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ANOTE
TO THE READER

All of the people in this account are real. Because of the
nature of the events they experienced, however, several
people involved have chosen to be identified by pseudonym
or by first name only.Whenever a pseudonym is used, it will
be noted at that name's first appearance in the story.







x Introduction

Stories of humans abducted, examined, and crossbred by
alien beings of unknown origin are nothing new, not since
Budd Hopkins's, Whitley Strieber's, and most recently, the
media's interest in the subject. But that interest itself, a
serious interest, is new. There hasn't been so much discus­
sion on the air and in print about UFOs and ETs since the
1950s. And although UFO activity never ceased in the past
forty-five years, it certainly has changed, most noticeably
since 1981.

Undreamed-of numbers of people have discovered that
they, too, have encountered this alien presence. Abduction
activity affects all types and ages of people, and for the
victims there is no shelter and no one to offer any real help.
They are victims of affronts which no official power­
political, spiritual, or social-admits to be real.

When we discovered this phenomenon in our lives, I
began keeping a journal of events. At first it was only of
Casey's experiences, but it soon expanded to cover mine
and those of David, as well as of Megan and James.
Awareness and involvement in the phenomenon, it seems,
was spreading.

What follows is an integrated account of our experiences,
taken from the journal entries from May 1988 to the
summer of 1989. Many-of these events were consciously
experienced and remembered. But other occurrences were
blocked from memory and known only from the evidence of
marks on our bodies, episodes of "missing time," or
strange phenomena in our homes. In several instances,
hypnotic regression was used to uncover more about the
blocked episodes, although many of our experiences have
yet to be explored in this way.

This account also includes information from television
reports, from books and other research documents, and from
the stories of new people who came into our lives because
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bizarre account purporting to be factual, about his experi­
ences with some sort of alien entities, from some undeter­
mined source. I read the book skeptically, yet was intrigued
by his emotive story of intrusion, terror, and the groping for
understanding.

In late April I was on my way to the West Coast for a few
days, leaving Casey alone at home. Before I left, my son,
David, borrowed Strieber's book and took it to his house. At
the airport I looked for something to read on the flight and,
remembering that Strieber had mentioned Budd Hopkins as
a researcher into UFO phenomena, I bought Missing Time,
Hopkins's account of several abduction experiences.

In California I read the book late at night, with very
strong reactions. For one thing, I wondered how on earth
Hopkins and Strieber could get away with claims that their
books were factual, since the material-strange alien be­
ings, small and gray and clone-like in their actions-was so
obviously impossible. Hapless humans abducted, medically
examined, then released with little or no memory of such
events? Who were. they trying to kid? I also remember
thinking how glad I was that these stories were not true.
How, I wondered, could you ever live in a world where such
things could happen?

It was hard enough, I thought, to cope with the real world,
even for the sanest of us. Casey and I, for instance, were
financially solid and very happy in our marriage. Yet for
several months, we had been attending separate counseling
sessions in an effort to find out why we'd developed
physical symptoms of stress.

For me, it was the onset of TMJ, with all its painful
clenching of the teeth and jaws, and for Casey it was a
variety of things. He was usually a calm, centered person,
but since Christmas he had grown increasingly tense and
short-tempered. His eyesight worsened, he had frequent
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puzzling light zigzagging high in the Oklahoma sky in 1959
or 1960.

On April 25, I had two significant dreams. In the first, I
went from dimestore to dimestore with my husband, and in
each one I saw a doll in a cage. The dolls became more and
more lifelike, until in the last store the doll was a miniature
living little girl. She cried and reproached me as her mother,
for leaving her there so long. I also dreamed of seeing a
UFO land. I went toward it in great excitement, but the UFO
suddenly exploded, and I knew that the government was
responsible. The explosion somehow set off a land rush for
Canada. Awake, I did not recall ever having dreamed about
UFOs before. On the twenty-seventh, I bought Missing
Time and read it in California.

It may seem a long way from UFOs and aliens to the
vampires, catastrophes, and caged living dolls that appeared
in my dreams, but I've learned that each of these images is
directly relevant. Not so obviously, perhaps, but very
significantly, and that's what makes me believe the dreams
were in some way foreshadowing the events yet to unfold.

And I'm aware that UFO scoffers reading this account
will say that the books were the sources of everything that
followed. But that is not, from the distance and experience
of the past three years, how I interpret it now. Instead of
these books causing all the turmoil that was to follow, I
believe I was drawn to them because of the discoveries I
would soon have to confront. The alien phenomenon forced
itself into my consciousness and directed me to the subject,
to the books, as a means of preparation. I was being made
ready, I feel certain, to deal with what was looming ahead.

May 1988

When I returned from my trip to California, Casey was
suffering from back pains, the numbness in his left leg and



6 Karla Turner

foot which had recurred for several months, a headache and
an upset stomach. So on May 2, after dinner, I offered to
show him the relaxation hypnosis technique I'd learned in
therapy, hoping he could relieve these symptoms. He lay
down on the couch and I began to lead him into a trance
state. It was the first time I'd ever helped hypnotize anyone
but myself, but he was a good subject. Before long I'd taken
him through some of the tests my therapist had used to
prove to me I was really hypnotized: one arm floating like
a feather, for instance, while the other hand weighs heavily
into the chair.

When I saw that Casey was clearly in a trance, I decided
to imitate my own therapist, in hopes of helping Casey
uncover the problems that must be contributing to his stress.
First I asked him to look back over his life and see if any
particular event or person seemed especially important.
And Casey responded easily, scanning back to recall mostly
fond memories. He talked about his parents, his childhood,
and the wonderful times he spent with his grandparents. But
no particular problem came to his mind.

So I tried another of the therapist's tactics. "Why don't
you ask your unconscious to communicate with you?" I
suggested. "Ask if it will reveal to you anything that might
be disturbing or significant."

Casey was silent a moment, and then he nodded. "Yes,"
he answered, "it says it will talk to me." Sitting back, then,
I expected to hear any number of things-friction at
work, mixed feelings about his children, or, more likely, I
thought, unresolved emotions left over from his first mar­
riage.

My expectations were blown away, however, as Casey
spoke. First, he saw himself in his father's 1940 model Ford,
with the windshield and dashboard bathed in such a blinding
light that his eyes hurt. He was less than two years old,
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outside, the skin around the eye, like thick paper. The eye,
it's black or brown. Close to my face, about two inches
away."

"Can you see who the eye belongs to?" I questioned.
"I know," Casey nodded.
"Can you tell me?"
"It belongs to, uh," he hesitated, "I don't know if it's

real or not. It's the man I drew." And then he saw another
head, bald and more human-colored. "This one," he said,
"it's very bulbous, like a dolphin."

I tried to elicit more details, but Casey was unable to' see
much more of the scene. So I instructed him to become
more tranquil and to focus his mental vision.

"It's hard to see," he admitted. "It's hard to look at, to
bring into focus."

"Is that because you don't want to look?" I asked, "or
because you can't?"

"'Cause I'm not supposed to," he replied. And then he
said he couldn't tell where he was, that he felt like he was
moving between two incidents: the scene on the large craft,
and a different memory he'd told me recently, of being in a
strange school.

"I feel almost like I'm going back and forth between the
other time," he said, "and looking through the wall, and
the school is very, very real. I walk through the halls. The
janitor just left."

"Are you able to see the janitor?" I asked.
"No, but I know he left. He was nice. I remember him

saying it was time to go. And so time to go. Yes, I remember
that. He said it was time to go. And so I'm looking for my
aunt and mother."

"Where's home?" I questioned.
"Dallas."
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....All right," I said.....So, now do you know how old you
are?"

UI'm five," he answered. "Before I was in school."
I asked Casey to move ahead with his recollection, and he

told me that everyone was gone, the school was empty, and
he wondered where his mother was.

....I go back to the room," he said.
"Do you know what you're doing in this room?" I asked.
"I think I've been, I don't know if I was studying," he

replied. HI can't remember. It's real comfortable. So nice I
don't want to leave. But I stayed too long. And outside the
sky is green and orange. That sounds weird. It's green and
orange and white. Like the sun's going down through thick
clouds. But there's no clouds. It doesn't feel right, like
normal clouds. It's not clouds."

After a few minutes of trying without much success to
learn more about this scene, we moved on to his memory of
being in the 1940 Ford and seeing the bright light flood into
the car. Once again, he saw himself and his father driving
down the rural road, with storm clouds whirling in the sky.

"The light comes straight down," he said, recalling the
event as if it were happening again. "Oh! No! It came at us!
The light hit the dash. Boy, it's extremely bright, it was
almost so bright it went through the car."

"What does your father do?" I wanted to know. "Can
you tell that?"

"Oh, my God, yes!" he replied.
.. 'Is the car still moving?"
"It seems like it's not. No, it's not moving at all."
"Is your father moving?"
"He doesn't seem to be," Casey said. "The car is

stopped."
"Can you see anything out around you?" I wondered.
"I don't believe that I see this," he murmured. "Yeah.
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There's somebody coming to get us. But they're okay, I'm
not scared, they're not moving fast."

"What do they look like?" I asked. "How many are
there?"

"Four," he told me. "Uh-oh, I see this, and I don't know
if I'm really seeing it or not They're just coming. It's like
they beckon."

Casey said they took him from the car, carried him away,
and then he experienced a strange backward sort of move­
ment But I interrupted the flow of events and asked him for
a better description of the beings who took him away. And
this time, the description somewhat matched that of the
typical gray alien.

Their faces were "cartoonlike," he said, "and they're
wearing cover-like things." But it was their eyes that most
fascinated him. "They're just big, real pretty circles. Very
smooth and don't blink. The light's so bright it hurts their
eyes, so they cover their eyes from the light" He described
their skin as some sort of dirty white covering, which he felt
as he was carried by one of the beings to a small "saucer­
shaped" craft resting on the roadside.

And he told of going to the huge orange ship and
encountering the Old One, the being whose face he'd seen
two evenings earlier. Casey describe deep fissures in the
Old One's "putty-like skin," vertical wrinkles, and black
eyes. "He has the darkest eyes," he said, "like he knows
all, and sees so much, knows so much, and he doesn't
care."

"Does that Old One look like the other four beings?" I
puzzled. "Or is it one of the four?"

"No, this is the Old One," he insisted. "Those were
young ones, They're not the same. This one does not have
a covering on its face. It's the Old One I saw last time."

Casey remembered some kind of physical examination,
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practical person. He'd excelled in high school in everything
from science to music, and when he enlisted in the military,
the Army put him to work as a linguist in a branch of
military intelligence. The assignment took him overseas
where he traveled extensively. After the service, Casey and
his first wife eventually divorced. She remarried and moved
with her new husband and Casey's two children to another
state. Casey finished college with a computer science degree
and within five years established himself as a successful
consultant. His work demanded expertise, reliability, and
confidentiality, and he was recognized as one of the best.
Professionally or personally, no one could accuse Casey of
being a liar, a joker, or unstable.

Yet the memory of the face and the ship wouldn't go
away. And during that week, other things, other memories
began popping into his mind, especially an incident in
California. In 1971, when Casey's son was about two years
old, there were poltergeist activities in their house and an
earthquake that apparently only Casey experienced. It was
at this time that his son began talking about a "black man"
who appeared through the wall in his bedroom. When Casey
tried to find out more about this being, his son replied that
the black man talked to him, but he refused to say what they
discussed.

We both felt that we needed to find some sort of
"expert" on UFOs and alien beings, if there were such a
thing, but we had no idea where to look. Finally, I noticed
a listing of a UFO research organization in Hopkins's book,
and I called the international director, hoping he could direct
us to some local person for help. Through him, we contacted
a metropolitan chapter of a loosely related organization,
Metroplex Mutual UFO Network (MUFON), and arranged
to meet with a few of the members later in May.

The date seemed impossibly far away, considering our
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Casey and David came home that evening, I excitedly told
them both about the vision I'd had, and Casey noticed that
I seemed to recall very little detail about the forty minutes.

We told the UFO group about the various memories as
well as what Casey had related during hypnosis, and then
we asked to be put in touch with a knowledgeable hypnotist.
To our surprise, however, no one in the group came up with
a name. So our one hope for help came to nothing that night,
and we drove back home feeling as lost as ever. And,
although Casey didn't tell me about it until the second time
it happened, he noticed that we were followed for over
twenty miles by a white Chevy. It pulled out of the
neighborhood when we left, about 12:30 A.M., and stayed
with us until we reached the outskirts of our own suburbs
several towns and almost forty miles away.

Our contact with the MUFON group paid off a week
later, with the news that their June speaker was a hypnotist
and UFO researcher whom we could meet. At this point our
spirits lifted a bit, and when Casey's parents came to visit,
we decided to question them about the time Casey remem­
bered being taken from the car. To our surprise, his father
did recall a trip when Casey was a year old, through the
foothills of the Sierras.

At the time, Casey's grandfather ran a restaurant where
his mother and father helped out. It was a holiday weekend,
and the great number of customers had depleted the steak
supply, so his father took Casey and went to a couple of
other towns to buy more meat.

"Was there anything unusual about the trip?" Casey
asked.

~ ~Not really," his father replied.
"Well, you were gone an awfully long time," Casey's

mother interjected.
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few of the odd things he'd been recalling, as well as the
events he'd discovered in the earlier regression with me. So
she directed his thoughts to these memory cues, and I
listened in rather shocked attention to the incredible story he
unfolded.

The first strange memory they explored was of a "wak­
ing dream' , Casey had as a preschool child. In the
"dream," he was taken to a sort of school, and he recalled
at one point feeling very abandoned and afraid. Under
hypnosis, he now recalled being in a school environment
with the Old One and another unidentified being, and of
feeling that he was being tested in some way.

"It feels like I'm there to learn something, I know I
learned something. I feel something in my heart, and yet at
the same time I feel like I'm-and that's silly," he
interrupted himself, "because I'm so young-but I feel like
I'm teaching. I don't know how I could. Something is being
learned from me," he said, "and at the same time I'm being
given feelings that are much bigger than I am, that go well
beyond, go far beyond me."

