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AFTERWORD


CHAPTER ONE

THE FIRST COMMUNICATION

This book of letters could conceivably be the first true communication from another world that has ever been recorded. It does not offer a conventional message, but rather
something much more arresting: the transmission of its meaning through the lives of the people who had these experiences and the determination to write them down.

Their gift to the world is this: here is the voice of another reality, speaking clearly at last, offering a message and a promise that we can understand and act upon.

And not a moment too soon. Presently, close encounters are the most misunderstood, misrepresented, and scorned of all human experiences, and yet as certainly among the very most important. Over the past ten years, Anne and I have received nearly two hundred thousand letters from close-encounter wit­nesses. Almost certainly, these letters contain the key to this extraordinarily mysterious experience, and in this collection we have attempted to choose a cross section that would both evolve some rich new questions and provide much-needed answers to old ones.

The collection will put certain shibboleths to rest forever.

First, it has been generally assumed that this experience only happens to a few people. The mere fact that we have received so many letters suggests that the number of people involved must be vast.

Second, there is an assumption that close encounters only happen to people in isolation. If the wife has an encounter, the husband sleeps through it. Actually, most encounters involve more than one witness, and the letters reflect this.

Third, it has been claimed that encounter experiences are only remembered under hypnosis. Nothing could be further from the truth. In the right hands, hypnosis can be a useful tool in helping witnesses to retrieve memories of encounters, but the overwhelming majority of people remember without its aid.

Fourth, it has been assumed that people report these experiences in order to get attention. In fact, we had a great deal of difficulty even finding correspondents who would be willing to allow their letters to be included in this book. People write us to get something off their chests. They do not ask for or want publicity.

It has also been claimed that the experience is an outcome of temporal lobe epilepsy. It has been falsely claimed, for example, in Parade Magazine, that I have “admitted” I have this illness. In reality, I have not only claimed but proved the opposite with extensive medical tests, and so reported in my work. We have included one letter in this collection from a temporal lobe epileptic who has also had close-encounter experiences in the presence of another witness. Additionally, we have intentionally included the testimony of an alcoholic, not because the close-encounter experience is any more connected with that disease than it is with temporal lobe epilepsy, but rather because it reveals that impairments neither induce nor sup­press the experience. It also contains elements of multiple- witness observation.

Some older UFO investigators have tried to promote the notion that all close-encounter experiences are more or less the same, involving people being taken aboard spaceships, examined, and interfered with sexually. In actuality, while sexual contact is commonly reported, this rigid narrative structure is extremely rare except among people who have been exposed to the ministrations of such investigators. We have rarely received letters describing this experience, except in the context of much stranger and more complex interaction.

Until quite recently, the body of letters in possession of the Communion Foundation were the single most powerful argument that the close-encounter experience was both quite real and entirely misunderstood. We did not publish the letters, though, because we felt that they would be unfairly dismissed and derided. That will still happen, but in order to do it now, those who would deny this reality must openly lie. This is because another argument has emerged, this one based on physical evidence, which may now be added to this overwhelming torrent of anecdotes.

For years, close-encounter witnesses have been claiming that their strange visitors have been implanting objects in their bodies. In 1996, these objects began to be located, removed, and placed under laboratory study. The National Institute for Discovery Sciences, using the facilities of New Mexico Tech, determined that some implants removed by Dr. Roger Lier and others consisted of highly magnetized metal, clad in minerals that would have the effect of retarding rejection. Others were discovered by Dr. Lier to be encased in membranes made from the skin of the individuals bearing them. The Communion Foundation has joined together with other foundations to study such objects using the facilities of various research institutes on a par with the New Mexico facility. The first implant they studied proved to be impossible to explain by conventional means. In further support of hypnosis as an effective tool when used correctly, one witness, who had many remembered encounters, was hypnotized and asked if she could remember any implants being put in her body. Under hypnosis, and only then, she described such an event. The area was then X-rayed, the object was located, and it was subsequently removed.

That so much supposedly educated criticism has been directed both against the reality of the close-encounter phenomenon and against the few tools that are effective in helping us learn about it, such as hypnosis, is a grave moral outrage, an assault against the progress of human knowledge by the arrogant and the ignorant.

As if the implant discoveries were not enough, throughout the nineties, hundreds of hours of videotape of UFOs have poured in from around the world, most of it made by amateurs and often in the context of large assemblies of people. This video ended the debate about whether or not unknown objects are moving through our skies: they are.

