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​Author's Note

This book is not a defense of David's narrative, nor is it a debunking. I do not know, with certainty, what happened to him in those paralyzed moments in the dark. But I know this: his love for his hybrid son is genuine. The grief is real. The paintings are real. The longing is real. And human experience, regardless of its cosmic origins, deserves examination with care and without condescension.

This is a story about love, longing, grief, and the strange territory where human experience exceeds our categories. It's about a man who looked for meaning in the stars and found it in the face of a child who lived on another world.
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​Chapter 1: The Artist's Beginning
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​The Boy Who Looked Up

There's a photograph I found in David Huggins' archive, tucked into a folder labeled "Before." It shows a thin boy, perhaps seven or eight, standing in the yard of a small house in rural New Jersey. The photo is faded, the colors washed out the way photographs from the 1950s tend to be. The boy is looking up. Not smiling for the camera, but genuinely tilted back, head angled toward the sky, toward something beyond the frame.

I asked David about this photograph on an afternoon in late summer, sitting in his studio in upstate New York. The studio is a sprawling space he's built and rebuilt over decades, filled with thousands of paintings stacked against the walls, covering every surface. He found the image immediately when I mentioned it—he knows his own archive the way a parent knows their child's face.

"That's me," he said, holding the photograph carefully. "I must have been eight. I remember that day. I was looking for something. I don't remember what. Maybe I didn't know. But there was always this feeling that something was out there, waiting for me. Something I needed to find." He set the photograph down on his workbench, among the tubes of paint and brushes and sketches. "I think I was born looking for her. I just didn't know it yet."

This is how David Huggins' story often begins, in his own telling: not with the encounters, but with the looking. With the boy who stood in his yard in New Jersey and gazed at the sky with the intensity of someone searching for something he'd already lost.

To understand how David Huggins came to believe he had fathered a child with a being from another world, you must first understand the solitary boy he was. Not a lonely boy necessarily—the distinction matters. Loneliness is a consequence of isolation, but looking outward, toward something distant, toward something that lives in the realm of imagination and longing, is sometimes a choice. Or at least, it feels that way from the inside.

David's childhood was unremarkable in the way that so many childhoods are: a small house, a quiet street in New Jersey, a father who worked and a mother who kept the home. His father was a mechanic, practical-minded, focused on the material world. His mother was artistic, inclined toward music and books, but consumed by the endless labor of maintaining a household. There wasn't much room for strangeness, or for the kind of dreaming that required time and patience.

And yet David dreamed. He drew constantly from an early age. His mother noticed it first—the way he filled every scrap of paper with images, the way he could sit for hours, pencil in hand, rendering things that existed only in his mind. Not the representations a child artist typically makes: houses and trees and stick figures. But stranger things. Creatures. Faces that weren't quite human. Landscapes that didn't correspond to anything he'd seen.

When I asked David about these early drawings, he retrieved a small collection of them, preserved carefully in a leather portfolio. They were remarkable, even in their crude execution. There was a sophistication to them, a sense that the boy drawing them understood something about composition, about the weight of a figure in space. But more than that, there was an intentionality. He wasn't filling time. He was documenting something.

"I was trying to remember," David told me, looking at the drawings as though seeing them for the first time, or as if seeing them again after a very long absence. "That's what I understand now. I was trying to remember something I hadn't yet experienced. Does that make sense? I was drawing memories of things that hadn't happened yet."

I asked him what he meant by that.

He was quiet for a moment. "I think there are moments in childhood where you're more permeable. Where the boundary between the inner world and the outer world isn't as solid as it becomes. I think I was able to see across that boundary. Or feel it, anyway. I was drawing what I sensed."

This is the kind of claim that makes a skeptic's mind work overtime. It's not falsifiable. It's not strictly rational. But it's also not the kind of thing someone makes up for effect. There was something vulnerable in the way David said it, something that suggested he'd spent fifty years trying to articulate something that resisted language.

His art teachers noticed his talent. By high school, it was clear that David Huggins could draw in a way that most people could not. But something else was also becoming clear: the world of ordinary things—the school buildings, the football field, the social hierarchies of adolescence—didn't quite contain him. He was elsewhere, even when present. His attention was divided.

"I was a strange kid," David said. "Not weird in a way that got me bullied exactly, but just... not there. I would go to school and it felt like I was playing a part. Going through the motions. But inside, I was always elsewhere. I was always looking for something. The other kids felt that. They knew I wasn't fully engaged with the thing we were supposed to be doing."

This is a common enough experience for artistic people, especially young people who sense that their internal landscape is richer than the external one, more compelling, more true. But David's sense of otherness carried something particular. It wasn't just aesthetic distance or intellectual superiority. It was a kind of vertigo. A sense that reality itself was thin, that there were other things pressing against it, trying to reach him.

