me away, on one occasion, I wore a little white gauze scarf around
my neck, and they showed me the coloured grass, and I asked them how they did it, and they told me that
they extracted the chlorophyll. The answer was Greek to me.

What surprised me was that they said, "Come on, I'll take you for a ride." And I got on a track, like the roller
coasters at amusement parks, just two people, one in front and one behind. I was always behind, just like in
the spaceship, and it sped up and went up a slide, then came down really fast. This place was passing
Antarctica, and I was surprised that, at the speed it was going up and down, the gauze handkerchief remained
motionless, and I thought, "How is it not flying?" Anyway, "space" things.

They always took me at night, and the dogs barked happily... On one occasion, they came to get me and
took me away, always crossing Antarctica, but many tried and failed in their search... We arrived at a place,
like a cave, and from then on, they always took me to that place, on several occasions.



When we arrived, there was an "Extra" (Extraterrestrial) standing guard outside, and when I got out with the
"Extra," the guard took a small device from his belt. To me, it looked like something magnetic. He moved it
up and down, shining it on me from head to toe, and said, "Come in," and we headed towards an elevator
that I had never seen before, a round, metal elevator, like aluminium. We got in and the elevator, instead of
going up, went down. I don't know and couldn't say if it was 4 or 8 metres, because we descended in a flash,
a short descent like a sigh.

He stopped, and I followed the "Extra." We went through a door, and to my surprise, it was a tunnel with no
end in sight. The walls were made of metal, like aluminium, and the surprising thing was that as soon as |
passed through the doorway, there was a conveyor belt on the floor that carried us along. The "Extra"
stopped me by the arm, We went through another door on my right, and there was a young woman, about my
age, who stood up, shook my hand, and said, "Maria, we need you." 1 said, "Well, you tell me," and then |
woke up as usual, lying down, sometimes with the light on, always. That was a message that they had been
there. And I would get up again and start crying when I woke up here, and my son would say to me, 'I know,
they were here and they took you! What happened? Are you not happy that they brought you back with your
son? In the end, I'm going to believe that you don't love your son anymore!
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In 1972, they wanted my son to go to Antarctica, so when I saw an advertisement in the newspaper, |
suggested that my son sign up. He was called by the Antarctic Institute to take the technical tests, and if he
passed those, he would take the physical tests and so on. When he signed up, there were already 70 people
registered. So my son said to me, "Mum, there are 70 ahead of me!" To which I replied, "What do you care?
What do you have to do with those 70? If they tell you that you have to go, they'll make it easy for you to get
there. Have faith."” That's how it was. Many fell by the wayside, either because they didn't pass the technical
or physical tests, etc. The point is that 17 remained, a key and significant number, because he was among
them, which means that the little push they gave him didn't fail. He joined the Antarctic Institute in 1973
and the team left that same year, returning in 1975. My son went as a scientific assistant in the "Upper
Atmosphere" programme. He researched the Northern Lights at General Belgrano Base, the southernmost
base of all. He never told me anything about that trip, "Top Secret", and I didn't insist on knowing.

S— : , —

Clarification: the purpose of this letter is not to praise my son, as the mere fact of having to lay bare his life and
mine is not something that flatters me, since I have always been fiercely protective of my family, my life and my
actions, and I am accountable to no one but God. And if I must do so today (by order of the "Extra" newspaper), it
took me five years to make up my mind! And if | did, it was because my son made me understand that by doing so,
it would be proven that he was not a figment of my imagination, a supposition, or the product of a disturbed,
suggestible mind. "When the belly begins to rise, it cannot be hidden or confused with fat or swelling,"” the
"Extras" demanded of me. Besides, my son existed, he was on this blessed earth, and there are hundreds of facts,
proofs, and verifications that this is not vanity or egotism.

I would like to clarify once again that neither my son nor I are important. Here, the focus is solely on
fulfilling the demands of the extraterrestrial beings. 1 will consider myself satisfied when I have fulfilled
the agreed-upon pact. This is what they needed me for, I thought, since they took me away and I found
myself in a large field with lots of women and men, all about my age. I looked at myself and saw that I was
wearing a blue gabardine uniform with gold buttons, a jacket, a belt, a pleated skirt, and a cap. I looked at
myself and thought, "When did I put this on?" Then I thought, "If they have mind control and the ability to
hypnotise, what else do they need to make you dress and undress at will? The men have another uniform.
Suddenly, a trainer shouted, "Line up, face forward, no one turn your head, look at your partner!"”

Today I wonder, what became of those women and men? Logically, they are living among us, asleep, and
have no idea of anything. To me, they are like hypnotised, and when the time comes...
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At that moment, they will make a clicking sound, and everyone will stand up straight and remember, and
they will spring into action; because I asked the Extras, "What is that for?" and they told me, " For
evacuation, e-va-cu-a-tion." And I wondered, "What evacuation?"

The strangest thing about this is that they always took me at night, and me and all the others, and what I

noticed is that they don't let anyone notice when someone is missing, because when they bring you back, I
don't know, maybe because

our time is not the same as theirs, because if it
were, there would be married women, perhaps... or
they would take widows like me, or single women,
I don't know. What I do know is that they are the
"kings of camouflage". If they are in Antarctica,
they create a curtain of snow, ice, or low
atmosphere, or whatever, but no one reaches that
oasis they have, and I think it is one of their bases.
No one gets there, no one passes through. Not only
that, they can be right in front of you, and you can't
see them. They create an invisible curtain, and the
person in question can't see them. In other words,
they are right next to us, and we don't even know
it, unless they decide to interview us or contact us.
Everything else is useless. The will is theirs, not
ours.

I wonder, are they above or below, or in another
space between above and below, in the middle, on
another plane? On one occasion, when they took
me in the round lift, we descended something like
four normal floors, and I said, if they were in the
lift, flush with the ice, and they descended, I don't
know, because the descent was so smooth that
you couldn't tell how many metres below the ice
level we were... there's water, in Antarctica! I
know they didn't show me anything compared to
what one would expect, for

r four-legged animals, where they sleep, or if they sleep.
................................................ On one

i when I got on, I was surprised. It was full of girls,

aged between ﬁve and ten all blonde, looklng like little angels. They were wearing little white dresses down
to their ankles, with a crown of flowers on their heads, and when I got on, they started laughing with little
singing giggles. They were laughing at me and touching my clothes. They lifted my hair in the air. They had
short hair. The ship had a tube in the middle, and they were all standing with their backs to me, leaning
against it.

12



Another one: one night when I got home from work, my neighbour handed me a letter. It had no postmark;
someone had slipped it under her door, but as it was for me, she was waiting for me to get home. She handed
it to me and stayed there, eager to find out what it was about, as the envelope said "United States". When I
opened it and read the contents, I didn't think much of it and said, "Oh, yes, it's about a course."” Inside, there
was only one sheet, like the ones you get on aeroplanes, brief and typed, or rather printed, explaining the
benefits of "Chlorella", the moss that the aliens had taught me about, which grows in large ponds. My son
and I laughed, "What is this, how do you eat it, where are we going to get 'Chlorella'? Who sent it? And it's
written in Spanish, so... I'm not the only 'nutcase', there are others, good to know, and so punctual and well-
informed, chocolate for the news.

This is expressly for me, the "nutcase" part, not seriously, it's not a joke, given the thousand questions I've
had until today, and I'm only just beginning to understand, I would almost say that I have landed back on
Earth, as I spent more than 40 years suspended in the air, being and not being, how to decipher this infernal
enigma. I, who for years believed myself to be little less than the "Queen of Sheba", and now what? "I shared
a secret", naive of me, I didn't know I was being used.

I was part of a conspiracy in which I had no say, I am neither grateful nor ungrateful, I just am. What did you
think? And... "I thought that at least they would give me a little piece of heaven." But instead, I have here on
my table the bills for electricity, water, telephone, gas, central heating, mutual insurance, municipal taxes,
etc., etc... And so I think: "I lent myself" to this game, "at the beginning", totally, naively, "I don't know if
consciously or unconsciously"”, at first I was unaware of the "mess" they had got themselves into when they
brought my son into the world, I don't know "how or when", but from the events that took place over
time... after it came to light and the "revelation", that was already beyond my "knowledge", then I was
obedient and I was able to see how they acted, in the sense that they take a person out of a group, from their
home, together with or next to their family, and it is enough to dominate them mentally, "or is it not so?",
The times when people wake up, ignore where they were, "but suspect they were there," and it's not a dream,
then they notice that they are missing "hours," or that at one point they were in several places at once, or
absent. I advise you to lie down, as your head will start racing and you will most likely feel dizzy, fall down,
or lose your balance or faint. Don't panic, drink a glass of water, then a cup of tea, and in a minute, not only
will you notice that you were in several places at once, but that the sensation is very strong, and the blood
rushes to your head, and your heart races.

Let's talk about some connotations that caught my attention: space transport, galactic, intergalactic,
underground cities, inter-spatial, which with a single food source provide all the calories and vitamins
needed for survival (Chlorella). Hence, they have no crockery or utensils.

When they first made contact, they didn't wear ordinary clothes. They always wear black jumpsuits, like
shark skin, which are sweaty and damp. So there is no such thing as "fashion" or "competition". The
military, on the other hand, all wear uniforms, and for training, both the men and I are all in uniform. I think
the only time they showed themselves in ordinary clothes was to gain my trust and not to provoke rebellion.

When they were transporting me to Antarctica, I couldn't see the tangle of cables that criss-cross our
buildings in cities, which is why their transport seemed like something out of space to me.

Another thing that surprised me was that in places like large spaces with plants and flowers, the paths were
covered with sheets of silver or some other malleable metal, but they didn't touch the ground. That's why I
saw that they wore boots, also like the jumpsuit, attached to the foot and leg, going up past the ankle.
Outside, I saw large structures, not horizontal buildings. I think that inside they are subdivided, like Miss's
office.

Now that I had arrived at the cruel reality, they took me away, showed me everything, and I kept asking
them, "Why me?" And they replied, "When the time comes."
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First, I had to fulfil the mission of training myself, and for what? And they answered me: "For the
evacuation." And I wondered, evacuation... but for there to be an evacuation, there has to be a "catastrophe"
first! Not a word about that, questions without answers, besides, "they” let me ask if they want me to, my
brain works, if they want me to, if not, they erase everything. So, after all the speculation, questioning, and
thinking, I finally came to the conclusion, asking myself, "Why me?" I asked myself that question a
thousand tIMES. (1oveevveevieerieiiierie it eree e e re et e eve et e sereeaeesene s )

The thing is, they took my son five years ago (in 1996), and the price to get him back is to write and tell the
whole truth about my experiences, the revelations they made to me, the proof of everything they showed me

and everything I witnessed.