Taken together, these two developments have changed the situation regarding the letters completely. Denial of the existence of the visitors is now a purely emotional affair. It is absent of any empirical validity. Somebody or something unknown, operating both in the context of high theater and great secrecy, has approached us.

The letters offer us a remarkably pure and efficient means of understanding the message that these very strange others may be bringing us. It is not a message that can be written on a billboard or explained in a few simple words, but it is an aston­ishingly clear one nevertheless.

As we journey from one bizarre tale to the next, an overall pattern emerges. Again and again, the close-encounter witness has his understanding of the world around him shat­tered. He is revealed to himself in a new way; the world around him ceases to sustain the familiar meaning by which he had defined it and becomes wrapped in mystery. He is challenged by questions that he cannot bear and cannot answer. Again and again, the plea will be made in these letters: Help me, I’m confused, I cannot understand.

There can be only one reason for such disorientation. At the very deepest level of the mind, so deep it is hard even to remember what happens there, the visitors are inducing stress, and it is severe stress.

Why would they be doing this? Is it an attempt to drive the human unconscious insane? Obviously not. An effort to harm us could be made without expending anything like the resources that are being poured into the visitors’ work.

When species are stressed too much, they collapse. They go extinct. Slightly less stress, and they evolve to meet the new conditions. There is no evidence that the visitors are inducing overwhelming stress in the human population. To the contrary, the number of letters that we have received reporting even the slightest physical injury is tiny. We have not yet received a letter reporting that mental illness has emerged from a close encounter.

So, if the experience isn’t dangerous, but is stressful, what is the outcome of the stress? Again, the letters make this clear: the stress produces the most profound opening of the mind we have ever witnessed. We don’t even know the meaning of the properties of mind and spirit that are evolving in us in response to the presence of the visitors.

It is easy enough to call them psychic powers, but that ignores the fact that they must have some basis in reality or they wouldn’t exist. More than the ability to view things remotely, to travel out-of-body, to slip back and forth in time, to levitate, to recall past lives and read the minds of others, close-encounter witnesses begin to see themselves in a completely new way.

This experience appears to be, at its core, the outcome of an attempt to wake us up to our own true potential, to enable us to realize that we have been seduced by a lie, and to shake off the chains that this lie has heaped on our shoulders.

The lie is that man is weak and small and stupid, and that the human spirit is guilty or evil or simply inadequate. Scientists, academicians, and the media keep up what amounts to a relentless diatribe against the worth and spirit of man: you have no soul, you have no meaning, your doings are at best venial, at worst unspeakably evil. And history, bloody as it appears on the surface, would seem to reinforce this litany of accusations.

The communication from the beyond that is contained in these letters is quite the opposite. It says that man is more than physical body, that life is rich with meanings as yet undiscovered, and that human beings are rare creatures of extraordinary value.

The hollow, sorrowing people who are the outcome of the barrage of lies that swirl around us are stunned to passivity. They are excellent consumers, because they are by necessity dissatisfied and seeking to fill a hunger that cannot be filled. No matter how exquisite the watch, how speedy the car, how alluring the latest lover, material consumption cannot substitute for self-discovery.

We are a species in poverty, and the visitors are here with a message of hope: you can raise your eyes, and when you do you will see a mirror. This is a magic mirror, for it reflects only the truth. It reveals you as you are: a being so rich with unfulfilled potential that you are literally terrifying to yourself.

Mankind is looking up, is seeking to find a way to escape this demonized and dying world. These letters reveal that there is a force calling to us, seeking on our behalf to do what we cannot do ourselves, which is to recognize our own true value, and our own real powers.

Over the years in which I have suffered being the “Communion Man,” the only things that have kept me going have been the love of my family and the letters I receive. Week in and week out, for the past ten years, we have opened impassioned statement after impassioned statement, and heard there a song, sung in notes of purest gold: We are out here, we are sharing the mystery with you, we will sustain you. As I have faced lying, vicious attacks, one after another, and seen the way ignorance and fear join together to make human beings stupid and cruel, I have had this testament to sustain me.

And so I have joined this great band of sisters and brothers of the unknown, and when I have gone out into the dark to meet the visitors, I have walked with them beside me. Were it not for them, I do not see how I could have continued on my quest. At some point I would have fallen down and not gotten up, were it not for their need for me to rise, and their faith that I would do so.

