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To anyone who has experienced something they cannot explain: we believe you.
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INTRODUCTION


A Glitch in the Matrix

“From there to here, from here to there, funny things are everywhere.” Our beloved rhyming children’s author Dr. Seuss had it almost right. I would personally replace the word “funny” with the phrase “jaw-dropping, unexplainable, and sometimes creepy.” At least that’s what all the stories I have received suggest.

You see, although I haven’t had many noteworthy experiences myself, I kind of … collect them. Maybe the fact that I haven’t seen an actual ghost or heard an actual skinwalker or had an actual premonition is the very reason I am so intrigued by these stories. At the end of the day, I’m just a gal with a social media account who is obsessed with all things supernatural, and who now has thousands of emails from fans detailing their most odd true tales; some of the best of which make up this book.

I started a TikTok account for fun in August 2021. I nervously posted a duet, followed by a video of me speaking about the loneliness of spiritual awakening. To my bewilderment, I got an overwhelming response from people mirroring my exact feelings. The video went viral (80k views, which is certainly not in the millions, but was INSANE to me at the time), and I felt seen and understood for probably the first time in my life. Who knew that an app I thought was for dancing children could offer such a community of like-minded individuals, and provide a place to be myself, to learn and to grow?

One day in November 2022 I was reading “glitch in the matrix” stories online, and, thinking they were fascinating and that my followers might enjoy them, I posted a video of myself reading a few. They loved it. So I posted another. They still loved it. By the second or third video in the series, people had started asking where they could send me their stories.

And so I started reading stories submitted by fans. In Part 21 of my video series, I used a reply comment from someone calling me “Auntie Matrix.” I mentioned that I loved the nickname. Everyone started using it, and it stuck.

If you are unaware, a “glitch in the matrix” is an experience that seems strange or unusual. A moment that feels like it is not quite real, or that it is a glitch in the reality that we perceive. The term is often used to describe things like time losses or jumps, moments of déjà vu, disappearing or reappearing items, etc.

The stories I was receiving quickly began to branch out from true glitches in the matrix to other related areas such as aliens, dreams, premonitions, and the paranormal. After executing a poll among fans, the phrase “Let’s Read Some Glitch in the Matrix Stories” was kept as my intro, even though the stories now encompassed many other things.

I quickly learned that this niche has an incredibly large audience of believers who are extremely passionate about these subjects. I also started getting very heartfelt comments and emails about how I have touched or helped people in different ways. Apparently my voice is extremely soothing and, despite the creepy nature of the stories, helps people and their children to fall asleep. They enjoy and appreciate my authenticity, and I am constantly told that I make people feel heard and validated in their experiences. I have had countless people say they have never shared their stories with anyone for fear of judgment and rejection. It is known and articulated frequently that in our little community that we have built, we believe you.

Reading these stories has not only made so many feel validated, but has also opened many eyes and minds in the collective, helping people to awaken and realize that we are not just this one human existence. There have been numerous times where a story I have read has sparked a memory in someone else, who is now eager to share their experience. I strongly feel I am helping people to awaken, learn, grow, heal, feel accepted and seen, and become confident in themselves and the truth of their experiences—which is part of what I feel I am put on this earth to do. I fiercely believe that I am not only entertaining people, but helping many in this capacity.

Maybe you yourself have had an unexplainable experience. Or maybe you picked up this book simply because you love anything that creeps you out. Either way, buckle up, because shit’s about to get weird.

This book is a compilation of some of the best stories I have read since I started this whole thing. I think the scariest part is that these are true stories from real people. These are not movies, shows, or works of fiction thought up by some super-creative and imaginative minds. They actually happened. I don’t know about you, but for me that really ups the creep factor.

If you are going on this journey with me, I think it’s important to understand a few things. If you are already very well versed in weirdness, please feel free to skip ahead and enjoy the stories. Otherwise, I am going to go into a little bit of detail about some stuff that you might read.


What is a “glitch in the matrix”?