Barbara asked Casey if he'd ever seen the Old One
before, so Casey once again went through the abduction
experience when he was a year old which he'd first related
to me. He described the small craft again. "It's quite solid,"
he said, "and it's just a dull, not very spectacular piece of
work. It's sitting there and I can see it, and it's standing on
about three legs, or four."

"Please be more specific," Barbara requested. "Is it on
three legs or four legs?"

"I can't, I'm sorry," Casey replied. "I just remember
that as a kid. My mind's just so interested in what I'm
seeing. It's the people that are coming to get me. They're
little, and yes, they do have ... I don't know if you've
ever seen them, they are quite diminutive. The people aren't
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them to different levels. And I don't know what that means.
It feels like it's very important."

"What happens after that?" Barbara asked.
"It's like instead of watching," he replied, "I'm inside."
"Inside of what? Can you give me a description?"
"I'm inside of Mother," Casey said. "You can see the

light in the daytime, it's pink and yellow, it's living."
After this surprising revelation, Barbara questioned him

about why he was "made" by these beings and then born.
, 'Are you receiving directions or instructions?" she asked.

"Feels like I'm making the decision myself," Casey
responded. "I make the decisions. It's time. My feeling is
that it's a difficult decision to make, but that, knowing I
really change, knowing I will not be myself, that I elected to
do it. I wish to be . . . solid. To feel more than just inside,
to feel outside, too, to feel the outside world, to have it
affect me. And so I made the decision to be born."

"Were there any instructors," Barbara probed, "any
others above you who gave you a choice to be born? Who
gauged this movement for you?"

"An agreement," he told her, "just an agreement."
"And who did you make the agreement with?"
, 'I'm getting into an area that's almost incomprehensible,

without sounding strange," he admitted. "But it's like,
there is reason, there is purpose, and I have to do it and want
to do it, and it's time to do it, and I can, and I go."

When pressed about the worker beings he'd watched,
Casey said that they were in effect carrying out instructions
from a higher authority. "There was another source," he
explained, "and we all know that the source is the instru­
ment of this. They are under the control of that Old One.
The Old One makes the thought, and they 'do.' The Old
One sees, and they see."

Barbara asked, then, if Casey considered the Old One to
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trip to Oklahoma we had discussed the possibility that
actual contact with UFOs and aliens-whatever they really
were-might have happened to him in the past, telling
ourselves we could surely learn to live with that knowledge,
now that it was all over. But December 1987 was far too
recent for comfort, edging much too close to our present
lives.

A second regression took place the following evening,
Saturday, after we spent the day visiting with two of
Barbara's friends and Jack Lee (pseudonym), a guest of hers
who was a counselor from another state. Barbara and her
husband lived in one house, but they owned the house
immediately to their left, where Jack, the other guest, was
staying. Casey and I were staying in a third house they
owned, directly across the street from Jack.

Casey went into trance easily this time and proved to be
much more clear-sighted and responsive than he'd been the
night before. The first incident to which Barbara directed
him was a day in Kansas, 1960, when he'd remembered
having a bad pain in his nose, for no apparent reason.
Barbara asked him to describe the setting and the situation.

"It was when I was about, in the sixth grade," he
began, "so I was thirteen. And some boys have just told us,
told me and my friend that they saw a UFO land at the top
of the field that's across the street from my house. And I
think that they're silly, that ... couldn't happen, but I
want to go see it. We used to play there, it's a big field. It
was summertime. And I was scared, because I didn't know
what it meant. I thought they knew what they were talking
about. I can see it.

"It really was there, Barbara," he continued. "I remem­
ber that I was terrified to go over there, across the street
from my house. The field was like a city block. It was a real
long block, must've covered ten acres or more. I remember,





Into the Fringe 33

for some reason. Then he found himself back aboard the
same ship where he'd had the nasal examination. This time,
as he lay on the table, after having been made to drink a
cinnamon-smelling liquid, he saw a white-haired woman
walking over to him. He said she seemed gentle and perhaps
caring. She got on top of him, initiating sex, and when it was
over she left. Casey saw that the Old One was in the room,
watching.

"Did he watch while she was on top of you?" Barbara
interrupted.

"Yeah."
"Did he seem to enjoy watching you?"
"No."
"Why was he watching?" Barbara pressed.
"Because the Old One is like my teacher, my master,"

Casey tried to explain.
"I see that you like your Old One, that you have great

depth of feeling for your Old One," Barbara mused. "Is he
a part of you?"

"I don't feel like a relation," Casey disagreed. "I feel
like a pupil."

"Do you have any idea why they selected you?"
"No, but they're excited," he said, referring to his

experience with the woman, "they like it. They seem to be
dam certain that I'm the one they want. Certainly don't
leave me alone."

"What do you mean by that?"
"It just seems like they've bothered me, bothered, busied

themselves by keeping track of me for such a long time," he
told her.

Quite a long time, apparently, for the next exploration
was of a memory from 1966. Visiting his fiancee that
December, Casey took her parking on a remote, newly
widened road outside the city. Their night was quickly
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neither of them was aware that almost two hours had passed,
and they recalled nothing of the thin black beings or the
woman's abduction.

The regression was running late into the evening, but
Barbara asked Casey once again to look at the December
1987 abduction. His recall had been so vivid, she hoped that
he might offer more information. In the previous session,
Casey seemed to think he'd been taken into an unfamiliar
room, by a different group of beings. But this time as he
looked at the experience, it was more recognizable.

"It's the same one that, when I was a child, but it's now
smaller, I'm bigger," he said. "And it's just busier, these
people are so busy. They're in a hurry."

"Then they were the same people that were with you
when you were young?" Barbara clarified.

"Yeah. It feels, it has the same light, the same feel about
it. It's the same area, it feels like I'm in the same place
again. But this time, they're just there to say, 'Casey, you,
are ... you've got to remember, you got to know your­
self. Remember!'"

He became very agitated, and Barbara brought him out of
the trance, calming him. But the emotions were overwhelm­
ing, and Casey couldn't help crying in relief. So much had
been kept hidden for so long, and now he felt he'd recovered
great pieces of his past. He sat up a long time after the
session, describing details of the incidents-the cinnamon­
scented liquid, for instance, and the pale yellow, slitted "cat
eyes" of the thin, black ones in 1966-but he was no longer
agitated. There was a real sense of relief and certainty about
him that gave away his state of mind: I could see that Casey
now believed these things had truly happened to him, just as
he'd recalled them.

I was shaking, unable to hold a cup or even a cigarette,
the shaking was so intense. I had an irrational desire for
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all I could think of was to run indoors and hide. Jack was
right behind me, but Casey stayed outside a few moments
longer and then hurried inside, torn between wanting to
comfort me and wanting to stay and watch. He, too, had
made out the pie-pan shape beneath the row of lights and the
dull reflection they cast on the dark body of the craft.

If I had been shaky before, I was near hysteria now, and
we all three huddled closely together in the living room,
waiting for whatever might be coming next. Every sudden
noise made me jump in fright, and the men were visibly
upset and anxious, too. My pulse was racing, as was Jack's,
and we hoped the strain wouldn't cause him any harm,
given his serious heart condition.

His own thoughts, however, were of a very different
nature. For a while he said nothing, and then when he spoke
there was a different sound in his voice, a quaver of
uncertainty.

"I thought I had it all figured out," he said, slowly
shaking his head. "I mean, I thought 1 knew what life was
all about. And all those things I've studied, 1 even thought
1 knew what to expect after death. But now," he paused,
"now I think that 1 don't know anything."

It was an utterly humbling realization, and we shared it
with Jack. The craft with brilliant colored lights had truly
been in the sky over our heads, which in the flash of a
moment turned our universe into an entirely different place
than it had been before. But as the minutes slowly passed
without any further incident, we began to calm down,
discussing the craft and wondering what it was.

Comparing notes to make sure we'd all seen the same
thing, we realized the craft had certainly not been a
conventional airplane. The sighting occurred at a few
minutes past 3 A.M., there had been absolutely no sound
associated with it, and the lights were all wrong, we knew,





CHAPTER

3
July 1988

After returning from Oklahoma, Casey and I both felt
compelled to spend a lot of time outside at night. We'd walk
up the hill near our house, where Casey had been abducted
in December, and watch the skies in vague expectancy. It
may sound foolish, but we wanted another contact. We were
angry enough and determined enough to want answers, and
the aliens were the logical place to find them. We referred
to them as aliens because they certainly weren't human, but
we didn't know if they were interplanetary beings, entities
from a different dimension, or something even stranger than
we could imagine.

"Is there any way you might be able to contact them?"
I once asked Casey as we stood staring up at the stars.
"They've apparently been in your life for years. Don't you
think they know your thoughts, then?"

"Maybe," Casey conceded, "but I don't think it works
like that. They just do what they want to do. I never called
out for them to come get me before, anyway, I know that."

"I wonder what I'd do if one of them actually appeared
41











46 Karla Turner

It occurred to me that Bonnie might have had experiences
of her own, for why else would that drawing have brought
tears to her eyes? But she assured me that nothing unusual
had ever happened involving UFOs or alien beings. Still,
she was very supportive. She'd known me for twenty years
and had every faith in my honesty and sanity, and she too
wanted to go with us to the meeting. At the last minute,
David announced that his best friend, James, in whom he
had confided, was also interested in going, so the five of us
drove into the city in two cars, ours and James's.

Fortunately, we arrived early and managed to get seats
near the front, for by the time Mr. Lear began to speak, a
crowd of over three hundred had packed the room, spilling
out into the hallway. The room was hot, yet we didn't notice
once the lecture began, because the information we were
hearing was riveting. Lear told about his research, his
countless interviews with people who'd had similar experi­
ences, but the most shocking and unbelievable part con­
cerned an alleged government involvement with these alien
beings.

Lear, an expert pilot, had flown missions for the CIA and
thus had contacts in the intelligence community, and he
insisted his information was true. There were bases, he told
us, hidden throughout the country where the aliens carried
on a variety of bizarre activities, including crossbreeding
experiments with humans. And he said that the "invasion"
of these beings was already a fact, that the government had
made a secret deal with them, giving permission for the
abductions to take place in exchange for promises of
advanced technology.

But the government had been duped, he said, and in fact
had received very little in the way of useful technology,
while the aliens had carried on their abductions and exper­
iments far beyond what was allowed by the agreement with
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our government. And now, he concluded, the government
was in a real quandary. For years they had officially denied
the existence of UFOs and aliens, but now with the
escalation of ET activities, they didn't know how to go
about warning the population, much less how to prevent
these things from continuing.

Our little group sat listening in apprehension and disbe­
lief. One part of my mind realized how wild and frightening
and unsubstantiated Lear's words were. These things could
not be true, I insisted, not in the world that we know.
"That's just the point, though," another part of my mind
interrupted. "The world you knew didn't accommodate
UFOs and aliens, but you have them now anyway, don't
you?" This split in my feelings confused me as I watched
Lear very calmly, very seriously, deliver his message of
doom.

"I'm not here to warn you about an alien invasion," he
concluded. "The invasion is over, it's already happened."

I glanced around occasionally, wondering if everyone
else in the room was as astounded as I, and I noticed that
James seemed rather strange. He appeared almost to be in a
trance, staring down at the floor, unblinking, and when the
lecture ended he hurried out of the room with only a few
words of good-bye. Assuming he must have been in a hurry
to get back home, perhaps for a late date, or that he had
thought Lear's lecture was a waste of his time, we didn't
pay much attention to his odd behavior. So the rest of us
rode home together, discussing the things we'd heard.

I had promised to let Barbara know what we learned at
the lecture, so I almost decided to go to Oklahoma and
deliver a report in person. But at the last minute I changed
my mind and stayed home. As it turned out, that was a
fortunate change of plans, for things were about to get very
strange here at home.
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would be unable to move or speak aloud, communicating
only telepathically.

But more recently, in the past several months while James
and David were living in a farmhouse, yet another type of
being had been showing up, and this time the visitor was a
woman. He said that she always entered his bedroom from
an adjacent interior room rather than through the door that
led outside, and he found himself paralyzed until she left
through the same door. As soon as the woman disappeared,
the paralysis left him, and James had often followed after
her, searching through the house and out into the yard, yet
he'd never been able to locate her anywhere else.

In her last few visits, he told David, which had been
almost weekly, he had been able to remember consciously
some of what the woman told him.

"One time she was in my room, but it was just her head
and her hands," he said. "She was holding two big, round
black orbs, and she told me they wanted to remove my eyes
and replace them with those things."

Terrified, James objected, saying he didn't want to be
blind, but the woman replied, "You'll still be able to see,
but you'll see differently." She had also spoken of replacing
various other parts of James's body, leaving him in great
fright. And in her last visit, the day before the Lear lecture,
she had urged James to go somewhere with her.

"Why don't you just come with us?" she had asked.
"I can't," he said, "I'm too afraid."
"What are you afraid of?" she wanted to know. "Are

you afraid of the dark, or of something you think is out there
in the dark?"

"I don't know," he admitted. "I'm just too scared."
And the woman departed, leaving him once again to

question his own sanity, as he'd secretly done for years,
ever since he was old enough to know that other people
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David and James at the bar the night James had revealed his
story. We were surprised to hear Megan's account of that
evening, for she told us not only about what James had said,
but also about David's responses and actions.

"When James began talking about the woman he'd seen
at the Lear lecture," Megan said, "David suddenly inter­
rupted and gave a complete description of the woman,
including her clothing. But when they left and went back to
their house, David claimed he'd never said any of it."

"I don't remember that," David commented, shaking his
head.

"You did it twice!" Megan exclaimed. "James told you
that you really had just described the woman, and you
repeated the description word for word, how the woman
looked and what she was wearing! And then a couple of
minutes later you denied ever having seen her, much less
described her!"

James confirmed what Megan told us, that at three
different times that night, both at the bar and back at the
house, David described the woman and then acted as if he'd
never said anything. We questioned David about it then, and
he still insisted he hadn't seen the woman at all.

And that wasn't the only strange thing he had done,
apparently. When they all left the bar, James drove his own
car and Megan drove David home in her car, since David
had had too many drinks to drive safely. When they reached
the house, an old farmhouse, Megan said that David
had acted very strangely, frightening her with his bizarre
behavior.

"David just suddenly changed,'" she told us, "his voice
and his eyes changed. And he was scaring me."