Deep within the letters, there are certain visual themes that are suggestive of their origin in a truly nonhuman consciousness. Among them are the black sedan phenomenon, in which black sedans inexplicably rush at children; the thug effect, in which readers are invaded by what appear to be 1920s gangsters; the appearance of owls, which often seem to announce the visitors. While riding his bike as a child, one witness was actually hit by one of the mysterious cars and apparently killed. His remarkable story is astonishing evidence of how little we understand about ourselves and the world around us.

The appearance of a large-eyed creature accompanied by two smaller blue ones also occurs more than once in these letters. Why would such a strange detail recur unless people are reporting something really seen?

The whole close-encounter experience has a texture of the improbable that lifts it right out of the ordinary context of “alien contact.” If this is contact with aliens, then they are even stranger than the strangest beings we could have imagined. They do not play by the rules of reality but of dream; they are not bound by the careful laws of physics, but by the wild ones of the imagination. Those of us who see them and have the outrageous temerity to report what we see are branded as “alien contactees” by the media and asked dumber-than-dumb questions such as, “What planet do they come from?” and “What are their names?”

They told me that they came from “everywhere,” and their names, I suspect, are no more fixed than the wind. As far as why they came here, they said to me, “We saw a glow.” At the time I thought that this referred to cities in the night, but now I feel that it was us they saw, our souls like embers, and they knew that we were trying to grow bright.

Then there are those who brand the visitors as evil and dangerous. They would suppress people such as me and letters such as these on behalf of the spectacularly wrong-headed idea that mankind is better left ignorant. But ignorance itself is dangerous, and what we need is understanding so that we can cease to be passive, and so that we can respond.

It is time for those who deny the existence of the unknown to change their position; there is somebody else here, and we do not understand who or what they are. As you read these letters, you will find every assumption you have ever made about the visitors coming into question. You will see them operating from within a context that is totally unexpected and so far unremarked in the literature: the visitors and the souls of our own dead seem somehow bound together. There are some stunning stories of encounters with dead friends and relatives, including one of literally overwhelming significance.

More than one text discusses going out-of-body and finding what is essentially another world, one invested with the technology of the visitors. In the world of the soul, though, even the machineries are constructed of truth. So it is that the ships up close seem like living beings, and the stories that military men tell of crashes and the need to “protect our airspace from the aliens” come to seem like the helpless nattering of blind men attempting to describe by touch what must truly be seen. Indeed, the whole folklore of alien encounter as it presently exists seems more like a two-dimensional creature’s description of a ball passing through his flat world: he sees only an undulating line. The description is correct, but does not even begin to accurately explain the reality of the ball. Indeed, it can’t, because a two-dimensional creature cannot conceive of a three-dimensional object.

These letters, however, offer a thunderous and incredibly exciting affirmation of the human spirit and the human mind. Focused though he may be on three dimensions, man is not intrinsically a narrow, three-dimensional creature. Far from it, the letters offer proof that, however imperfectly and haltingly, we can see.

Despite the relentless shrieking of scientists, reporters, and intellectuals, steeped in Marxist dialectic and still loyal to its hoary denial of human grace, the truth is that the mind of man can become greater. We can add time to the shapes of the world, and see beyond, and go beyond. The letters call to us; they sing a glorious song: You are more than you think, heed the message of the visitors: look up, rise up, ascend into your own true humanity, find yourself in the stars.

It is entirely clear that the message here is from a higher world: not that we cannot join, but that we can; not one where we aren’t wanted, but where we are. And so you will read again and again, amid all the fear and confusion and the desperate passion of the unanswerable question, the haunting call of the visitors.

It is a call, finally, from child to child on a fine young morning: Wake up humanity, come out, join us, and in so doing, join yourselves to the grandeur and simple joy that is all around you.


CHAPTER TWO

CHILDHOOD

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky:

So it was when my life began;

So it is now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.

“My Heart Leaps Up”

William Wordsworth

Children and Aliens: Where It All Begins

If you are a close-encounter witness, odds are that your experiences began when you were a child. Often, it seems that the children of witnesses become witnesses themselves, that close encounters run in families.

In general, the earliest memories of encounters coincide with the earliest development of the ability to remember. This suggests, of course, that encounters may happen to the witness even before this, indeed, that they may follow witnesses from the beginning of life to the end.