There are a lot of people out there who believe in simulation theory. Simulation theory is the idea that what people perceive as reality is actually an advanced, hyper-realistic computer simulation (the matrix), potentially overseen by a higher being. That we are basically all just characters in a video game. Think of a glitch in the matrix as a glitch in a video game—when something weird happens that doesn’t make sense according to the laws of physics. In a video game, you might see a character “glitching out” walk through a wall, skip from one location to another in an instant, stuck in some kind of loop, etc. Real-life glitches in the matrix are the same thing. People have experienced items disappearing and then reappearing in different locations—like the woman who dropped her phone lying in bed and found it on the front seat of her car. Some have experienced items multiplying—like the lady who found a second set of the same thrift-store baby shoes in a different room of her house—same markings on both pairs. Or the one that all of a sudden had two of the same exact vacuum cleaners, when she previously had only one. Many have experienced time losses or time jumps (both forward and backward) that they cannot explain. I was sent one video where a woman was frozen in place in a very unnatural position, and another where someone seemed to be stuck in an infinite loop getting in and out of a car the same exact way every time. And then there are the multiple videos of planes literally frozen in the air, which is something I have actually seen myself.

Another very common occurrence that is considered a glitch in the matrix is déjà vu. If you remember the original movie The Matrix, Neo sees a black cat and then sees the same black cat again. He is told that having déjà vu means they have “changed something” in the matrix (in this case, it was to slow their escape). While we humans in “real” life experiencing déjà vu may not mean the same thing, you have to admit that it does feel like you may have skipped back in time just a few seconds and are going through that moment again.

The “matrix” itself is interpreted differently by different people. There are those who believe it is governed by some higher power. There are those who claim it is just like the movie, in which we have been enslaved by machines. And there are those who think that every person is living in their own “matrix,” which they are creating and projecting with their own thoughts.

And what matrix would be complete without NPCs? An NPC is a term used in the video-game world, and it stands for non-player character or non-playable character. In other words, it’s any character in a game that is not controlled by a player. It is referring to those characters in a video game that can be found in the same exact spot all the time, doing the same preprogrammed set of actions and saying the same collection of phrases. An example of this in real life would be the person who swears that their neighborhood is their own little simulation. They see things like the same person in the same outfit walking the same dog every time they leave their house, no matter the hour.

Some are very strict with the term “glitch in the matrix,” but I feel that it encompasses a lot more than just the traditional definition. When it comes down to it, not one of us actually knows the truth. What many believe are ghosts or spirits may actually just be people in another timeline or dimension who are bleeding over into ours for the moment—either on purpose or by some weird accidental glitch in the fabric of the universe. Speaking of timelines.…



What is quantum immortality?

Multiverse theory is the idea that there is not just one universe, but a near-infinite number of universes. Together, these universes are presumed to make up everything that exists. Since there are so many, the thought exists that many of these universes (or timelines) can be nearly identical to each other. And so if we were to find ourselves moved to one of the closest timelines, we might not even notice. Some people believe that we are constantly switching timelines with the choices we make, and that it is even possible to do so consciously.

There is a big conspiracy theory that we as a planet switched into another universe in 2012 when CERN turned on the Large Hadron Collider (LHC). CERN is the European Organization for Nuclear Research, and they operate the largest particle-physics laboratory in the world. The LHC is the world’s largest and highest-energy particle collider. It accelerates particles such as protons close to the speed of light, and they collide with other protons. When CERN turned on the LHC in 2012, they discovered the long-sought-after Higgs boson, but many people believe they also destroyed our universe and threw us into a different timeline. This event is thought to be the reason behind all the Mandela effects that we now experience.

If you are not aware, a Mandela effect is a situation in which a large mass of people believes that something is one way, when it is in fact another. The name stems from the fact that many people (including myself) swear that Nelson Mandela died in prison in the 1980s. He apparently actually died in 2013. Examples of the Mandela effect include the very popular children’s book series The Berenstein Bears actually being spelled Berenstain (with an “a” instead of an “e”), Curious George apparently not having a tail, and the Monopoly Man never sporting a monocle.

If an entire planet can “die” and switch timelines, why can’t it happen to just one single person? This is the theory of quantum immortality. Quantum immortality is the thought that when we die, we actually just jump to the nearest possible timeline. Most times, we do not even remember it happening, as it seems to be accompanied by some sort of backward time jump or memory loss. For example, when you almost got in that fatal car accident? Maybe you actually did, but instead of going to heaven or hell or some astral plane, you just jumped to the nearest timeline, and it was so similar to your previous one that you don’t even notice. But there are some people, like you will read about in the pages ahead, who experience that accident, the whole bloody thing, and are then teleported back in time to right before it happens. Were they shown this by some higher being of light so they make a different choice and the accident never takes place at all? Or have they actually died and been thrown into an alternate universe, and in that timeline the accident was just a “close call”? Some might argue that the people in these stories are not actually experiencing the traumatizing event, but having a premonition.