"What was he doing?" Casey asked. "How was he
scaring you?"

"At the farm, when we got out of the car, David grabbed
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equipment with him. "I saw them lying in the trunk,"
James said, "but I must have lost my mind because I just
figured, why bother?"

Night came on as he sat on the hilltop, feeling quite alone
and rather silly, he said. For a while, nothing unusual
happened, and then three bright lights appeared in the sky.
He watched as they went through an intricate series of
motions, making a circle in unison and then stopping, as the
single light he'd seen earlier had done, emitting colored
sparks before departing.

After they vanished, he heard a voice in his head saying,
"See how easily we made you come to this place? You
don't have any control over it. In the future, when you're
supposed to go to a certain place, you'll be made to go there.
Don't worry about it, there's nothing you can do to stop it."

At that point, thoroughly upset, James left the hilltop and
drove to his relatives' home. There he undressed and went
to bed, only to suddenly find himself back on the hilltop,
completely dressed, in the company of the woman who'd
been coming to his bedroom!

Whereas before, at home, the woman had appeared in a
variety of ways, sometimes in full form and at other times
showing only her head and hands, this time the woman
seemed very corporeal.

"She was dressed like a real person," James explained,
"in jeans and a T-shirt. And she was nice that time, nicer
than she'd ever been before."

In fact, James said he actually felt comfortable with her,
talking and listening to the many things she told him. "She
wasn't scaring me, talking about replacing parts of my
body," he told us.

"What was she saying, then?" I asked.
James shrugged. "I think she was trying to make me feel

better about all this stuff. She told me that very long ago I'd
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exercise was designed to alleviate his doubts about his
sanity.

"The lights in the sky, the odometer, the speeding up and
slowing down of time, the woman on the hill-all these
things had been very, very real," he concluded. "I think
that was why I was sent to St. Louis. They wanted to prove
it to me, so I couldn't deny it was real anymore."

Casey and I could only look at each other, bewildered. If
his experiences were real, and if he were truly involved in
this bizarre reality, then so were we. He had been shown a
future time when he would be activated to perform his
"task," and he had seen us working with him.



CHAPTER
4

Sometimes I still tried to pretend that it was all in our
imaginations. We overreacted, I told myself, we let paranoia
into our thinking, so that now we saw evidence of alien
influence everywhere. Afraid to sleep at night, compelled to
watch the stars, sometimes disturbed by the books I read
about UFOs, yet I couldn't keep from reading more.
Conventional logic insisted that such things couldn't be
true, and so did the honest desire of my heart. This was not
what I wanted reality to be.

I traced the sequence of events back to the very begin­
ning, trying to rationalize the situation. How to account for
all the people in my life who now claimed to have had
experiences? James must have got it from David, who heard
it from us. Casey picked it up from me, I picked it up from
Hopkins's book, Missing Time, and the book was motivated
by the class project I assigned on unusual phenomena. But
where, I wondered, did the motivation for the assignment
come from? And why would so many people pick up on the
topic and proclaim their own experiences falsely, especially
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behind my forehead, as if there were an incredibly, enor­
mously powerful light there, although," he added, "I could
see nothing, as my eyes were closed."

This point source of pressure was hard for him to
describe. It seemed like "a cylinder of energy/force/light/
buzz/pressure" coming in through the top of his skull and
reaching about halfway down into his head. After concen­
trating on this feeling for a couple of minutes, David said,
he stopped focusing and just relaxed, and that's when it
stopped.

For David, the whole experience had been curious but
brief, apparently nothing to really worry about. But I had
learned enough from Barbara, as well as from Casey's past
experiences, to know that such memorable brief events were
often all that was consciously recalled from much more
significant, complex situations. I was afraid, with good
reason, that my son was no longer exempt, if he ever had
been, from alien intrusion.

And I wondered about his girlfriend Megan. Taking
Barbara's advice to question our acquaintances, I asked
Megan if there'd ever been any strange occurrences in her
life.

"Oh, no," she answered, "there's never been anything
unusual. " I was relieved to hear it and was about to change
the subject when she unexpectedly continued.

"Except there was that time," she said, "when I saw the
monkey in the window."

Megan had lived all her life in a large city, and I couldn't
imagine how a monkey might have turned up in the
neighborhood, so I asked her to explain.

"I was ten or eleven," she replied, "and I was taking a
nap in the den one afternoon. I woke up and sat up on the
couch, and that's when I saw it. There was a gray monkey
bobbing up and down outside the kitchen window."
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"What did you do?" I asked. "Did you get up to have a
closer look?"

"No," she said, "I just sat there watching the monkey."
"Well," 1 pressed, "didn't you say anything? Did you

yell for anyone else to come see it?" But she shook her head
negatively.

"And that's all," she continued, "unless you count the
time I woke up in my sister's bedroom-I was maybe
twelve at the time-and there was a slide show or some­
thing going on, up on the wall."

"Slides of what?" I asked.
"Oh, a lot of different things," Megan said. "I can't

remember everything, but 1 do remember seeing the moon.
At least 1 thought it was the moon, and there were two
spaceships of some sort flying around. Then they crashed
into each other and exploded, and the whole moon blew up.
A lot of white stuff started falling onto the earth, and 1 saw
all the people running out to pick it up and eat it."

It was a pretty strange thing to see on the bedroom wall
in the middle of the night, we agreed, and 1 asked if she
remembered anything else.

"Well, not really," Megan said, "although there was this
thing in the sky. I saw it when I was real young. I was
playing outside with some other kids, and I remember
looking up and seeing a huge gray shape going over the
garage. 1 thought it was a giant fish."

Of course, I didn't want to frighten Megan by telling her
how much these things sounded like screen memories,
protective disguises of events too frightening to face. 1
wondered what she might discover if she ever went through
regressive hypnosis. And I also wondered how many other
people had strange recollections, strange events in their
past, that had been dismissed because they couldn't be
understood. Casey and I had done the same thing, relegating
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flooding into my mind. "But I'm lying down, and I see that
I don't have any shoes on. I'm covered up with something
white, but it's not over my feet, about to the middle of my
calves. That's what I see. It's like I'm waking up or trying
to wake up. I can move my head just this much. I don't
know what I'm lying on."

"Can you move your body at all?" she asked.
"I can't even feel it," I replied. "I can move my head.

I'm not thinking anything."
"Look around you," she instructed. "What can you

see?"
, 'It's like real soft lighting, sort of peachy or pink. And I

can't see above me."
"What is taking place?" she prompted.
"I feel like I just woke up, I don't feel aware of very

much. There's more space over here that I can't see, but the
white goes all around as far as I can tell. I can't feel my
body. I don't see what I'm lying on, it's not showing down
there. I must be perfectly comfortable, I can't feel anything.
But I feel my ear hurting."

"Which ear?" Barbara asked.
"The right ear, just at the edge of the inside," I tried to

explain. "There was just a burning sort of thing, but I can
feel it. It's not bad."

"How long did that pain last?"
"I can still feel it a little," I admitted. "It's not bad. But

I feel it again a little harder now, down low. I feel my ear
being pulled over this way, and that hurts. My ear, the lobe
stretches a little."

, 'Is it stretching by itself?" Barbara asked, hoping to find
out exactly what was being done.

"I don't think I'm looking," I answered evasively.
"Can you experience anything at all?" she persisted.
"I know there's some motion," I said after a moment. "I
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mental aberration. As time went on and we heard the same
story over and over again from more people, Casey and I
finally had to accept the reality of this phenomenon and find
a way to understand and cope with it. But it was too early
for that now-we were consumed with discovering exactly
what was going on, not why.

One other piece of information turned up during our visit
with Barbara which shed light on an experience I'd had
earlier, back in May. At that time, I was awakened hearing
voices in the bedroom during the night, telling me of the
"eliomi" or "elianni." At least, that was the closest I could
come to transcribing what I heard, and I knew it wasn't an
exact reading. Whatever had been said, the word made no
sense to me then. But in a book I picked up in Oklahoma in
September, The Goblin Universe, by Ted Holiday and Colin
Wilson, I came across references to early Gaelic mythology
that echoed that nighttime conversation.

"The Ellyllon were pygmy elves or nature spirits," I
read, "a name derived from the Welsh el, a spirit, which in
turn came from the Hebrew Elohim=God. Such spirits have
always been known to objectify materially on occasion,
although this is usually in remote country places." Maybe
in Wales, I thought, but there was nothing very remote
about my bedroom! Going further, I read, "There are many
sorts of fairy or nature spirits ranging from the tiny
Ellyllon . . . to the wandering Sighes, Elohim, or Troop­
ing Fairies whose illusions and paranormal hoaxes are an
intrinsic part of the flying saucer story."

Could that be what the voice in the bedroom was saying?
Were the beings who spoke to me calling themselves by the
Gaelic term? Later in my research, I did come across other
references to alien beings speaking in that ancient language.
Most notable was the case of Betty Andreasson, recounted
in Raymond Fowler's book, The Andreasson Affair. During
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one hypnotic regression, Betty Andreasson suddenly began
speaking in an unrecognized language, which was duly
reported in phonetic terms. One reader of the book later
contacted Fowler and said the language matched remark­
ably well with old Gaelic. When translated, the message
read, "Children of the northern peoples, you wander in
impenetrable darkness. Your mother mourns." But I could
only wonder what message the voice in the bedroom
intended for me.

As soon as we returned home, David and James were
eager to talk to us. While we were away, James had another
episode of missing time, with no memory of what had
happened during the two-hour gap.

He and David arrived shortly, and we gathered in the
living room, anxious to hear his account. By this point I had
begun keeping a journal, first of Casey's experiences and
then later adding material about all of us. So, for accuracy,
I turned on the tape recorder and got a complete record of
James's story.

, 'It was fifteen till midnight," he told us, "and I decided
I'd go to Whataburger and grab a hamburger. So I just got
up, got in the car, went and got a Whataburger, and came
back."

, 'Did you eat it in the car?" I asked.
"No," he replied, "I just went to the drive-through and

came right back and came into the house and looked at the
clock, and it was 2:30."

"Was the hamburger warm?" I wondered.
"No, it was cold," James said. "And I didn't even think

about that! There's so many things I don't think about. I
reached in there [the sack] and thought, 'Umm, okay, french
fries,' and I grabbed a french fry, ate the french fries, and
they were cold. And I was mad. I thought, 'Damn,' you
know."
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That wasn't all that had happened in our absence, James
continued. "I was sitting on the couch, and it was late at
night. And all of a sudden, the couch started hopping up and
down, and then this footstool started hopping, I mean, really
hopping. It was shaking me! And then it stopped, just like
that, and I got up and looked under the couch, you know,
pick up the cushions. I went outside and tried to peek under
the house and see if maybe it was something underneath
hitting the floor. And I thought, 'Okay, I'm gonna tell David
about this,' and then it was two days later before I
remembered!' ,

James paused, still confounded by his forgetfulness of the
experience, and David remarked that James had been
remembering more of the things the strange woman had told
him. We asked James, who nodded in agreement.

"Yeah," he replied, "they said they were nine­
dimensional. And for them the tenth dimension was like
time to us." The girl had told him this, and he found it odd
that more recently she was switching back and forth
referring to herself sometimes as "I" and other times as
"we."

We wanted to know if he remembered anything about
where the woman came from, but he didn't. All he could tell
us was that the woman warned him about some other
"beings" who have learned how to use the fourth and fifth
dimensions, but who weren't spiritually developed.

"She said to be careful of them," James explained. '40She
said to be very, very careful." And it was his understanding
that the woman was warning him about the Grays, the
typical being described by so many people who are ab­
ducted. The same beings whom Casey had seen during
regression, taking him as a young child, later abducting him
to perform a nasal implant and to have sex with one of their
females, and most recently taking him half a block from our
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James and David noticed her erratic movements as she
tried to walk back to the house, so they rushed out and
helped her inside.

"It was like she was totally dazed out," David said.
"Both of us had to hold her up and just drag her to the
porch."

Megan collapsed on the couch, unable to speak or even
open her eyes for almost half an hour, and then the feeling
of exhaustion went away and she recovered. Afterwards,
however, she had very little memory of the fainting spell,
though she still recalled vividly the glowing color in the
trees, the blast of air, and her collapse in the field.

The next night, what little peace of mind I still had was
destroyed by an experience I tried to think of as a dream. I
was lying down with Casey when I felt the whole bed start
to shake, and when I tried to move, I found I was paralyzed.
I couldn't even speak, but somehow I finally managed to
whisper a prayer, asking the god of truth and love to make
this frightening force go away. I repeated the prayer again
and again, until the paralysis broke, but the bed shook even
more violently as my strength increased.

At last I was able to sit up and pound my fists on the bed,
demanding out loud that the force must leave me alone, and
then the shaking stopped. I tried to rouse Casey and tell him
what had happened, but he rolled over sleepily without
responding. At that point, three women came in and
approached me. They held me comfortingly and told me,
"You did the right thing. You passed the test."

The next thing I recall was actually sitting up in the bed,
with Casey asleep beside me. Once again I tried to wake
him up, and once again he refused to be roused. I described
the dream experience into my tape recorder, feeling the need
to remember it in every detail, and then I turned out the light
and fell back asleep. But when I woke up the next morning,
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I was drained and weak. I spent the day completely
exhausted, giving in, on and off, to the urge to cry before
finally calling my friend Bonnie to come for a visit.

While we were together, I got a phone call from George
Andrews, a researcher with whom Barbara was working on
a book. He told me about a car wreck his daughter had just
been involved in, which had left her seriously injured, a
wreck for which there was no logical cause. This news
really frightened me, because only three days earlier Bar­
bara's daughter-in-law had been badly hurt in a similar
wreck, the cause of which had baffled the investigating
police officers. The two young women had received serious
injuries to their mouths. I was frightened because Barbara
had recently been warned by two different men--one a
self-proclaimed psychic to whom she paid little attention,
and the other a man whose occasional predictions had
proven more reliable-to discontinue her research and not
to reveal what she was finding out from the people whose
experiences she had explored. That meant, of course, that
she shouldn't contribute material to George's book.