Childhood encounters are very unlike adult ones, and for a reason that I believe I can explain from my own experiences. Usually, although not always, the childhood encounter is not deeply terrifying. Children tend to be startled during the initial approach, but they soon settle into a state of wonder that adults must learn to recapture if we are ever to make progress in understanding the experience.

The reason that this is so is that the child’s mind is more flexible than the adult’s. A child’s ego is not developed enough to be threatened by the overwhelming power of the visitors; the devastating fear of annihilation that so characterizes the adult experience appears only as the personality matures. As a result of this, these letters are exceptionally revealing.

Memories from childhood’s open innocence are windows, like no other, into the secret heart of the encounter experience. They suggest something very different from adult encounters: there is magic, there is wonder. When one child asks why the visitors are clipping his fingernails and scraping his skin, he is given a wonderful, if somewhat chilling, explanation. Another follows the ghost of his dead brother into the woods, where he is shown a photo album that contains a shocking, deeply revealing secret that concerns us all. In another case, some little boys armed with BB guns blunder into what was apparently an underground alien facility of some sort and have a truly extraordinary adventure there.

What these stories from childhood tell us is the same thing that my own childhood memories have said: to really gain from our encounters, we must balance on the thin line between innocence and wisdom. We must go forth into our encounters with the open eyes of children and the careful minds of truly wise adults.

A Secret About Memory

I have a daughter, age eleven, and this is her account of her experiences, as she told them to me while speaking into a tape recorder.

The first experience she remembers happened when she was ten. She got into bed and had just closed her eyes when a “kind of fog” came over her. Soon she saw the ones she calls “friends” or “comforters.” They took her to a stone wall where she felt herself held down, although there were no straps and no one appeared to be touching her. She then felt her “soul” and “mind” go through the stone wall into a gray room. She remembers being on some sort of table, like an ironing board. At this point she wanted to tell me more, but said, “They took a piece of my mind out so I can’t remember, because they’re not ready to tell you.”

She says that when she goes with these visitors, they experiment with her, and “talk to her in her mind.” She wants to ask them questions, but somehow can’t. They tell her not to be afraid, that they won’t hurt her. She feels they really care about her and love her—that they are friends who are protecting her.

My daughter says that she belongs with them and “when she’s done here,” she’ll “go back to their own planet.” When she visits the stone wall, her physical form is still in bed, but her “soul and mind” travel to the gray room. She feels as if she’s floated up, or carried into a beam of light. In this state, she is no longer wearing her pajamas, but is instead wearing something that feels like leaves.

On these journeys, she feels like she’s floating into a ship, but she has never seen one. They take her to a “different planet,” where she sees “no other life-forms as we know them.” When asked to describe her friends, she says they are little, and holds her hand about three feet from the ground to demonstrate how tall they are. Most of them look wet and gray. Some are greenish, with big black rounded and slanted eyes. Their skin is smooth and “there’s a smell like no smell from this planet. They’re really thin, except they have little pudgy bellies. They have no body parts, four fingers, feet like ours, but like a duck’s, sort of, with webs.” She did not notice any clothing or hair on them. “Their planet is damp and we might think it has dirty air, but it’s really clean air.”

She says when she comes back to her body on the bed, she hears a buzzing sound. She usually thinks it’s the clock and tries to turn it off, but it isn’t the clock that’s making the noise. Then the bed shakes, and she’s back in her body. After these experiences, she always knows what’s going to happen to her on that day, and things always happen just as she says they will.

Mr. Dinosaur

My experiences with the visitors seem to come in waves, and there are three to four experiences per wave. The “wave” that brought this phenomenon to my attention consisted of four episodes, spanning ten months from August 1989 until June 1990. In the first one, I found myself on a dirt road by our house, and was then taken aboard a craft. The second one had to do with paralysis while watching lights coming through windows, and watching these lights move around the house. The third one involved “dreaming” about being on a large disk near a reservoir by our house and being handed a hybrid baby while I was told it was my son. The fourth had to do with being awake one night and smelling “cardboard” while realizing that I was paralyzed from the waist up. I heard shuffling noises next to the bed. I kicked whatever was standing next to the bed, then blacked out.

For over a year, I do not recall any more visitor experiences, but I did have a lot of dreams and paranormal experiences, including levitation.