What is a premonition?

A premonition can be as simple as having a very strong gut feeling that something bad is going to happen, or it can be as detailed as having such an intense vision of the actual event that you are not sure whether you really experienced it or not. So maybe the person who saw and felt themselves die in that car accident actually only saw it in their head, and it wasn’t taking place in this physical reality. Maybe they were shown this scenario so they could avoid it and get out of harm’s way. Many people have premonitions in their dreams—they will dream of something and it will end up happening shortly afterward, in waking life. If this happens often, it can be very stressful, especially if the premonitions are negative in nature, and especially if they are about other people. Some, however, have these visions while they are awake, perhaps like the person who remembers experiencing that car accident even though it “never happened.” Speaking of things that never happened.…




Can aliens erase our memory?

An extremely common theme in most alien-abduction stories is time loss or loss of memory. Many of those who recall seeing an actual extraterrestrial being or an Unidentified Anomalous Phenomenon (UAP, formerly known as UFO or Unidentified Flying Object), report a significant loss of time. One may be driving down the road, look up to see a UAP, then look back down at the dashboard to notice that a few hours have passed. It is believed that the beings are erasing your memory, because the experience of being abducted can be exceptionally stressful and traumatizing mentally, emotionally, and sometimes even physically. Signs of abduction can include time loss, memory loss, or even randomly finding markings on the body possibly indicative of some sort of injection. So, was that “glitch in the matrix” where you lost five hours a true glitch, or were you abducted?



What other beings are there besides aliens?

So many. There are way too many to list here in entirety, but I will give you quick names and definitions of a handful.

Skinwalker

A skinwalker can be found in Native American folklore and is believed to be a powerful witch who has the ability to turn into, possess, or disguise themselves as any animal they desire. They are often described as having glowing eyes and a twisted, hunched-over appearance. They are incredibly fast and strong and are most active at night, often targeting travelers, campers, and the like.

Wendigo

A wendigo is a cannibalistic shapeshifter from Algonquian folklore primarily found in the northern forests of the United States and Canada. It is a tall, thin, emaciated humanoid creature with a deer skull for a head, razor-sharp teeth, and glowing eyes. Both skinwalkers and wendigos are known to often use the sounds of their last victims to lure more unexpecting victims to kill. So if you’re outside alone at night and you hear someone scream for help, no, you didn’t.

Hat Man

The Hat Man is one of the most commonly seen sleep-paralysis demons in the world. He is an unnaturally tall, thin, shadow figure of a man wearing a hat. He has no discernible facial features, but is often reported having red, glowing eyes. He is mainly seen right before you fall asleep or right after you wake up. Sometimes he is standing in the corner of the room or at the foot of the bed, and many times is observed during sleep paralysis. There have been reports that if you see him during the day, it normally means that you or someone around you is about to die.

Doppelgänger

A doppelgänger is an entity that will take on the appearance of someone that you know, live with, or care about in order to lure you in to them. For example, your partner comes home from work, walks past you, and goes to take a shower. You then get a call from your actual partner, letting you know that they are on their way; and when you go check the bathroom, the other “them” is nowhere to be found.

Mimic

A mimic is kind of like a doppelgänger, but instead of trying to lure you in by taking on someone’s appearance, they will take on someone’s voice. You may hear your mom calling you from the basement, when she is actually in the next room.



This is only the tip of the iceberg when it comes to supernatural beings. I will allow you to go down that rabbit hole for yourself. For now, the information I have touched upon here should allow you to go into reading these stories with a little bit of knowledge to help you draw your own conclusions. So sit back, grab a snack, and let’s get weird.







WEIRD THINGS BEGAN TO HAPPEN TO ME …





Where’s Allan?

SUBMITTED BY UNCLE NEZER

Second things first. I didn’t enjoy writing this down in detail. I didn’t like writing this down at all. I don’t like this story. I don’t like thinking about it. I don’t like talking about it. I’ve sent some other stories, and, to put it into perspective, those stories were scary, spooky, or a little supernatural, but I got through them and moved on without any issues. This is the only experience I’ve ever had that has given me nightmares. I talked about it with my wife last night, deciding whether to write and submit it. Even though we only talked about it and this happened decades ago, I barely slept last night. After writing it today, I likely won’t sleep well for the next few nights.