They had been warned, and now their children were
suffering. What's next, I wondered, scared by the thought
that these beings might deliberately be hurting people and
afraid of what I might have brought onto my own family by
exploring this phenomenon myself. I was filled with the
idea that the best thing I could do was to get absolutely out
of the entire UFO situation: no more books or journals or
notes or tapes or contacts with anyone involved in this thing.
At no time, before or since, have I felt such fear, blinding
my logic and leaving me to react instinctively and protec­
tively. We were in a nightmare world, helpless.

And then James phoned. He wanted to tell me about a
dream he'd had the night before, the same night I'd felt the
bed shaking.







CHAPTER

5
James and I weren't the only ones having "dream" expe­
riences that Sunday night, September 12. On the following
Tuesday James phoned to tell me what he'd just learned
from his younger brother Lucas, who'd been at the farm on
the twelfth. Lucas spent quite a lot of time with James and
David and other friends at the farm, often staying up late to
play video games. On Sunday night, however, he had a very
different experience.

He told James that "something like a dream" had
happened while he was at his parents' home. "He said he
dreamed he was sitting in the living room of the farm,"
James repeated to me, "when this stream of people began
coming in the front door, maybe twenty or thirty. They just
moved through the living room and kitchen into my
bedroom, then out my back door and back into the living
room.

"Lucas called them 'people' at first," James continued,
"but then he thought they weren't real, so he started calling
them 'things'."
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a lot of trouble getting back into his body and so had
frightened himself out trying it again.

"This time," James said, "I was just beginning to feel
like I was about to get free of my body, but something
happened. Something just sort of jerked me out. And the
next thing I knew," he continued, "I was in this dark room,
sitting at a table. There were some black blocks or cubes and
rectangles, and I was supposed to move them around."

"Why?" I asked. "Who was making you manipulate the
cubes?"

"I don't know," James said. "There were some others
there with me, but 1 didn't really see them. The room was
dark, and the only light was coming down on the table from
behind me. All 1ever saw was their arms, when they'd reach
over my shoulder to adjust a block or something. The arms
looked pretty dark, but 1 couldn't really tell."

"How long did all this go on?" 1 wanted to know, but
James just shook his head.

"I don't know," he admitted, "it was real strange. The
phone kept ringing."

"You mean the phone in the house?" 1 asked.
"Yeah. I'd be trying to concentrate on the blocks, on

doing it correctly, and then the phone would ring. It kept
distracting me, like I was in both places at once."

After a short while his concentration on the task was
completely broken, and he was put back into his body. He
told us that the experience was very unsettling and he didn't
think he would try astral projection again, since the beings
were able to manipulate him in that state.

The next day, Thursday, James once again went through
a strange and frightening occurrence. David and Megan had
both already left the farm for the night, and James was
sitting in the living room, finishing a cigarette before going
to his parents' home to sleep. Outside, the two cats suddenly
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started acting strange, and then the dogs "went wild"
barking in their front yard pen. Immediately, James felt the
entire farmhouse start to shake, so he raced out the back
door and into his car. As he was driving away, he said he
could see the house still shaking.

The whole week had been so full of bizarre incidents like
this that we were all perhaps a little apprehensive about the
coming weekend. Fred was planning to come out on Friday,
to watch a television program on UFO abductions and also
to meet James. From hearing their stories, Casey and I knew
that they had both seen human-looking beings during some
of their experiences, and both of them had been told that
new bodies were somehow being made or prepared for us.
We wondered what else they might discover they had in
common.

That Friday afternoon, I was alone at home, reading Our
Haunted Planet, a book by John A. Keel, that described
Joseph Smith's initial contacts with the angels who led him
to the golden plates, the Book of Mormon. It reminded me
very much of something James had experienced. In St.
Louis, out on the hill with the woman, he'd been told he
would have to locate something, a box of some sort, at a
future date. Joseph Smith was also told of a box he'd have
to find within six years, whereas James had been told that
his tasks, including finding the box, would come within five
years.

As I was thinking of these similarities, there was a sudden
bright flash of light in my living room, a blinding white
light, as if lightning had struck indoors. I looked up, startled,
waiting for the sound of thunder to follow, but there was
none. I ran outside and looked up at the sky, which was
clear and bright, so I came back in, bewildered. That was the
first silent lightning I experienced, but it occurred several
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the room was dark, and I couldn't really see much detail.
She was naked, though, and she felt really cold when she
touched me."

HAnd this type, this group, wasn't familiar to you?" I
persisted.

"Not really," he told us. "These were different ones,
I've never seen them before. And you know what amazes
me? There were a whole lot of them in the hall, right in my
parents' house! Like they didn't worry about anyone wak­
ing up and seeing them."

We all sat back in bewilderment. Like James, we won­
dered how such a scene could occur without any of the
others in the house being disturbed. Perhaps we could have
dismissed it as a nightmare, except that James was so
obviously upset and physically exhausted.

"There's one more thing," James said then, standing up.
He turned around, showing us the back of his calf. "I found
these marks this morning," he pointed, "and 1 don't know
where they came from."

There were three large puncture marks on the skin,
arranged in an equilateral triangle. James had never told us
of having any marks or scars on his body before, and it was
easy to see how deeply the triangle upset him. The arrival of
a new group of alien beings and the appearance of the three
punctures seemed to be more than coincidental. Until now,
I was the only one in the group who'd been marked with a
triangle, yet we'd learned that this was an insignia left by at
least one of the alien groups.

There was nothing we could do for James but commis­
erate, and he soon left. Casey and I immediately checked
our own bodies, to see if anything might have happened to
us. On my right hip I found a single puncture; there was a
dried, smeared drop of blood on my ankle; and I had a small
scratch, also smeared with blood, just below and to the left
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of my breastbone. I looked at the bedsheets and found a
single thin streak of blood on my side of the bed, corre­
sponding to the scratch on my chest. And Casey had a red
scratch, a bit larger than mine, below his right breast. Yet
neither of us remembered anything unusual during the
night. If we hadn't looked, we wouldn't have known the
marks were on us until later when we showered because,
like all the unexplained scratches and punctures, they
caused absolutely no pain.

Our next thought was of Fred, so we called and asked him
if he'd noticed any unusual marks on his own body.

"I don't know," he said. "I haven't looked to see, but I
will." He left the phone for a few moments, and when he
picked it up to speak again, 1 could hear excitement and
anxiety in his voice.

"They're there, all right," he told me. "There's a
puncture, three or four of them, on my arm and leg. Some
of them are by themselves, but three of them form a
triangle. ' ,

Triangles aren't random, and what was happening to us
seemed deliberately meant to show a pattern or a connection
between us, but we still had no idea what the connection
really meant. It seemed like a puzzle to be solved, yet the
clues were so ephemeral, only punctures, bruises, scratches
that seemed to come from nowhere, caused no discomfort,
and healed with remarkable speed. The phenomenon was so
obscure that we were like mere children, blindfolded,
playing hide-and-seek with invisible prey.

Casey and 1 were driven to understand the situation, so
much so that it became hard for him to concentrate on his
business and for me to concentrate on anything. I read more
books, kept a scrupulous journal of the events going on in
everyone's lives, and I thought about all the things I' d
learned in the past few months. There were the classic cases
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had promised early on to give us their technical expertise,
but they had reneged.

And the second effort is the rapid education of the public,
through the media, about the coming alien presence. Ap­
parently, the rumor says, the aliens who are here now are
just the forerunners for a much larger group, and that
group's arrival is expected within the next four years. The
government hopes to avoid worldwide panic by preparing
us through advertising and the entertainment media for our
encounter with alien beings.

Thinking back over the past two years, we began to see
that there had indeed been an upsurge in UFO-related
interests. The Gulf Breeze sightings got wide television
coverage; Strieber's book was a best-seller, as were Hop­
kins's two accounts of abduction experiences. Abduction
researchers and victims had been interviewed on all the
talk shows and on a few prime-time programs: Oprah
Winfrey, Phil Donahue, Gary Collins, even Morton
Downey, Jr. presented Budd Hopkins, Whitley Strieber,
Bruce Maccabbee, Stanton Friedman, and many other
researchers to the public. "Unsolved Mysteries" devoted
over half a show to the abduction phenomenon, and Ross
Shaffer's "Late Show" gave it the entire hour. There had
even been a one-hour pilot movie in July, "Why On Earth,"
which, strangely enough, had as its premise a joint U.S.­
alien secret base from which an idealistic young alien agent
would make forays into the bewilderingly irrational world
of humans.

And then there were the alien movies in the works, not to
mention the classic ET stories of the past decades, when,
rumor tells us, the government felt more kindly disposed
toward their alien allies and wanted us to view them with
affection. When the rift took place-a shoot-out of sorts at
an underground base, in which the humans got the worst of
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several counselors listed in the phone book and at last found
one who agreed to see me.

We met in his office, and I was impressed with the man,
an interning counselor just finishing up his work at the local
university. As calmly as I could, I explained to him about
the abduction phenomenon and about the need for a
volunteer hypnotist who could work in complete confiden­
tiality with abductees. His response seemed to show an open
mind, and although he admitted his lack of familiarity with
UFOs, he did say he would be happy and intrigued to work
with abductees. But, at the time, no one in our group was
having any overt situations to deal with.

In fact, aside from a bruise or puncture mark every few
days, the only unusual event had been a conversation
between Megan and the ROTC sergeant on campus. As a
freshman, Megan had joined the Air Force officers' pro­
gram and reported to a local detachment. Although she was
planning to resign from the program (as she has since done,
on medical grounds), the sergeant insisted that Megan
make plans for the duty she wanted after graduation. Since
Megan's major was physics, the sergeant assumed that she
would want to work in Research and Development. But
instead, Megan signed up for Meteorology, hoping that such
an assignment would, should she have to stay in the service,
keep her near to home.

When the sergeant saw the Meteorology listing, she tried
to change Megan's mind. "You don't want to work in
Meteorology," she told Megan. "Don't you want to get into
R&D? That way, you'll get to find out the truth about
UFOs and aliens. You might even get to do tests and
research on them."

Stunned by the remarks, Megan was unable to answer.
She had told no one, outside our small group, about any of
the UFO activity we'd been experiencing, and it frightened
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looked as if a triangle patch of skin had neatly been cut
away, and already the wound was healing over. Checking
our bodies became a daily ritual, but so far, except for
Fred's and James's triangular wounds, Casey and I were the
only ones with marks. That changed, however, on October
3, when David came over to show me a puncture he'd just
found. It was a single mark, in the vein of his right arm, and
it looked just like he'd given blood.

All the fears and paranoia I'd felt changed at that
moment, and I became outraged. I wanted to protect my son,
I wanted to protect us all from whatever was invading our
lives, using our bodies without our permission or knowl­
edge, and I felt helpless and angry. There was no one to go
to and demand relief, or even answers. I knew from the few
people I'd talked with that the subject of UFOs and aliens
was not well received. Even my own parents didn't want us
to talk about it, and they certainly didn't believe anything
was actually happening to us.

And what could we tell people? That we'd seen a UFO,
that we wake up with strange marks on our bodies, that
impossible things go on in our homes? It was still easier, as
it had been in the beginning, to avoid our friends than to tell
them about our situation. The only people we could trust to
believe us were the others who were being abducted, too.
Our emotional stability depended upon mutual support, but
all we could give each other was sympathy.



CHAPTER
6

Scratches and bruises and needle-like puncture marks are
infuriating. As evidence of alien contact, they are useless if
there is no memory of an event to go with them. We were
the only ones who could truly know that a bruise or scratch
had not been on our body the night before, that it wasn't the
result of accidental, self-inflicted clumsiness during the day.
We checked our bodies regularly and made mental note of
any bump or scratch from known sources. Still, marks
appeared on random mornings, after nights of apparently
undisturbed sleep.

More than once we wondered if there were any way we
could be doing these things to ourselves, in our sleep, but
the evidence didn't fit. At times we'd find injuries on our
bodies but no blood on the bed, and at other times there was
plenty of blood on the sheets, although we could find no
new cut or scratch. And once, after falling asleep only a
couple of hours while staying up late studying, David awoke
with blood drying in his ear. When he cleaned it out, fresh
blood was also found. Yet there was no sign of a scratch or
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door. And I got out of there right away, drove over to my
folks' house for the night."

, 'Are you still staying there?" I asked.
"Not anymore, but I stayed for a few days," he replied.

"And it was real strange when I finally went back to the
farm. Two or three times in the next days, or nights, rather,
I kept hearing this voice. It said that 'they' were glad I'd
come back, so they could help me."

"Did they ever show up, then?" I wanted to know.
"No," he admitted, "but once I heard this girl's voice,

crying like she was in trouble. I went outside to see what
was going on, but I couldn't find anyone out there."

James had been going through repeated, frequent intru­
sions for months, so it isn't surprising that by October his
nerves were thin. He still found it difficult to discuss his
experiences, although he usually came and told us when
anything happened. There were many parts of the events
which he couldn't remember, and he admitted he hadn't told
us all the details of any of the experiences. He was
twenty-three years old by then, entitled to whatever privacy
he desired, but we thought he should at least let his parents
in on the situation. They knew something was wrong, and
they wanted very much to be able to help their son, no
matter what the problem.

James was adamant, however, that we keep his secret.
And we hoped that having us to talk to was enough for him,
so we respected his wishes and tried to keep in close
contact. Later in October we planned to go to a MUFON
meeting to hear newswoman and author Linda M. Howe
speak on the topic of cattle mutilations, and James planned
to go with us. Primarily we hoped to see the woman again,
the one who looked like the interdimensional female who'd
been visiting the farm uninvited. When we arrived at the
meeting, however, James wasn't there. After the speech, I
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ground broken, we hoped James would have enough cour­
age to go to them with his story. So we invited his parents
to visit and little by little revealed what we'd been going
through. To our relief and surprise, they seemed open­
minded and inclined to believe rather than doubt our
honesty. In fact, while talking about unusual experiences,
James's mother, Sandy (pseudonym), recounted an early­
childhood memory with all the traits of a screened abduction
episode.

Before the evening was over, however, Sandy began
asking questions that led to James, via David's experiences,
and all I could tell her was that she should discuss any
questions she had with James. Despite the very late hour,
James's parents went to the farm and offered him their
support, urging him to talk more with them the next day. He
was surprised by their responses, but once the barrier had
been broken, he admitted that his life became much easier.