Something I want to make very clear: never, not once, of all the times they came, made contact or took me
away, did the ship stand out because of any light. I never saw the rainbow of colours, sightings or burnt
circles where they landed their ship. Always, whether they allowed themselves to be seen, or simply when
they came to get me, to bring me back, or I simply spotted them, whether

suspended in the air or landed somewhere, I never saw any light of any colour.
That's what I said to myself repeatedly: if anyone sees such a dark ship, they'll
die of fear. That's why they told me they would take away my fear and in
exchange give me other senses, such as improving my mood, for example. |
thought it would be because I would be scared of them, but I want to make it
clear that, whether they were wearing normal clothes, like ours, or jumpsuits,
there was nothing unpleasant about them that could cause fear. Furthermore, as I
already explained, if they thought it was appropriate, they would give me the
opportunity to speak. If not, my tongue would be numb, but my eyes were more
open than ever, and if that happened, it was because They had decided so, so that
I could see everything. And why should I see everything? Because otherwise, I
wouldn't be able to tell you about it today, and I wouldn't have any reason to
write about it, and they wouldn't get the

desired outcome for the Plan that must have been drawn up with the help of my son's abduction, and thus
fulfil your project of inserting this fact aimed at the person or persons to whom it is addressed, and
who are waiting for it. I hope and pray that whoever the "recipients" may be, they receive this as soon as
possible. It is a cry from the heart, but if for any reason this is thwarted or remains unfulfilled, [ am released
from any consequences and disasters that may occur.

Given the truth of the facts, words are superfluous. Any questions you may have when my son is
returned to me, please ask him.

How naive of me to believe that I was "privileged" when they took me away. But I have come to the
conclusion that the idea I had formed of idealising them is, in short, not only not terrifying, but more than
ever, | believe that they are just like us earthlings, no more and no less, they don't do anything without a
reason. "Who taught them?"

When, where, would I have imagined this extortion? You have to pay "retorno" (return). It couldn't be any
other way, if they are the beginning of creation, they are the first ones who inhabited the Earth, all the
indigenous people of the world said so, and they waited for them with offerings, and each people catalogued
them in different ways, they waited for them from the Sun, from the sky.

So many things, even surgical instruments, and everything they own. Back in 1964, when they took me
away, they had a round, metal lift, like aluminium, red and marble floors, a kitchen, and they called the
refrigerators 'conservadoras', and the marble table, and the countertops were a greyish milk colour, tiles,
tunnels with metal walls, like aluminium, tanks with moss, called "Chlorella". They dress like us, both those
who came to my house, shoes, jacket and trousers, shirt, and others, jumpers.

The girl who attended me at the desk wore a skirt and blouse, the blouse a pale green silk, and a grey
skirt, verging on a faded green. The girls, like ours, wore flowing dresses, from the yoke to the ankles.

Human cloning, already in 1964, in vitro fertilisation, and other advances that do not yet exist, the buses
that glided at the height of telephone cables and
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light, as UFOs do, gliding through space, have stretchers, desks, chairs. So what do we do, believe or burst?
These extraterrestrials are in our image and likeness, they told me this in advance.

They told me that they would return my son after I wrote down my findings. It's almost like a barter, like the
Indians: "I'll give you this, and you give me that." They didn't give me a date, because I refused to write it
down, since they took him five years ago (in 1996). But it is he, my son, who has urged me to write it down,
because he says to me: "I'm begging you, old woman, do it, once and for all, I'm here, a hostage, a hostage!
Do you understand me?"

Of course, they requested my account starting in 2000, which is why my son says to me, "Hurry up, old lady,
we're already in 2000." And he cries and complains, he's "fine," except that they took him five years ago (in
1996), and well, I decided to do it.

What can be seen is that there is no speculation on my part. I have already fulfilled my part, now I hope that
"they fulfil theirs", and yes, it is from 2000 onwards, for them it is only on 31 December (2000) that the
millennium ends, and the new millennium begins in 2001. What I don't know is how, when, or where they
think it's convenient to make "contact," but what I know even less, and can't even imagine, is what their
strategy will be, if they have one. What is certain is that they will make "contact" in their own way. Of course,
there is something else behind this that I am unaware of. I suspect that my son and I are two pawns, being
used for some kind of "stew." I say this because when they took me away, my son was not there; he was here.
Now the situation is different: he is there, and I am here, with no way to get up.

For my part, all I can say is that my grandfather taught me to read and write. I have no education,

I lack certain elements that are essential for effective reasoning, I have no
sense of direction, I only go out when absolutely necessary because I get
lost, I don't know where north or south is, I only know that they exist. One
day, I was lost all day. I left at 8:00 in the morning and didn't get back until
8:00 at night. Everyone drew maps for me, but to me, they were like
Chinese. I never read a book, except for Martin Fierro and magazines with
pictures.

My mother was so ill, and I was standing there with the doctor. I was
seven years old when he gave her up for dead. My mother had brought me
there so that he could tell her how long she had left to live, but the doctor
didn't want to, and my mother started crying. She begged him to tell her
what to do with me. Besides, the doctor had, I think, two sons and a
daughter, and there was a certain friendship between them. In the end, he
was moved and said to her:

. an't'. And my mother cried and said to him, 'For your children and for her,
put yourself in my place, you wouldn't want to leave your children helpless', and the doctor gave in. I
already knew, but my siblings didn't, and I never told them, so I clung to her like a lifeline. I grew up and
didn't want to go to school anymore. The teacher even came to look for me and said to my mother, 'Why
don't you send her? She's a good student," but | was terrified of not being there and something happening to
her. But faced with the inevitable, what could I do?

Time passed, and my mother only thought about marrying me off. When I was 12, she taught me how to put
on makeup and gave me high heels. I didn't understand a thing, but from the age of 12, suitors started coming
around, and I would run away in terror. The first suitor was a technician who came with some engineers, "all
Chileans," who came to start up the "Aceria Acindar" steel mill. He came and asked for my hand, and my
mother accepted. But it was not meant to be, because in the end, she married me to the man who became my
husband.

My mother died six or seven months after my wedding, in July 1946. She was 39 years old.

I didn't go to school, but I took classes in dressmaking and machine embroidery. My mother taught me how
to cook and do all the housework, which I enjoyed doing so that she didn't have to work or exert herself.
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"As I write this, I realise" that it is so fresh in my mind that it is as if it happened yesterday. And I wonder,
without knowing, what time is like for them, and given that this happened 40 years ago, "perhaps for them it
is months, hours"? I don't know. What if this has other connotations? Perhaps this was "date X". I don't
sense any imminent danger, but [ do feel a constant surveillance, and that makes me feel uneasy, like when
they showed me the 'clones' and told me it was a barracks in 'Berlin' and there were soldiers. I ask myself:
Why did they show me that? What does it mean? Of course, this isn't directed at me! I didn't see any
weapons, only holsters, but if they have holsters, I don't think they're for "pituquear” (shooting at targets).

Clarification: for five years, I'm not going to say that my life stopped, no, not at all, I had to carry on with my
normal life, from the very beginning, I had to say: "My son has gone to Brazil". Something normal for me...
mean, nothing changed for me, for the simple reason that I have always lived in seclusion, from around the
age of 4 to 7, when a relative locked me up and shaved my head in a chicken coop... and I was rescued from
that situation thanks to the neighbours. I took that issue as natural... today, because if I had to be totally
isolated, that was a good reason, that is, I didn't play, I didn't have a childhood or adolescence, since my
mother promised me in marriage a t the age of 14, I spent 15 years cloistered within a family, so being
isolated was the most natural thing for me. With this, I want to point out that for me, it was normal.

The thing about people... I never really got along with anyone, which is why my son's friends from a course
on Mercosur, mainly an accountant, a lawyer, and other classmates, called me to find out
if he had continued the course or not, and I had to tell them all that he had gone to Brazil
to continue his training on Mercosur, since he had been working in public relations. They
asked me, they pestered me, because they liked him, but mainly because he was so well-
read... he had read 5,000 books and was a walking encyclopaedia.

But before he could go to Brazil, they took him away in the meantime. He didn't waste
any time, as he went to his laboratory to study "the scientific integration of the
tal JMeofllapplied to the control of physical phenomena. I will always wonder whether he discovered
> wiiether he stumbled upon some mystery that he should not have? What I do know is that he
sent me to see someone I didn't know, because he made me take a taxi and said: "Get in here, get out here,
go to the Rector's Office, ask to speak to the Rector's Secretary and give him this book (which I saw was
about Fractal Theory). Tell him to read it all, that I'll come and see him afterwards and we'll talk". On the
piece of paper where he wrote down the address, I think it said Catholic University, but 1 threw the paper
away, so I don't know if that's the university, and I don't know the young man's name.

On one occasion (in March 1989), I wrote a letter to Colonel Seineldin, offering him my son's services, given
his background, and that it would be a waste not to take advantage of them for the good of our country. So
the colonel took him on as his private secretary.

After working for the SIDE (Argentine Intelligence Service), he was sent (in 1988) to the United States, to the
DEA (Drug Enforcement Administration), to take a course on drug trafficking. When he
returned, he told me that he had received exceptional treatment at the DEA and that
they had advised him to complement the course with another one on Mercosur. I
replied that I was about to start a master's degree on Mercosur at a private business
institute. He immediately went to enrol and the professor said to him: "Look, do the
theory here, and do the practical work in Brazil." This happened before he was taken
away, so he did the theory at the "Private Institute of Commerce", but he didn't get to
do the practical part because they cut him off, and the same teacher he had at the
"Private Institute of Commerce" taught the course in Brazil. I actually think it was a
team that taught the same course in
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Buenos Aires, and if I'm not mistaken, the teachers came from or were from Brazil. Having clarified this
point, that he really did start the Master's degree at the Private Institute of Commerce, what didn't add up was
that they would ask me, "Is he coming for the holidays?", and 1 would say to everyone, "If he doesn't come,
poor him".

What they ordered me, the "Extras,"” was to say that he had gone to Brazil. And the interrogations
continued: "Do you write to him? Do you talk to him on the phone?" I always used to say, as a motto: "Lies
have short legs, but the truth has long legs and catches up with them." 1 think this saying is older than soup,
because | am an enemy of lies and betrayal.

Let me clarify that from the moment They, the ""Extras," visited me, they told me that from then on I would
only do what They told me to do. So I prepared myself mentally and psychologically to fulfil the objectives
They had set and predetermined for me. In other words, everything, even if it seems crazy, since 1964, is the
result of instructions given prior to each event. Despite the fact that from the moment | was married, I was
already being totally controlled by Them, the "Extras", so much so that sending my son to a Catholic school
was a relentless war on the part of my husband.

I keep asking myself, my son was conceived in 1945, that is, 55 years ago, | was forced into marriage, I was
forced to have a child, and all of this was calculated mathematically to arrive at the year 2000. And now
what? It must be something very big, unimaginable, all planned out. "I'm left without my mother," and there
is no other solution. I am widowed, and they appear. It is as if everyone around me has been taken away so
that I can begin to fulfil the mission without obstacles...