Now, first things second: the story. I grew up as a logger and as such I’ve spent a lot of time in the woods. I’ve been through and seen some super-weird and scary stuff. When I was twenty-two, I was still working for my father’s logging company. My cousin David and I worked as a two-man team. We didn’t live on the mountain as I’d done some summers, but we spent most of that logging season in the woods. David was an avid hunter and, as the season wound down, he wanted to spend most of the evenings after work scouting for game. A lot of loggers did this, and some of them even turned their knowledge of game whereabouts into profit as hunting guides.

This particular timber sale (the area where we harvested the trees) was on what we called the back side, meaning the north side of the mountain range, way back by a government-designated wilderness area. One Friday after work, David again wanted to scout for game, so we loaded into his green beat-up country-boy truck and off we went. Over the summer there had been a couple of reports of a troublesome animal in the area, so, when we left the truck, we both took small .22 caliber rifles just in case.

We scouted the area he wanted and headed back to his truck as the evening started to turn dark. To make the return trip faster and easier, we were walking through a large patch about four hundred yards long where a forest fire had gone through a few years previous, called a “burn.” We knew the truck was parked on the road only fifty yards or so through the trees that had been untouched at the other end of the burn.

David was the first to hear something over to our right. If a tree falls in the forest but you don’t see it, it still makes a sound. We looked over but didn’t see anything, so we kept walking. We both heard the next crash. A scorched tree on the edge of the burn had fallen into the open area. We didn’t think much of it and laughed at ourselves for being so jumpy. That’s when we noticed the shape in the trees. It was just far enough back in the tree line to obscure any details. It was getting dark, the shape was moving the same direction as we were, it was very tall, and it was walking upright. A bear can walk on its hind legs for short distances, but whatever this was kept pace with us for around three hundred yards. If we slowed down or sped up, so did it. We kept our rifles at the ready and continued toward the truck. Then we noticed a problem.

Essentially, the burn was shaped like a tear or water drop, and we were walking toward the narrow end. As the burn narrowed, we were on a collision course with whatever was shadowing our movements—and it was getting darker. Whatever it was never attacked us, and we never saw more than a large dark shape, but we could hear it crashing through the trees and underbrush right up until we literally jumped into David’s truck and flew out of there. When I told my dad about it later, he just nodded and said quite a few stories like that had come out of that general area.

Monday rolled around as it always does, and we headed back up the mountain. When we stopped for lunch, we were greeted at our landing (logging base of operations) by a forest ranger. David and I knew him as Mr. Johnson from seventh-grade history. He said Allan, a logger from a timber sale a couple miles off, had gone missing over the weekend. Allan was well known and fairly well liked, but he did have a reputation for drinking. The prevailing theory was that he’d gotten drunk and wandered too far from camp. The sheriff’s department had asked the Forest Service to help look for him, and the Forest Service was asking all the other loggers in the general vicinity if we’d seen Allan and basically pressed us all into service as an unofficial search-and-rescue effort.

Ranger Johnson gave us a government-issue hand-held GPS and asked us to search the area between our logging site and the one Allan’s company was working. GPS was relatively new at that time, so the ranger gave us a thirty-second how-to on it. If we found Allan and he was injured or couldn’t get out for some reason, we were supposed to mark the spot with the GPS, then come back out and find a ranger. Rangers all had CB radios in their trucks and could call the sheriff’s department for assistance. We got the instruction that in the worst case, if he was dead, do not touch him, mark the spot, and get the rangers and sheriff.

David and I headed out, just far enough apart to still be able to see each other while also covering more ground than we would if we walked together. As the day wore on, we got separated enough that I could no longer hear him yelling for Allan. Before I knew it, it was pretty dark. I didn’t have a flashlight because I hadn’t planned on being out there for that long. I did have the GPS, but the tiny blue screen barely illuminated my feet. It wasn’t a full moon, but there was enough light to walk through the dark trees. It was that silvery light that makes everything look like it’s moving.

I found myself all but crawling through some old-growth timber. Large trees had fallen over decades ago and rotted away to leave strange hollows where the roots had been and humps where the tree had rotted. The underbrush was thick, and the going was extremely slow, especially in the dark. I knew that if I simply continued toward the moon, I would eventually hit a road, so I wasn’t worried. That’s when I had a bit of good luck. I saw a faint glimmer of something reflecting moonlight in a way that caught my attention. I had found Allan.