The end of October came, and we prepared for trick-or­
treaters on Halloween, with bowls of candy and spooky
decorations at the door. Once or twice we joked about the
real spooks in our lives, but the evening was uneventful.
The night, however, must have been much more active, both
in our home and at the farm. When we got up the next
morning, I found three new punctures in my neck, still
bright red. They formed a small triangle and were posi­
tioned over my jugular vein. But as usual I remembered
nothing during the night.

November 1988

Later in the day, November first, David came by with a
strange tale from the previous night, too. He and Megan had
been alone at the farm when they went to bed around 10:30,
and then a little before 2 A.M. he awoke with a headache.
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thinking about the sensation he'd felt earlier. Then, without
any volition, he started seeing, or recalling seeing, a scene
in which two separate images were superimposed on each
other, like two different slides being projected at the same
time.

"One scene was of a desert place, in the middle of a huge
sandstorm, " he described. "The whole world was a desert,
tan, and the only way I could tell the sky from the ground
was that the sky was a lighter shade of tan.

"The second scene," he went on, "was in an outside area
at night, pitch-black. But I could see something in front of
me. It looked like a fifteen-foot-tall tree trunk or irregular
column, and it was covered with thick, dark brown fur."

"What was it?" I asked.
"I don't know," he said. "I could see some sort of

appendage near the top of the column, but I have no idea
what it was."

Throughout the strange night, David felt as if he never
really got back to sleep after waking up the second time, yet
he couldn't recall doing or even seeing anything around him
all that time. When morning came, he woke up feeling that
the night had been very exhausting, and Megan also felt that
she didn't get much rest. They were both extremely tired
that day. When we discussed the incident, David said that
the only time he's felt anything similar was in the summer,
recalling the night his head had been filled with a pressure­
explosive sensation. At the time he said he was afraid he
was about to be taken, in some way, out of his body.

A strange correlation to David's experience turned up
well over a year later, and, since the similarity was so
astounding, I think it worth mentioning here. After two
successful nonfiction works dealing with his own alien
experiences, Whitley Strieber published a novel in 1989,
Majestic, which he described as "a work of fiction that is
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rumor went, was concerned that the object was an artificial
base of some sort and that it might be connected with the
current upsurge in ET activity-the same kind of activity
which was intruding into my family. There was even
speculation that whoever was controlling the object might
be involved in some sort of conflict, that the object was a
battle station, and that they could be preparing to use the
earth as a staging ground in the conflict.

It's no wonder we often felt as if we were unwitting
characters thrust into a science-fiction movie. Casey's
revelations of his past experiences had been shocking
enough, and then there were the horrific stories of John
Lear-the government's deal with aliens, the underground
installations with vats of human body parts and prenatal
nurseries for stolen fetuses. And now rumors of alien battle
stations heading for earth? A year ago I would have laughed
at anyone foolish enough to consider such things seriously,
but now I was listening. And I wondered how we could ever
hope to sort out the rumors from the facts.

Fighting off the feelings of anger and fear and disorien­
tation that now accompanied every new twist in this
phenomenon, I told myself, "Humans can lie, and so can
aliens." My own research showed that different abductees
had been told different things by their captors, and not all
the information could be true. There were too many
contradictions.

"Yes, some humans lie, but not all," another part of my
mind responded, "so does that mean that perhaps some
aliens are telling the truth?" It was important to know
which humans-and which aliens-to believe, yet it was
impossible.

I relegated the battle-station report to the "rumor" file
somewhere in the back of my mind, but it must have
disturbed me more deeply than I realized. That night, or
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rather in the early hours of the morning, I awoke from a
frightening dream that the "Night of Lights" had finally
come. That was what we called the rumored event of the
aliens' mass arrival on earth, taking the title from another
abductee's account of what she was told by a golden­
colored, humanoid alien.

I saw thousands of small spacecraft descending to earth in
my dream, and all I could remember upon waking was the
mass confusion as my family and I tried to prepare a way to
survive. The dream left me shaken and fearful, and for the
next two days I was preoccupied with the need to commu­
nicate with the aliens. No matter how frightening a con­
scious confrontation with them might be, I was desperate for
more information, and so mentally I kept calling out for
them to come.

On the night of November 5, Casey and I went to bed
rather late, sometime after midnight, and quickly fell asleep.
There was a noise in the room, three series of loud metallic
clicks, that startled me awake, and I turned on the bedside
lamp, looking around anxiously and feeling the adrenaline
rush through my body.

"Did you hear that?" I asked Casey as he sat up in the
bed, eyes wide open, and he nodded. I glanced at the clock
and saw that it was 3:03 A.M.

"It sounded like clicking," he said. "Did you see
anything?' ,

"No," I replied, "but we can't just go back to sleep as if
nothing happened! Something made that noise, and I want
to know what it was."

Casey got up and searched the room thoroughly, but he
found nothing out of the ordinary. The sound had come
from my side of the room, about a foot from my head, yet
I insisted he search the entire house. Then he turned on the
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through time, with images being left in place instead of
dissipating." It was an unnerving memory, but one for
which he could find no rational explanation. And the final
part of the dream was just as puzzling. Casey felt himself
falling down a narrow tunnel into a vast underground area,
and then he was in a saloon, reminiscent of old western
settings from movies and television. All he recalled here
was sitting at a table in the saloon with David and a close
male friend and wondering if they were going to play poker.
It seemed to have nothing to do with the first parts of the
dream, yet somehow they were all related.

The only portion of Casey's dream that we thought might
have been triggered by our experiences was the helicopter.
After living in the same location for five years with no
noticeable helicopter activity, we had begun to see numer­
ous craft flying over our house. They were of every
variety-sleek blue and silver models, dark military types,
even huge transport craft-and they came in groups or
singly at any hour of the day. Once near midnight a
helicopter flew so low over the house that all the windows
shook with great force. During 1988, the number of heli­
copters at anyone time was never more than three, but later
that number increased. Once I counted nine flying over, in
three groups of three different models, about an hour to two
hours apart.

Sandy, James's mother, also began to have helicopters
over their house frequently, and when I watched one fly
directly above us and then circle around for a second sweep,
I tried to find out where they were coming from. Contacting
the local airport, I was told that there was no record of these
craft in the area, and that the only military helicopter flights
were twice a year when the National Guard carried out
exercises far to the north of us.

It would have been wonderful to have some intelligent,
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insightful, open-minded and uninvolved person with whom
to discuss our situation, but there was no one. On impulse,
however, and also from a sense of desperation, I phoned Dr.
Riley, my former therapist, again and asked if he would
meet me informally, over a cup of coffee. He was the one
I'd called back in May, when Casey first remembered the
face of the Old One and the huge spacecraft, and his
response had been immediately negative. "Whatever it is,"
he'd told me, "it isn't flying saucers and little green men,"
and I was in too much shock to question his declaration.

But now, armed with much more information and more
personal experience, I wanted a chance to find out exactly
why he was so sure there was nothing extraterrestrial about
the phenomenon. There was a remote chance, I told myself,
that the therapist knew of some syndrome, mental aberration
or condition, that produced hallucinations of alien beings.
Yet I had read two different articles that reported, upon
checking with mental health institutes, no relationship
between mental imbalance and abduction scenarios. Still, if
the therapist had any new information, it was worth my
while to find out.

We met a few days later, and I wasted no time in
questioning him about that negative response. Why, I asked,
was he so sure?

"Do you remember when I called you about my hus­
band?" I asked, and he nodded. "Why did you tell me that
you were certain Casey's memories weren't real? How
could you be so sure? You didn't even talk to him. Have you
read studies on this subject, or anything? What do you know
that makes you certain?"

"Oh, I don't have any evidence," he admitted, smiling.
"It's just my own personal bias. I don't believe in flying
saucers." I was shocked that he would have offered mere
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opinion and then try to pass it off as fact without any logical
basis.

I mentioned the strange marks that we had found on our
bodies, and Dr. Riley reached across the table to take my
hand momentarily.

"A piece of advice," he said, shaking his head. "Don't
go around telling people that you have marks on your
body."

"Why?" I asked. "The marks are there, and we don't
know where they come from."

"I wouldn't mention them, though," he replied. "If you
do, people will know that you've been abusing yourselves."
And then he went on to explain that the only reason Casey
thought he'd been abducted was obviously because he'd
been abused as a child!

When I told him that Casey had certainly not been
abused, Dr. Riley said that there are many forms of abuse.
"He might have fallen down one time and hurt his knee, and
then when he went running to his parents for comfort, they
might have ignored it. That would be enough to traumatize
a child," the therapist said, but I couldn't see the logic in
such a statement. If all children experience such abuse, as
the therapist implied, then why didn't everyone feel as if
they'd been abducted?

, 'So you think these memories stem from some mental
problem?" I asked, remembering what I'd read about the
lack of such symptoms among the mentally ill. "Do people
in institutions also have these experiences?"

The therapist admitted that there was no clinical evidence
to connect the two things, but he still thought the real
answer could be explained in purely psychological terms.
So I challenged him to investigate the reports of abductions,
as a mental health professional, but he refused.
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"No serious professional would touch this subject," he
said. "They'd be afraid of the ridicule."

So I was left with a psychologist-and, apparently, the
entire field of psychology-who would have nothing to do
with what was declared to be a psychological situation. It
seemed they began with the assumption that reported
abduction experiences were simply not real. It didn't matter
that they couldn't find anything psychologically wrong with
us. Once again I realized that all we really had were each
other.

(An interesting note: when I was preparing this story for
publication, I contacted the therapist again and asked for
permission to use his real name in my account. Reviewing
what he had told me in both of our conversations, the
therapist refused to let me name him. "It's awfully embar­
rassing, professionally embarrassing, for anyone to know I
said those things," he told me. "I wouldn't have responded
to you that way now, believe me. So please don't use my
real name. Just refer to me as 'the stupid therapist' or give
me a pseudonym.")
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since all the ET activity had begun, 1 asked her why she
didn't follow after him.

"I couldn't move," she said. "I tried to ask him where he
was going, but I was too tired. 1 couldn't even talk, or
move."

"How long was he gone, then?" I asked.
"I don't really know," she told me. "I just fell back

asleep when he left."
This in itself was unusual, because Megan's uneasiness at

being alone in the spooky old farmhouse had gotten worse
with the advent of the strange experiences, and she never let
David out of her sight. It was also hard to believe that he
could have spent any time out of bed without his clothes on
at that time of year. The farmhouse was frigid in the winter,
with no insulation and only small gas heaters that warmed a
very limited area.

"So, what were you doing?" I asked, turning to David.
"Where on earth were you going in the middle of the
night?"

"I don't know," he told me. "I don't remember getting
up at all." And he playfully accused Megan of making up
the whole thing, which she vehemently denied. So we were
left with two new mysteries: David's disappearances and
the scratches on Casey's back.

When 1 told Roger, the local researcher, about these
events, he suggested that we might try to get some evidence
of nocturnal visits by setting up a sound-activated recorder
in our bedroom. 1 doubted that whatever or whoever had
been bothering us would let such evidence be acquired, but
we had nothing to lose by trying it. So we began putting a
small recorder on the bureau opposite our bed and turning it
on when we retired each night.

For the first two nights, the tape recorded only the usual
sounds we could expect: creaks in the house as it settled, an
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see me. I don't want ... it's making my heart beat. It's
like I'm the only thing on the bed."

"Look around," Barbara said. "Are you alone in the
room? Is anyone else there?'

"There's, umm, I think"-I hesitated-"it looks like
people around the bed. There's heads around the bed: one,
two, three, four" maybe four. There's one by my head,
there's one at the side of the foot of the bed. There's one at
the other comer, one behind me on the other side. I just see
little round heads, and it's dark."

"What is happening, Karla?" Barbara asked, moving me
forward.

"It's like they have got all the covers off me," I replied.
"I'm still on my side. Barbara, I don't even know if I want
to see this. It makes me shake. I'm really not moving. My
legs and body are uncovered. There's one about six inches
from my head, and there's another one. I don't see them
moving. Nothing is moving right now, but I feel like it's
looking at me. My eyes are closed, my arm's not hurting
now."

"Where is Casey?" Barbara asked. "Isn't he there with
you?"

"Casey isn't here," I told her. "I'm in bed by myself."
"How is your body positioned on the bed?"
"My legs are straightened out now. I'm on my back. I

don't know how I got there, I didn't see me move. I'm
afraid they are going to touch me. The one on the left is
holding my left arm. He's touching, I'm not moving, I'm
not even awake. I just see his arm, and the top of his head,
and his arm's out touching mine.

"My arms and legs are a little apart now, I can't open my
eyes. I don't know what the bottom ones are doing, but my
legs are spread apart about a foot and a half. My arms are
spread out. I think I'm afraid to see.
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happening to us. We were also anxious for Barbara to work
with David and Megan, and we even hoped that James
would agree to hypnosis, although he found it difficult to
deal with his frightening experiences.

March 1989

In the week before Barbara's arrival, there was one more
unsettling incident. One Monday morning while changing
the bedclothes, I found several splotches and smears of
blood. A smallish smear was on my pillowcase, and there
was blood on my right thigh, although I couldn't find a
puncture or cut. But most of the blood was on Casey's side
of the bed. There the spots ranged from tiny flicks of blood,
some smeared and some not, to large areas about the size of
a fingerprint. We looked all over Casey's body, trying to
find an injury to account for the blood, but we found
nothing.

And then, a few days before Barbara was scheduled to
come, James and David came over, telling us about a series
of nightmares James had been having. They started on
Saturday night and recurred on Sunday. During both nights,
James said he woke repeatedly, sometimes after only half an
hour's sleep, frightened by the same nightmare. He saw
himself spread out on a table with tubes coming out of his
arms and body. A large screenlike mirror was above him,
and in it he could see what looked like a thick plastic blue
washer in the middle of his forehead, with a hole in the
center of it. Although he felt no pain and saw no beings in
the dreams, they left him terrified and afraid to sleep. It was
clear that he couldn't simply dismiss them as normal
dreams, or he wouldn't have been so affected.