After talking it over at length with my son, at the time, spending days and nights without sleep, weighing up
the pros and cons, in the end we decided by mutual agreement to collaborate with the extraterrestrials and
not to act or decide anything of our own free will, seeing that not only their intentions, but also their cultural
capacity and power of conviction to carry out the shortest journey "towards knowledge" convinced us. From
there, we made ourselves available for suggestions about his education, which schools he should attend, and
which company or institution was most suitable. All of this was based on the material he had to research for
the book. In other words, everything that unfolded from that moment on was checked by Them, "this yes,
this no," and even where I should work to pay for his studies. ( .....cccceceererieninciniinienenen, )

...I continue in 1972 (according to the "1st Dissertation" it is 1973) to get closer to the stories. My son was on
the eve of his trip to Antarctica, and I was already beginning to be alone when they started telling me about
the events that were coming, with great detail, commas and full stops. I tell my son and explain the events
that are going to happen, and he says to me: "Well, what do you want me to do? Go write them down in a
notebook and save them, and I'll read them later."

It was December 1972 (according to the "1st Dissertation" it is 1973) and my son was supposed to travel with
the crew on the icebreaker General San Martin to the General Manuel Belgrano Base, the southernmost of
all, 50° below zero.
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I will abbreviate the events: my son returned on 13 January 1974 (Rosalia must have meant 1975, since they
left in November 1973 approximately). Due to the trip, he came into contact with people closely linked to the
government and, mainly, with a person or character who wielded all the government's power. Any mortal
being on earth might mistakenly believe or assume that this power was solely and exclusively that of the
Commander-in-Chief or the government in power at the time. I also believed this. But not only did that
person control everything, but in turn, "that man" received orders from those I define as ""The Destroyers, or
The Sinister Ones," who are responsible not only for the tragedy in Latin America, but also for the tragedy
of the world. In other words, they are there and they are not there, they are the ones who determine the
destructive processes, this is the greatest epidemic, the virus that corrodes the structures of power, promoting
the most sinister and dark wars. That is why they have access to all information, that is why the greatest
atrocities and vile acts against humanity have been committed to this day, without finding the reason why.

Note: Regarding "the character Felipe met upon his return from Antarctica: "After the revolution that deposed
Perén, there was a significant CIA infiltration, and the Germans could do nothing to prevent it. In the 601st
Battalion (G2) of Intelligence, there was a prominent operator, Luis Carlos Arias Varela, who established direct
contact with the Germans by marrying, according to him, an illegitimate daughter of Martin Bormann. He was a
professor of strategy at the War College and head of the Information Community, with reqular contact with local
and international operatives of the American Intelligence Agency. Arias was the only one who knew the whole
"board"; Anael's directives and the CIA's plans, a member of the Rudolf Hess Network with complete knowledge of
all covert operations in the country. This knowledge led him to control important variables for decades. (1st
Dissertation: "Unauthorised Biography of Post-War Latin America" - OCTRA).

I will continue with the story about the revelations that were made to me before my son left for Antarctica,
which my son advised me to write down in a notebook.

Upon returning from Antarctica, and after connecting with this sinister man (Luis Carlos Arias Varela), my son
took me to a meeting, after he had been mentioning it to me... and the revelations, which is why I participated
for the first time, I mean, because that's how it starts. The three forces were participating, and I told them that
(they, the "Extras") were anticipating the events in the country, that is, that they were going to happen. Of
course, Isabel's coup was already a thing of the past, but I warned them of the bloodbath that was coming,
and at another meeting, a judge of the nation (Dr. Julio César Urien, a judge of the Federal Capital Chamber
who had joined the Anael order at the hands of Caviglia in 1960) told me,

mocking: "So, what about the bloodbath you predicted?" My son got
TS — angry and said to me in front of the judge: "Don't say another word to
these fools." Then came the Falklands, then Tablada, and finally, 3
December, not to mention other events, and they always mocked me.
I realised too late! Not only was Mr. Arias Varela in charge of the three
branches of the armed forces, but he was also aware of everything and
wielded total power in my country. And although he is no longer on this
blessed soil (he died in 1995), his acolytes continue to govern and exert
pressure. Furthermore, he was an accomplice to the perpetrators of all the
disasters that occurred, and I, like an idiot, desperately begged him to do
something, even though he had all the power! Finally, my son and I

decided to leave for five years, feeling disgusted. (Editor's note: See pages
72 and 73 of Meseta Oceanica, by Roberto Navilli).

; As an example, this "good man" I mention once invited my son and me to

| his secretary (Lidia G. Funes). In the middle of lunch, he said to me, "Did
e our son with the extraterrestrials?" 1 said, "Yes, did you know that too?"
Dr. Julio César Urien think I keep such a close eye on you?" All I wanted was to find out if he
was telling me something | didn't know, but he remained completely silent. Of course, saying that in front of
the secretary! It surprised me, and saying it like that without any preamble gives the impression that I
"copulated" like animals, but that's not the case.

e
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did what today, after more than 30 or 40 years, they now call artificial insemination. That's one thing, but
thank God that "good Lord" took him to live with him, but the secretary (Lidia G. Funes), an American
woman, is in good health. Of course, we will have to divide it with my son.

As I continue, as I pour myself out onto the paper, I also unload the anger that has built up over five years. I
keep going, honestly, thanks to the fact that they reinforced my sense of humour, because otherwise... at least
I can take it with humour and soda.

As for whether my son is half Earthling and half alien, you can't tell, he doesn't have a nose like
Pinocchio, neither he nor I do, of course I don't know who planted the seed...

I'll continue with my story in 1964 (Luis Felipe was about 18 and Maria was about 34). I mark this year because
it was the year they made themselves known and I finally saw them face to face, or rather, I finally saw
their faces, because until then, they had only sent messages saying they would come, but they didn't give a
date, day or month. So one fine day they told us we had to do as we were told and if we were willing. But I
was alone with my son, what could we do? They forbade us to talk to anyone, to cut off all contact with my
family and my husband's family, to distance ourselves from our friends, and when they finally came and
revealed to me that my son was half human and half extraterrestrial, it was only then that I realised and
understood the hardships I had endured for 15 years (living with her husband's family).

Fifteen hellish years! As I mentioned in my previous post, I got married on 24 November (1945) and in
February I wrote to the stork, or rather, my son was born in October (1946).

However, at five months pregnant, it would have been enough for any reasonable human being, given that it
is nine months of gestation, for my husband (Rubén Dario Moyano) to ask me, after only five months of
marriage, whose child I was expecting, and I did not know if my husband and his entire family had
conspired to drive me crazy. Those were terrible months. My husband began to beat me mercilessly, and his
entire family would join in each beating. I suffered a broken jaw and countless fractures, but they couldn't
break my brain. In short, they couldn't make me have an abortion. When he was born, both my husband and
his family wanted to kill him. I had to take care of him day and night. He grew up, and so did my husband's
hatred for my son. I will always wonder how, after my husband died, the aliens appeared... Why? What
would have prevented the aliens from doing to me what they did to my son? But the opposite, putting it into
his head, since they can transmit thoughts, that the child I was about to have was not his. Of course, for that,
my husband would have had to be mentally ill or mentally deficient, and he wasn't. I say this because after
marrying me, he began to get involved in politics and was a candidate for Senator, Deputy and Governor of
Santa Fe. Of course, that's no guarantee, because after observing current politics, I see that if you know how
to get your hands dirty, have a strong stomach for taking bribes or accepting kickbacks, I think that if you
pass those tests with good marks, you're in a position to legislate, repeal laws and then run for president, and
you already have more than enough skills to run a country.
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It's not resentment that makes me think this way, it's the facts that speak for themselves. but the funniest thing
is that when there were elections, he was given the privilege of getting up on the stage and giving speeches. It
was madness. On top of that, he forced me to go and listen to him, because if he won, I would have to appear
as an honourable husband and father. Unfortunately, this country has people like that, and they even get into
government...

must be honest with you and with myself, Internet readers:

When | was urged to publish this letter online, I was told that once it was published, it would be the key to
meeting my son. Today, however, they suggest that I "add the following".

For my part, I must do so, as my only ambition is to be reunited with him, whenever and however that may
be. so I will not stop, come rain or shine. I cannot disappoint or demoralise my son, because I know where
he is, and I also know that the extraterrestrials knew very well which "keys" to press to get a good
symphony from me and ensure that [ would not refuse.

THE FINAL BATTLE

This letter is also for all mothers, let's say the Universal Mother. Personally, I have nothing against anyone,
it's just this unfortunate event, since on the other hand, I write what they want me to write, because I don't
understand anything at all. And as for the final battle that must take place, let's say, between the two sides, |
don't know how or when, that is a matter that does not concern me, but I suppose, I estimate, that when that
clash comes, all the planets in the galaxy will tremble. And when that happens, here on this blessed Earth,
there will be great disasters and cataclysms, which simple minds like mine believed were God's punishment,
and never that two factions, at odds with each other, were fighting each other. Let us pray, beg, and plead that
blood will not reach Earth, and that there will be peace on Earth as there is in Heaven.

TREASON AND INCEST

I am going to reveal something that justifies many things that may be incomprehensible to some, but as it is
well said, there is nothing hidden that will not be discovered. All beings, as they say, conscious beings, are
children of rigour, but apart from that, they are "children of betrayal and incest" because of the first couple of
creation. All beings are children of betrayal, that is, they carry the inheritance of betrayal implicit in their
genes, but the act of betraying is purely and exclusively the will of the being; how, when and whom to betray
depends on him.

As for incest, I will also try to simplify it. Every human being or every created being is, in itself, incestuous.
It lives with a fierce internal struggle, simply because it is human, enjoys understanding and therefore
reasoning, and knows that this act, as well as being condemned and aberrant, and is torn between two
alternatives: either to carry it out and condemn oneself here, or else to carry it out inside oneself, to curb
what are commonly called base instincts. In other words, incest within oneself integrates the Being and
elevates it, whereas outside the Being is degraded. Of course, this subject could fill 1,000 pages on the
Internet.

I will comment on something that is impossible not to do, as it is a fundamental part of my writing, because |
had to agree to so many suggestions. [ was urged to move to Buenos Aires and go to the "Fundacion

Sociedad Abierta" (Open Society Foundation) of the financier and investor Mr. George

Soros, at the IRSA Company. I went to the company twice, the second time
was on 15 July 1999. The reason was that I had to give him the book my son
wrote. This was more than impossible, firstly because the people who attended
me lacked not only intellectual capacity, but also, as is not unusual in this
country, they were the most useless people on the planet Earth! Not only were
they arrogant, foolish and ignorant, which shocked me with my limited
education, but arrogant about what? About their
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ignorance, or of being the ones who type, with an air of superiority, who think they are not worthy of being
interviewed by their boss, not to avoid troublesome people, but because they have two grams of brainpower
and are incapable of evaluating or understanding the importance of the errand that brought the visitor to that
place, without caring that they come from another city... transport, hotel, food, etc., while they sit at their
desks and tell him: "Present it in writing, or go to 'Manhattan' if you have something to leave. Leave it
there." How could he leave The Book with such mediocre people! It's unfortunate, but I went twice and sent
two letters. Of course, with that kind of people, what can you expect? I had a mission to fulfil and I fulfilled
it with flying colours. I explained who that man was and why I had to give him The Book in successive
letters. I think the issue is that Mr Soros published a philosophical book in which I believe he asked
questions that were perhaps printed in the book my son wrote. I didn't read either of them, as I was
forbidden to do so.