I should clarify. Good luck: I found Allan. Bad luck: I found what was left of Allan. Even in the dark, I could tell that he was no longer with us. I’ll spare you the worst of the gory details in case of children or sensitive tummies, but his head had been caved in from one side and he was shredded. The eye on the left side of his head had popped out of his head, and that’s what had caught the moonlight and my attention. (Yes, that’s sparing the worst of the details.) The slight breeze must’ve shifted, because I caught a whiff of death and I lost everything I’d eaten that day.

I couldn’t have moved Allan if I’d wanted to. He was probably a healthy 180 pounds, so it would’ve been awkward even if he hadn’t been in the dense maze of old growth. I eventually got over my shock and marked the spot on the GPS. I didn’t know what had happened to his head, but it seemed obvious that an animal had gotten him. I didn’t have many options, so I decided to stay there and watch over him in case the animal came back. I found a good-size stick I could use as a club. I knew it wouldn’t do much, but it made me feel better. I used the lighter I always carried to get a small fire going and figured that it would help ward off any animals. I kept the fire very small for safety; burning down the forest wouldn’t do anyone any good. In order to protect my night vision, I put my back to the fire and stared into the dark forest.

Thus began my night in the woods with a dead man. I had a watch and used the faint GPS light to keep track of the time. I knew I wasn’t getting any sleep, so I started the countdown to dawn. I had found Allan right around midnight, so I had about five hours till light.

Around 3:00, I started hearing louder-than-nighttime noises. The moon was higher, but the shadows were just as thick and seemingly animated. Almost all animals are relatively quiet by nature, either hunting or trying not to be hunted. Whatever was out there was not worried about making noise. At first, I hoped it was David or someone else looking for Allan and/or me. I yelled into the night and the noises immediately stopped. I yelled a few more times without response. I stoked the fire a little and readied my oh-so-deadly stick.

I started screaming in an effort to scare away whatever it was. Most animals avoid humans if possible. Soon enough, the noises returned, but louder and more frenzied. Instead of sounding like something simply crashing through the forest haphazardly, it sounded like something was purposely knocking over trees and thrashing the underbrush. I intensified my screaming and started throwing rocks and sticks toward the noise.

Then a watermelon-sized rock flew over my head and destroyed the small tree behind me. I instantly dropped to the ground and shut the F up. I went into panicked silence. That wasn’t a little rock! I might have been able to toss it ten feet if I used both hands, but it had been thrown hard enough to demolish a pine tree about five inches in diameter. I inched toward the fire and grabbed the end of a burning stick. I knelt and held the stick above me. I heard a low growl off in the dark. I’ve heard just about every kind of forest-animal growl—coyotes, wolves, mountain lions, bears, everything. This was something different. It was deeper, more powerful.

My torch seemed to be working, so I grabbed a bigger stick and made a larger torch. The noises slowly subsided and moved off into the night. I’d spent about an hour in my chaotic noise-making match with something, and I spent the last hour till the beginnings of dawn constantly swapping torches.

Nothing else happened that night. At first light, I made sure I’d marked the spot with the GPS and headed out for the road. David found me walking back to camp on the road, and I climbed in the truck with him. I told him I’d found Allan and he flipped around to head down the mountain to get help. We’d only gone about a mile when we found a ranger with a radio. He called it in, and the sheriff’s department said to wait for them before going back in for Allan. Two deputies were only a few miles off, so it didn’t take long before the ranger was using the GPS marker to lead the five of us to where I’d found Allan. One of the deputies had a couple of hound dogs used in search and rescue with him. The closer we got to the spot I’d marked, the more nervous the hounds acted.

Good news: I’d used the GPS correctly and marked the spot. Bad news: Allan wasn’t there. In the light, it was obvious that he had been there. There was blood everywhere. Again, I’ll spare you the gory details, but we did find a couple of parts of Allan. After looking around, the deputy with the hounds commented about how there wasn’t a drag trail. Whatever had moved Allan was big enough to pick him up and carry him through underbrush so thick, it was difficult just to walk through. The dogs were very skittish, but the deputy finally got them to find the trail and we headed off, trailing behind the hounds.

We did finally find most of the rest of Allan, about two miles away. The cause of death was officially ruled a mountain lion attack. None of us who carried Allan out of the woods thought it was a mountain lion. I’ve helped carry an actual lion-attack victim out of the woods (he lived), and it did not match what had happened to Allan. To this day, there’s an area in the mountains above my hometown about five miles in a rough circle that I will not visit, even in the daylight.



