
 

After the missing time experience while trying to watch ‘The Matrix’, and also the 

incident where I discovered the puncture in my hand, and the blood on the drink can and 

my pillow case and sheet, I had only one question. What to do next? I didn’t have the 

faintest idea. I was so obsessed about what I had found out from the websites that I could 

hardly stand to be around people. I was worried about my sanity. I had a lot of subjective 

proof but still the message from society was so strong that there is nothing that “goes 

bump in the night” that I had a difficult time accepting everything.  

I spent about six to eight hours a day for an entire waking under the power lines which 

run through a cleared easement in my woods. At first my brain was thinking “how can 

this be true” and what can I do about it”, then, I suddenly had an idea that there was 

something I could do. I could talk to them. I had seen in some TV shows, cop shows 

mostly, that if you are abducted by humans you should talk to your abductees. You 

should make sure they know your name and in this way they might actually start thinking 

of you as a person and not just an object with which they can do whatever they want. I 

reasoned that this might work the same way with aliens. 

To try and accomplish this and to see if maybe there could be some kind of reciprocity in 

this relationship, I started a project of communicating with them. It was quite within the 

realm of possibilities that I might actually get some sort of response. Sometimes I spoke 

out loud; sometimes I just thought what I wanted to say. I felt like they might actually be 

listening, but even if they weren’t it was therapeutic. As time spent under the power lines 

progressed and turned into a daily endeavor I refined what I wanted to say to them. I did 

my best to say the same thing over and over again or a close variation so they would get 

tired of me projecting my thoughts at them and answer me. I asked them over and over if 

they were really taking me. I asked them if I was insane. I truly felt that I wasn’t insane, 

but that the event might be just around the corner. At any rate, I exhausted myself each 

day walking and obsessively talking at them, so I was at least able to sleep each night. 

On April 24th, I performed at the Country Kitchen, singing while accompanying myself on 

the guitar. It was basically a horrible experience. Everything went great until I got up in 

front of the audience of only about fifteen people. I started my first song and made it 



through all right, and the people clapped for me, but then on the second song I started 

forgetting part of the lyrics. They would disappear from my mind just as I was about to 

sing them; I wanted to run away. I cannot describe it in any other way. If I had been 

performing unplugged with no mic, I might have just left and never returned, but with a 

PA system, microphone, chords, etc., a quick escape was impossible. I decided I would be 

brave and make it through the entire set. 

Even though my performance consisted of covers of musical standards from the 60’s and 

some country music from the 50’s and 60’s, pretty much 50 percent of the lyrics were of 

my own composition, made up on the spot. After a time, I pulled out lyrics I had printed 

up from my guitar case and started using them. That made things a little bit better, but 

most of the time, part of me still wanted to run out the door. At one point a man from the 

audience, Jimmy Daniels (Jimmy is an excellent guitarist and has played with several 

prominent bands when they performed in Shreveport, Louisiana) came up and sat down 

next to me. Jimmy calmed me down a bit by drawing my attention to him and making me 

forget about the audience. He took over the guitar, and we played and sang as if we were 

sitting in his living room. Somehow, this made things better for everyone. 

The last song of the set was ‘Mr. Spaceman’ by the Birds. Frank had come to the 

performance to help me load and unload all the musical equipment. On the 25th, I related 

what had happened to me after the performance and he felt that it was ironic I had ended 

my set with that song. I had talked to the aliens for a week, telling them I had to know 

what was being done to me. I was obsessed and thought at them for hours at a time. They 

seemed to have received the message because this happened, as follows, after the 

performance. This journal entry chronicles my first time to see and remember being in the 

actual presence of the aliens since I was five. 

Journal Entry 4/24/2009 

Last night after my performance at the Country Kitchen, I was so wound up that 

sleep was impossible, even though, I was exhausted. Meditation seemed to be the 

next best choice and that might relax me enough to be able to go to sleep. I use a 

meditation CD from the Zygon Company. I fell so deeply into a trance that I was 

not aware of my breathing, heart beating, or anything. It was so intense that I had 

to rise out of the trance towards wakefulness just to make sure I was still alive. 

After I was sure of this, I settled back down and fell more deeply into the trance 

than before.  

There were no phosphines in my eye sight. It was total blackness.  Then I felt 

something press down on top of the mattress and move my bed. At first, I thought 



my cat had jumped up onto the bed but then I remembered she was outside. 

Suddenly wide awake, I jerked my eyes open. I am not looking at my bedroom; I 

am somewhere else, somewhere I have no memory of ever being before! This is all 

very confusing because I am lying in some sort of hammock, but it is connected 

from the sides rather than from the ends, so it does not sink down in the middle. I 

look up at the ceiling trying to see how far up the hammock goes, how it is 

connected, but there seems to be a sort of fog that keeps me from seeing all the 

way to the top. Suddenly, I actually snap to what is happening; they have answered 

my request and I am on one of their ships! 

I look up at the ceiling again but still I cannot see the connectors for the hammock, or 

whatever they call it because it is not very bright in here, and because of this strange fog . 

I am lifting my hands above my head, and arching my back up as I lean my head 

backwards to look out of the end of the hammock. I am afraid to move too much, so, I am 

taking hold of the edges of the opening to the sling and tracing its shape, now rubbing my 

hands against the sides of the sling and the material feels a lot like it is a cross between 

leather and parchment, yet, I get the clear impression that the material has never been 

alive. Thank God for that. I lower my hands down by my side and notice that I am lying 

on what feels like blankets. This seems strange, so, I pick up the edge of one of the 

blankets and pull it up near my face so I can see it better in the dim light. It looks like 

regular old earthly cloth, maybe wool or cotton. The blankets, for I see that there are 

three of them, are not spread out neatly but rather all bunched up and rumpled so that 

there are a lot of ridges and bumps under me and they are not comfortable at all. I 

straighten them out underneath me as best I can. I am still a little bit wary about moving 

around a lot, because at the moment, I do not know if I am ready to come face to face 

with the aliens. 


