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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 1 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 TMIJ, 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, 1
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, 1 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, 1
believe 1 was drawn to them because of the discoveries 1
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
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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?”’ 1
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, 1
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 t0?”’ 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,”’ 1 said. ‘‘So, now do you know how old you
are?”’

“I’m five,”” he answered. ‘‘Before 1 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. *‘I can’t remember. It’s real comfortable. So nice 1
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?”’ 1
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 1inside 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
doit. [ wishtobe . . . 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 1
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,
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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
darn 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 fiancée 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 I knew what life was
all about. And all those things I’ve studied, I even thought
I knew what to expect after death. But now,”” he paused,
“now I think that I 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

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
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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 1 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?’’ 1 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 1 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
59
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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,”” I 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?’ 1 asked.

““Oh, a lot of different things,”” Megan said. ‘‘I can’t
remember everything, but I do remember seeing the moon.
At least I 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 I 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 I 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 1 remember
looking up and seeing a huge gray shape going over the
garage. I 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.”’



Into the Fringe 73

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. ‘‘She
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 1 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,



78 Karla Turmer

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 1 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

James and 1 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 T 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 I didn’t really see them. The room was
dark, and the only light was coming down on the table from
behind me. All I ever saw was their arms, when they’d reach
over my shoulder to adjust a block or something. The arms
looked pretty dark, but I couldn’t really tell.”’

‘““‘How long did all this go on?”’ I 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?’’ I 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 1 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.”’

‘“And this type, this group, wasn’t familiar to you?”’
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 I 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, I 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 I 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