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Chapter One

This is my story. I am sitting in my living
room as I write this. It is quiet but my thoughts are jumping back
and forth. You can accept this account as fact or fiction but it
doesn’t matter to me. This is the way I’m putting it down because
this is the way I have to tell it. I don’t remember much about my
life before it happened except that it seems normal now. It was
probably something like yours. I didn’t believe just like many of
you don’t. Maybe that’s good in a way and maybe it’s not. If
nothing happens it’s great but if something bizarre happens—believe
me, you just aren’t going to be ready for it.

My advice to you, for what it’s worth, is to
not accept the world about you the way it seems. Always leave your
mind open to the possibility, however absurd it may seem to you,
that there are things we have not yet experienced, things that we
cannot yet see, hear or feel, that seem unexplainable and illogical
to us humans, yet they do exist.

Some say that we each have a
doppelganger--another being, an exact double of ourselves that
lives in a world just like ours in another dimension, and each
lives a similar but not exact life. Maybe I’m my own doppelganger
and the other me still lives and exists the way it was before it
happened. If that is so, I wish him a happy and fruitful life, even
without having experienced what I have.

As for me, whoever I am and whatever
dimension I live in, I cannot go back to the way it was, and I now
accept the concept that this is the direction my life was supposed
to go, at least in this dimension.

I will begin this account by saying that
everything seemed normal to me before. I had a great life and
thought I had a great job. Everything seemed normal--until that
night. I had gotten home late from my grandmother’s house after I
had helped her paint the spare bedroom. I had done most of the
paint work. She had done most of the supervising part of the
job.

I was pleased with the way the room had
turned out. Of course, I guess the supervisor had a lot to do with
it, always pointing out spots I had missed and just how to paint
the wood trim so the paint saturated the intricate crevices. My
breaks consisted of getting something to drink and some chips and
then heading for the living room for a few moments to stare at that
picture on my grandmother’s wall, as I had many times before.

I always seemed to gravitate there since she
had pulled it out of her attic and hung it up a while back. It was
that picture of a high school homecoming event in her school’s
gymnasium back in the 1950s that fascinated me so much. I was drawn
to it like a magnet to a steel door--not because it was a relic of
the nostalgic 1950s, but rather because of her…

Exhausted from the day’s work, I brushed my
teeth and went to bed. That picture was still on my mind when I hit
the bed and went to sleep. Yes I guess it was a typical night,
falling asleep in my bedroom after a long day, as I always did. The
trouble was—I didn’t wake up there.


Chapter Two

You know that feeling when you’re having a
dream, and you know you’re dreaming. You’re somewhere suddenly,
running, or falling, or just talking to someone you don’t even
know, but you know you’re dreaming and you’re going to wake up—well
that’s what it seemed like at first.

I just remember dreaming that I was
somewhere, a gray room of some sort without defined
characteristics, a blurry undefined representation, and I was
sitting on something, feeling confused, a feeling that I had to do
something or I had done something that had irritated me. I felt
prickly burning sensations all over my body and my mind was foggy,
unable to focus on any specific thought. Instead, other images
began flashing through my mind and I was bouncing from one to the
other.

Blurry lights pierced through the foggy gray
environment but they too were undefined. My mind drifted deeper
into those images dancing around my head until they slowly stopped
dancing and I was able to focus on one—an image of my bedroom
flooded with blue light and people or figures of some sort hovering
around me. The figures stepped closer and I saw what they were—they
were not people—they were slender beings or creatures walking
upright defined by their large dark shiny opaque eyes. I knew what
they were now and instinctively knew why they were there. They were
the grays people talk about and report seeing to unbelieving ears.
I was being abducted by these beings—the aliens.

And just as I saw them reach out for me, my
mind’s eye quickly shifted to another image. The same grays were
there once again and I was still lying down but not in my bed. I
was strapped down on an examination table surrounded by these gray
beings and I was struggling to free myself, but it was futile. I
could neither move nor speak.

I realized that they had temporarily
paralyzed me and were conducting an examination of me. One gray
stood out from the others. He was nearby and appeared to be
observing and instructing the others, guiding them in their probing
and examination, They did not speak to each other but rather
communicated telepathically somehow. It is best not to describe the
procedures they were performing. Let me say that their instruments
were quite probing. I watched unable to stop them. I could only
watch astonished. They were intent on what they were doing, as if
the human anatomy and brain structure were unique, highly prized,
and to be studied carefully and precisely for what they would
reveal about the species to alien visitors who had penetrated
through the stars on a mission of discovery.