But five years ago, my son urged me to give it to him. Of course, I don't think Mr Soros has any investments
in Argentina anymore... but let's move on to another topic.

(Editor's note: for more information on this curious fact, see page 98 of "Meseta Oceanica" by Roberto Navilli).

Finally, I would like to point out that the pseudonym I used in the previous writing was given to me by my
husband's family because, when I was 15, my mother married me off because the doctors had given me up
for dead, and she did not want to leave me alone and unmarried in this cruel world. As a result, I spent 10
years crying, without consolation, and that is why they christened me "Mary Magdalene".

Then the priests called me and invited me to participate, playing Mary in the nativity scene they put on every
year. When I became a widow, I continued, and my son played a shepherd. As he grew older, he played other
characters, the last one being a royal guard. Before that Christmas, I told the priests that it would be my last
time, as I was going to sell the house and move away. They suggested that I play Eve that year, so I did. So
when [ met the mothers who were helping out, providing the Baby Jesus, who are now grown men, they
called me Mary, and I think very few people in the neighbourhood knew my name.

With faith and humility, Mary.
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MARIA, FELIPE, AND COLONEL SEINELDIN

As I explained on the previous page of this website, I once wrote a letter to Colonel Seineldin (on 9 March
1989), offering him the collaboration and knowledge of my son, as it was a shame not to put them to good
use for our country, especially since he was an advisor to the government on national and international
policy. "Always ad honorem". So the Colonel called him and took him on as his private secretary.

I did not know the Colonel personally, but I did know him through my son, as he was his leader. On the
other hand, I had nothing but insults for the Colonel, until one day my son flew into a rage and told me the
most unprintable epithets that can be found in the Spanish language. He cut off the conversation and
slammed the door, as he had to travel urgently to resolve a dispute with the Governor of the Province of
Santa Cruz.
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This card is from when my son was undersecretary. It was sent by the Santa Cruz provincial government. | took it to Del Val,
and the navy gave it to Kirchner (I cut out the photo because | needed it).

I was devastated, distressed, upset, and instantly "they brought me the solution." The truth is that when I took
the liberty of writing to the Colonel, there were a thousand possibilities: one, that it would not reach him;
another, that he would not give it any importance. In short, I expected the worst. But it so happened that a
week later my son returned from Santa Cruz with two bags, which he placed on the floor, and the phone
rang. I said to him, "It's for you, from the Palermo Regiment." I turned pale, and he must have noticed,
because he said, 'Mum, what have you done?’, and I ran to find the draft of the letter and said, I sent this
letter to the Colonel...", and he said, 'Why did you do that?', and 1 was speechless. He answered and was told
to go immediately to see Colonel Seineldin for an interview. That was how the connection was made. From
that moment on, my son had to go every morning at a certain time. Until one day he said to me, "Now, for
having expressed yourself immorally, contemptuously, insolently towards the Colonel, I ask you, who do you
think you are to take the liberty of denigrating a person you don't know? You don't have the slightest idea of
what a person of moral and spiritual stature and patriotic civic honour is, who exalts the Argentine Army by
having in its ranks a human being of the calibre of Colonel Seineldin...

Can you explain it to me?" "Well, well," 1 said to myself, feeling more scorched than a piece of fried pork
rind at this point. [ had no idea that my son was going to make such a stoic defence of the Colonel. I was
overwhelmed by his heroism, and the sparks flew from the fervent car stop. Despite having headlights, they
didn't protect me from the

defence of the Colonel. I was overwhelmed by such heroism, and sparks flew from the
fervent car stop. Despite having headlights, the divine light did not protect me, and he
said, "From now on, you're going to have to come with me every day, and you're going
to work for the Colonel."

I can only acknowledge my hasty judgement. I have, and I must admit, how wrong I
was about him. And that was how I came into contact with him, having to collaborate
with his private agenda, bringing him people who came from all over Argentina for an
interview with Colonel Seineldin, after requesting an audience, which could take up to
a month, but with patience,
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everything comes in this life.

After that clash, the rough edges were smoothed out, which were only caused by a lack of knowledge,
something I deeply regret due to my lack of judgement. This meeting, which had to be formalised due to
circumstances beyond our control, as it was not in anyone's plans. But if this was the result of speculation by
the "Extras'", | am unaware of it. What I can assure you is the undeniable fact that [ am obliged to reveal
facts that I would never, in my right mind, bring to light, "so treacherous"! of the events that have taken
place and are yet to take place... But since I have no choice, since I am committed and cannot back down or
evade the facts and responsibilities that in one way or another bind me, I must reproduce them, cross myself
and ask for protection. ( ........ )

Hence, as is logical and recurrent, this career, full of honour and praise, motivated the reluctant response that
it usually produces. The triumph of some is the clear defeat of the "Sinister Ones,” who acknowledge this
by making his life difficult, whether with the Tablada affair or the events of 3 December, which are linked
in an attempt to discredit him and remove him from the picture, as he was casting a shadow over their
nefarious plans. What is difficult to understand is whether he was overshadowing them in their plans. Once
the Colonel was out of the way, they could have at least made a good impression, or done something
remarkable, admirable, worthy of recognition to surpass him and thus prove that the Colonel was wrong in
his definitions, his projects, his plans. But that was not the motive, to compete or surpass him. It was simply
to destroy him, cut short his career, and remove him from office.

Let me clarify, I am complying with my duty to inform, but the way I express myself is my own, I cannot
change or hide it, I apologise if I do not express myself more respectfully, it is my rebellious nature. All I can
do is wait and pray, as they say, and hope to spend Christmas with my son.
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MARIA IS TAKEN TO ANTARCTICA TO MEET THE FUHRER

I continue with my account of "The Extraterrestrials," which I began in previous pages. On one occasion,
they took me and made me enter a room that looked like an office. I figured that out later, but when they left
me there, it was completely dark, so I stood still, as I didn't know what was in front of me or behind me.
Then a hand pulled a chain of beads from a nightstand and turned it on. I saw a soldier who said to me: "/
am Hitler." 1 held out my hand and said, 'Nice fo meet you, I'm so-and-so.’' He started to study me from head
to toe, and I did the same, but I couldn't help myself and thought, 'Who does he know? Maybe, who could he
be? But what a ridiculous moustache! I thought, forgetting that they can read minds. I read it in his gaze, as
it was unchanging. (Editor's note: see page 76 of Meseta Oceanica by Roberto Navilli).

There was a desk with a lamp on it. The desk had glass, but there were no postcards or photos,

just polished wood. The walls were lined with books, and he moved
away from the side where the nightstand was and stood with his back
to the desk, which would be in front of him, with one arm across his
chest and resting on his waist and the other holding his chin, looking
at me as if to say, "Well, well... I don't know why or how he
scrutinised me. Then the man who had left me there came up behind
me, took me by both arms and urged me to go forward, saying that the
room had an adjoining door and that there was a partition between the
doorframe and the desk, separating the desk from the bookcase. When
he urged me to go forward from behind me, I looked at the man with
the moustache, and he nodded his head for me to go on, so I did. I
don't know what they were planning, if they were in cahoots.

When I was in the other room, the "Extra’ who was guiding me told
me to pay close attention, that he was going to fetch someone who
had a tattoo on his left arm, and he showed it to me.

So it was that the Lord (Luis Carlos Arias Varela), the most sinister person I have ever met in my life, and
who, ever since my son told him about me and the messages I was receiving about the strategies that would
be unfolding in Argentina, and my very naive son, who had no idea that "Ser Siniestro" was, and that he
was also with the "Extras destructores" (Chang Shambala's acolytes), murderers, traitors, sellouts, enemies of
peace, tranquillity and the National Heritage. Knowing where my messages would end up, all I could do was
ask for forgiveness for my ignorance and that of my son, but the "Sinister One' was well aware of the
movements that were adverse and unfavourable to his plans. From then on, I began to withhold messages
from him, and a relentless and hellish persecution began, just like him. This is not my opinion, but that of
the Federal Police and the three Armed Forces, who informed me of this. When they kidnapped us and my_
son and I asked for him, they asked us, "Why are you asking for him?" and I replied on one occasion:
'Because he tells us that if you have any problems, ask for me and I will get you out right away.' Until one
day, with their faces uncovered, they said to me: 'Look at us, what will you say if we tell you that he ordered
us to kidnap you? And 1 replied: 'What can I say? From then on, the war began, like a cat and mouse game,
because he had deprived us of our freedom, until one day someone helped us, we prepared our escape and
got away. My son says to me: 'Old woman, I'm going to another country, cover for me, I'll look for work and
you come too', 'that's the deal'. But, but... in the meantime, the 'Sinister One’' calls me, asking if I can come
urgently because he wants to show me something that I'm going to like and love.

When I arrived, his secretary, "Norteamericana" (Mrs. Lidia Funes), opened the door as usual. I entered and
there was a meeting of men, gentlemen, professionals, and government officials. I entered and she introduced
meto a
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gentleman. I took a step back, and he said, "Come on, come on, they're all friends.” He took me by the arm
and led me to another room, which was next to where the meeting was taking place and was the office of "El
Siniestro."

The 'Sinister One' said to the gentleman (De Grandi): 'Show him, show him', and the gentleman rolled up his sleeve,
And I see the tattoo... I almost fainted! And like this "Sinister" one, I knew from my son that when I found him

I found him, I had to follow his instructions, and I had to give him the

messages that the "extraterrestrials" had given me for him. He took me to

the meeting, I didn't want to speak, and he said to me: "Speak, ma'am, speak,
they're all trustworthy.” Yes, but the one who wasn't trustworthy was him,

because I could see the "sinister side" of him, which was obvious. Just like

me, he insisted to the gentleman who came (De Grandi) that he also refused

to speak in front of everyone.

Finally (De Grandi) tells me that he came to look for me, as he must take
me to Mr. Maler, who sent him to find me, and that he was carrying a
briefcase with documents and a letter, and that as he was leaving the hotel
to get into the taxi, someone passed by and snatched it from him, "no doubt
sent by the Sinister One" (¢,?)!

Maler

I didn't know who this Mr De Grandi was, nor did I know "Mr Maler"; 1 only knew some of the people at
the meeting. I gave him an address, which he would have to go to in "Berlin". Mr Sinister and the group
wouldn't let him take me.

Editor's note: De Grandi is SS Standartenfiihrer Karl Von Grossem, the officer who escorted Kurt Von Stibermann
in "Operation East" described in Felipe's "The Mystery of Belicena Villca."

Those present at the meeting were the leaders of the Anael Order: Arias Varela, Julio César Urien, Guillermo
Jauregui, Hugo César Luna, Miguel Angel Garcia Firbeda, etc.

(Source: "Meseta Oceanica" by R. Navilli).