I then became pregnant, and all was quiet until August of 1992, when one night my daughter woke me up by screaming, “Stop, no!” I leapt out of bed and ran downstairs, expecting to find her in fits, but it was as if she had not uttered a sound. She lay there quietly, sleeping soundly. However, when I turned to see how my son was sleeping, he was sitting up grinning at me, wide awake. I scooped him up and took him into the family room to rock him back to sleep. We must have rocked for twenty minutes, and I was actually becoming drowsy. My eyes were closed. Then an odd thing happened: I got a vision of three “grays” standing in front of the rocking chair. It was as if I could see through my eyelids.

It shocked me, and I opened my eyes to see an intense light coming from the kitchen door. At that exact moment, I felt a flash of searing heat infuse my entire spine. Then the light faded, as did the spinal heat. I didn’t even stop rocking. My breath came in gasps and my heart hammered through my chest, but I didn’t want to alarm my boy, though I was sure he could tell I was excited. In another few minutes, I decided to get up and put him down, asleep or not. He went down with no fuss, but I was really shaken up, and it took me awhile to get back to sleep.

In October 1992, we moved to the Chicago area. My daughter told me that “Mister” could not find us here, and for the first time in three and a half years she quit jabbering about “Mister and the little Misters.”

In April 1993, I woke up to hear what sounded like my daughter running around on the wood floor in the kitchen. Annoyed, I reluctantly got out of bed and looked over the banister down to the kitchen and family room, but saw no one. I peeked into my daughter’s room and was surprised to find her sound asleep. I looked in on my son, who had learned to walk a few months before, but he was asleep, too. I got back into bed. Perhaps a minute later I heard it again—someone running around! The thought occurred to me that neighbor kids were running across our deck, but when I got up to look, the sounds stopped. Back in bed again, it began again, but I knew if I got up, I’d find nothing. Anyway, I went down and found nothing again. I wasn’t surprised when I returned to bed and heard it again.

The next evening, while bathing my kids, my daughter did something she’d never done before. She told me she’d had a bad dream which involved a “Mister Dinosaur,” who walked on two legs like a person. He had two blue trolls with him, and Mister Dinosaur had hurt her arm. I decided not to make a fuss about it, but I checked her arm. It was okay, so I left it at that. I called the Center for UFO Studies to report this episode and waited for the next encounter. I was in for a long wait. Aside from a few restless nights, and a very frightening paranormal experience in the spring of 1995, nothing occurred with the visitors.

On September 12, 1995, I awoke in the middle of the night to footfalls running on the kitchen wood floor again. I knew what I was hearing, and chose to roll over and go back to sleep. Then I had a waking dream in which I was running into the kitchen chasing a child. I chased it into the dining room, where it turned to show its face; it was a hybrid. It seemed to be young. “He” was wearing a hooded robe. I chased him around the table and into the living room, where I caught him by the shoulder and spun him around. I sank to my knees and held his shoulders, and looked into a sweet elfish face. He smiled at me, and I noticed little creases at the corners of his mouth. I asked his name, and then a perfectly ordinary middle-aged woman walked through my front door and, smiling, told me his name. I don’t quite remember it, but it was something like “O’dan.” Then I noticed several people walking in front of the bay window toward the front door. Then it ended.

The night of October 18, as I was getting ready for bed, I said to myself, “They’re coming tonight,” feeling absolute conviction. I remember closing the door to the walk-in closet and making a mental note to leave it open a few inches. I woke up later and rolled over on my back, and was immediately hit with the vibrating, heavy paralysis. I knew exactly what was happening and actually formed the words “I know this” with my inner voice. I was looking around the room and beginning to panic, hyperventilate, and my heart was pounding. I was determined to stay conscious, so I closed my eyes to calm myself. I then tried to move, with great difficulty, and to lift my arms in front of my face; I had little control over them, though. I decided to try to wake my husband, and began hitting and punching him, but he didn’t budge. I stopped when I noticed light coming from the crack in the walk-in closet door. I closed my eyes again, because I felt panic starting to creep in, but then felt a presence next to my bed. When I opened my eyes I was stunned to find three entities standing there next to my bed, two shorter ones in front of a taller one. I threw my arms up to protect myself—or to hit them—but they simply put their hands up while all three gently brushed my hands away. They seemed to be enjoying this “hand dance.” We kept at it for a while, and I tried to touch them, to feel their skin. Then they began to “sing,” making a high-pitched, lilting little noise, with their voices weaving together. It was beautiful! I closed my eyes in utter elation and joy; I knew I was smiling. I opened my eyes to see the tallest one come forward, and I simply reached over and stroked his left forearm with my right hand. It gently held my left hand in its right.