Dream Demon

SUBMITTED BY JESSICA CALDER

I have always had the ability to see, hear, feel, and communicate with the other side. The veil is very thin for me compared to most, and it has allowed me to grow in a way where I am deeply spiritual and have a mind open to all things otherworldly. I have not, however, always had the knowledge that I do today to keep myself as safe as possible. Experiences like this one have taught me how to do that.

When I was fifteen, I had a best friend (more like a sister) that I did everything with. She pretty much lived at my house, and we were inseparable. Let’s call her Sarah. Sarah came from a broken, abusive home. She was deeply troubled and found peace and joy in my home and with my family, which is why she was always there. We would take her on vacations with us and everything.

One summer in the late nineties we took her camping. My family loves camping! My mom would live in her fifth-wheel trailer parked at a campground if my dad would let her. Because it would have been kind of awkward having a friend sleep in the trailer with me and my parents, we always got to stay in a tent outside. It was so much fun! We would hike, fish, play games, roast s’mores, tell campfire stories, and explore the woods around us.

On this particular camping trip, though, Sarah was having a really hard time enjoying herself. Her home life had gotten so bad that she had contemplated suicide. Thankfully, she never followed through on it. Instead of wallowing in misery, she turned to witchcraft for some solace and a sense of control over her world.

Growing up very religious, I thought witchcraft was just something you saw in movies. I had no idea that real-world people were into that sort of thing, so it was kind of exciting to see a new side of life. I felt wrong doing it, but I wanted to support my friend.

One night, a very dark and stormy night actually, we had just finished cleaning up the campsite to get everything in out of the rain. We were hunkered down in our tent, shivering, just listening to the thunder, rain, and sounds of the forest.

Sarah turned to me and asked, “Have you ever played with a Ouija board before?”

I said, “No. What’s that?” and she grinned menacingly at me.

She got her flashlight, turned it on, placed it halfway under her chin to illuminate her face (like you would when you’re telling scary ghost stories), and proceeded to tell me all about how she had been communicating with the dead.

I was fascinated! I had seen spirits all my life, but it was always on their terms and their time. I was so excited to finally be able to communicate with them when and how I wanted!

She didn’t have a Ouija board with her, so she went to the campsite, grabbed an old smelly box (that we kept firewood in), ripped the lid off, grabbed a marker out of our art/activity box (my mom thought we were still little kids, apparently), and made a makeshift Ouija board. For the planchette—the little heart-shaped piece that usually comes with the Ouija—we just used a hair clip, because it was about the same height and size.

She told me to place my fingers on the planchette across from hers and ask a question to the spirits, so I did. Thinking nothing would happen, I kind of sighed, but humored her all the same.

I asked, “Are there any spirits here in the forest that would like to communicate with me?” Just then, the planchette started to move! Of course I thought Sarah was moving it, but she swore up and down it wasn’t her.

The planchette moved slowly over to the “yes” circle at the top of the board. I freaked out a little bit but was also very intrigued, so I asked more questions.

“Are you a man or a woman?” MAN

“Do you live in this forest?” YES

“Are you the only spirit here right now?” NO

“Can we speak to the other spirits?” NO

“Why not?” ONLY ME

“Who are you?” DREAM

“What do you mean, ‘dream’?” I MAKE DREAMS

“So you put dreams in my head while I sleep?” YES

“I don’t believe you. If you really make dreams, what did I dream about last night?” DEATH

I gulped, yanked back my hands, and told Sarah I didn’t want to play anymore. Whoever I was communicating with knew exactly what I had dreamed the previous night! I’d had a dream that one of my other friend’s dads was killed in a horrific motorcycle accident. I’d seen every gory detail until I was scared awake and screaming.

Sarah told me that you can’t just stop playing with a Ouija board. You must “close the session,” or the spirits can attach themselves to you. I didn’t care. I was freaking out and told her I was not playing anymore, and I rolled over to go to sleep. I don’t know how, but I eventually fell into a deep slumber with the raindrops tapping our tent as a backdrop to my dream. Or should I say … nightmare.

That night, I dreamed about the motorcycle accident once more. This time, there was a black shadow standing next to me on the road. I was stuck! I couldn’t move off the road in my dream, and the black shadow just kept cackling at me with a gravelly, throat-phlegmy bellow.

I could hear the motorcycle getting closer and closer. The rumble of the engine hit me before anything else. It shook the ground beneath me. Then, from
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