I am leaving urgently and sending a letter to my son (who was in Brazil), and he is taking a plane and coming
urgently. Neither my son nor I could get the "Sinister One'" to tell us who he was or where to find him, since
he had left without me, even though I was in danger! We spent a year piecing together the puzzle with
scattered clues, and after a year, we left with two bags and moved to another province.

The "Sinister One" only found out about us three months later, when my son had already joined a company.
Another year went by and my son said to me: "What do you think if we go and look for him during the
holidays, this man (De Grandi)?" "Just a hunch" (an esoteric method of "strategic approximation"), sensing where
he might be, we booked a hotel and set off from there. So we did. On the first day, we only had clues, but we
already had a lead. We went to the hotel and left early the next morning. At around three in the afternoon, we
found him in a country house. We knocked on the door... Total silence. My son said to me, "Let's go back,
there's no one here." We were disappointed and said we would return. As we were leaving, the door opened
and Mr De Grandi appeared with a gun. When he saw me, he said, "Madam!" and hugged me. I introduced
him to my son, and he introduced us to his wife.

To sum up, he didn't even want to talk about it. He was terrified by the mere mention of it, let alone being
questioned, because we said that he and his whole family were being threatened. However, as we were
leaving, he told my son that he had been in the war (World War 1) and gave him a thousand details that I
don't know, as the lady took me to another room: "Let's leave them, let the men talk," she said, inviting him to
a meeting to introduce him to the Hitler Youth. 1 was in Valencia, completely out of it. It took us more years
to find out where he was and to find him than we had been together. My son got up and said to me, "Old
woman, let's go," and the couple was surprised: "Why? Stay for dinner, stay the night, I have guest rooms,"
but it was useless. We left, and he wouldn't talk to me. What happened? He didn't want to talk, and I started:
"We spent two years looking for him, and now what?" Finally, he said, "But don't you see, old woman, that
just by coming here, we're putting him at risk." 1 didn't understand, not at all, so I decided not to ask any
more questions.
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(Note: It was during that interview with De Grandi that Felipe learned details of "Operation AL ESTE" (Operation
East), recounted in "The Story of Kurt Von Suberman," which is Book 4 of "The Mystery of Belicena Villca,"
from the lips of its protagonist).

We arrived at our destination and at that very moment the phone rang and it was the Lord, inviting us to
Easter, to that meeting, where he spoke about the Hitler Youth, and my son, as soon as he hung up, called
"Siniestro" (Arias Varela) and told him that he was inviting him to spend Easter together.

(Editor's note: "...Upon returning to Ledesma, Moyano believed that attending the celebration without Arias’
knowledge could turn out to be a terrible mistake; 'moving a piece on Arias' chessboard without his
knowledge'... could earn them relentless persecution, so he decided to 'open the channel' again and inform Arias
of his participation in the celebration..." (Page 77 of "1st Dissertation" by OCTRA, 81-page PDF).

I started screaming and crying, "No, no, why did you do that?" and he said, "Why did I do what?" and I said,
"Why did you tell him, why did you invite him?" and he said, "But what's going on, I don't understand
anything, what's wrong with that?" and 1 said, "Sit down and listen to me, why are we here in this province?
Why did we escape from the clutches of the man who had us imprisoned, watched over by his friend, whom I
nicknamed 'The Ruffian'! And tell me, how could you invite him to his house when the owner didn't even
invite him! What's more, (Arias Varela) didn't want to give us the address, or the name, or how to contact him.
React!" Come on... when he spoke on the phone, "Sinister" grabbed his head and he was just a "puppet”,
controlled by that "Sinister" man, and this man was already in danger. And my son insists: "But... what's
going on? We're all crazy! Look, let's go for a drive, the atmosphere here is heavy, let's go out and get some
air."

We left and were on the main street, right in the centre, and it was raining cats and dogs. I was on the right
side, I saw a truck and I said, "Swerve, we're going to hit the truck!" He didn't even hear me, he was like a
zombie. | put my head between my knees and covered my face. There was a hellish noise, he ripped the
fender and mirror off the truck, and ours was all dented. My son got out, just coming to his senses, and
realised what had happened. and he said to me, "Are you hurt, old lady?" Just then, a man who had been
sitting in the truck got out, holding his waist, and my son wanted to take him to get him checked out, but the
man refused. My son offered to pay for the damage to the truck and his skeleton. The crash was quite
expensive.

Anyway, our Ford Fairlane went to the repair shop, so Easter was ruined. As soon as I got home, I called the
Easter organiser and also sent him a letter, to which he replied, as well as sending a telegram, which had
arrived earlier, asking us not to miss the meeting.

They say that man proposes and God disposes. When I received the news of our accident, and I told him that
my son had notified our "friend, the Grim Reaper" and that no one could get me out of my head, that this was
his doing, this gentleman tried by every means to persuade me of these "macabre" ideas. But I am guided by
the verb "to protect": I protect you, you protect me, we protect each other. My beloved grandfather taught me
to read and write and the verbs, but what I couldn't get my head around were the mistakes and the silent "h",
which I never knew whether to put at the beginning, in the middle or at the end. Just in case, I left it out and
let everyone put it where they thought it belonged. The thing is, despite all the persuasion, right? How could I
think that, when he was as good as gold! Clear as day, the fact is that the man disappeared as if by magic.
During the holidays, we went to see the "Sinister One' and I told him that if he didn't want us to spend
Easter with the couple, he should have told us
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, and not let us almost burst, and he laughed out loud and said, "But didn't you hear the news? They told me
he died"... grrr, gulp, we'll have to believe it or burst. My son and I decided to take a break, because when
we were there, he told him to come for Easter, since he would be leaving soon and we would lose contact.

Kurt Von Suberman says to his nephew Arturo Sieganagel:

"...I repeat that time is pressing, neffe, so I will leave the account of the adventures that befell us on our journey to
Italy for another time. I will only mention that in June 1945 | met Karl Von Grossen and Oskar Feil at the Franciscan
monastery in southern Italy and that | remained there until February 1947. At that time, our contact with "The Spider"
(an SS organisation formed to support members of the Waffen SS who were being persecuted by the Jews after the
war) introduced us to an Argentine Army officer named Zapalla, who provided us with passports and tickets and, of
course, new identities: | became Cerino Sanguedolce, as you already know; Oskar became Domingo Pietratesta;
and Karl Von Grossen became Carlo de Grandi. The three of us were to appear to be Italian immigrants, hence
the linguistic affiliation of the names.

Once in this country (Argentina), everything happened as Tarstein had planned: we were given the money in Buenos
Aires, and each of us went to live in a different province. Von Grossen stayed in Buenos Aires and, as Tarstein had
said, he soon began to organise a secret service in the company of another former comrade of his from the Gestapo,
Standartenfiihrer Justiniano Von Grosmann.

Oskar Feil chose Cérdoba, and it seems that the gods had guided him, because years later he found the Order of
the Knights of Tirodal there, which guided his final days; and I, knowing that the Siegnagels lived in Salta, decided
that "Santa Maria de la Candelaria” was a good name for the Virgin of Agartha, and | acquired this estate where |

have lived ever since.

(Page 689 of the 766-page PDF of El Misterio de Belicena Villca)

I wanted to clarify that when my son travelled to Antarctica (in 1973) to take part in the Winter Campaign,
yes, | always said that I had asked him to go, but never before, I mean years ago, did I say that he was going
at the "request of the extraterrestrials" that he had to go. He was 28 years old at the time and had a burning
desire for adventure. In other words, despite going to study, he never identified with anyone. Nor did he ask
many questions when he saw that people were reluctant to talk about certain topics and certain things.
Therefore, when he went to Antarctica, we were two nobodies (according to the experts), and "They, the
Extraterrestrials" forbade us to mention them, which was a problem!

While I was alone, a girl who was staying in a room said to me, "Did you see the film they're showing? You
should watch it, don't miss it." So I went to see it. It was called "Smoke and Clouds.” To be honest, I didn't
understand it. To understand it, you need to know the history behind it. I've only read one book in my life,
Martin Fierro, and that was because I won it in a competition run by Editorial Vigil. My son read it to me and
kept me up to date with the themes. The problem is that they wouldn't let me study, read, type or sew, because
they needed my head, and all that was a distraction from passing on messages. If [ wanted to know something, /
had to ask them, the "Extras,"" and they would tell me. They must have had an encyclopaedia, because I would
ask and they would give me the answer right away, but that wasn't the point. I wanted to sew or type.

When my son was at the "Gral. Belgrano" base, the southernmost of all, since it is near the Pole, together
with the Eskimos, "I say, it seems to me, I don't know". My son was completely unaware of what was
happening in the world, just like me, so at the base he tried to find out certain things that were forbidden to
talk about here on land, and he thought: "If the three forces are here, also setting up a base, I'll get some
information from somewhere that will clear up this mystery, this confusion, because until now, I've only
heard one side of the story... and the other one is missing," but it was useless. If they answered him at all, it
was reluctantly, with a few words, always the same thing. It was like putting together a jigsaw puzzle.

(MARIA SPEAKS ABOUT FREEMASONRY)

On one occasion, my husband introduced me to a gentleman who, according to him, was a unique case. He
introduced him to me and told me that he had worked for, I don't remember if it was ten or more years, and
when the shop closed, which was called "La Ciudad de Roma" (The City of Rome), which I think belonged to
the English, and... when General Perén came to power, they closed. I continue. Logically, he was an elderly
gentleman. After my husband passed away, this gentleman offered to help me if I needed anything, to which I
gratefully declined
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and kindly. It so happened that this gentleman fell ill with cancer, which was terminal. The thing was, he
came from Spain and started as a cadet in a drugstore and retired as a cadet. Like a good Galician, he didn't
allow himself to be promoted. He said that just the fact that the drugstore had hired him and that he had
escaped Franco was the best promotion of his life. He was admitted to hospital, and I was the only woman
who visited him, as he had plenty of friends. I don't think he lasted a week. He was waked at a Republican
Club, where he had been secretary. As he had no family, I stayed with him all night, and in the morning a
group of friends gathered and exchanged opinions, and I heard them say: "Yes, she has more rank than us."
Then they came over and handed me the Spanish flag and told me that they were granting me the honour of
wrapping him in the Spanish flag, and I didn't understand anything anymore. All I can say is that half of my
husband's family were Catholics and the other half were Freemasons. I don't know which one I am. I know
that one day my husband told me that he would make me join the Freemasons, and I told him, without
knowing what it was, that I wouldn't be crazy enough to do that, so the subject was never mentioned again. |
was 15 years old and it had been about 17 years since I got married when this man died. How can I be or
remain a member if I didn't give my consent? But then again, I didn't give my consent to get married either,
and they married me off against my will. That's how everything is in my life. My consent or opinion doesn't
count. Who cares? Yes, yes... or no, no. What a world we live in, so arrogant.