Other tables were in the examination area
but I was the only occupant of any of them. In my dream-like state,
straining to watch them probe meticulously and struggling to move,
I passed out from the effort. When I finally awoke, the leader was
gone and they had finished with me. Two of the grays unfastened the
metallic straps holding me down and released me. I groggily pulled
myself off the table and almost lost my balance but the same two
grays grabbed hold of me. I remember they then escorted me out of
the room but the image faded as I saw myself being escorted out and
I faded back into that foggy gray environment I had been staring
into with the blurry colored lights penetrating it. Slowly though,
everything came into focus and I knew where I was.


Chapter Three

It was all clear now. The revelation was
complete. All the pieces had been put together for me, the puzzle
had been solved and I was truly there in the midst of it. I would
not awaken—because I now knew that I was not dreaming. Still in my
pajamas, I sat in a recessed area of an otherwise circular shaped
dimly lit control room, amidst flashing colored lights on
futuristic instrumentation and visualization screens with a crew of
gray aliens operating them—I was inside a UFO.

I, Brad Anderson, the lead programmer at a
small software development firm, was unbelievably a victim of an
abduction. Reality had embraced me.

And to punctuate it all--the lead gray I had
seen in the examination room, sat across from me on what resembled
a silver futuristic mushroom-like pedestal as I sat on a similar
one--beings from different worlds now only separated by a few feet
as they observed each other.

I felt no emotional bonds of imprisonment as
I sat in front of him, his large shiny black eyes looking straight
at me. We confronted each other as if I were a guest and he the
host. But I suffered under no illusion—I was his prisoner.

He sat motionless for several moments before
he moved his right extremity, which I noticed was grasping some
sort of brightly polished small silver disc attached to a
metallic-like loop of ribbon. He placed the loop of ribbon over his
head and around his neck, and then positioned the disc at the end
of it, in front of him. The gray then majestically waved one of his
arm-like extremities over the disc and I heard several quick beeps
emanate from the disc and instinctively I knew he had activated it,
whatever it was.

Seconds later, a voice came from the disc,
albeit mechanical, it was intelligent. It was his mind speaking
through the disc, which was apparently some sort of translator. “I
trust you will find this device compatible with your species’
primitive method of communications,” he said.

I at first flinched at the mechanical sound
of the voice. “Yes, I can understand you,” I said, still trying to
grasp hold of the situation I was in.

Noticing my flinch, he waived his hand over
the disc and when he spoke again the voice sounded more human-like,
in fact, it was almost human. He continued speaking through the
disc although his facial expression did not change. He had those
two large black eyes, a tiny nose and an impression where a human’s
mouth would be–features that have appeared in many drawings of
these beings from descriptions of those who have seen them. “I
trust my adjustment meets your standards. I am Craton, the
commander of this ship,” he said.

I squirmed in my seat, a result of the
queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach at the thought that I was
actually talking to one of these creatures. For a moment, his
adjustments, which had made him sound almost human quickly
flickered an emotion in my mind, a felling that I was actually
speaking to another human being, but it quickly faded. “I didn’t
know you communicated with humans,” I managed to say in a
whisper-like voice that managed to eke itself out of my still
shaken body. “To tell the truth, I didn’t even think
you…….people……really existed.”

“Then it appears it will be necessary for
you to modify your initial analysis and conclusion then, will it
not?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered out again astonished at
the human-like logic. I cleared my throat. “Why have you brought me
here?” I asked in a stronger voice that was recovering from its
shocked state.

“You were transported here, for we seek
knowledge of your species. You will be returned unharmed.”

I looked around momentarily. “And exactly
where is here. Where are we?”

“Our craft is maintaining a position high
above your earth’s atmosphere but our shields cloak our craft from
all means your species have to detect our position.”

“You mean for all intents and purposes you’re
invisible.” I was beginning to feel inquisitive now, no doubt from
a slight feeling of comfort brought on by this being’s logic and
manner. “Is that why our Air Force cannot find you when they chase
you? They of course don’t admit you officially exist but
unofficially, they chase you when you’re sighted.”

“That
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