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As I was saying in the Final Thoughts from Part 1, I’m sure most of us have had some kind of strange experience at some point. Ever since the beginning of time, man has looked to the stars, even on cave walls there have been paintings of strange people with helmets on or what looks like ships coming from the sky. There must be something out there. Thousands of people see UFO’s every year or have encounters with Bigfoot, or creatures out camping, or catching someone off guard, and there are times when you feel like someone or something is watching you. Most of us have had this feeling. Is there some kind of connection with aliens and Bigfoot? Maybe that’s why something can be right in front of you and then it’s gone. Did aliens drop them off and pick them back up again? Did they escape? Or, is there some kind of third dimension, or time portal, where they can travel back and forth through time and space? It’s something to think about.

Sometimes, late at night, I’m alone, my wife is in bed, and I’ll be watching TV and out of the corner of my eye, a dark shadow will move past me, or at times we would hear footsteps upstairs, when nobody is up there. Maybe some of these things are not for us to understand, and never will be.

We had a black cat, Salem, he passed away in 2016, he was 18 years old. He grew up with our son, and the day after I buried him, we went to Stray Haven and we were in the cat room looking at kittens, and there was a kitten, who’s name was Salem, so we adopted her right then and there. After we got her home, we noticed that she acted a lot like our old Salem. Even went to a lot of his old places, loved the same food, everything. In the backyard where the old Salem is buried, we have lights by his grave. It’s been a while since I changed the batteries in the lights and one night the lights started to blink and then came on. I went back in the house, and when I did, the lights went out. I can’t explain that. They still come on and off even though the batteries are low.

Have you ever had the feeling that you lived before, in the past? I always had the feeling I was a pirate who sailed the seas. Some people feel that they have lived several lives before. How do you explain that one?

A few years ago, my wife and I were checking our security cameras and we kept seeing orbs, they were all around our house, we looked at all the other houses on our street and they were only around our house. The one orb would dance around, come close up to the camera, like it was looking right at us, then glide away, then it would come right back and look right into the camera. It seemed to have some kind of brain and was thinking about what it was doing. This went on for weeks, we thought maybe it was weather bugs, we checked and checked things out, we looked at the video tapes many times and still can’t explain it. Then one night we had the cameras rolling and along with the orbs surrounding our house, there was a heartbeat. We could not explain what was going on and then one night we had the cameras on, and everything suddenly stopped just like that. No more orbs, no more sounds, no more heartbeats. We never had that happen again.

Back in the 80’s my brother and I used to go to the graveyards and try to tape voices from beyond the grave. We always got together and played guitar every weekend. On this particular weekend, we had this old tape player that we would tape our demos on. We went to the store and got some new tapes and next to the store was a graveyard, so we waited for it to get almost dark. We got our tape ready and started walking into the graveyard. We started walking around the tombstones trying to find a name or date or something that would give us a chill. Finally, we just decided to start taping. We clicked the tape record and set it on top of a grave and went back to my home and cracked a few beers. After a couple hours, we went back to get the tape. The tape had shut off, and we heard noises and voices around us. When we got back home, we started listening to the tape recorder. At first, there was a loud hiss and crackling sounds and then we started hearing whispers, shouts, and screams. Some of them were yelling, ‘help, help’ and in the background we could hear a deep voice. Finally, we shut it off and went on playing guitar, but talk about chills. I had goosebumps on top of goosebumps. I had that tape for years and I came across it some time ago and I said to myself, ‘oh, well I’ll play it, what the heck’, ‘click’ I put the tape in and nothing but a little hiss or crackle from age. There was nothing, not one sound, I had a label on it, so I knew what tape it was, but that was one of those very strange experiences!

When I was a teenager in the 70’s, a very strange thing happened to me. I rode the bus home at the end of the school day. Sometimes I wouldn’t take the bus and I would walk home after school. On this day, I had to stay after, so it was a little later than usual and it was a long walk and I decided to take the long way along the other side of the hill. It was a nice day so I started on my way. I was walking slowly and would I would stop to sit and rest on the way. It must’ve been getting about 5:00 pm by this time, and I finished the highway part of my walk. I started walking the huge mountain up home, it must’ve been at least 8 miles up. I had to rest at times just to catch my breath. I could really feel it in my legs and I couldn’t run if I had to, but I continued. It was early fall, about the last part of September and it started to get dark and chilly. I was really starting to walk as fast as I could but the damn mountain went on forever. Just as I started to reach the top, the moon was shining bright, my legs were like rubber and I was hearing, what sounded like, bare feet slapping on the pavement. They were getting faster and faster and I didn’t even want to look back to see what it was. Then all of the sudden, something sprang out of the brush just behind me. At first, I thought it was a deer, but when I slowly turned my head to see what it was, I could not believe what I was seeing. It looked like a human with no skin, just the muscles showing. I used to call it the skin man. I could see it coming closer and closer to me so I started running as fast as I could. It was catching up to me. It was running up the hill like a deer. When I finally saw lights and houses and it was gone. I have never seen anything like that again. Years later when I would talk about it, friends would say you saw a skinwalker. I didn’t know what that was, so I started reading about it. I found that out West they have seen skinwalkers and Indian folklore mention them a lot in their culture. Scared, I was scared to death! Until this day, I still do not know how I almost ran that many miles up hill, it was one of those memories I just put out of my mind and hardly ever talked about.

I guess you could say I’ve had some strange experiences, but I think most of us do. I think we put them away somewhere, lock them up deep in our soul, afraid to tell anyone, keeping our lips zipped for decades until one day, it all comes spilling out. It could be the smallest thing, or many that nobody notices until later. Have you gone somewhere and thought you’ve been there before? Or, have you seen someone who looks just like someone you know, exactly right down to the way they walk? How do you explain that? I had a very strange experience years ago when I was just out of my teens, about 20 or so. When I was younger, I used to hunt a lot, not so much now, but back then, I was in the woods every day. On this day, I got up, made my coffee and got thing around to go out on a hunt. I was ready to go out hunting and started up the hedgerow toward my favorite spot. I wanted to go somewhere different, so I stared looking for some place new. I walked and walked. Things looked very different, I tried to find my old spot and I just went in circles. I realized that I was lost. I wondered how, since I was in these woods most of my life and I knew them like the back of my hand. I came upon a graveyard, an old one, everything was all grown over. You could see the tombstones, and could barely see the names and dates. I have never come upon this before. The dates were from the 1880’s, around the Civil War times. I heard loud voices and then loud gun shots, like someone was having a small battle. The shots rang out and what sounded like cannons. I started running, I just couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I ran as fast as I could. Finally, I came to a cornfield on a farm that I knew, which was about 10 miles from
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