I don't know if they admitted me, if I'm registered, or affiliated—I don't know what the term is—but what I
do know is that a long time ago, I would have heard a noise, a signal, like a trick, I don't know. I'll tell you
what they had in store for me when I refused to write what they suggested, and needless to say, I had to
endure all kinds of pressure to force me to comply. Of course, with the little or much that I question, why all
this, what's going on, what's the problem? apart from my son, there is something else here, something much
bigger that I can't quite figure out. If I look back, I see that my life has been a constant carrying out of
everything they suggested to me, and now we've reached 2000, and now what happens, or what is going to
happen? Who am I, why did I have to go through all this hell, always deprived of freedom, not allowed to
study, to have friends... Not to mention distractions, I just had to be alert to the messages they sent me.
(Clarification: I make no distinction of race, creed or colour, and I do not speak of what I do not know, but
only of what I have lived and witnessed, even if it was to my regret). STOP.

Because they wouldn't let me study, type or sew, and I complained about it, they gave me such a beating
that I had to spend a year in a cast, from my groin to my armpit! I splintered my fifth vertebra, one so I
wouldn't complain anymore, another to awaken my chakras. The thing is, between one thing and another,
the joke kept me down for three years. First, I spent three months without moving my legs or arms, and the
doctors said they didn't know if I would ever walk again, and I thought, yes... "Others won't walk, but I'll be
back." It was just a "little tap," nothing more, and when I came back to bother them, they took away my
compass, so if I don't go out with a guide, I get lost. Time passes and I go back to bothering them, and they
say what I need is to strengthen my sense of humour. so I laugh at everything and people say to me, 'What a
lovely personality you have, you don't seem to have any problems!’, and I don't say what I really think, so as
not to be rude.

I would like to make it clear, to avoid any misunderstandings, that the people I mention or refer to with a
photo or card are not necessarily aware of what [ have published and continue to publish on the website, and
even less so that they agree or share in any way with what [ am expressing, since no one, absolutely no one,
was or is aware of my life and my actions.

I am writing this publication solely and exclusively at the request of "The Extraterrestrials," who have my_
son until I publish what they have ordered me to write. I have tried by all means to avoid doing so, but since
everything is useless and the only thing that would be achieved by not doing so would be to delay it and
prolong the agony a little longer, I am publishing it. If I don't do it, someone else will take up the baton. To
clarify to the world what they have not had the magnanimity to do of their own accord, and which would
have been easier for those involved. What happened? And for each one to acknowledge their part in this
conflict. And not have to do it myself, as I cannot and must not take sides.

Well, what about our army, General San Martin's army? What about our air force? Who is making hay out
of this fallen tree? What about the navy? The navy deserves a separate chapter.
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First things first.
(1973: MARIA IS KIDNAPPED WHILE FELIPE IS IN ANTARCTICA)

In 1973, I was kidnapped by intelligence agents. I don't know which agency, because they didn't tell me.
What I do know is that it was in a public place, from 4:00 in the afternoon until 10:00 at night, and they
interrogated me non-stop. The strange thing was that, even though it was such a public and busy place, |
never heard anyone mention it, or maybe no one was there, or maybe I was the privileged one. ?

The second time it was the Jews... "Oh, the Jews!" I won't go into details, but as soon as I entered, they took
my clothes off and took naked photos of me. I hope they focused properly, because I don't like looking ugly
in photos. They recorded what they made me say, with my hair pulled back, and the man who interrogated
me was a beast, at least 1.80 metres tall. I'm 1.56 metres tall. I don't remember the man very well, because
they made me swallow something. I was screaming for water, and he said, 'No, not water!' and gave me
something like orange. When I got there, I could barely open my eyes, and through a tiny slit in my eyelids, I
saw a little light like a firefly. After the orange, I collapsed. But I could hear, and the man, with a lisp, told
me that he was Jewish, that he had been sent from Israel, from the Air Force, to the Argentine Air Force. I'll
continue. After interrogating me and seeing that I wasn't telling him anything other than what was in his sick
mind, he started talking non-stop. This Jewish man is a well-known businessman.

I will tell you a story. On one occasion, a young woman came to see me, knowing that I had contacts in the
Government House, and asked me to do something for her, as her father, who was a librarian in Congress,
had died. She was left alone with her mother and sister. I don't know if her mother was bedridden, but her
younger sister and she were studying, and she wanted to quit her job to take her father's place as a librarian,
as is the legal right of children in the event of their parent's death.

But, but, this gentleman tells me that he has a mistress and that, "coincidentally," with the influence he had,
he had gotten her a job as a librarian in Congress. The gentleman told me he was married, and his wife was
in Mar del Plata with their son, and he had to leave as soon as he was done with me. This happened in
Buenos Aires.

To sum up, I woke up, or rather, he woke me up, dragged me by my hair, pushed me into the bathtub, first
dragging me across the floor and then throwing me into the bathtub. I screamed, "No, you're getting my hair
wet!" since it was down to my waist. Then he put a nylon cap on my head that he had ripped off the rack. I
didn't know where I was, I didn't know Buenos Aires, and I had never travelled before. He told me to get
dressed, take the lift down and wait for him downstairs, and when he came down, to follow him from behind,
which I did.

I will share an anecdote from when my son went to Antarctica (At the end of 1973, Luis Felipe Moyano travelled
to Antarctica aboard the icebreaker ARA Gral. San Martin, to the Belgrano Base" — "1st Dissertation), to take part in
the Campaign, that is, to spend the winter there, like moles, ps, ps. I already explained that I was left alone,
and my son found me, through an advertisement, that the owner was renting out a room to a single lady. He
found me that apartment. I'll continue. The owner of the apartment was Spanish, Basque, and tougher than
beef shank, but good and noble. I'm speaking in the past tense because she left and isn't coming back for
now, but with the advances in science, who knows. I paid for the phone so I could communicate with my son
without bothering her. One night at midnight, the phone rang. I was sleeping, I ran and answered, and it was
the guys from "TRIPLE A." They urged me to come down to talk, and I said: But it's midnight and I went to
bed at 8 o'clock. How naive of me! And they replied on the phone: 'What do you care? It's not a question of
whether you want to or not, you have to come down! Cross the street to the bar opposite'.

Instantly, "The Extras" tell me it's because of the writing, a poem I wrote for my son. I take the folder and
put the writings in it, and go downstairs; I ask him, "What's going on?" and he says, "Ma'am, what are you
up to?" 1 explain and show him the writing, and he says, "I'm taking this with me." "Why?" 1 ask, and he
says, "It wouldn't be me who would make a leader where there wasn't one," and I explained why I mentioned
a person in the poem and said, "I didn't make it up, I have magazines where you guys praise him, and I'm just
a housewife, I'm not subversive, I don't understand anything, I don't know what's going on, who's good and
who's bad, I'm not involved in politics," and 1 asked her, "What's the problem if I wrote the poem for my_
son?" "Yes, but you mention another person." "Ahhh! That's the problem. Then there's no problem. Just put
General San Martin in it and that's it. No one will complain if San Martin belongs to everyone." And that's
how it was.
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The poem is included in both versions.
Here and now Antarctica (poem)

A big hello to all the children of Mother

Antarctica.

Antarctica, many are those who want to seduce you,
few are those who have been able to conquer you.
General José de San Martin is one of your lovers, a faithful
pioneer and devoted missionary.

with him you conceived children who cover the
universe, you cradled the wings of the homeland in
your lap.

Infants, soldiers and civilians in a maternal embrace,
you shelter only your children in the bosom of your
history. Faithful to the Father of the Fatherland, you
uphold your sovereignty. When anyone thirsts for your
dwelling place

give them to drink from your past glories,

when they are hungry

let them devour the immensity of the white continent,
when you feel nostalgia, my child

melt your soul in the splendour of the auroras, when
the air is impure

purify it with the whiteness of the snow,

when confinement wearies you

Free your spirit on the horizon, when

tears come to your eyes, let them

crystallise like ice,

when you are frozen with cold,

wrap yourself in the warmth of

God.

1t is and always will be Argentine Antarctica! Those
who want to defile your immaculate purity have arms
too short to reach you...

Not only did I know no one in Buenos Aires, I didn't even know Buenos Aires, but of course Buenos Aires

accepted me, with its kidnappings, and I got the package. You can't go around choosing this and not that;
that's just how the world works, with joys, sorrows, kidnappings, threats... they're all part of everyday life.

Once, my son called me from Antarctica, and since he knew me inside and out, he said, "Mum, why don't you sign
up for a theatre class?" 1 liked the whole thing, the gaucho culture, the patriotism, and reciting, but knowing that I
didn't go out or socialise with anyone, I said yes, I would do it. But then I started thinking, because I sometimes
think, and I said to myself: why am I going to sign up for a group? I'm not a group person, I'm an individual, I
don't get along with groups. So I signed up for all three channels, 13, 11 and 7. They all called me, but I didn't
accept any of them. I always followed the saying, 'better alone than in bad company’, 'the ox alone...", etc. Well, I
participated in several programmes, but then one day the Spanish lady who owned the house, whose name was
Magdalena, waited for me, shouting, and told me to go to the TV channel because they were waiting for me for a
film, that Sandro had chosen me from the photos, and I said, 'OK', I didn't think much of it. The next day I left,
and the Spanish lady was almost having a heart attack: 'They called you from the TV channel! - Well, what do they
want you to do? - But, girl, don't you understand? To be in a film with Sandro, he's chosen you! - Magdalena
already told me. - And you're not going? - In a film with Sandro in a swimsuit on the beach, a flesh-coloured
swimsuit? 1 told the director no, and he said, 'What do you mean no? You'll have to come and explain yourself,'
and I said, 'Why should I explain myself over the phone? Look, I have a son in the Navy, he's in Antarctica, and
there's no way in hell I'm going to wear a swimsuit. - So why did you sign up and send in the photos? - The photos
were taken by an advertising agent you sent me. - Well, but why? You didn't want to act. - I wanted to participate
in a programme, since I'm alone in Buenos Aires and my son won't be back for a year. I don't
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1 knew nothing about anything, I knew nobody, I was in another world. - Come on: But it's Sandro! - Yes, I know. -
And that doesn't mean anything to you? - In '75, I saw TV for the first time.

I'll tell you another part of that poem: one morning I was at a bank, and there were two queues, and there was
a man standing next to me, but he started talking to me, I'm a friendly, talkative, trusting person, but "if the
man is a Jew and from Mossad, the intelligence services, and his mission is to interrogate and extract
information like this man," knowing about the poem I had written to my son... not only read, analysed,
investigated, what implications it could have, what affiliation he belonged to, what ideology he had, if it was
not encrypted, if it had a message between the lines, in short, everything Machiavellian and corrupt that a
sinister mind like that of the Jews can concoct.

Of course, the gentleman was Jewish and from Mossad, a well-trained individual, perhaps he studied
martial arts at the Schools of the Americas... He said to me, "You have the face of a writer," and I replied,
"What a coincidence, I enjoy writing, and 1 have just finished recording an album."” He responded, "What a
coincidence, I'm friends with Representante, and if you'd like, we could have a coffee this afternoon at Café
de Los Angelitos at 6 p.m. He's an actors' agent.