He spent a lot of time in the woods as a teenager. This is one thing that emerges clearly from his journals, which I was allowed to read. Entire pages devoted to descriptions of light filtering through leaves, the quality of silence in a forest at dawn, the feeling of being watched by something he couldn't name. "There's a presence here," he writes in an entry dated 1961, when he was seventeen. "I don't know what to call it. Not threatening. Curious, maybe. The way I'm curious about it, it seems to be curious about me."

His parents worried, in the way that parents of artistic, introverted teenagers often worry. They wondered if he was depressed. They encouraged him toward more social activities, more involvement with peers. His father, especially, wanted him to have interests that were practical, that might lead to a career. But David's path was already determined, even if he didn't fully understand it yet. He was going to be an artist. And he was going to spend his life trying to render the things he saw in his mind's eye, the things that existed in that liminal space between the inner and outer world.

After high school, he attended art school in New York City. This would have been in the early 1960s, a time of extraordinary creative ferment, when art was being made that challenged every assumption about what art could be. Abstract expressionism had dominated, and now there was a reaction against it, a move toward something new. Pop art was emerging. Minimalism. Conceptual art. And underneath all of it, there was a cultural appetite for the strange, for the visionary, for the boundaries of consciousness to be expanded.

"New York was like an electric current," David told me. "There was this feeling that anything was possible, that the old rules didn't apply. Everybody was experimenting. With art, with drugs, with ideas. It felt like the city itself was transforming, becoming something new. And I was young enough and naive enough to think I was part of it, that I mattered somehow."

He lived in a series of small apartments in the Lower East Side, the kind of places that artists could afford then. He worked odd jobs to support his art: dishwashing, construction, once briefly as a night janitor at a museum, which he loved because it meant he could look at the paintings after hours when the building was empty. He was in constant communication with other artists, attending exhibitions, participating in underground art scenes, absorbing influences. He was doing what young artists in New York did—trying to find his voice, trying to understand what he had to say that was worth saying.

And yet, even in this ferment of creative possibility, David felt set apart. "I wasn't really part of any movement," he said. "I couldn't embrace abstract expressionism the way other people did. It felt empty to me. And Pop art seemed to be making jokes about the surface of things. But I was interested in what was underneath. In the things that were hidden. In what was trying to break through."

His paintings from this period, such as they survive, show a young artist struggling toward something. There are influences visible—Abstract Expressionism's gestural mark-making, certainly, but also something stranger. Figuration emerging from abstraction. Faces appearing in the chaos of color and form. But it's as if he was reaching for something he couldn't quite articulate, trying to make the paintings do what he felt, but not yet having the language or skill to accomplish it.

Then came the night that changed everything.

​The First Intrusion

It was late 1966, or possibly early 1967. David's memory of the exact date is vague, which is interesting in itself. We think of the transformative moments in our lives as being precisely dated, permanently stamped on the calendar. But David's experience was different. He remembers it as a time of day rather than a date: late evening, close to midnight. He remembers the season as winter or late fall. He remembers the quality of darkness. But the specific month has been absorbed into the fifty years that followed, smoothed and softened by repetition and time.

He was living in an apartment on the Lower East Side at the time, a fifth-floor walk-up that he shared with another art student named Marcus. Marcus was rarely there. David spent most of his time alone, working, or attending gallery openings, or walking through the city with no particular destination in mind. He was in his early twenties, adrift, unanchored, still waiting for something to catalyze his life into meaning.

He had gone to bed sometime around midnight. The apartment was cold. There was no adequate heat, so he slept under several blankets, in the kind of deep sleep that only comes to young people in poorly heated spaces. Then something changed. He became aware of it first as a quality of the air, a kind of electric charge. Then as a sound, very low, almost below the threshold of hearing. And then as light.

The light, he described to me, was different from any light he'd seen before or since. It wasn't like the light of street lamps or electric bulbs. It was cooler, somehow. More structured. It had a kind of geometry to it that he couldn't quite describe, but that made him think of the way light might look if you could see its mathematical structure, if you could see the equations that light obeyed.

And then he couldn't move.

This is the point at which David's account enters territory that is familiar to anyone who has read about UFO abductions. The paralysis is a common element in these accounts, so common that it has become almost a calling card of the experience. The person is frozen, unable to move or scream, aware but utterly powerless. And David's account follows this pattern, but with differences that matter.

"I wasn't afraid," he told me. "And I want to emphasize that, because everyone expects to be afraid. They've seen the movies, they know what they're supposed to feel. But I felt something else. I felt like I was being looked at. Like there was attention on me, focused and complete. Like someone was seeing me all the way through. And instead of









​The Question Beneath the Surface
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