It was very loving and gentle. I managed to say “I love you” out loud. The words came from my innermost being and seemed to be louder, as if it was not my voice. The being then began to glide away from me toward the walk-in closet. I didn’t notice the others leaving, but they were gone. The being stopped at the door and looked back at me, then tilted its head and smiled! I didn’t expect this. I waved and said “bye” out loud. The being seemed so human at that moment, as it lifted an arm to wave back and mouthed the word “bye.” Then it turned and went through the closet door. As I watched the light fading, my mind raced, and so did my heart. I was so overjoyed that they had allowed me to see them!

I listened as a train droned down the tracks a few miles away. The light and the sound of the train faded, together with the paralysis. The first thing I did was to check the clock; it was 2:50 a.m. I got up and looked outside, but saw nothing. Then I checked on the kids, and they were both fine. When I got back to my bedroom, I checked my compass, which was okay, so I went back to bed. For over an hour I relived what had just happened, over and over. I was so thrilled and honored that they had allowed me to stay conscious. My eyes burned and teared the whole time.

The beings were pretty typical. The two smaller ones were three to four feet tall and had largish eyes, but not huge or ugly. I was focused from the start on the tallest one, who was nearly five feet tall and had noticeably smaller eyes. It seemed familiar, and the most interesting feature was that it glowed. It was really quite beautiful. The head was very much like a human’s, but it was bald.

I am going to back up and relate a very frightening experience I had on April 13, 1995, six months before the experience described above. I was a drunken mess at the time and had quit my job a month before. I was in the middle of an overpowering depression, and when this happened it kind of put the fear of God in me. I can clearly see, from my journal, that it was the catalyst that woke me up to my spirituality.

That night, I could not sleep. At 10:45 P.M., as I lay with my eyes closed, on my side, I thought I felt the cat jump up on the bed in front of my face. I smiled as I felt her fur brush my face. I was going to reach out to her, but when I opened my eyes all I saw was a black void about eighteen inches across, with uneven edges. As soon as I saw this, I realized it wasn’t the cat. It began to rotate slowly, brushing my face and right hand with air, and I heard a rushing noise. The quicker it spun, the louder the noise became, until it sounded like a hundred mph wind! I became frightened at this point, and it seemed to jump off the bed on to the floor. Just as I thought it was gone, it leapt back up in front of my face. It seemed furious, and I felt a pulling sensation on my chest. It felt like it was trying to pull my soul out. I started to get mad, and it leapt off the bed again, but about fifteen seconds later, jumped back up and was more intense. This time, it grabbed and pulled on the fourth and fifth fingers of my left hand. This made me angry, and my anger intensified as more pulling continued on my chest. I was now in a rage, concentrating my rage on this thing, directing it like a beam. Suddenly it seemed to detach itself and just disappeared! As soon as it was over, I turned to my husband to see if he’d seen it, but he was snoring softly.

In May, I had entry after entry of spiritual dreams and paranormal occurrences, like seeing things in the house and noises. It was a very active time, and I’m sure it was the turning point. I only have a few entries leading up to the September 12 “dream,” and they are all rather profound, when seen in retrospect.

On November 10, I either regained consciousness at the beginning or the end of an encounter, because I found myself in that familiar state of paralysis and simply panicked. I was panting so hard that my mouth and tongue were totally dry. The only thing I witnessed was that same light coming from the crack in the door of the closet. At the height of my panic, I closed my eyes to calm down, and suddenly felt something coming from the bedside along the whole length of my body. It was a gentle, jostling sensation. Then I felt motion, as if I was moving toward the edge of the bed, but I kept my eyes shut so as not to alarm them; I didn’t want to scare them. Suddenly the sensation was over, and when I opened my eyes, I was still alone and paralyzed, with the light still coming from the closet. Right away the light and paralysis began to fade, and then it was over.