Well, I went, and on the way, Los Extraterrestres told me to be careful because they would try to give me
something, and I said, "Yes, just open my mouth and insert it." And that's how it was. The representative
didn't come. He told me he was waiting for us at the office. "What a joke!" When I arrived, the
representative was with a bottle of beer, and he said to me, "Would you like one?" And 1 said, "No, I don't
drink," and I said to the waiter, "Bring me a Coke." Of course, the representative had already arranged it with
the waiter. He brought me the Coke, poured it, and when I went to pick up the glass, he quickly grabbed it
with his big hand and kept talking. Only when he finished talking did he let go of the glass, and it was
January, boiling hot! I drank it in one gulp and collapsed: "What's wrong, ma'am? You're sick!" Two men
drag me away, like "Maria Soledad" (the girl from Catamarca, the accused Lucke, etc., etc.), and they put me in
a taxi that was waiting at the door. It was all planned, and he takes me to what would be his house, a flat
where he lived with his wife, but she was in Mar del Plata.

I already explained this, to Buenos Aires... I didn't know her, and in that state, and with what the waiter put
in my "Coca, it knocked me out". Well, he started interrogating me, and that's when I found out who he was,
about the poem and his friend the representative. He wanted one thing at all costs: to find out why my son
had gone to Antarctica! The Jewish man from Mossad had sent him from the Israeli Air Force to the
Argentine Air Force.

He wanted to get me out at all costs, to find out what I knew about Antarctica, and I told him that I had sent
my son, that he hadn't gone because he didn't want to, as I didn't know how interested he was in that blessed
and mistreated Antarctica. The thing is that the poem I wrote to my son caused me so many problems, but...
everyone who mobilised for Antarctica!

(NIGHTS OF FLYING SAUCERS)

Anecdote: I was at home in Coérdoba, in a small apartment with two rooms at the back of the house,
both measuring four by four metres, with large glass windows next to a balcony with railings.

32



It was 3:00 in the morning, I was asleep and suddenly, as if a magnet had lifted me up, I stumbled to my feet
and went to the window. Imagine my surprise when I saw a huge dark ship next to the bars of the window. I
stood there in the room, staring at it, studying it, as I imagine they would do to me. I felt no fear, just
curiosity. It was suspended in the air. Well, after contemplating it for a few minutes or seconds, I thought:
I'm going to tell my son, who was asleep. No sooner had I thought it than, as if reading my mind, before I
could turn around to go and tell him, it slowly began to rise, leaving its shadow on the wall of the buildings,
as my house was between two buildings of more than five or six floors. I don't know, mine only had three
and the ship occupied the space of the two 4-by-4 windows, that is, 8 to 10 metres in circumference. I stood
there watching it rise and leave its shadow on the two buildings on either side, since the street was about 50
metres behind us.

It was a dark night, yes, it was a dark night, and you could see the shadows on the wall, or don't you know
that even the finest hair casts a shadow on the wall? But even more unusual, if you can call it that, I looked
up at the sky and saw a huge circle, like a hole in the clouds, and behind it I could see the starry blue sky,
because I have no doubt that that closed or cloudy sky is made by Them with a layer of atmosphere.

The thing is, it rose, passed through the atmosphere and reached the starry sky, then the sky closed, meaning
that the atmosphere spread out and everything became compact and even. All I could do was tell my son
about it the next day, because when I thought about calling him, my thoughts and intentions were picked up
and they began to rise slowly.

The ships that came to pick me up had a divine light inside, like the light that radiates from the Master Jesus
when he came to affirm my faith and tell me not to stop writing this, that they would give me all their
support and protection. Let me clarify: I don't care about myself, I just want to follow my son, so that he may
return soon.

I took the opportunity to look at them closely. I wanted to see what the ship was made of. I don't know what
it is, I only know that they are made of a compact material, light as a feather. I don't know of anything that
resembles it.

With my son, cloudy and hazy days were nights of flying saucers for us, and when we were in Buenos
Aires, we would sit at the Obelisk, even if it was drizzling, and watch them until dawn. For us, it was a
celebration, a gift from God. After seeing them, we would go to sleep with a heavenly peace that only they
could give us. after that we could endure anything, or rather (better said, we could endure) all the misery of
this world, and see how miserable people are who steal and kill for a few pesos.

The extraterrestrials tell me that no one will touch them, no... not at all! Only that the ill-gotten money will
burn them and they will have to get rid of it, and "they say, don't be so kind as to donate it to the Church, as
you usually do, because money doesn't have a label to say whether it belongs to Peter or John, and the
Church will have to refrain from receiving it, because if it burns the thieves, it will burn the Church too!"
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The thing is, the aliens have counted everyone's ribs and know (even) their shoe sizes. Until the money that
was stolen from the people's coffers is returned, this will not end, no matter how long it takes, and those who
enter Argentina will have to leave behind the fruits of their plunder, the most honest ones... if they haven't
forgotten that the fruit is Honour! Since they have removed the flag, the coat of arms and the escarapela from
circulation, the traitors will be able to remove and erase the symbols of Argentina. You heartless people, the
only symbol you care about is money, ill-gotten money. These are the renegades of Argentina!
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ROSALIA LIVES AN ORDEAL IN HER CHILDHOOD

Just when I thought I had banished it from my life and my spirit... they force me to write about what was my
nightmare for years! I have to go back countless years, but it has to be this way, so that the world can see that
despite the passing of time, not only do they not live in peace, they do not allow anyone else to have peace,
just as it was then and as it is now.

I will begin by recounting events from when I was four years old (1934).

My mother was very ill and they couldn't tell her anything for sure, whether she would have surgery or not,
as it was in God's hands, as doctors commonly say, and my mother accepted the risk and the challenge. The
only problem was me, as there was nowhere to leave me. My grandfather found out and
wrote to her to take me. The thing was, my grandfather had remarried, and his new wife,
according to what she told my grandfather, was "German," but, but... when they went to
the registry office to sign the papers, he found out she was Jewish, a small detail, of
course, but he didn't like the idea of having me around until my mother had her
operation.

I will keep this as brief as possible. My grandfather lived in Funes, but he worked in
Pergamino (northwest of the province of Buenos Aires), which meant that he would come
home on Saturday afternoons and leave on Sunday afternoons, leaving me alone with
my grandmother for the week. My grandfather in Pergamino, as he worked on the
railway, lived in a carriage. I don't want to comment, but anyone who finds themselves
in that situation has two options: either commit suicide or leave, and spend as little time
there as possible! Stop

I continue. Having to bring this past to mind does not make me very happy, to say the least. I used to call her
"grandmother" to try to soften her up, as I was only four years old and didn't understand a thing. As soon as
my mother left, she sang me the "rules." I had to wash my dirt off in a tub, which at that time was a wooden
trough with a wooden board on top, like a half barrel with hoops. She put it on a stool, and then it was time
to get to work. She turned the machine to zero, which meant she shaved my head. She told me not to even
think about combing my hair! She locked me in the chicken coop and said that would be my place to stay.
And good luck trying to get out or open the chicken coop door. Me: Yes, Grandma, okay, Grandma...

On weekends, when my grandfather's friend came over, he would ask me if I was happy with my
grandmother, and I would say, "Yes." Then he would ask her how I was behaving, and she would say, "Not a
bit." When he came over, he would pretend he knew nothing about it. The thing was, when she started
saying she wanted to go to Pergamino with him, he was very sly and told her he had bought a plot of land
and had started building a house, but she didn't want to wait for him to finish it; she wanted him to rent it out
and that would be that. So she did, but I'll make a long story short. I was there for almost four years, and that
was because one day a car drove by with a loudspeaker, shouting that everyone had to get vaccinated
because there was a smallpox epidemic, so I was left alone because everyone went to get vaccinated.

It was then that a neighbour called me over to her house, as my grandmother had forbidden me to go near,
and asked me quickly: "Do you have a father?" "No." "A mother?" "Yes, but she's dying." What hell was I
in? I had never seen death before. She asked me: "Do you have any uncles?"” "Yes, three," 1 replied.

Where do you work? — On the railway. — Where? — One in Buenos Aires, another in Mendoza and another in
Chaco. — What's the name of the one in Buenos Aires? 1 tell him, and he says: Aren't they taking you to get
vaccinated? — No. — Well, go on, before your grandmother comes, and don't say anything to her.

The days passed, we were already in Pergamino and my grandfather was at home, but, but... the rascal, he
took turns working in different provinces so he could escape. In the kitchen, my grandfather had made a
brazier out of an empty petrol drum, about a metre and a half high. He made four small holes in the middle,
put a grate over it and put two or three kilos of charcoal in the middle of the embers, and my grandfather
said: "Leave the door or window open for the carbon monoxide."

The thing is, my grandmother, who wouldn't even let me come over to this side, tells me to go to the kitchen
and peel the potatoes she left on the table for me. "Well...," 1 say, "What happened, did she fall in love?"
Because even though I was only four or five years old, even though I didn't speak, but... I started peeling the
potatoes, and next to me there was a big bowl, like someone was going to slaughter a pig. She locked me in
(in the kitchen, with no windows or doors open), and after a while I remember feeling dizzy and saying,
"Mummy, help!" and I fell into the bowl... I lost consciousness, and when I woke up, my
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grandmother holding me in her lap, putting cloths with vinegar on me. When I opened my eyes, I remember
caressing her and saying, 'Grandmother, dearest! Stop.

On top of all this, a guy from Buenos Aires shows up with a camera hanging around his neck like he's some
kind of athlete, and says he's just out for a walk. The thing is, he takes a photo of me and sends it to my
mum, who was more dead than alive, as they had cut her open from hip to hip, from waist to pelvis, in three
hellish operations. Today it would be a piece of cake, but back then they didn't give her much chance of
survival. Anyway, my mother arrives and comes in screaming: "I'm taking her, I'm taking her!" My
grandfather hadn't come home from work yet, it was around 11:00 in the morning, and she tells him to give
her some clothes to take me with, and he didn't have anything, he had two aprons around his ankles, made
from a faded cretonne curtain that he had changed, and she made me two aprons, one to wear and one to
wash. It was July, I didn't have a T-shirt, or a jumper, or a coat. I still had the sandals my mother had brought
me, and because I twisted them inside out, she made me wear the right one on my left foot, and as the strap
had broken, she made me flip-flops. It was the middle of winter and I didn't even have socks. But she would
nag me that the boys in the war didn't have this or that, and that I had too much.

She gave me something to drink in the morning, something bitter, because the boys in the war didn't have
sugar. She gave me a plate of raw onions and | said to her, "Grandma, it's spicy, spicy!" And she said, "Yes, /
wish they had onions in the war." In the courtyard, she would give me a bunch of grapes from the vine, and I
would throw away the seeds and the skin, and she would make me pick them up and eat them, because the
boys in the war would have liked to have them.