On the third night, Monday, the nightmares were differ­
ent. This time he awoke again and again, from recurrent
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dreams of some member of his family or of his friends,
including David, dying a violent death. One dream showed
his father dying of a heart attack, another showed his mother
and sister falling from a tall building, and he saw David
crushed in a car wreck. These dreams, James said, were
much more frightening than the first two nights, and he
begged us not to tell his parents.

We agreed reluctantly, not liking to keep secrets from
such good friends. It would be especially difficult, we
thought, since James's parents were planning to attend the
Hopkins talk with us. They were anxious to learn anything
they could about these experiences since their son was being
so often affected, and a second motive was to look for the
woman we'd seen the previous summer, the one who looked
like the interdimensional woman who'd visited James
repeatedly at the farm. James hadn't had any visits from her
since September, but we still hoped to find the woman and
question her about any connection she had to James.

By the time Barbara arrived, we had planned several
sessions of hypnosis with David, Megan, James, and Fred,
besides hoping to work with her again ourselves. On the
way home from the airport, we caught up with the latest
findings from her work with people in the Tulsa area,
including new abduction cases and several reports of people
being taken to some sort of underground facility.

Over and over, Barbara said, she was getting reports of
huge vats in these underground areas, vats filled with parts
of human bodies, and there were also repeated experiences
where people found themselves taken by aliens into bath­
room or stall areas and experiencing exams and manipula­
tions of their sexual organs. Such accounts sounded familiar
now, after having heard John Lear's talk about the
government-alien underground bases, but word of his rev­
elations was by no means readily available to the general
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public. Yet somehow, without any knowledge of Lear's
tales, many people were telling the same, or similar, stories.

But what it all meant, we really had no idea. The only
thing Barbara could be sure of was that more and more
people were undergoing or remembering abductions, and
that many of their reports confirmed each other. She had
been dealing with cases in which children as young as
two years old were reporting strange beings in their bed­
rooms, as well as older men and women, most of whom had
previously had no interest at all in UFOs or "little green
men." Listening to Barbara's accounts, we felt very sym­
pathetic, because we too had been entirely uninterested in
UFOs before our own experiences forced us into this fringe
reality.

And it made us feel worse, somehow, knowing that so
many people were involved. So long as we thought the
phenomenon was a limited one, we could still tell ourselves
that it might all be some sort of hallucination or psychosis,
involving only a few people. The idea that such experiences
were widespread, and apparently on the increase, sank our
spirits. What on earth, we wondered, was really happening?
From my own research, I had learned of hundreds of
abductions, but the numbers were now well into the
thousands. Barbara was in contact with researchers on the
East and West coasts, and they too were finding more and
more cases turning up, begging for help in trying to
understand their strange and frightening experiences. All we
could do for the time being, however, was to concentrate on
the events involving our immediate family and circle of
friends, and so, less than two hours after Barbara's arrival in
our home, she was conducting her first regression.
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....What happens when you're there?"

....I'm walking around the tree, and I hear a noise. Like a
top, a spinning top. It starts high-pitched and goes lower,
and goes away pretty fast. So I look towards it. I can't see
very well."

"Describe it to me again," Barbara instructed.
"It's like a blot on the ground," he said. '''A black towel?

Or garbage bag? Kind of odd-shaped. It's flat, flat-flat. It, it
is on the ground. It is the ground, it's no different than the
ground, but it's just black and moving fast. And it's making
a little noise."

"What's Megan doing now?" Barbara asked.
"I don't know."
"Can't you see her from where you are?"
....No."
"You're not aware of her now?"
....Huh-uh."
"Look carefully," Barbara said. "Where are you?"
"I'm a little beyond the tree."
"Well, where's Megan?"
....I don't know," he insisted.
"Can you look to the car and see if she got in the car? She

wouldn't be too far from you, would she?"
"She's not in the car," he said.
"Do you hear her at all, screaming or crying?" Barbara

asked.
"Huh-uh," he replied.
"Where is she?" Barbara asked again.
"The thing's gone quick," David said. "So ... now I

hear her."
"Let's go back to where you couldn't hear her," Barbara

told him.
"J'rn looking at the thing," David responded. "A black­

ness. A 'not.' Like a 'not-there.'"
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"He's unplugged," David told her. "I feel blank, but I
can't feeL"

"David's unplugged?" Barbara echoed.
"He's just, not there."
"What is walking David's body around, if you want to

put it that way?" she asked.
"I can't, all I see, nothing, just going," he replied. "Very

strange. Like a remote unit."
"Who is guiding that remote unit?" Barbara wanted to

know.
"I don't know," he told her, as if pausing to think harder.

"Quite quick, it's like a trance, an empty trance."
"How do you get reconnected?" Barbara asked. "How

does David plug in again?"
"When Megan comes up to me, she grabs my shoulder,"

David said, "and I melt in. And that's why I'm confused.
Because I'm pointing at this thing. I don't know why I'm
pointing at it. I'm just pointing at the thing, and she comes
up. Now I don't know what I'm doing."

Convinced that David had given all the information he
could, Barbara ended the the regression and returned David
to full consciousness. A debriefing session followed, in
which David drew a picture of the satellite dish, as it had
looked to him that night. And she asked him to promise not
to talk about his regression with Megan, at least until
Barbara was able to question Megan separately about the
same events.

But we were able to listen to the tape recording of the
regression after David's departure, and we wondered at the
strange events, the shock, the noises, the black "not-there,"
and the odd description he'd given of the satellite dish, none
of which David had consciously recalled before the regres­
sion. We hoped that perhaps part of his confusion came
from the amount of alcohol he'd drunk with James that







CHAPTER

9
"How did I get here? I'm confused! Something shocked
me, all over. I can't know anything. David's unplugged."

For the two days between David's and Megan's regres­
sions, such remarks kept running through my thoughts.
What did he mean, "David's unplugged"? And why hadn't
he been able to remember, the next day, anything that
happened between his arrival at the farm and James's arrival
some time later? What worried me the most was wondering
just who or what had been controlling David that night
when he felt as if he were a "remote unit" or in "an empty
trance."

Barbara had been right, we realized, when she said that
something important had happened to the two young peo­
ple, and we looked forward with great anticipation to
Megan's revelations when she and Barbara disappeared into
the back room for regression.

Two hours later, they came back into the living room, and
the look on Barbara's face told us that she had indeed
learned much more about the events of that August evening.
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he pointed towards those and tried to take me over there.
And I started pulling back again, and telling him no because
there was, I was, there was something over there."

"What was he saying to get you over there?" Barbara
asked.

"He was pulling on my arm and saying we had to go over
there. I was pulling back and I was crying and saying, 'No,
we can't go over there.' And so David just ... something
happened, he looked different. You could see the change,
kind of a shift."

She described David's desire to go for beer and his
insistence on taking the wheel, and then James's headlights
coming up the long driveway. So far, her story was essentially
the same as it had been the morning after the incident: when
James went with them into the house, David insisted he hadn't
done any of the things Megan described, and he didn't even
remember arriving at the farm.

Barbara asked Megan to go through the events once
more, taking care to calm Megan's emotions and to give her
a more objective point of view, since during the first
description Megan had become very upset, crying and
showing all the fear she'd felt the first time. With her
feelings more under control, Megan started telling the story
again.

"We pulled into the driveway," she said, "and I stopped
the car because James wasn't there, something was wrong.
And I turned over and looked at David, and he was sitting
there. He kind of had his eyes half closed because it was late
at night and he'd had so much to drink. So he was just
laying back. He looked at me and said, 'He's probably just
gone to 7-Eleven to get some beer.' And then it was kind of
like, it shimmered."

"What shimmered?" Barbara asked.
"Not everything," Megan answered. "Just like when it's







146 Karla Turner

"And then I could feel a change, but I couldn't really see.
And it pointed up at the sky and talked, looked at the moon
and the stars and pointed up at the sky. Kind of went around
and talked about how pretty the sky was. And then we
turned around and started like we were going into the house.
And as soon as we got under the roof of the shed, I wanted
to stay by the car. It tried to pull me to the line of trees on
the other side, on the back side of the house."

"How much force was it using to pull you?" Barbara
asked.

"Not any more than David could have used, but not
physically hurting me."

"Was it talking to you then?"
"Just, 'Something wants to see you over there.' He said,

'You've got to go.' It tried to pull. ... Where did David
go? It tried to pull me, but where did David go? Where's
David? He was in the car, but, I wanted to go back to the
car, but it changed again. I could feel the change but I
couldn't see it. He said he wanted to go to 7-Eleven for
some beer. And he wanted to drive, and so I got in the car,
but David.... I got in the car, and he wanted to drive,
and he grabbed the keys. And I climbed over into the
passenger seat where David was, but David wasn't there.
He'd been there the whole time, but now he wasn't. He was
there when I pulled back to the car, and then when it tried
to pull me over to the trees he wasn't there anymore, not in
the car.

"But it was just a minute or two! It got in the car, and
started the car, and then I looked over and I could see
James's headlights coming up the drive. And it was like
David was back again, but it was still there. David was in
the driver's seat, but it was there, too. And then it was gone
when James got there. And it was David, but he didn't
remember anything, because he wasn't there. He was just
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sitting there before, but he was gone for a minute or two."
Watching the video, we could see how concerned Megan

became when she realized David was missing. And then I
remembered that David had said, during his regression, that
for a few moments he had no idea what had become of
Megan. Apparently neither of them could account for the
other's whereabouts during that time, and we listened
anxiously as Barbara questioned Megan about the disap­
pearance.

"Remember that part when you noticed he wasn't there
in the car?" Barbara asked. "Go back there."

"Yeah," Megan nodded. "I pulled over to the car
because, this was when we started going back into the
house. When it stopped trying to pull me toward the trees.
And right when it got back to the little shed, David was in
the car then, and I was pulling towards the car. And then it
tried to pull me toward those other trees. And that's when
David was gone."

"Look around now," Barbara told her. "You're aware
that David isn't in the car. You become alarmed. Where is
he? See if you can see anything in that area."

"They were trying to separate us for something," Megan
replied. "They couldn't let me see. That's why they didn't
take him out when it was trying to pull me to the trees,
because I kept looking back. But they didn't have time.
They had to stop. That's why they changed."

Who was this "they," we wondered, and then on the
video Barbara asked, "They didn't have time?"

"I couldn't see them, but I know they're there."
"How many are you feeling now?" Barbara asked.
, 'Aside from the one that I was with, there were three.

They were waiting to take David out of the car, but they
couldn't while I was looking. They didn't want me to see
them. They were behind something, I don't know what,
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him as it had helped us, by relieving the isolation and the
faceless fears abductees develop.

Barbara and James began his regression one evening after
dinner, with his mother, Sandy, waiting for the results with
us. From the first, she had been emotionally supportive of
James, which surprised me. Until, that is, I learned that
other members of her family had had their own strange
stories to tell in the past, including her father and sister.
Most intriguing was her story of a night long ago when her
sister encountered a small floating ball of light, about the
size of a basketball. We immediately remembered James
and the basketball-sized light that had come into his room
and told him he couldn't understand any more than the
interdimensional woman had already told him.

When the regression was over, we listened to the tape of
the session together. Barbara asked James to choose which
experience he wanted to look at, and he went back to the
series of nightmares he'd had just prior to Barbara's visit
here. He knew, at the time of the terrible dreams, that they
were more than just dreams, but it was hard for him to
accept that they revealed a real event until he'd gone
through the whole thing under hypnosis.

"I'm lying down on my back," James said, beginning to
relive the experience. "I see my head, about here, there's no
hair. Hurt. Lots and lots of holes in my head. Holes around
my head, in a line. Makes your heart speed."

"How do you feel about this?" Barbara asked. "Are you
scared?"

"Yes."
"Can you see if there are any other presences in the

room? Where are you?" she questioned. "Is there a color to
the room?"

"Mostly white," James told her. "Shadowlike. Different
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"Just the hand that touched the light," James answered.
"It hurts, my head hurts, my left ear."

Barbara, sensing James's discomfort, asked him to move
ahead to the next time he was able to move and be free of
pain. "Where are you now?" she asked.

"It's different," James said. "It's dark here."
"What do you feel like this room might be related to?"
"Healing," he replied.
"Is it like a recovery room?" Barbara suggested.
"Yes."
"You feel much better now, don't you?" she soothed

him. "What are your other feelings? Can you think about
where you are, or are you just drugged from this experi­
ence?"

"Clear," he mumbled. "Curious. Something has my
hand, right hand. I'm walking."

"Are you wearing anything?" Barbara wanted to
know.

"No," he answered.
"What does it look like around you?"
"It's big. Lots of things. The things walk around. It's

big."
"What kind of things?"
"Lots of bodies."
"Are they human bodies?" Barbara asked.
"They're something else," James told her. "Not very

tall. They're short, about as short as chest-high."
"Are there any distinguishing features about this big

place you're walking through?"
"It's like a bowl. There's nothing on top," he said. "It's

like the inside of a bowl."
"Have you been there before?" Barbara queried.
"I think so," James answered. "I'm not scared." But his
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from me. The one that had my stuff in the tube, over by the
computer, is going over to her. He's putting his hand inside
her."

"Did his hand enter her body through the incision,"
Barbara interrupted, "or vaginally?"

"Through the incision," Fred said. "His hand entered
through the chest opening and was directed down towards
the reproductive area." He stopped talking and his brow
furrowed deeply as he concentrated on the mental picture.
"God," he whispered at last, "what's he doing?"

"Give me a description," Barbara prompted.
"He is doing something with her insides. He's got his

hand stuck in the lower portion of her body, and his other
hand is up under her hips. He lifts her hips up so he can do
some kind of manipulation with the reproductive region.
Her legs are up in the air. Some kind of clamps around her
ankles are used to secure her legs to keep them raised. She
is spread-eagled, and even though her legs are up, she is still
being supported on the table. It looks like he's got a long,
tube-like instrument going in through her vagina."

"Is she still cut open?" Barbara asked.
"Yes," he nodded. "Now another one is approaching

with an object with a light or laser on it. What he is doing
to the skin, as he pulls it together, it's just sealing it up as if
there wasn't any cut." His voice is filled with amazement as
he studies the mental image. "He uses the light, pulls the
skin together, and you can't tell she was ever cut."

"Did you ever have any physical contact with the
woman?"