On December 1, at 1:03 a.m., I came out of a paralysis. When it began, I was lying on my left side with the covers down by my waist. I said to myself, “Oh no—not again!”, and closed my eyes to wait. Suddenly I felt something smooth rubbing my open right hand, and when I opened my eyes, I was surprised to find that same hybrid child holding my wrist with both his hands and rubbing the top of his head with my hand! He was looking right at me and grinning, and for some reason this tickled me; he was so cute. There was also a normal little girl with dark brown, longish hair wearing a dress with petticoats. She was about four, and was trying to pry open the fingers on my left hand. I felt the distinct physical sensations of their actions. I closed my eyes for a moment, and when I opened them the girl was gone, but the hybrid was still doing what he’d been doing. I asked him out loud what he was doing, and he telepathically said, “I’m chewing purple gum.” I asked him if he’d blow bubbles, and he looked at me with a quizzical expression, as if he didn’t understand the question. I suddenly felt very tired and closed my eyes. As soon as I did, I felt something moving under my body from head to toe. I opened my eyes and saw myself being lifted up, and watched with intense interest as the sheets were pulled off of my body and I was drawn out toward the edge of the bed. Then I watched myself being lifted higher and higher, moving toward the bathroom, as if I was being carried by someone holding me over their head. There was a strobe-like light, and I was moving toward it. At that point I closed my eyes, and when I opened them I was back in bed and paralyzed, watching the light fade from the closet. As soon as the paralysis wore off, I looked at the clock.

In the early morning hours of January 9, I wrote down all the dreams I’d been having. One was about being in a place with several halls and walls that looked like white tuck-and-roll! I also found myself in a semi-fetal position, pitched forward so my head was down. I could feel gravity, and was fighting to breathe, as I was drawing a dense liquid into my lungs. I got really frantic, until I realized I was somehow getting oxygen, and I was okay. Then I felt very solid, ridged and thick; I felt like a dark red root. I felt the pressure of being encased or impacted into something dense, but my consciousness could travel up and down the length of this “root.” I felt safe and somehow very powerful. When I woke up that morning, I was physically exhausted, and my eyes burned for about two hours.

A New You

I will begin by saying that I was ten years old in 1953 and lived in a rural area. My sisters and I all slept in the same room. One night my mother came hurrying into the bedroom to wake us up. She told us to look out the window. We did, and there was a large, hot, glowing globe in the sky. It floated any way it wanted to go. My mother was a little scared and told us to be quiet, but as I remember it now, it was already very, very quiet outside, like a vacuum. I was watching this globe float around when I suddenly became very drowsy. Here was where my conscious memory ended, until lately, when I started reading Communion. The “buried” visit now emerges:

I am eleven years old; I can see “him” floating outside my bedroom window. He is only three to four feet tall. He has a skinny gray body, a large head, large slanted eyes, a line mouth, no nose, ears, or hair. I feel eyes that can “film” everything. I heard in my head, “You have been chosen. We will not harm you.” Then there was blackness. Next, I am floating through our living room upright, about six inches off the floor. Beings are floating with me. As we float past my mother’s room door, I look in her bedroom and see between three to six beings that are glowing from their bodies with a pure white light. They are clustered around my stepdad. He had been crippled since he was five years old. The beings are very interested in his legs. They are holding one of his legs in their hands. I am thinking to myself at seeing this, “They can heal Pop’s legs!” They did not, of course, but I believed they could. Then there was blackness again.

Next, I am sitting up on a “doctor’s table” with my legs hanging over the side. I feel relaxed and curious and excited. “My friend,” as I believe this being was, is at my feet, scraping the bottoms of them. That tickled me, so I pulled my foot back, and he laughed with his eyes, and in my mind. They scraped skin off of my arms and feet.

They took a little hair off my head and cut my nails. I asked questions in my mind, but before I could verbalize them, they answered back very softly but directly, “We are making a new you.” I asked him, “Are you like angels?” and he replied, “Not as you have been taught.” My friend said it was time for me to go, and I would forget their visit. Extreme sadness, longing, and sorrow passed through me, and I cried real tears and begged them “not to forget me” and asked why I had to forget them. His answer was, “Because there are those who will tamper with your mind.” Then there was blackness.

I think that added to all this was a flash memory of a big screen and seeing I know not what! It was something about a promise of returning to see me again, and a half-remembered conversation about a “bad time on earth.” Then I was floating back into my living room and there, lined up like zombies, was my whole family! I thought to myself, “Why do they all look like that?” Then there was blackness a final time.

Back when I started remembering the visit, I asked my
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