I'll continue. The neighbour passed the information on to her husband, who worked on the railway, and he
passed it on along the line to Buenos Aires, where it reached my uncle, and so the chain continued until it
reached my mother. When I arrived in Rosario, they took me to the Unione ¢ Benevolenza Hospital, where
they took an X-ray of my lungs and found that I had been ill with my lungs, but according to the doctor, I
was physically strong. Yes... I say: "Damn it, if it weren't for the aliens, my grandmother would have sent
me to the grave!" The thing is, the doctor, a real charmer, told my mother to get rid of that photo and never
mention it in front of me, and if I spoke about it, not to pay any attention to me.

The neighbour who told my family, and the three children, whom she traded a bunch of grapes for a bread
roll, which the three of them took from the Creole biscuit, since the Jewess had me starving, "because that's
how the children were in the war", everything was sinister and dramatic.

I had to hide for a year until my hair grew and I gained weight, because when the kids saw me they called
me "X-ray," because you could see my ribs, vertebrae, and hip bones, a "poem."

The last photo was taken by my uncle, and I wasn't photographed again until I was 13 (1943), when I got
close to a human being. Even though I hadn't been in the war, I looked like I had! And yet I don't complain.
On the contrary, I laugh. It must be because the aliens strengthened my sense of humour. Whatever the
reason, [ say: you can't spend more than 50 years hating.

They make their children hate all of humanity, they don't live, nor do they let others live, and they teach their
children that they must hate, "never forget and never forgive!"

That is not honest, to deprive them of loving their neighbour, without affection, without love, only living on
the prowl, to trample on their neighbour, to cheat them, to pawn them and destroy them, to have no... a little
charitable feelings? I beg, I plead, for THE SUPERIORS to listen to me, for this agony to end, if they had to
go through this trial, let it end in this millennium! Let it be known that I am not saying anything scandalous,
so as not to arouse anger. Stop.

The house was surrounded on three sides, so everyone could see the drama, and to make matters worse, the
kids gathered on the pavement, I don't know if they were told to or if it was their own idea, but they started
shouting: 'Let her out to play!', and they all shouted in unison: 'Let her out, let her out!’, 1 didn't know where
to hide, and my grandmother was so desperate to commit serial murder, it was poetic.

At the bottom, there was a reed bed. Reeds usually have roots just below the surface of the soil, so
sometimes they are almost above ground, and between the roots, a tunnel had formed. A snake as thick as a
litre bottle had made its home there. It was black, green and orange, beautiful, like a poem. I loved it, as it
was my only friend.

36



only friend. She slept, and I didn't know that snakes live at night and sleep during the day. My son explained
that to me.

I used to tease her, making "quichi, quichi!" noises on her head and saying, "Hey! Sleepyhead, do you sleep
all day?" And she would start to move around and make me dizzy, those colours, black, green and orange,
with imperceptible scales, and when I touched her and stroked her, she made me shiver, but not with fear, it
was like electricity running through me, but she was docile and let me stroke her. I loved her, I could hardly
stand it, and when no one was looking, I would visit her.

Once, the 18-year-old son of a friend of my grandmother came to the chicken coop and asked me, "What
are you doing?" Not knowing if he was playing dumb or if he knew, I said, "I'm playing."”

As if he had found me there by chance, assuming that he had come because he liked me, which could have
been the case, why not, I said, T'll tell you a secret'. and he said, "OK, " so 1 took him by the hand and led
him to the reed bed, and I said, "Come and see, look how pretty,” and 1 showed him the snake, and he made
a fuss and started shouting, "Come here, Doria Ana, look what the girl is playing with!" and they all came
with broomsticks and beat it to death, I'm left speechless and my indignation and anguish know no bounds,
and I think, but what could any of the three of them care? My grandmother's friend was always spying on
me, making sure I didn't go near the weavers where there were kids, so she could tell on me.

And the unhappy son, who also told on me to make himself look important. I was only five or six years old,
but I had more feelings and was more humane than the three of them put together. But you can't deny that
blood is thicker than water, ugh, ugh.

The only thing is that I never got rid of the bitterness. Every day I knelt down next to those vertebrae and
cried, begging her to forgive me, my dear snake...

The only thing I know is that they made me live, every month, for years, because no one can live through
such hell as he, or they, made me live through. It's a never-ending story, because every sequence of my life
has so many labyrinths that even though I took shortcuts to get through them, there are so many twists and
turns... and in each one, an endless series of calamities, that if I had to live through it all to be able to tell the
story, good news, chocolate for the news! Thank goodness they gave me a first-class menu, if by telling the
story I achieve the desired result and thus please the aliens, who in turn will have to acknowledge it, but...
what, why, for what reason will the recipients acknowledge it and be willing to acknowledge receipt, or will
they play dumb, the sota..., in response, I receive the one that says, "what do I care", I must write,

What if my stories don't go down well with the aforementioned person or persons? What a disappointment or
what a tragedy! And my son, how long will he have to wait? And my fingers will be worn out from writing.
What a drama, what an unknown. What if it's more than it should be, or less? How do we solve it? What I am
sure of is that I cannot go back or retrace my steps.

This is my way of writing, I don't blame anyone, I don't blame anyone if my life turned out this way, it must
be because it was meant to be, I still don't understand anything. But if | have to say things that are harsh and
ugly, it's because that's how they are. Nothing here is made up. And readers who don't agree or don't want to
think about it can complain to the aliens, who are responsible for all the mischief each of us has done in this
world! They've reached the end of the road, where the deadline for reconsideration has expired. and stop
desecrating the coffers, the sacred assets of the people, who, with their usual humility, chose them to lift them
out of misery, not to sink them! Now it's too late.

The worst mistake they made was to believe that they could do as they pleased with the efforts of the people.
Now they will have nowhere to hide, and they will have to give up the miserable deeds of their lives, for
being selfish, malicious, hypocritical, whitewashed tombs on the outside!
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(THE EXTRAS TELL MARIA ABOUT HER HUSBAND'S DEATH AND SHE DECIDES TO BE ADMITTED TO A HOSPITAL)

I will recount a "sequence" of events. In 1959, I was told that my husband was going to be killed. The
extraterrestrials gave me this information, telling me who, how, when, and why. I started crying and told my
husband that we had to leave Rosario. He asked me why, and I replied: Because I sensed that something was
going to happen to you. And he said, "Yeah, because you say so! Isn't it because you want it to happen?"
And of course, I called him names, and he said, "Yeah, where? I don't have any enemies. Besides, if someone
wants to kill you, it doesn't matter if you're here or somewhere else.” and I kept insisting, and he said, "But it
hit you out of the blue!" And I kept insisting, "They're your own comrades!" And he said, "But you're crazy!"
And the days went by and I cried and begged him to take us to Buenos Aires, and he said I was crazy.

In the end, I told Los Extraterrestres that if it was imminent: Yes, it was, and I cried out: If it had to happen,
I didn't want to see it, they had to stop it, and they gave me the solution: "admit me to hospital". I went to the
doctor.

The doctor was treating me and my son, and at one point, when my son was having an asthma attack, he
checked his back and said, "What's this?" It was a purple stripe, and I said, "My husband's belt," and he said,
"How can you allow that?" So I lifted up my clothes and showed him my bruises, to defend him, and he said,
'"Why don't you leave him?' And right there he gave me the card of a lawyer.

I continued, I went to the doctor and said, "I want you to give me an order to be admitted. I have two
options: either I am admitted or I commit suicide.” He said, "I will admit you." I said, "But I don't want to go
anywhere. I want to go to a psychiatric hospital." The director knew me from years ago and was also the
owner of the sanatorium. He admitted me to the clinic, and the psychiatrist was the director and owner of the
sanatorium. The tragic thing was that my husband knew about it and wanted to kill me for several reasons,
one of which was that he was in the middle of a campaign, and another was that "what people would say"
about the family would make him sick. In the end, given the situation and the inevitable, my son was taken
in by a family and sent to school, as he was in seventh grade and had just turned 14.

When she had been in hospital for a month, the doctor wanted to discharge her, and I started crying,

"Don't discharge me, I don't want to go back home!" And the doctor said to me, "Your husband will kill me!"
What am I going to do with you? I can't justify hospitalisation,
and I say to him: How can you not be able to? Give me
electroshock therapy! And he says: How can I do that if you
don't need it? Well, make something up. Just the thought of
going back home made me hysterical. Finally, I say to him:
Discharge me, and I'll kill myself. In the end, he said, 'Well, I'l]
give you insulin until you're in a coma.' 'Whatever, 1'd rather
diel’

To sum up, I was hospitalised for three months, and I realised
that there was no other solution, so they discharged me. The
tragic thing was that 20 days after leaving the sanatorium, they
gave him his passport to the afterlife. I was left feeling hollow,
empty. On the night of the wake, I stayed up all night next to

: the coffin, and at around 2 in the morning, everyone came...

iy tricnas ask e, waar nappenea to riim? " and 1 tell them, "I'll find out when they do the autopsy." When
they leave, I sit alone again next to the coffin. Two men in black suits come in, and I stand up. They stand on
either side of me and tell me to keep my mouth shut if [ want to keep my son, otherwise he'll suffer the same
fate. The truth is that they were so persuasive, and I was so understanding, that I chose to be an obedient girl
and obey. I thought... Could they be the Men in Black? Who knows...
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STORY - PART 9
THE EXTRATERRESTRIALS SPEAK, MARIA TRANSMITS... IMPORTANCE OF
THE SOUTHERN CONE

The planet began its "Evolutionary Spiral" at the South Pole (Antarctica) and is moving towards the North
Pole, creating centres of greater or lesser intensity of the Yuga or Era along the way. Thus, for example,
where the "Yuga" is most intense, currently the "Kali Yuga", it produces more hungry, more corrupt

peoples, etc. Hence, the beginning of the end "takes place in the region we call 'Argentina™.

The Light, The Brain, The Thought, The Messiah, The Leader, The Head, THE LORD OF ABSOLUTE
GUIDANCE (Luis Felipe Moyano), and his Followers and Comrades will appear there. This fact is not
unknown to the Synarchy and the World Government, commanded by (Chang) "Shambala".

It is because of this knowledge, and nothing else, that the Jews, at the head of their World Conspiracy, seek
to take over the southernmost part of Argentina, which they call "The Promised Land," through the well-
known Andinia Plan, which proposes to divide Argentina in two. The southern half, say the Jews, belongs
to them, which is why Argentina is one of the countries with the largest Jewish settlements in the world. The
same Jews who collaborated with the "English in the South during the Falklands War" (1982).

The plan proposed by Caviglia, indicated by the "Fiihrer", to bring together the main leaders of the Southern
Cone: Getulio Vargas (Brazil), Peron (Argentina) and Peru, was to stop Anglo-Saxon imperialism and the
Jewish Andinia Plan. This is even the hidden meaning behind Israel having "the same colours as Argentina"
on its flag.

World War II had to take place in order to cover up "the German incursion into Antarctica." It is noteworthy
that Chile was not part of Caviglia's plan, so much so that it is difficult to understand why "Peru" thought it
should be Chile, because if you join the three capitals— Sao Paulo, Brazil, Buenos Aires, Argentina, and
Santiago, Chile, they form a "right angle," "Chile" was n