"No, this was strictly surgical."
"Do you think the contents of your tube were injected

into her?"
, 'I think it went into the animal or a combination of both,









CHAPTER
II

With all of the scheduled regressions taken care of, we were
now able to go back through the material and try to make
sense of what had been discovered. It was clear, from
comparing David's and Megan's regressions, that they both
recalled previously forgotten events and descriptions which
supported each other's accounts. From Megan's point of
view, David's image had somehow been duplicated and
used to distract her while three beings took the real David
out of the car and behind a screen which kept them from
being seen. Yet David recalled walking to the places that the
duplicate, in Megan's story, had walked. It seemed to us that
perhaps David's volition had been somehow shut down­
"unplugged," as he put it-so that some other intelligence
could manipulate his actions.

We also noticed that both David and Megan gave
descriptions of devices from angles that neither of them
recalled being in positions to observe. And there was the
matter of missing parts in their stories, for at a certain point
neither of them was aware of the other's whereabouts.
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of various alien types, including the reptilian being with
long, thin, webbed hands replete with claws or "talons"
such as Casey had seen.

And when he began talking about the aliens' genetic
experiments, his comments echoed Fred's own conclusions
under hypnosis. "We know that they seem to need genetic
material," Hopkins said, "that they're taking sperm, ova.
We know they're doing these reproductive experiments in
an attempt at hybridization. Too many cases have come to
light, too many similar descriptions, for this to be eliminated
as a possibility. It is very central.'

I had to agree. The alien female who had sex with Casey
had looked like a mixture, a hybrid with both human and
alien features. Fred saw his sperm put into the woman and
also into the strange animal and rationally concluded that
crossbreeding was the reason. But Fred hadn't stopped with
the idea of crossbreeding; he also surmised that the aliens
were interested in "regenerating DNA," and that the work
"has something to do with the immune system."

And Hopkins, in his final remarks, hit upon the same
subject. "More and more I am convinced," he concluded,
"that they have evolved in some way or another past a
certain point, so that they seem to need to come back again
and revivify their own species, and not only in the physical
sense of taking our genetic material.' He came back to the
emotion factor, too, saying, "They seem to want to feel
telepathically what humans go through emotionally," when
he described the "baby-presentation" abductions and the
aliens' interest in the parent-child relationship.

"They look at us as being varied and rich and interest­
ing," he told the audience, "because they're not. We are a
resource for them, physically, emotionally, and spiritually."

The phrasing was clean and concise, depicting us as an
abundant "resource" for a race that is pitiably lacking in
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person. But James wasn't easy to locate, and it was several
days before the opportunity came up to have him view the
video.

In fact, I saw Sandy, James's mother, before I could get
in touch with him, and I told her excitedly about seeing the
woman. She agreed that it was important for James to have
a look at the videotape, and then, worriedly, she told
Barbara and me about the reason her family hadn't come to
the lecture. Just before time to leave, she said, James had
called from the farm, very upset, so she asked him to come
by. Once he arrived, he seemed almost desperate about
something, refusing to go to the meeting, even implying
self-destructive threats. Frantic to calm him down, his
parents stayed home and talked with him and the other
children about the situation.

Listening to Sandy's story, I wondered if James's actions
hadn't been caused by fear, after the nightmares he had in
which he saw his family violently destroyed. But I'd
promised him I wouldn't tell anyone else, so there was no
way I could offer an explanation to Sandy. Besides, I
couldn't be sure that those dreams were responsible. James,
from the beginning, was extremely reluctant to talk about
his experiences. Even under hypnosis, he was slow to
respond, frighteningly quiet, and his answers were fre­
quently either monosyllabic or fragmented. I doubted that
he would consider any more regressions for a long time, and
I wondered if he had found it easier somehow, before
breaking his long silence, to cope with the phenomenon
when he assumed he was losing his mind. That, at least, was
an understandable thing. It was a treatable condition. Alien
abductions were not. If these encounters have taught us
anything, it's simply this: Reality Isn't.

While Sandy was visiting with us, she and Barbara got to
know each other a little better, and it came out that all of
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Whatever the reason, James denied the woman's identity.
But a few days later, when a few people, including Ann,
were planning to visit, I begged James to at least drop by
and meet her face-to-face, and he reluctantly agreed. Both
cars arrived at the same time, and I watched out the window
to see his first response to her. He never looked up at the
three women who walked to the door ahead of him,
however, and once he was inside, the woman had already
disappeared into the bathroom.

James was noticeably nervous. He asked for a glass of
water and took a couple of hasty sips, staying in the kitchen
while the other two women and I talked. When Ann
returned to the living room, I introduced her to James. She
looked directly at him and smiled as she said, "Hello. I
guess we really ought to talk."

James mumbled something in return, but again he refused
to look at her. His uneasiness was so clear that I began
talking to Ann and the others about something different, and
James went back into the kitchen. A moment later I
followed him and asked if he still thought she wasn't the
right one.

"It's not her," he said, shaking his head emphatically. HI
can't stay, I have to go somewhere." And before I could
respond he hurried past the women and out the door.

It didn't make sense. If Ann really didn't look like the
interdimensional woman, James should have been very
relieved. He should have relaxed, yet he was extremely
uncomfortable the whole time and seemed almost in a panic
by the time he left. As it turned out, James didn't come back
to our home for a long time after that day. In the fall and
winter, we'd had frequent contact, so his prolonged absence
was noticeable, and regretted.

A few days after Barbara left, David got a strange phone
call at the farm. From his description of the sounds on the









CHAPTER

12
In April, the occurrence of physical marks on our bodies
dropped off drastically. On the fifth, I found a small scratch
on my left kneecap that I couldn't account for, but for
almost the next three weeks neither Casey nor I found any
anomalous marks. Strange things continued to happen,
however, and we wondered if they were in some way related
to the UFO-ET phenomenon.

One of the incidents in particular captured my imagina­
tion, and now, over a year later, having learned a bit more
about possible UFO technology, I believe it may indeed be
important. After going to bed as usual on the sixth of April,
I awoke sometime later in the night, and I soon began to
hear music in my head.

I wondered momentarily if I were generating the music
myself, but it was so unfamiliar and such a surprise that I
didn't think so. Besides, the music had a very concrete
quality about it, as clearly heard as music coming through
perfectly balanced headphones would be. It was possible,
then, that something might be sending the sounds into my
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turned out. I assumed Barbara had gone to the bathroom
during the night and flicked out the light behind her, so ]
didn't mention it until the third morning. I asked her about
the light, and Barbara assured me that she had not turned the
light off any of the previous nights. In fact, when she had
gotten up once to go to the bathroom and found the light off,
she assumed one of us had turned it out after she'd gone to
bed.

So that night we all three stood together in the bathroom,
turned on the light, and agreed to leave it on until morning.
We said goodnight and went into our bedrooms, closing
both doors. Casey and I brushed and undressed for bed, and
I inserted my ear plugs as usual, since I'd become a very
light sleeper through the past stressful months. We turned
out the bedroom light, and then a few minutes later Casey
raised up and called out, "Good night, Barbara."

"Why did you say that?" I asked him, knowing that
Barbara couldn't hear him in the guest bedroom.

"She just yelled 'good night' to me," he explained, and
we went to sleep shortly after that.

I was the first one up the next morning, and when I
opened the bedroom door, I saw that the bathroom light was
out once again. Knocking loudly on Barbara's door, I
roused her long enough to ask if she'd turned out the light,
but she said no. Casey was up by now, and he also denied
touching the light switch or even getting out of bed during
the night, and I knew that I hadn't, either.

A few minutes later, Barbara emerged from the bedroom.
She said that after we all went to bed the night before, she'd
gone back to the bathroom for a moment, and that the light
was turned out then. So she called out from the hallway,
"The light's out," hoping one of us would open the door
and explain. Casey had misunderstood her, thinking she had
simply said good night again, so he didn't bother to get up.







Into the Fringe 197

sound." He laughed slightly. "I can't do it right," he
apologized.

"What kind of temperature do you feel?" Barbara
probed.

"It's cool. This thing under my shoulders is kind of soft
but rigid, like a piece of plastic foam or something. It's not
metallic. My feet are cold on this hard surface. I can feel my
heels resting on it. My head is on it. Where my arms are
touching it, it seems real sharp."

, 'Is it a solid plane?" Barbara continued.
"Except underneath my shoulders," he said. "I'm kind

of lifted up off of it." His face changed momentarily before
he continued. "I just got a prick on my forehead," he said
then, "like a little scratchy something, pointed. It's right in
the middle of my forehead, right above my eyes, between
the eyebrows. And it's sitting there."

"What is it?" Barbara wanted to know.
, 'All I can picture is something that looks like, shaped

like, a pair of headphones. There's some sharp thing
coming, and it's placed on my forehead. I can't really focus
on it. The sharp thing is coming down off this thing, the
hoop thing-it's not a whole hoop-it's kind of fuzzy."

"Tell me what it's doing," Barbara urged. "Is it touch­
ing you now?"

"No," David answered, "the sharp line, thin blade type
thing, is attached to it, so it's part of it."

"Does it touch your skin? Analyze it," Barbara directed
him.

"It's gone," he told her. "Just pulled down. I can see
some motion. Something's behind my head. Everything's
very out of focus."

"Why are you blinking your eyes?" Barbara asked.
, 'It feels like my pupils are dilated. Like they do at the

eye doctor's," he explained. "I wake up, and I'm tilted up
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my left knee, right on the inside of it. It's real intense." He
described the source of the sensation as coming from an
instrument "like a screwdriver, sort 0["

"What's happening?" Barbara asked.
"I feel like there's something in my left knee, or it just

feels swollen. Some kind of little tube running off the inside
of my knee, off to something long, and it's thicker. It's like,
now wait, it feels like it's sucking something out, but my
knee feels kind of like my arm still does." He described the
tube as clear and "thin, very thin, like fishing line," and it
was his impression that something was being taken out of
him rather than put in.

As he went back through the entire situation, David once
again reached the point where the headphone apparatus was
removed from his head.

"What was taking these things off and putting them on
you?" Barbara queried. Thus far in the regression, although
David had mentioned seeing movement beyond his head, he
hadn't described any other beings. Barbara questioned him
carefully, letting his own recollections emerge rather than
leading him toward any single point of view.

"Off to the left I can see some kind of little boxy cabinet
thing on the corner of the bed," David replied. "And it
just stays there. I guess there's things on it or in it. I see that
when I first wake up, because my eyes fly open.

"I just wake up. Open my eyes real quick. I'm in this
strange position. I can see it, and it's kind of white, and the
background is kind of white. I can't really move," he
continued, "but I can move a little bit, so I'm trying to lift
my arms up."

"Why can't you move?" Barbara questioned. "Do you
feel restraints?"

"No," he said, "I just can't move. I can't even shake my
head back and forth. Because it's sort of hard to breathe. I
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"That one," he replied, referring to the one holding his
hand, "and one or two more, and then the other one, which
is what puts the thing on my head."

"Does he look like the rest of them?" Barbara ques­
tioned, wondering why David had singled him out from the
others.

"I can't see," David began hesitantly. "It walks over
from right to left behind me, takes that thing off that, uh,
boxy-looking thing, so I can see its body. Because I'm
looking down towards the floor, sort of."

"What do you see?"
, 'I can kind of see it when it crosses. I can see its

abdomen area, I guess. It's just, maybe, a foot across, or
about that, maybe a little more. Seems real smooth and
skinny. And then below that is some kind of, it looks kind
of like a belt, but it's wide because it's, I can just see the top
of it. It's dark-colored, kind of like an orangy-brown. And
I can't see anything on it. I can only see the top edge, and
it looks, I don't know, solid, not woven, and above that it's
whitish."

"Is there a covering on the body?" Barbara asked.
"Well, it might be a covering, " David admitted,

"because all I can really see is the top of this belt-looking
thing. I just say it's a belt, I don't know what it is. It's in that
region. And then just kind of a whitish color above that, but
I can't see. I can see an arm when it brings over the thing.
It's very, very thin, and it looks like it's got an oversized
hand on it. It's pinching this thing between, like, two
fingers, but one of them's big, and one of them's small."

When Barbara asked him if this being differed from the
others, David replied, "It seems bigger, but it's an odd kind
of view. It's hard to judge size, because it doesn't really
touch me, It just places that thing on."

"How are your legs? Are they straight out?"
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David looked directly into the face of the being behind him,
but his attention was distracted by the sharp, bent wire on
the headphone which came down to his forehead. At that
point, he felt a sharp tap on the bottom of his foot and
momentarily forgot what was going on. His last memory in
that place was of the headphone being removed, and then he
was aware of a pricking sensation in his abdomen and found
himself in his own bed at the farm.

Although Barbara questioned him about how he got from
the farm to the other room and back again, David couldn't
remember anything helpful. So after a few questions about
his feelings, Barbara brought him out of the regression and
waited while he drew sketches of the strange bed and also of
the being he'd seen behind him. It bore no resemblance to
the usual image of the Grays, nor was it especially reptilian.
Instead, more closely than anything else, the creature David
drew looked like a tall, pale-white praying mantis.

As I stared at the drawing, a vivid, frightening image
from my childhood came back to me. I recalled being in a
strange dark place, standing beside a tall creature whose
hand rested on my shoulder. I remember looking up at what
seemed to be a giant grasshopper and insisting, "You're not
my mother! You're not my mother!" This scene haunted
my nightmares for several years when I was very young,
and it crushed me to think of the fear my own son must have
felt as he lay helpless before such a being.





CHAPTER

13
Thus ended the first year of our involvement with this
intriguing, terrible world that drew us into and beyond
reality's fringe. But the strangeness continued on, the
familiar scratches and punctures showed up again and again,
and there were new kinds of odd events, all of which
combined to fragment our old, comfortable perception of
reality.

Going on with our usual occupations had grown easier,
though, and we managed to keep our wits and our humor, no
longer so afraid of the phenomenon as we once were.
Hardly a day passed without one of us talking to another
member of our small support group, reporting the latest
episode of strangeness to someone we trusted to be sympa­
thetic. And although much of what we continued to expe­
rience was common to most cases of alien intrusion, each of
us still had our own unique scenarios.

Once, when most of us were going through a time of very
little ET activity, Fred reported a high frequency of physical
marks and possible alien presences. As often as three or four
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times a week, he called to tell us of yet another set of
punctures, or of long, wide swaths of purple bruising across
his back, or of poltergeist-like occurrences in his apartment.

Even for those of us with our own eerie episodes, it was
hard to believe that Fred really could be having so many
intrusive events. At one point, I remarked, "Fred, there
must be an entire ship full of aliens looking after you! I just
don't see how it's possible for all of those marks to come
from ETs. Surely you must be inflicting some of them
accidentally yourself. Nobody can have encounters so
often."

Aliens must have been listening to this conversation and
laughing, because the next morning I found new marks on
my body, the first I'd had in quite a while. On the side of my
knee was a red scraped area about half an inch long, and
below it three more smaller scrapes formed a triangle.
Although I didn't realize it at the time, this was the
beginning of a twelve-day period in which I would receive
a total of twelve new physical marks that I couldn't explain.
Besides a number of bruises, single punctures, and
scratches, I also found the triangle described above, a group
of four punctures arranged in an arch, and a small triangle
composed of four punctures with a fifth puncture at the
triangle's apex. By the end of the twelve days, I no longer
doubted that Fred's frequent scars were as inexplicable to
him as mine were to me. The theory that such scratches and
bruises result from natural, unnoticed accidents was dis­
proven to me then.

Now with over four years' experiences to evaluate, I am
certain that the physical marks come from a source other
than the victim. During this time, we have scanned our
bodies twice a day, morning and evening, noting every
bump and cut we inflict upon ourselves and comparing them
with the marks we find. The unexplained marks have
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repetitious patterns, while the accidental ones are more
random. Similar or identical odd marks have turned up on
more than one person, in situations where there was no
contact between them. And we've also seen that during
periods of little or no alien intrusion the number of physical
marks found on the abductee's body is greatly reduced or
altogether eliminated, which shouldn't be the case if the
marks were all the products of mere clumsiness.

There was also a time in 1989 when several people, both
in and out of the support group, "heard voices" when no
one was actually present. In two instances, people heard
their names being called repeatedly, and a third acquain­
tance heard a man's voice shouting, "Stop!" while she was
in her car. During this same period, some of us also began
to "see things" that weren't there. Sandy glanced out the
front window and saw two men standing in her driveway
one day, but when she went back for a second look only
moments later, there was no one in the yard or on the street.

And there were other cases where people kept "seeing"
something move in their peripherial vision field, something
that was often described as dark and the size of a rabbit or
a large rat. No such animal, of course, was ever actually
found. The incidents genuinely didn't seem merely to come
from poor eyesight or vision problems, and, like the hearing
of voices in the summer of 1989, the "invisible rabbits"
were a transitory phenomenon.

It was also during this time that my brother and his family
made their first visit back home in over a decade. They
stayed at my parents' home, located on a private lake in a
rural area, where their two teenaged sons took full advan­
tage of the fishing. One night, when my brother was fishing
with them until almost 1:30 A.M., the lake suddenly became
completely calm. Paul said it was so still and mirrorlike that
when he flipped a cigarette butt into the water, there was
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When the second year had passed, I wondered if our
involvement would ever end. It seemed unlikely, as my
contact with UFO researchers who studied abduction cases
showed the phenomenon was spreading. And so was the
media interest in UFOs and ETs, to judge by the increased
number of reports in newspapers and, most noticeably, on
television. In 1988, after we became aware of the phenom­
enon's presence in our lives, we began to pay attention to
the media's references to UFOs and aliens.

It first struck me when I saw the Canon camera commer­
cial televised during the summer Olympics coverage, where
an alien who looks very much like a typical Gray uses the
camera in his space craft. And then other advertisements
began playing on the alien theme, from Tropicana Twister
to Levi's Dockers and Tide detergent. Through 1988 and
1989, UFO sightings and abduction stories turned up in
greater and greater numbers on the television talk shows,
and the tabloid news programs such as "Inside Edition,"
"Hard Copy," and "Current Affair" aired reports on
sightings and encounters around the country. Even chil­
dren's television had its share of ETs. Gumby and Dennis
the Menace were both abducted by Grays, and a Saturday
morning special showed a cartoon version of the book
Grinny, an evil alien android here to conquer and enslave
humanity. It seemed as if the information and entertainment
media decided to promote nationwide awareness of UFOs
and alien presences, and we couldn't help but wonder why.
Was there an urgency to our mass acceptance of ETs?

In 1990, although our personal direct encounters were
rare, evidence of the phenomenon sometimes showed up.
Both Casey and I woke with claw marks in January, for
instance. And on Saturday, February third, I saw another
UFO, viewing it from the same hill where Casey had been
abducted in 1987. For eleven minutes I watched a brightly









Into the Fringe 215

was outside again, and I saw a beautiful blond woman
facing me. She was really pretty and looked totally human.
And she was acting sort of sexy and alluring to me. She held
out her arms like she wanted to hug me, so I went to her.

"I thought she was going to kiss me, but when we got
really close together, it all changed. She wasn't pretty
anymore, and she damn sure didn't look human. It was ugly,
whatever it was."

"What did she look like?" Barbara asked.
"Terrible," James replied, "real dark and bumpy, like

there were warts all over the body. And slimy."
"Do you remember what happened next?"
"Yeah. I was going to kiss her, and then I saw it was this

warty-looking creature and I got scared. And instead of
kissing me, all of a sudden it shoved another one of those
long tubes down my throat. I don't remember anything after
that."

"How did you feel the next morning?" Barbara asked.
"Not too good," James admitted. "My throat was sore,

and I had that awful, bitter taste in my mouth, like bile."
He turned around slightly and pulled his collar away from

his neck. "I found these marks this morning," he said, and
we saw three parallel scratches running across the side of
his neck. It may all indeed have been a dream, but the marks
were real.

And it made me wonder if the dream Casey had had a few
nights earlier might have been more than the usual night­
time fantasies. He, too, had seen a beautiful blond woman,
in fact a whole group of handsome blond people who looked
completely human.

Casey's dream episode happened one night after we'd
made love and then gone to sleep. In the dream, he got
up--also after making love-to go to the bathroom, when
he had the distinct feeling that someone was watching him.
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though I had no recent puzzling experience to explore. It
seemed useful to check for any hidden awareness I might
have had that could shed light on Casey's dream of the
blond people. That was our intended goal for the regression,
but once I was in the relaxed trance state, my mind
surprisingly skipped back instead to the encounter I'd had in
1980 with the four shadow beings at the farm who claimed
to be my ancestors.

When we began working with Barbara in 1988, I had
tried to find out more about that strange experience, but the
regression hadn't uncovered any more than I'd always
consciously remembered. This time, however, my subcon­
scious was ready to let the hidden memories surface. I've
already recounted that event in Chapter One, at least the part
I remembered, but I had never been able to fill in the entire
forty minutes that the episode occupied. With Barbara's
help, this time I learned much more.

The first new information concerned something these
beings did to me while I was still out in the yard and saw
them standing beneath a large tree. I was already under
some sort of influence or control, aware of a shimmering,
heavy quality to my body and my surroundings.

"Things look funny," I told Barbara as she led me
through the experience again. "The grass is shimmering,
and I hear something. 'Welcome'."

"Do you hear the word spoken?" she asked.
"No," I replied, "coming from my head. 'Welcome.

We're glad you're here.' Somebody's got a hand up. It's
like they're greeting me. It's hard to move. I think I stop
because it's so strange. Somehow I look up, and there's one
with his hand raised, and then there's three and they look
like cut-out paper dolls. I'm seeing things. The male says
they love me, real warm."

My description continued, as I told of my persistent
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humming gets louder. And now when I look up, the men are
gone. I tum around, and the room is empty. It's sort of sad,
and I just sit down."

Persisting, Barbara had me go through this part again, so
I repeated, "I want to know why they're making that noise,
and they won't tell me. And then I don't know where I am.
And then the next thing I can see is I'm completely alone
there. I don't know where they are, and I don't know when
they went away, and I sit down. Something's hurting right
here," I said, pointing to the middle of my forehead, "a
pressure. ' ,

"Feel the pressure," Barbara told me, "and see its
cause."

"I think that they came through my head," I answered,
"from behind the head down at the base, is what I feel. It
tingles and feels pushed on, real strong. I'm aware of it now,
that something when I wasn't there pushed from inside my
head up at that point."

"What do you mean, when you weren't there?"
"There was something that's missing," I tried to explain.

"I wasn't there. I remember them making that sound, and it
got loud, and then ... I don't know. Just nothing, noth­
ing. I'm really alone."

"Look at the time gap," Barbara said. "What do you
see?"

, 'I don't see," I insisted. "I'm not there."
"Is there an environment?" she asked.
"No. I'm not in a position. There's no noise now. I don't

have a body, I don't have a feeling. It's just black."
No matter how hard Barbara tried to help me figure out

this blankness, I couldn't, other than to feel that I was truly
"out" of my body for some indeterminate period of time.
So she asked me once again about the pockets.

"Something's been put into us that we don't know
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on how in the world we got into this place. It's nighttime.
Where was it?"

"At the beginning," Barbara reminded him, "you saw
the marsh and the water. And the dream of the white truck."

"Out of the cloud, yeah, sounding like a helicopter,
looking like a Ford pickup truck. I see F-150 on the side. I
see nothing, absolutely nothing but that cloud and the truck,
no ground, no sky, no trees, nothing. And then it goes on
over me, and I see this pickup. And I see nobody inside, no
lights. It's got nice wheels, they don't look like military,
cheap hubcaps.

"What's that got to do with the marsh?" Casey puzzled.
"I can see everything I've described to you very clearly.
But there's got to be more information. The man wanted to
know. Why would they capture us and take us down there?
Why take those people that he's got down there?"

"What do those people have in common?" Barbara
asked.

"Well, some are my friends," Casey said, "and some
look like they could be. As a matter of fact, they all look like
they could be except for maybe a few. All of us that I know
about in our group have had some sort of alien contact. That
may be what he was talking about. What have I seen. What
have they seen. 'If you don't tell us....' But why would
they do it that way?"

"Do you think you were injected?" Barbara asked.
"I don't ever recall being injected," Casey replied.

"This felt more like the back of my neck, back in here," he
gestured. "I was just being bombarded with something that
sort of numbs you and takes away some of your will. I
hesitate to say, but sort of like an electronic control. Sort of
a numbing buzz, but I don't hear a sound. So I can't tell you
what caused that state," he concluded, "and if it were an
injection, I'm not aware of it happening."
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I've done to participate in anything, what I know about my
family and their participation, my friends. But I'm not
talking to them, I don't recall telling them anything. I try not
to say anything but slip back into the stupor to get away
from him. And he's getting really upset. I can't recall
anything after the man getting extremely exasperated."

"That's where you go blank?"
"Yeah."
"Unable to take him any farther, Barbara asked Casey to

go back and describe more of the underground areas.
"I'm being led toward this area that has the office

building to the side," he said, "office built into the side of
this. We disappear off into the side of the mountain for the
offices. And in the tunnel, on the sides of the tunnel were
just big boxes. Some were boxes, some looked like diesel
generators, large, very large, twenty feet high, maybe,
almost that wide, with sort of a rounded top. Very long,
forty feet or more. Large equipment, dark room.

"The guard, he's pushing me. We have to go through all
this stuff to get into the interrogation areas, like a back door.
Like we go through a back door to get into the back of this
place. This is not like the front door of this area."

"Do you feel that in this facility there are only Ameri­
cans?" Barbara wanted to know.

"Yeah, that's all I see."
Troubled by his inability to see clearly any more of the

place, Casey was ready to end the session. Upset by the idea
of his being taken by military people and questioned against
his will, he tried to reject the whole scenario. But he
couldn't; it had all been recalled with great clarity. And, to
both of us it was even more disturbing than the memories of
our encounters with the unknown beings.

We had often wondered just how much our government
knew about the abduction phenomenon, and perhaps we'd
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left him with physical aftereffects of the bile taste, a sore
throat, and the scratches on his neck. Recently, however,
he'd undergone an entirely new experience which he
wanted to relate.

Although he saw no beings this time, he had been
bombarded by messages coming from a chorus of voices. At
first it was hard to hear anything clearly, but eventually he
deciphered a warning of some sort. What follows is Casey's
recollection of the things James told him, and James has
since confirmed the correctness of Casey's recall.

The warning was about an impending' 'collective calam­
ity," a sort of "psychic thunderclap" of great importance
for the entire human race. "We have been controlled,"
James was told, "and we are still being controlled." And
these controllers are planning a worldwide event which will
be "staged, orchestrated, but not an invasion." As James
understood the message, the entire world will be shown the
presence and reality of the controllers. No one will be able
to deny the existence of the UFO phenomenon any longer.

James reported that some people may think this is an
invasion or a power play, but it won't be. They won't have
to grab power because they already have the power and
have had it all along.

What is to come is an "opportunity" for humans to
demonstrate their worthiness to continue to exist. All of us
must do this, collectively. It may be our only chance to
prove we have something worthwhile and lasting to give to
the future. James thinks the message told of a specific
challenge to be presented to the planet, which we must meet
in order to survive. And we won't have a choice of whether
to participate. We will participate, and we will have a
chance to win.

Could this message have been a fantasy? Perhaps. It
would be nice to think so, to believe that the world will go

















242 Karla Turner

Spencer, John, and Hilary Evans, Eds. Phenomenon: Forty
Years of Flying Saucers. New York: Avon, 1988.

Stringfield, Leonard H. Situation Red: The UFO Siege. New
York: Fawcett, 1977.

UFO Magazine. Published bimonthly by California UFO.
Edited by Vicki Cooper and Sherie Stark.

Walters, Ed, and Frances Walters. The Gulf Breeze Sightings.
New York: William Morrow, 1990.


	Into the Fringe - Front Cover
	Binding Strip
	Epigraphs
	Berkley Books promotion
	Title Page
	Printer's Imprint
	Acknowledgments
	A Note to the Reader
	Introduction
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Epilogue
	Bibliography
	Advertisement: George Anderson
	Advertisement: AstroAnalysis
	Authoress Biography and photoplate
	Rear Cover



